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Isaac pulled his hands from his pocket as he considered the front door in front of him and tried to exhale and think about how this was normal. Then again, nothing felt normal, not anymore.

His throat tightened as he pulled out the key. He told himself that he had permission to be there. No, he silently corrected himself. It wasn’t just permission. It was a command. She had told him that he had to come on that morning at least a few minutes before she woke up. She had given him the key.

But this wasn’t the key he wanted…

Isaac looked down at the house before clenching it in the palm of his hand. The little grooves and edges dug down into his skin.

Those sensations were almost enough to distract him…almost.

He thought about what had happened when he went home with his keyholder. Puffing out his cheeks, he exhaled, and that little puff of steam hit the air.

Immediately, it made him flinch because he was thinking about Hannah again. More importantly, he was thinking about how she had smoked in front of him. Worse, he thought about everything else too.

Despite everything he had experienced, revulsion still crawled up his throat. He couldn’t believe it. They had gone to the same school; they had taken the same health classes! She knew that smoking was a filthy habit. As such, he wanted to take her by her shoulders, shake her, and say something like, “I don’t know when you picked up that terrible habit, but you have to quit. It’s disgusting. Don’t you understand how gross it is? You can’t smoke!”

Even if those words hovered at the back of his throat, he didn’t actually get to say a single one of them, not to her.

After all, their relationship had always been based on friendship with maybe a hint of attraction that neither of them ever chose to acknowledge.

“I’m not going to let you do this to me, not again,” he wanted to say. “I am my own man. I am someone who can make my own decisions. I swear, Hannah. This has to come to an end right now!”

That boy already knew he wouldn’t utter a single one of those words, especially since it was so easy to envision her response. She could lean forward, smiling at him. Then she would say something like, “What are you wearing?”

That would be it.

That was all it would take.

With just a single question, she’d be able to shatter his defenses, stripping away his defiance, and getting exactly what she expected from him.

His nostrils flared as he shook his head. It was cold out here, yet he still worried about what he was going to face when he went inside.

Isaac finally used that key. He turned the knob, and he stepped into the quiet house.

At first, he hesitated, listening intently.

Apparently, no one from her family was up. For that, he was grateful. After all, he didn’t want to have some awkward conversation with a member of her family where he had to explain that Hannah had given him a key and instructed him to come over.

He went to the kitchen first. Fortunately, for him, he had asked all of the necessary questions, so he knew where to find the packets of hot chocolate. He filled a mug, mixed in the powder, stirred it, and microwaved it. Each time he made a sound, he tensed as though he’d get caught doing something wrong. At the same time, he kept thinking about how he could mess this up.

Even if the urge to argue with her somehow still lingered at the back of his brain, Isaac understood that he was going to employ a different strategy today. He glanced up at the ceiling and puffed out his cheeks in the microwave’s warm glow.

“I can do this. I can convince her. She’s still the same girl she has always been.” As those whispers hit the air, Isaac had no idea whether or not any of that was true. Seriously, they were in college now, and she was learning so much. It wasn’t just the academic stuff.

It was the other content…the ideology…

And even if he didn’t want to accept it, Isaac had to acknowledge that silent truth: he was learning a lot as well.

Before they had graduated from high school, she could’ve asked him nicely to come over to make her some hot chocolate, so she would have something pleasant to wake up to. Maybe he would have even agreed. But then, there would have been a high probability that he would have overslept, maybe forgetting to set his alarm or something. After all, it was still so early…

But now, he didn’t dare make that kind of error. Displeasing that girl would always be a terrible idea.

“I can do this,” he said to himself again. “I can convince her.” Isaac really, really needed to believe that!

The microwave finished heating the hot chocolate with a ding. He took the cup, held it between his hands, and made his way to her bedroom.

Once there, he turned the knob, and he could still see the steam rising from the cup.

It made him think of how she had smoked in front of him. His throat tightened, and his chest clenched when he imagined that.

That wasn’t going to come up. It was too early.

Besides, they were going to have a different conversation.

If this worked, then maybe he would be able to get exactly what he wanted and needed. More importantly, he would be able to drop out of their college, and things could go back to the way they had them. He would be able to shatter the spell cast by that school!

Despite their reputation, most colleges didn’t actually try to instill any particular ideology. Except for religious campuses, most colleges within the modern university system were dedicated to open discourse. But that didn’t mean everything required analysis or dissection; some ideas had already been answered. If someone wanted to show up and argue that the world was flat, there wasn’t any reason to entertain those kinds of “debates”. Besides, anyone who’d ever attended a real classroom discussion would understand that there were always lots of different perspectives and opinions.

That wasn’t always true at their school…

The billionaire founder who’d built it had made herself abundantly clear. She believed in female supremacy, so she wanted to ensure that the young women who attended learned how to lead. They would learn how to take control on how to project their personal power and authority into every aspect of their lives: personal, academic, and professional.

When Isaac had heard about those points, he hadn’t really believed them. Then again, he hadn’t actually paid attention. As a high school boy, he had simply gone from one class to the next, skating along and doing as he was told. He had never been a stellar student; he had never been someone who really worried about his future.

Perhaps he should have…

If he had been more careful, he wouldn’t be wearing that locking device.

Once he was in her bedroom and stood there, uncertain of himself. He wasn’t sure exactly what he was supposed to do despite her previous instructions. “I want you to come in early and wake me up. Oh, and I think I want some hot chocolate.” Hannah had sounded so nonchalant when she issued those orders.

Then again, it was easy for her. If she was unclear, then she’d simply have to punish him. Perhaps that would require a little bit of effort, but that was fine with her. After all, she wasn’t the one who’d get spanked or whipped. She wasn’t the one who had to contend with a chastity sentence.

That was the phrase that was now the most popular among the students at their college: chastity sentence. Isaac didn’t want to believe it was a simple idea, yet he couldn’t escape it. Essentially, it meant that every boy faced a countdown or a timer, one which could only be controlled or influenced by his keyholder. Most of the time, this meant that if a young man misbehaved or displeased his keyholder, she could casually and easily give him more time. He would stay locked up.

Locked up…That phrase was accurate enough, but he had never anticipated what this could feel like. He had never been able to imagine or truly what this kind of denial could do to his psyche. Before this, he had always been free to enjoy himself whenever necessary. Maybe there were those social niceties that kept him from slipping away here or there, yet he never, ever had to wait more than a few hours.

At this point, he could go days or weeks or even months…

Longing and frustration swirled together because he needed release. She hadn’t given it to him, not for a while now.

Isaac couldn’t ignore it because she was in charge of his chastity sentence. Technically, he could look at her and say something like, “I don’t care what you think. I’m not going to cooperate!” Nothing physical kept him from calling out those words. But if he dared, then she would correct him. She would add to his chastity sentence, and that countdown might suddenly be extended by hours or days or weeks or months.

And even now, he could sense that urge right there at the back of his throat before it lanced down his spine and straight between his legs.

His mouth was watering, especially because he could see her there in her bed. She had her eyes closed, and she looked so relaxed as she cuddled up against her pillow. For her, it was easy to sleep.

For him, it had gotten a lot harder.

This kind of denial lasted for so long. At his school, every male student was required to wear one of the cock locks. Theoretically, those devices weren’t very big, which might have implied that they couldn’t do a lot. Whether metal or plastic, it didn’t matter because they were strong. They were pretty much unbreakable. Just as importantly, they did what they had been designed to do: prevent male orgasms.

Unfortunately for all of the young men at their school, that didn’t mean these guys couldn’t get excited. On the contrary, the arousal only became more intense. It wasn’t like they could ignore it for a few hours, and it would slowly start to fade away. Instead, that need only grew stronger. He could feel it right there as he stood in the dark of her bedroom. The energy seemed to fizz along his skin, all while he wondered what it would be like if she decided to let him out for just a little while.

“Focus,” he whispered to no one in particular.

Isaac exhaled, approached her bed, and carefully placed the hot chocolate on her nightstand. Then he thought about brushing the back of his hand along her cheek.

That gesture would have been romantic. It would have been sweet.

That probably wasn’t what she wanted.

Besides, if he did this wrong, she could still punish him.

He placed his hand on her shoulder, and he nudged her gently. “Hannah,” he said. “Hannah, it’s time to wake up.”

When she started to roll onto her side, he quickly pulled his hand back. At the same time, he shut his eyes and stood there, his entire body rigid, all because he didn’t want to risk annoying her.

His owner threw back her blankets and smiled, not that he could see it yet. “Where is my hot chocolate?”

“Right here,” he said, picking up the cup and extending it to her. She sat up in bed, clutched the mug, and brought it carefully to her lips. “Not bad,” she decided after a moment. “Yeah, I think this is definitely the best way to wake up from now on.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, careful to use that proper tone with her. Most of the time, she didn’t seem to worry about the honorifics, but he understood that it was early, so he couldn’t give her any sign of defiance or disobedience.

Defiance. Disobedience. He wasn’t supposed to worry about words like those! Still, Isaac still contemplated what was going to happen in the next few minutes. After all, this was his chance.

Perhaps he had hoped for something a little bit more optimistic, but he lowered himself down onto his knees.

Hannah reached over and turned on the lamp on her nightstand. Pale illumination spread across the room, so she could see him down in that subservient position.

Before attending that college, he had never expected to learn this kind of skill. He never thought that getting on his knees would start to feel right or natural. After all, he was a college boy; he was supposed to be arrogant and aggressive. He was supposed to be thinking about how he was going to conquer the world.

Except now, Isaac gazed up at Hannah. He carefully kept his hands on his lap. “Miss, I’m so glad you enjoy the hot chocolate. I was hoping maybe this would be enough for a brief release? Please?“

“Are you begging?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Yes, Miss!”

“Cute,” she replied. She took another sip. “Do that some more.”

That wasn’t what he had hoped to hear. Then again, this was better than some of the alternatives.

Bowing his head down, Isaac sucked in a breath. “Please. Please, do you think you could let me out for just a little bit? I swear, I’m doing my best. I want to be good for you. I’m trying to be good and obedient. I’m trying to give you the right kind of attitude. Please. Please, just let me out for a little while?”

If she let him out, then he knew what he was going to do: run. It was a simple plan. Then again, he knew he needed that key. If she freed him for just a little bit, then he could escape!

After that, they could talk, and they’d be equals again (that was his hope, anyway). She wouldn’t have that key. She wouldn’t be his keyholder. He didn’t know what this would do to his academic career. Then again, Isaac didn’t really care about that.

Instead, he just had to make this happen right then and there.

“Keep going,” she said.

“Please. Please, I’ve done everything you wanted. I’m here, and I made you some hot chocolate. Please, I’ve been doing everything you asked.”

“Asked?” she asked with a hint of disdain.

Isaac corrected himself, “Miss, I’ve done everything you ordered!”

“You have,“ she said. “But you know, I don’t think you should be arguing with me right now. Stand up. Pull down your pants, and put your hands on the wall.”

“What? Why?” Isaac tried so hard to keep that ripple of fear out of his voice. He mostly failed.

“There it is,“ she said to him. “Are you supposed to question me? Are you supposed to question my authority? If I tell you to do something, what are you supposed to do?”

“Obey,” Isaac answered right away. Considering how much time he’d spent at that college, this answer came easily and automatically.

“Exactly,” she said. Then she watched him. She was waiting.

For several seconds, Isaac actually managed to hold his position. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go! This wasn’t what was supposed to happen! Despite that frustration, he couldn’t force her. After all, she had the key, and he didn’t even know where it was. In one of those drawers? Hanging from around her neck and hidden by her T-shirt? Maybe it was back in her closet…

“Isaac…“ Just by saying his name and letting her voice trail off, she offered him that threat.

It worked.

He broke.

Isaac jumped to his feet and rushed over to the wall. He reached forward with his hands before he remembered that other demeaning part of her order. Then he loosened his belt, and he pulled down his pants, letting them fall all the way down to his ankles. His boxers followed less than a second later.

He was breathing faster.

His trainer came up behind him, and she slid her hands around his waist, over his stomach, then down to his genitals.

Shivers rippled across his body. “You thought you were going to be able to get me while I was still asleep, didn’t you? You thought I would be drowsy and maybe generous? I mean, you did beg so pretty, but that’s not good enough, Isaac. You have to really prove yourself. A release is a big treat, after all. Didn’t you learn that back at school?“

“I, I…”

“Quiet,” she said. Hannah didn’t raise her voice. Apparently, she didn’t wish to wake up anyone else in the house. Even so, that command worked perfectly.

He shut his mouth!

At the same time, he was trying to figure out what he could do or say. Clearly, begging hadn’t worked. Even so, she liked it, and she intended to hear more. “Beg me to stop,” she ordered.

That was right before her hands swung down, and she struck his ass! Hot pain sizzled across his flesh. At this point, he understood just how cool and clever and successful she could be when she spanked him. Each time it happened, he wasn’t surprised, yet there was still that hint of memory.

She struck again!

Another jolt of pain darted across his skin, making him tighten his fingers against the wall.

Isaac’s keyholder struck several more times, landing her hand hard against his unprotected flesh. His skin started to turn a hot shade of pink. The pain started along his skin, making his nerves cry out.

“Please. Please, you don’t have to spank me. Please, I’m sorry! I messed up. I’m not going to do that again! I swear, I’m not going to mess up!“

“Did you really think I was going to let you out of your cage, Isaac? That isn’t how this works? I decide when to let you out.”

“But I was begging!”

“Were you?” Hannah asked him. “Or were you trying to manipulate me?”

“I swear, I wasn’t trying to manipulate you!”

For half of a heartbeat, he thought maybe she was really going to listen to him. After all, she didn’t seem to move for that sliver of time.

But now, Hannah struck harder! She grabbed onto his waist, using him for leverage. Then she swung down, bringing her hand in a tight arc before striking his ass.

“Here’s the problem,” she told him. “I don’t believe you. I think you were trying to manipulate me. You thought you could come in here and get me when I was still mostly asleep. You thought you’d be able to trick me. That isn’t how this works, Isaac. I’m a woman, so what does that mean?”

His nostrils flared. He didn’t want to believe it. “It means you’re smarter than me.”

“Not fast enough,” Hannah replied. After that, she delivered another dose, swinging her hand down hard on his left butt cheek, then his right. Those sounds echoed across the air, hitting the walls. Before, she had been so considerate.

At this point, he bit down and fought not to make any extra noise, but Hannah didn’t seem to worry about that.

Each time she smacked his backside, there was another burst of sound. The noise ricocheted against the walls and through his body. Part of him wanted to tell her to stop, but he knew that would be a very, very bad idea.

Instead, he simply had to endure this.

Then she decided to pick one spot, and she spanked him hard there again and again. His eyes watered, and there were desperate little sounds at the back of his throat, yet he managed to swallow them down.

“What does it mean that I’m a woman and you’re a boy?”

He answered quicker at this time, “It means you’re smarter than me! It means I have to do whatever you say! It means you have the right to be my keyholder, and I need to be a good obedient boy for you!” The repetition was good for him.

“Excellent,” she said, practically cooing her answer down at him. She might as well have been addressing a dog. Then she casually reached up, and she brushed her fingers through his hair. “Remember, I don’t like punishing you this way, but maybe a spanking just isn’t enough? Could that be the problem? Maybe we need to try something else? You know, I found something.”

“You found something?” Those words dropped from his mouth, but he couldn’t really think about what they meant. After all, his skin still burned from those impact points as she had spanked him hard and fast, giving him exactly what she believed he needed to ensure his good behavior.

“Yeah,“ she said. “I was outside yesterday with my cousin, and I saw it. We were just walking along. I’m guessing it’s pretty much just garbage, but I picked it up, and I swung it through the air, and I really liked the sound it made. It’s kind of a whistling hiss?”

Isaac wished that he didn’t know exactly why she would be interested in that item. If it was just garbage, she should’ve left it on the street. Instead, she turned around fast enough to make her hair rise up and bounce against her shoulders. Then she darted over to her nightstand, and she opened a drawer. When she came back, she held onto something.

Tentatively, he turned. In the corner of his vision, he saw her holding an old antenna. It looked like it had been ripped off a car.

She swung it down through the air, so it morphed into a silver blur.

Then she lifted it up and considered it.

Pulling his hands away from the wall, Isaac faced her.

“Oh?” Hannah teased him theatrically. “Is there something you want to do, boy?”

She wanted to see him beg again.

Rather than try to hold onto some dignity or self-respect, he let himself drop forward. He pushed his elbows down against his side, he raised his hands up together, and he looked at her intently. “Please. Please, don’t use that. Please, you already spanked me, and that’s good enough. You don’t need to punish me again. I’m learning my lesson. I’m going to be good. I won’t speak out of turn. I swear, swear, I’m going to be good!”

“Good and obedient?”

“Yes!”

“Fine,” she told him. “I’m not going to punish you for your attitude or your attempt at manipulation.” He puffed out a sigh of relief. “I’m going to punish you because I feel like it. Get back into position.“

“Isn’t there something else you’d rather do?“

“Like what?“

He licked his bottom lip.

“Never mind,” he said, realizing that would be a bad idea.

“No,” Hannah told him. “You don’t get to do that.“ Between the two of them, she had always been so confident. She was the kind of girl who had worked hard. She had learned all she could, and she loved mastering every concept. But here, there was something else happening. “Tell me. Tell me what you were thinking.”

“Maybe there’s something else I can do to help you relax?”

He could go down on her.

That was the point.

If nothing else, maybe they were going to run out of time. Presumably, she had plans for her day. Even if she enjoyed seeing him like that, she’d need to go handle her friends or her family. At some point, she wouldn’t be able to focus all of her time and energy on him. If he could just hold out for a little while longer, then maybe he wouldn’t need to feel the bite of that derelict antenna.

“Good idea,” she said. “Go to my nightstand, open the second drawer, and grab me something to help me relax.”

What was it going to be? A vibrator? Something else?

As he headed over, he saw that little smirk on her mouth, so he figured it was going to be some other implement. It was going to be another tool she could use to punish him…

Even so, he forced himself to move. He made himself walk across her bedroom. Then he opened the second drawer as indicated.

Inside that drawer, he only saw two items: a lighter and a pack of cigarettes.

His shoulders tightened. He froze.

For just a second, Isaac needed to slam the door shut before spinning around and facing her. “I’m not giving you this stuff!” He wanted to talk about how smoking was such a filthy habit. Back in school, he had listened to his teachers. He had paid attention when they talked about the downsides to smoking.

And yet, this girl was smarter than him, and she could make up her mind. She could decide how she wished to behave. This was her choice…

“You’re making me wait,” Hannah informed him. It was an ominous observation. She didn’t threaten him. While she held onto that derelict antenna, she didn’t have to. After all, he could already imagine what it would feel like to have it bite down against his naked, unprotected skin.

He grabbed the cigarettes, the lighter, and then he rushed back over to her. He held the package in his right hand and the lighter on the left. He extended his arms and waited, terrified that she was really going to take them.

Tossing the antenna onto the bed, she picked up the pack. She opened it, removed one cigarette, and placed it gracefully between her lips.

Isaac stared.

He didn’t want to be attracted to her, but seeing her smoke always triggered those strange reactions. She was gorgeous when she smoked, but it was still a gross habit. She looked so elegant and unstoppable, but he hated it!

At that moment, Isaac tried to think that she looked awful as she brought the lighter up to her cigarette. But then she was smiling at him, and he tried so hard to blame the device between his legs. After all, it had to be the cage. He wasn’t supposed to be attracted to her otherwise, especially at a moment like this.

In fact, part of him wanted to stride forward, cup her cheeks between his hands, and say something like, “C’mon, Hannah. You don’t want to do this. You know this is such a bad idea. Smoking is just wrong!”

If he had dared, he would have been punished thoroughly. With his backside already stinging, he didn’t dare make a sound. He could only wait there, watching stupidly.

She lit the cigarette, and the tip glowed. His trainer snapped the lighter closed with practiced ease. Then she dropped it on the mattress. At the same time, she leaned back. Bracing her weight on one arm, she crossed her legs. With her right hand, she pulled the cigarette from her mouth, and then she exhaled.

That slender jet of smoke cut across the air.

He watched it.

Reluctantly, Isaac breathed in and caught that toxic aroma. The poisonous fumes filled his lungs. Within seconds, he was coughing hard. Maybe that was why he hated this so much. He had never really thought about it before, but he was probably unnaturally sensitive to cigarette smoke.

Hannah didn’t say anything. She simply enjoyed her cigarette. For her, this was a nice dose of relaxation.

Besides, she probably loved having him stand there, knowing full well that he couldn’t stop her.

But then she smiled and stood. Without saying anything, Hannah used her free hand, and she grabbed onto both her sweatpants and her panties. She pulled them down, tugging them until they bunched around her calves. Then she kicked them away.

She permitted him to see something special. Even now, his gaze ran along the toned contours of her calves, knees, and thighs. He drank in the sight of her flawless skin.

Half naked, she casually sat back down and spread her legs. “I’m going to smoke this cigarette. If you can make me orgasm before I’m done, then I won’t need to use the antenna.”

The antenna.

He glanced over at that metallic strip once again. He was trying to figure out what he could do or say to make her change her mind. He was working to come up with some strategy.

Despite his best efforts, he had to know if he was going to fail. No matter how hard he tried, this boy wasn’t going to succeed. Still, he could hope. He could fantasize about those better outcomes.

Inevitably, he dropped to his knees. He crawled toward her, and that was when she used her free hand again, placing her palm on the top of his head, tightening her fingers around his hair, and yanking him up between her legs.

In high school, Isaac always tried to be so careful about fantasizing about this girl. They were friends; they weren’t supposed to date. She wasn’t supposed to be interested in him. Consequently, he always had to be on his best behavior.

There would be those moments in the dark when he wanted to pleasure himself, and he would’ve reached into his pants to wrap his fingers around his cock. At those moments, he always had to be cautious. Even if he had a crush on some cheerleader, or maybe the girl in the drama club, Isaac made a point of pushing away every thought and image that might have involved Hannah.

But now, he looked up, and he saw her pussy. He saw traces of pubic hair, her wet slit, and the softly toned curves of her inner thighs.

She was already excited.

Hannah seemed to guess what he was thinking as she pulled his face up between her legs. “Sorry, Isaac. I always get turned on whenever I punish you. I just can’t help myself. I wonder why that is. What do you think?” Of course, his keyholder didn’t actually expect a response. Obviously, he couldn’t talk, not when his mouth was otherwise occupied.

He worshiped her, licking and gliding his tongue up and down along her opening just as she had taught him to do. She was in control, so she could be as selfish as she wished. She didn’t have to think about him. On the contrary, the chastity device insured has good behavior, no matter how she acted.

His tongue played along her flesh to deliver those first sparks of excitement. Of course, she had already been aroused, but now this was different. Those physical sensations combined with her control. In one hand, she held her cigarette. She kept her other palm braced on the back of his head as she enjoyed his tender attention to her pussy.

“This is perfect,” she whispered to no one in particular. He probably didn’t hear her. Even if he had, he didn’t get to decide what would happen next.

Hannah took a long, slow pull on the cigarette. She let the smoke expand her lungs. Then she blew out a gentle cloud. It hung there in front of her before dissipating. At the same time, he was doing his best.

“Faster,” she said casually.

Back in high school, she had wondered how her relationships with boys would develop. In particular, Hannah always wondered whether or not she would be brave enough to tell them exactly what she liked most when it came to her body. Relationships always sounded like they would involve a lot of compromise and negotiation.

She preferred things this way. She loved knowing that she could just hold onto that cigarette, pinching it gently between her fingers. She could give him a lazy command, and he would obey.

In fact, that was exactly what happened!

His tongue slipped and danced along her pussy as his tip stimulated her clit. She had no problem adjusting her angle or his. After all, it was so easy when she kept her free hand braced against the back of his skull.

Lots of guys probably fantasized about those sort of scenarios. They thought it would be so much fun to have that kind of control. They weren’t wrong…even if the boys at her school didn’t get to experience it for themselves.

Instead, they had to endure the humiliation of service from the other angle.

She giggled to herself, enjoyed another puff, and wondered whether or not he was going to be able to succeed.

The heat was cascading hotter and faster throughout her body. It was so easy to close her eyes. If she had clutched down, just a tiny bit, she probably would have lost control. That surge of pleasure could have flooded her body, racing out from between her leg legs into her thighs and down to her toes, up to her hands and her arms, then all the way to her lips…

“You’re trying really hard, aren’t you? My chastity slave really doesn’t want to feel the bite of this antenna, does he?”

She was still thinking about how much fun it would be when and if she used it.

“Oh, look at that. I think I’m done with my cigarette,“ she finally decided.

That was when she pulled him back, and she aimed the cigarette for that spot right at the center of his rib cage. The angle may have been awkward, but she didn’t care. She moved carefully and slowly.

Then she put the cigarette out right against his skin! His eyes widened, and there was that quick gasp of pain, but he knew better than to cry out or beg her to stop. She twisted it slowly, first to the left, then to the right and back again, over and over.

Once she was satisfied she had put out her cigarette, she thought about tossing that remains into the trashcan. Instead, she told him, “Open up. Tongue out.”

He understood what was about to happen. She had done this before.

“Swallow,” Hannah ordered. Then she dropped the burnt out cigarette onto his tongue.

It was still hot!

It still burned.

Despite the pain and flavor of ask, he swallowed down the cigarette as commanded.

“And now, I need to test my toy,” she said, picking up the antenna. She held up that metal rod, and she slashed it through the air just like before.

He glanced back at Hannah. “But I did everything you wanted!”

“You did,” she acknowledged. “But does that really matter? Don’t you think I have the right to change my mind as a woman?”

Opening his mouth, Isaac searched for some kind of rebuttal, some little hint of logic or evidence he could use to get her to change her mind. Ultimately, he just needed her to back down!

Despite his best efforts, he failed.

“No, Miss,” he told her. Just like that, he acquiesced. He surrendered to her, so she snapped her fingers, and that sound pulsed across the air. She pointed to the wall again, and he rose to his feet, coming into position.

“This is going to be fun,” she told him. “And don’t worry. It’s fine with me if you make some noise.” She leaned forward, “You can scream.”

Isaac hated that kind of permission, but it didn’t matter. It changed nothing as he positioned himself. Still naked from the waist down, he spread his legs, pushed his toes against the carpet, and did his best to psychologically prepare himself.

The echoes of pain from his previous encounters with this girl still lingered. His fingers tightened, and he braced himself as best he could, but then she was behind him, and she touched the cold metal to his skin.

Theoretically, it wasn’t that cold, yet a blast of icy fear still shot down his body. He could feel it as his pulse quickened.

She drew back.

She struck!

Her chastity slave hissed. He did his best to remain silent, only he still failed because she knew exactly what she was doing. She turned this antenna into a metal whip, swinging it down hard. The metal probably curved right before the impact.

The pain sliced through his defenses, making him cry out.

His eyes watered, and his breathing came quicker. He knew she was going to swing again, yet he still didn’t know how to brace himself. He couldn’t prepare himself for the onslaught of sensations.

“It’s okay if you need to shout or scream. Honestly, I think that would be kind of fun.”

He grimaced as he absorbed those words; she meant them. She didn’t care if he woke up everyone else in the house.

His owner swung down, cross-crossing red lines along his flesh. His buttocks had already glowed a bright shade of pink. Even after he had gone down on her, giving him a few minutes to recover, but that wasn’t enough.

“I wonder if I could ever make a work of art on your ass,” she said. “What do you think of that, Isaac? I’m sure I could take some pictures and send them off. You could be famous. You could be a model. I bet there are a lot of girls back at school who would love to see you in this position.”

Her chastity slave quickly shook his head from side to side. Obviously, disagreeing with anything she suggested was always going to be a bad idea, yet he still made the attempt. “No. Please. Please, don’t. Please, you can’t.”

The words gushed out of his mouth, one after another. At this point, he couldn’t even think about what he was saying. After another moment, he realized that she had stopped.

Isaac couldn’t know why, but he was sure he wouldn’t like the answer.

After another second or three, his heart skittered faster, and he realized what he had just done. He recognized what he just said to her. “No, I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry. You can do whatever you want. You can do whatever you want with me!”

“You’re right about that,” she informed him as she stepped forward. With one hand, she brushed the curved contours of the antenna along his backside. Those sensations almost felt good. The antenna was smooth, and the chilled metal felt incredible. With her other hand, she reached for his balls. She gave them a quick squeeze before gliding her hand up to his cage. There, she squeezed again, not that he could feel it.

“I can do whatever I want with you,” she told him. Those words sounded like a declaration, an observation, and a promise all at the same time.“I can do whatever I want with you because I owe you. Isn’t that how this works?”

“Yes!”

“Perfect,” she said before she stepped back and started swinging again. At that moment, she locked her teeth together, concentrated, and unleashed a vicious barrage. She swung down hard over and over again, using that impromptu tool with all of the strength in her arm. She pushed down, swung, and delivered one swipe after another. Each time the antenna connected, another blast of agony hit him.

Her chastity slave arched his back and cried out. Panicked desperation surged through him, so she waited for that moment when he might make the mistake of pushing back, spinning around, and facing her.

Fortunately, for him, he wasn’t that dumb. Perhaps he could maintain just a hint of self-control, enough to prevent him from making the worst kind of mistake.

She stopped. She paused.

Fresh excitement shot along her body. She could feel it all along her skin as she waited for him to mess up.

This time, he didn’t.

“You’re learning,” she told him. It wasn’t a compliment; rather, it was a simple observation.

He was learning; he was learning to serve. He was learning to obey. Ultimately, that was the best he could hope for.

“Let’s try that again, shall we?“

If he wanted to beg or plead again, he knew it wouldn’t work, so Isaac held his breath. Maybe he was attempting to build up some kind of psychological wall between the next rush of pain and that instant.

In any case, she didn’t really care. Fresh heat coursed through her. That orgasm had been incredible, but she wasn’t done. She hasn’t finished, not yet. Maybe soon enough, but she was curious about something.

She unleashed another assault on his ass. Fresh red lines appeared along his skin as she struck over and over.

He howled!

He cried out!

This boy maintained the control necessary to keep himself from saying something he definitely would’ve regretted. He didn’t attack or insult her. Instead, he swallowed back every word.

“How does that make you feel?” Hannah asked her slave.

By now, his eyes were wet. His cheeks glistened. She chuckled, but he hadn’t responded yet. Then, right before she was about to let go to give him another dose, he called out, “Obedient! It makes me feel obedient! It makes me feel like I have to do anything and everything you say. You’re in charge. I belong to you. I’ll do whatever you want! You own my key, and you can punish me. You can do whatever you like. I belong to you!“

The words flooded out, one after another.

But then, she turned because her bedroom door had just opened.

As he had feared, he had started to wake up some of the other residents in her home.

“Hannah, what’s going on here?” asked her aunt.

“Janine,” Hannah said.

Hannah didn’t look abashed, scared, or ashamed. She didn’t look embarrassed despite having a half naked boy pressed up against the wall. Instead, she had just spoken as though her aunt had walked in while she was studying.

Her aunt, Janine, was still a very good looking woman. She had dark hair with a few grays, but she made a point of biking regularly. Even in her sweats, she still carried herself with a surprising amount of dignity. This was a woman who had strong beliefs, many of which she had passed on to her daughter.

And yet, Janine didn’t really understand how Hannah had changed. Of course, Janine still went online; she read the different articles, but maybe she couldn’t truly accept or believe what her niece had become.

The information ecosystem had become so toxic in so many different ways. Not only that, there was so much disinformation and misinformation. Simply trying to figure out what was happening at the school had become almost impossible.

Hannah had seemed happy; that was the most important part. And considering that she had valued academic rigor, neither Janine nor Hannah’s parents had really worried about what was happening at that college.

Taking her time, Hannah didn’t panic. In fact, she must’ve been anticipating something like this. Maybe she was hoping her mother would be the first one to walk into her bedroom door.

Hannah leaned forward and whispered to her slave, “Silence. If I ask you any questions, you’re just going to agree automatically.“

Isaac had been about to respond, but she gave another tug on his head, making abundantly clear that this was how he would behave. If he didn’t, the consequences would be severe. That much was clear.

Hannah’s aunt still stood there, her arms tight over her chest. She was probably trying to look imperious and authoritative, but it didn’t really work.

In truth, Hannah‘s aunt had never really got the opportunity to try to seem dangerous or intimidating. With Hannah, in particular, things had always been so easy. She never felt like she had to behave as an adult around her. Instead, she could always treat her more like a peer or an equal. Granted, she was still an adult, so she had to behave herself, but the rules were different. She could always be the “fun” aunt without really worrying about a lot of other responsibilities. Besides, her niece had been ambitious and willing to learn.

So now, Janine didn’t know what to do. She saw this scene playing out in front of her, and she knew exactly what it meant, but she wasn’t sure what she was supposed to say.

As a woman, she had contemplated lots of different scenarios. She had wondered what she would do if her niece got caught drinking or with drugs. She had imagined different fights and arguments with various parents.

But this…?

“Aunt Janine, I think we need to have a conversation,” Hannah finally announced. She leaned over again and whispered something to the boy.

Automatically, she assumed that her niece was going to tell him to put on some clothes. Instead, her boy did the opposite. He stepped back, he pulled off his shirt, and then he was naked within just a few more moments. After that, he lowered himself down onto his knees.

He looked good.

Janine knew she wasn’t supposed to have that kind of thought, but there was still something fascinating about seeing a young man in that humbled position.

Although she didn’t shake her head, she still tried to dislodge that idea.

“Have a seat,” Hannah finally said, motioning toward the desk in the corner.

Moving tentatively, Janine took the chair and pulled it out. Then she sat down. She saw that Hannah was busy pulling on her own panties and sweatpants. It only took her a few seconds. Then she sat back on her bed as she crossed her legs, leaning forward. She looked relaxed, and it is, especially with that slightly sly smile on her face.

“What’s going on here?” Janine finally asked. Again, she wasn’t sure whether or not she was supposed to sound intimidating. As Hannah’s aunt, that was always going to be a difficult line to cross. Technically, she was more of an adult, but she wasn’t a parent. At the same time, she didn’t know about Hannah’s mother or the “discovery” she had recently made.

“I ordered Isaac here to bring me some hot chocolate. He did. And then he tried to manipulate me, so I decided to punish him. We had some fun along the way.”

“Does it smell like cigarettes in here?” Janine asked next.

“I’m an adult, Hannah replied. “I can smoke since that’s my decision.”

“I know,” her aunt said reluctantly. But even then, they both knew the truth. Her aunt loved to sneak cigarettes whenever she could. In their family, the idea had been forbidden. For as long as Janine could remember, Hannah‘s father had made it abundantly clear that he despised smoking. As far as he was concerned, it was the least attractive thing a woman could possibly do. Whenever he heard about people smoking, he’d snort and roll his eyes. He had no problem loudly and passive aggressively making comments about how it was a filthy habit, one that only a degenerate might engage in.

Even so, Janine understood exactly how refreshing a cigarette could be. There was something about that rush of nicotine, the relaxation of holding onto the cigarette, lighting it, the ritual, and the easy focus.

Still, she had refrained out of respect for her brother, especially at moments like this when she was visiting.

“You don’t really want to talk about smoking, do you?”

Janine straightened her back. She held her knee together. At the same time, she was still trying to figure out exactly what she wished to accomplish at that moment with her niece. Not only that, seeing this young man naked and on his knees made it harder for her to think clearly.

Reflexively, Janine’s eyes drifted down to his crotch. She knew she wasn’t supposed to look; she wasn’t supposed to notice. Yet, there was still that curiosity. She had read all about the required chastity devices and how they could potentially impact the boys. At the same time, she was fascinated by that expression on his face.

He looked as though he had been defeated.

She had seen this boy before; Isaac and Hannah had been friends for a long time. He’d seemed relaxed before, yet this was completely different. Now he seemed as though he had been captured.

Janine kept waiting for some rush of sympathy or mercy. If nothing else, she was supposed to feel bad for him because she heard about how he had grown up. As the aunt, Janine made a point of talking to her niece whenever possible. Sometimes, they traded various texts over the course of the day. Then she made a point of calling every few weeks. Inevitably, Hannah had mentioned her friend, Isaac.

Instead of sympathy, Janine kept dealing with a different feeling. There  was something else she experienced…

Online, so many people had argued that Hannah’s college was nothing but a bastion dedicated to the propagation of propaganda.

Had they been right?

As a feminist, Janine had always been very adamant in her beliefs. Women were people, they deserved respect, and they should work to abolish all the double standards that still existed between women and men. She believed in fairness and justice. She had always made those points, only now something else seemed to flash behind her eyes and deep into her core. She hadn’t expected it; she didn’t know how her body could respond like this.

Even so, she didn’t know how to ignore it. Just as importantly, she wasn’t sure if she wanted to fight that new urge. It was excitement. It was a new flavor of desire, one she hadn’t experienced before.

“I’m learning a lot at school,” Hannah said. “I really feel like I’m becoming a better person. I think we both are.”

Janine couldn’t help herself. She had to ask, “What does it feel like you’re learning?” At that point, she successfully pulled her gaze away from Isaac and now focused on her daughter.

“I’m learning all about female supremacy,” Janine said simply.

“Female supremacy…”

“My mother has learned about it as well,” Hannah said, smiling. “Can I tell you about it?“

Female supremacy…

The phrase sounded strange but still self-explanatory. Janine still wanted to learn more. Apparently, so much of the fear mongering line had been accurate. Despite this, Hannah didn’t look offended or annoyed. She didn’t look scared of this new idea either. On the contrary, Hannah was probably one of the smartest people Janine had ever met. In spite of her youth and inexperience, she had always brought a special kind of insight to every conversation.

“Please. Tell me about it,” Janine finally said.

“Female supremacy is the idea that women are destined to rule because we are intellectually and emotionally superior. We can acknowledge that men might have some physical advantages, but those don’t really matter, especially in a modern setting.”

“And what does that mean?”

Hannah grinned again, almost as though she truly enjoyed this kind of debate. Back at her school, she had probably engaged in these kinds of conversations multiple times.

“It means a lot,” Hannah said. “Female supremacy has implications at home with families, in business, politics, and every level of research. But like I said, it’s the idea that women should be the supreme moving force behind society. Essentially, we should be in charge. We should be the ones who make every major decision. And my boy here agrees. Isn’t that right, slave?“

At that point, Janine had to interrupt. “Slave? You really call him a slave?“

“What else would I call him?” Hannah asked with a vicious smile. “I know. This belief system requires a little bit of flexibility. It goes against a lot of what we were taught to believe. But maybe those beliefs were wrong? I think feminism came from a good place, but it was deeply flawed. It embraced an idea of equality that is holding us back.”

“What about the ethics?” Janine said.

“What about them?” Hannah answered smoothly. She must’ve been able to read the skeptical expression on Janine’s face. “I understand that this sounds strange. I get it. But just think about it this way. Men continue to engage in sexist behaviors all the time. They hold onto these really stupid and antiquated arguments. Consequently, they hold back everyone in society.” With every word, she sounded so poised, so refined.

“That’s an incredible idea,“ Janine finally answered. Even as she spoke, she could feel that heat ripple through her body. It was the kind of excitement she wasn’t sure she was supposed to acknowledge. And yet, pretending it didn’t exist wasn’t going to help either.

“It is,“ Hannah agreed. “It really is.”

For several seconds, Janine stared off into the distance while she found her gaze drifting back toward that boy down on his knees. She thought of him as a boy, but he was really a young man. He was a college student, and there was something enticing about his shoulders, waist, legs, arms, and chin.

Up until now, he had been quiet.

“What do you think about this, Isaac?”

“I serve. I obey.”

“Tell her all about how you love being a chastity slave. Tell her how this is good for you.”

“I love being a chastity slave. I know this is good for me,” he said.

Despite the incredulity playing across her face, Janine still smiled as she asked, “Does that really count?” Then there was that quick shake of her head. “Obviously, he’s not going to tell you the truth. He can’t!”

“For this boy, I decide what the truth is,” Hannah declared. “He’s a boy. He can’t think for himself. I mean, all we did was lock up his cock. Look at him now. He’s willing to do whatever I want, all because he is a boy.”

“And your mother is okay with this?”

“Absolutely,” Hannah said. “But before we worry about the rest of the family, would you like to examine my slave?”

Janine felt like she was being timid. She thought of Hannah’s mother, and she was thinking about how women were supposed to behave. She was thinking about all of the morals and beliefs she’d clung to for so very long. But now, there was this girl in front of her who offered her a different perspective and a brand new approach to men and life more broadly.

It was tempting.

It was tantalizing.

“I don’t know…”

“Isaac, tell her you want to be examined. Tell her you’re grateful for the chance to show off. Tell her that you're a slave, so that you understand you’re subject to the female gaze.”

He swallowed back his trepidation, glanced up, and said, “I would like to be examined, ma’am. I understand that I’m a slave, so I want to show off because I’m subject to the female gaze.”

“That is incredible,” Janine whispered.

“Up, slave,” Hannah commanded.

Her boy obeyed immediately. It was incredible to watch, especially because Janine had dealt with lots of sexist men over the course of her career. She’d been luckier than some; she had only dealt with a few double standards and a couple of chauvinist jackasses. Still, those moments had always been traumatic. All too often, the men around her had been willing to undermine self-worth as they questioned her talents, her intellect, her insight and her abilities.

Only now, it was a young man who found himself in that position.

Technically, this probably made her a hypocrite, especially if she didn’t stop it.

Then again, Janine couldn’t come up with a good reason for why she should care. Instead, she was contemplating that boy and enjoying the look of trepidation on his face.

Maybe the world really would be a better place if the boys learned to be afraid.

Only now, he rose to his feet, and he held his hands behind his back.

“Go on,” Hannah said, encouraging her aunt. “Check him out. Basically, we can act like it’s a petting zoo. If you want, I can make him crawl around for you. Would you like that?“

Janine was on her feet now. She had pushed herself out of that seat by Hannah‘s desk, but she wasn’t sure she could really do this.

Hannah must’ve sensed that uncertainty because she looked back at her slave. “Crawl over to her, nuzzle her feet, and make yourself as friendly as possible.”

If he hated this, he gave no real sign of it. Most of all, Isaac had clearly been subjugated. This young man had been trained. He had been tamed. As those thoughts fluttered behind Janine’s eyes, she still wasn’t sure if she could believe it. Something about this seemed so impossible, so wonderful!

The boy lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, and he crawled forward, moving on all fours. He made his way over to her feet. Janine was standing, but she still didn’t reach down.

The boy nuzzled her socks, then her ankles, and her sweatpants.

This time, Hannah didn’t say anything. Instead, she simply watched and waited.

Finally, something inside of Janine stretched and snapped as she reached down. Very tentatively, she patted him on the head. His hair was softer than she had expected. Her mouth watered, so she brushed her fingers through his hair, and then she stroked his cheeks before brushing her digits along the other side of his chin. He raised his head, and he looked up at her.

“This really does feel like a petting zoo,” Janine said.

“That’s because he’s a slave. He’s basically an animal. We can treat him like livestock.”

“How is this possible?” Janine asked even though she already had a good idea of what the answer was going to be.

“Chastity training. Orgasm denial. Pain. Those are the foundational blocks of male subjugation.”

“Seriously?” Janine asked.

“Well…” Hannah replied. “A lot of it probably has to do with the brutal punishments we can dish out, but I don’t think that’s the best part. Let’s face it. Men are sexual creatures. If you take away their ability to orgasm, then they become very different animals. And if they know you own the key to their cages, that does something even more special. What does that do to you, Isaac?“

“Knowing that you are my keyholder makes me want to obey you,“ he told her.

“Exactly,” Hannah said. ”Stand. I’m sure she’d like to touch you.”

Again, Janine hesitated even as he rose to his feet and crossed his arms behind his back.

“It’s okay if you’re curious. Check out his chastity cage.”

That was exactly what Janine wanted to do; the desire was right there, bubbling up from deep with her. Maybe she hadn’t expected it, but she couldn’t deny it now. So she stepped forward, she reached out, and she slid her fingers along his flank. She touched his rib cage first, then used the back of her hand, and her touch slid lower and lower down along his body.

Then her fingers brushed along and the smooth surface of the chastity cage.

He was locked up.

He was naked except for that one piece of equipment. Janine considered the lock, the different contours, the angles, and the solidity of that device. “No matter where he goes or what he does, he stays locked up…” Janine repeated those words. They seemed like a revelation.

“As such, he knows exactly how to behave. He knows exactly what to do. But don’t worry. You can still play with him. Grab his ass. Push him down. Would you like an orgasm? He could go down on you right now.”

“An orgasm?”

“Yes,” Hannah said.

“No,” Janine shook her head from side to side. “I’m not sure if I can really handle this.“

“You can,” her niece reassured her. “It’s obvious that you’re interested in this. And there’s nothing wrong with that. I think this is how the world is supposed to work. Things are going to be so much better this way.“

“Maybe…“

They decided to go out to breakfast together. They chatted, and Isaac put on some clothes, and he met up with Hannah’s mother. He offered his services.

The woman glanced at him, her mouth quirking up into a quarter-smile. She knew what was going on; Hannah‘s mother understood how the new rules of the world worked. Maybe things were different for a woman like Janine, but the idea was spreading.

He took out the trash, he did the dishes, and he even washed the windows. With one chore after another, Hannah‘s mother gave him those commands, and he consistently obeyed. Finally, Hannah came home with Janine, and her aunt was looking at him differently now.

That was when Janine and Hannah walked up to him, grabbed him by his wrists, and pulled him back into her bedroom. Hannah closed the door and locked it. From there, she grinned, pushed him to his knees, and said, “I want you to strip, slave boy.”

Immediately, he obeyed by removing his shirt, his pants, shoes, socks, and underwear. Once again, he was down to nothing but his chastity cage.

“I know what I want,” Janine said, probably more to herself than either her niece or the slave. Focusing on Isaac, she spoke clearly, “I want you to lick my pussy. I want you to go down on me hard. I want you to make me come.” The words sounded almost rehearsed, except that didn’t matter. After all, she was a woman.

She walked over to the bed, and that was when she kicked off her shoes, peeled down her tights, and removed her panties before lifting her skirt. At the same time, she closed her eyes and inclined her head.

“If you want to hold onto his hair, that always makes it a little bit more fun,” Hannah said.

“Do I have to?”

“Not at all,” Hannah replied. “He’s here for your pleasure. Use him however you like.”

At that moment, her aunt paused; hesitation seemed to stretch across her body, mostly because there was something else she craved, yet she wasn’t sure she could really speak the words. “And what about the cigarettes?” Janine said.

“Fetch them, slave,” Hannah said, sounding almost bored. What was a remarkable transgression for her aunt had become mundane routine for this girl. Then again, that was how it was supposed to work. According to all of her teachers, the world was a better place when the boys were dumb, grateful, and thoroughly subjugated.

Isaac rushed over to the same drawer from before. He opened it, pulled out the lighter, plus the pack of cigarettes, and then he brought them back to Janine.

She took the pack, pulled out a cigarette, and placed it gently between her lips. With each movement, she basked in the easy power that came from being a woman.

Then she leaned forward. “Light me up, please.” Right after, she felt silly. Technically, she didn’t have to say “please” to a boy.

Rather than apologize, she watched as he lifted the lighter. He had popped the top off, and now he clicked it on. There was a spark. Nothing happened at first. He tried again. The flame ignited, and he held it at the tip of her cigarette.

She was doing this; she was really going to do this. It wasn’t even just a question of the cigarette or smoking. After all, that wasn’t supposed to be allowed within this household.

It was the service.

She loved knowing she could just tell him what to do, and he obeyed!

That rush of power surged through her, especially because she inhaled, and there was that sense of contentment. And then she blew a cloud of smoke right in his face.

Janine wasn’t even sure what prompted that behavior on her part, but it was done, and he was trying to hold his breath.

“Want to see something funny?“ Hannah asked her aunt. She grabbed the boy by his hair, pulled him in close, and exhaled. She blew the smoke into his mouth.

Then she let go, only her hand rose to his mouth. She forced him to hold that smoke there against the back of his throat. Maybe it leaked down into his lungs. His eyes watered, and his face started to turn red!

Janine burst out laughing. She couldn’t help it!

There was something about watching him struggle that was just so incredibly entertaining!

Finally, Hannah let go. He coughed, and smoke burst from between his lips. Both of the women were laughing now.

“Service me,“ Janine finally commanded. It was easier to issue that order now.

The boy dropped to his knees, he raised his head, and he must have hated getting used like this, but it didn’t matter.

As he started to lick, Janine couldn’t help herself. “Who else knows about this?“

“A couple of people,” Hannah told her aunt. “But right now, I’m thinking maybe we could have a family meeting?”

A family meeting…?

Janine wasn’t really sure what that was supposed to mean, not here and now. Then again, there was another possibility. She thought of Hannah‘s father and how it would be so good for him. She thought of Isaac‘s family and what they could learn.

Then again, that seemed so impossible.

And yet, Janine was really considering this now. Even as that boy’s tongue slid along her pussy, she contemplated the kind of authority she could wield. She thought of the different generations: parents and kids. She thought of the cousins, the interconnected groups, and how everything could become so much better.

Janine was nibbling on the inside of her mouth as she imagined those different possibilities. But his tongue slid along her clitoris, making her tremble. She opened her mouth, gasping, almost crying out.

She was close. She was so incredibly close!

“Slow down,” she said.

At once, the enslaved boy complied with her command. She wasn’t just thinking about the families now. Instead, she tried to envision how the world could be different. She thought of what it would be like to be able to spank any male, to swat him or paddle him or even whip him. She thought about how men could be slaves, how they could be owned and thoroughly disciplined. She thought about how unfair the world had been for so long, but they could fix it. They could make things right. They could make things better!

And she could be part of it…

Janine could own a boy just like him. She thought of the different guys she had dated and how much better behaved they would have been if they had been locked in chastity and whipped or paddled. She thought of how those males would have become so polite, so obedient, and so eager to please.

Fresh excitement blasted through her body as he continued to lick. At this point, she gasped out just one more word. “Faster!”

Again, the slave boy didn’t disappoint.

She never would have been comfortable hitting on a boy his age (even if he was an adult). After all, she was an older woman. Then again, she was simply using him. As a woman, that was her right…

As that possibility blossomed deep within her psyche, she knew it was right. And then she glanced over at Hannah for just a moment as both women enjoyed that shared agreement. They both knew the truth. They both understood how the world was now supposed to work.

This was right. This was better. This was so much better!

Janine didn’t have to ask for this boy to go down on her. Instead, she could issue the command, and he’d obey.

When she tensed and embraced that rush of pleasure, Janine quickly decided this was the best orgasm she had ever experienced! It was everything she wanted, everything she craved, everything any woman could ever need.

It wasn’t romantic. It was something else. It was so much better! (Somehow, that felt wrong, like this scraped against everything she was supposed to believe. She thought of the countless romance movies and novels she had read, except she couldn’t argue with the rush of pleasure.)

Standing off to the side, Hannah continued to watch. There was that almost ethereal smile on her face, all because she understood exactly what Janine was experiencing.

And down on his knees, Isaac continued to serve. Understanding exactly who and what he was becoming here, he did his best to please this woman. Without trying, he drifted back to the lessons from before. He thought about school. More importantly, he thought about his keyholder.

Women were the superior sex; they deserved to rule. They were in charge. Even as he considered all those different points, he glanced up, and then he heard the click of the lighter.

That was Hannah. She was lighting up again! As he went down on Janine, he desperately wished he could have stopped her. He yearned to say something, to tell her that she wasn’t supposed to do this.

It was almost funny.

Despite all of his training, that revulsion still persisted. Somehow, he knew that he could be owned and obedient, yet he still wanted to argue with her about smoking…It seemed insane, but he didn’t know what to do or how to fight that instinct. So instead, he kept licking! He tasted that woman even as she shivered and shuddered. The flavor of her excitement raced along his tongue and deep into the center of his being. At the same time, he recognized that he was helping his keyholder. After all, she could have made her argument, insisting that boys needed to be owned.

Most women wouldn’t have believed it.

But because he was down on his knees and licking Janine’s pussy, he gave his keyholder exactly what she needed: proof. He was the evidence.

His tongue slid and played along her crevice, going faster. He pleasured her, giving her everything she wanted.

Finally, Janine dropped into that rush of perfect ecstasy. She had come close before, but this was everything she wanted and needed. This was the bright, evanescent burst of satisfaction that made her muscles tighten along the back of her neck, down her shoulders, and straight into her core. The muscles down her legs and all the way to her toes curved or clenched as she cried out.

But then it was done, and she nudged him away.

At the same time, she peered down at him, and there was a new understanding that seemed to dawn on her. She considered this boy, and she understood that something had changed.

Janine could feel it deep within her.

It was like some first premise or some basic and foundational understanding of the world had just changed.

It was strange that it could be so specific, like there was now this psychological line inside of her head. She could feel it.

“You get it now, don’t you?”

“I do…” Janine said, marveling at this new understanding. Again, she glanced down at the college boy kneeling in front of her. He had scooted back, but he still held his knees together, and he rested his hands on his lap. He looked so subservient as though he understood that it was only one way for him to behave. He needed to focus on these girls; he had to focus on them and their desires, their pleasures in their instincts. If they wanted something, then he was obliged to give it to them. He wasn’t entitled to boundaries.

He was property.

He was owned.

Each idea hit her like a separate revelation.

“This is female supremacy,” Janine said.

“It is,” Hannah agreed. “And now, I’m thinking we need to try something else. How do you feel about that family meeting?”

“I love it,” Janine said without hesitating.

It was still early in the morning, so it made sense that he didn’t have to deal with anyone as he stood outside of her bedroom door. On some level, he was curious. Part of him wanted to lean forward and to press his ear against the door as he tried to eavesdrop.

Janine and Hannah were busy talking. They were planning and thinking through what they intended to do next.

At least they had allowed him to get dressed again. Granted, this didn’t mean much when they so easily and casually ordered him to get naked.

He waited by the door, wondering and waiting who would go down the hall next.

For once, he got lucky.

Before her sister or maybe one of her parents could appear, the door opened again.

Hannah casually sauntered out, and she looked amazing. She wasn’t wearing sweatpants or a simple sweater. Instead, she had pulled on a cute shirt with a Peter Pan collar, a cardigan, and a checkered skirt with dark gray tights underneath. She held onto his hand, she tugged and she escorted him out of the house.

Before they left, however, Janine called out, “Don’t worry. I’m going to take care of everything.”

Of course, Hannah intended to drive. She got into the sedan, pulling herself into the driver’s seat. Her chastity slave sat next to her, careful to hold his knees together.

As she put the key into the ignition, he glanced back at her. He obviously itched to ask the obvious question, yet he didn’t dare.

“You want to know where we’re going, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“Cute,” she said.

Then she was driving, and he looked out the window.

Even now, he shivered in his seat, careful to hold his knees together. He could feel the seatbelt digging into the side of his neck.

“How long do you think it’s going to take?”

“What’s that, Miss?”

“How long do you think it’s going to take before this whole thing goes national or international?”

This whole thing…She was talking about chastity. She had brought up this issue before, but it seemed like she had learned even more. She had talked to different women. They, in turn, spread those same ideas to others. The concept and belief could expand exponentially.

Online, so many different trolls complained about how the university was going to inculcate a bunch of different women with the notions of female supremacy. But this could be so much worse…This was something very few of the social critics had anticipated. Instead, they focused on one school. They never thought about how the graduates and students would disseminate their new ideas.

They never imagined the kind of cultural momentum their college could generate, especially when those girls went home.

Most of all, very few of those critics would have understood just how easily other women might be swayed to embrace female supremacy. It wouldn’t be all of them, of course. Then again, the males of the world had underestimated just how frustrated so many of these women really were.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“If one of our classmates goes home and decides to talk about what she’s learned with a sister, a mother, a cousin or just a friend, she could get someone new to join the movement.”

The movement.

He hadn’t thought about it like that. It was hard to think of this as some kind of political force, but that was exactly what that billionaire was aiming to provoke as she funded her college. At the same time, he had to wonder exactly what an oligarch like her could accomplish. She had money. She had connections. That woman would be able to do so much more than simply start a school. Perhaps there were some guys out there who truly believed that this movement wouldn’t take off, if only because the patriarchy was so firmly established all across American culture. Then again, the world could change, especially if the girls graduated, headed out into society, and soon discovered that the way had already been prepared for them. A billionaire could do a lot, especially when she actively directed her resources toward a singular goal like female supremacy.

“So what do you think is going to happen at our family meeting?”

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“No, you don’t,” Hannah agreed.

For the next few minutes, they continued to drive right until they reached a park. Seated there on one of the benches, there was a girl with short blonde hair. She had her legs crossed, and she was playing on her phone. It looked like she was probably concentrating on some difficult game.

Hannah parked, and they both got out. Careful to stay behind his keyholder, Isaac didn’t understand exactly what was going to happen next. Even if he wanted to ask questions, he didn’t dare.

“Hey, Alyssa. How’s it going? How is my favorite cousin?“

The girl finally glanced up from her screen, hopped to her feet, and threw herself forward. Within moments, they were hugging.

Hannah grinned. There was something so special about seeing her cousin again.

Alyssa, finally let go. “You look amazing!”

“So do you,” Hannah said with a benevolent smile. Obviously, she was a little bit older than Alyssa. This girl looked like she was probably a senior in high school. She was definitely an adult, but she hadn’t yet been able to venture out into the college system or the professional world.

For his part, Isaac waited off to the side. No one addressed him, so he didn’t dare speak.

The two girls sat down, and they were chatting. They were talking about people Isaac didn’t know. That was fine with him; he did his best to remain out of the way.

It didn’t work, not really. After all, Hannah still glanced back at him every few seconds.

Then she finally turned back to her cousin. “Alyssa, I want you to meet my chastity slave.”

She used that very specific phrase, and he tensed. After all, this girl was just a stranger. More importantly, Hannah wasn’t supposed to use that kind of language with him. Back at the school, it may have been common enough, yet that rule still existed. No one followed it, but they were out in public. They were seated on the edge of a park, and he wondered who might be able to walk by at any moment.

For the moment, the park was empty. Still, there were houses across the street, and that big expanse of grass stretched toward the parking lot, leaving him feeling exposed and vulnerable.

Maybe that was the point. He tried to remind himself that he wasn’t that important. Hannah didn’t see him as her friend, not anymore. Instead, he was her chastity slave. He was her property. He was an inferior who followed her and did as she commanded. If anything, she probably thought of him as a service animal. She could appreciate him, and maybe she enjoyed petting him from time to time, yet she still expected his obedience. If he stepped out of line, then she knew exactly how to tame him.

“Seriously? That’s what you get to call him?”

“Why not?” Hannah asked. “That’s what he is. Isn’t that right, Isaac?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said beautifully.

Again, Alyssa seemed confused. “Miss?”

“I don’t always expect him to be so formal, but it’s nice, especially when he meets someone new. Slave, this is Alyssa. Alyssa, I want you to meet my boy.”

Alyssa raised her hand and quickly waved. “Hi.”

He swallowed. “Hello.”

“I’ve been training Isaac pretty thoroughly, and I’m very proud of the progress he’s made. At this point, he does pretty much whatever I say, although I think a regular regimen of punishment and discipline is definitely needed. Boys can get really confused really easily.”

Nibbling on her bottom lip, Alyssa hesitated before she asked, “What does that look like?”

Hannah was teaching someone else…

This girl was her younger cousin. For a second, Isaac almost hoped that maybe this girl would push back. At some point, that could happen, right? The newly indoctrinated female supremacists might push against the women who remained loyal to their boyfriends, husbands, fathers, and brothers. At some point, this would become an argument. It would become a controversy.

If so, why hadn’t he seen that yet?

Isaac couldn’t answer those questions, but he glanced back at Alyssa again. This girl had elfin features; everything about her seemed petite and inexperienced, like she was really naïve. Maybe she was legally an adult, but that didn’t necessarily mean a lot. (Isaac had to think about how much he had learned since enrolling in college).

“Give him an order,“ Hannah said. Then she turned back to her slave. “Obey her.“

For Hannah, it was so simple.

Alyssa held her hands together. At some point, she had slipped her phone back into her pocket or purse, and now she squirmed there as she considered exactly what she was going to do.

After all, they were in public. “Get on your knees,” she said, injecting some theatrical dose of authority into her voice. She wasn’t really sure what she was doing, yet she sat there in front of her cousin, so Alyssa obviously didn’t want to disappoint her.

Remembering his punishment from just that morning, Isaac lowered himself down onto his knees. He was there in the dirt.

Alyssa opened her mouth.

Maybe she hadn’t really expected him to obey. Perhaps she had assumed that this would be some kind of joke, like he was just going to laugh at her. Or maybe it was caused by a lifetime of experiences. After all, she had been taught that boys could do almost whatever they wanted. They could break the rules, but there were all of these double standards. Even now, despite the work of feminists over the course of decades, some educators still used that antiquated idea: boys will be boys.

But now, he was on his knees in front of her.

“Can I make him do anything else?”

“Whatever you want,” Hannah said.

Alyssa turned back to the chastity slave. “Go pick me a flower from that bush over there.”

Isaac quickly scrambled back up onto his feet, but then his shoulders tightened when he heard another command come from that girl. “Crawl. And bring it back to me in your mouth.“

She’d treat him like he was nothing but a dog!

…More than that, she’d enjoy herself.

He didn’t know how much older he was than this girl. Obviously, he was in college, and she was probably in high school, so he was supposed to have the advantage here.

He didn’t.

Even though he flinched, Isaac still lowered himself down on his hands and knees. At first, he crawled across the dirt. He was probably smudging his pants and palms, but he couldn’t worry about that. Instead, he concentrated on obeying Alyssa.

Different names and faces flashed behind his eyes. He thought about the girls back on campus, the teachers, the administrators, Addie, Valerie, Alyssa, Hannah, and her parents. He thought about his own parents and everything that was changing.

He wasn’t sure if it made it better or worse, but then he found himself in front of that bush. He reached up and grabbed a flower. He tore it from the branch, and then he held onto the stem before sliding in between his teeth.

Seriously, he was going to do this.

In high school, Isaac had never spent a lot of time contemplating his future. Unlike so many of his classmates (especially Hannah), Isaac hadn’t worried about what would happen after he graduated. Instead, there was just this big assumption that he would be an adult; he would go to college, get a job, and learn about the world. Everything was supposed to fit into place.

He had never predicted this…

…No one warned him.

And yet, he glanced back, and he heard that girl giggle.

He was about to sacrifice another chunk of his dignity. He had already crawled along the ground. At the same time, he glanced back at those houses.

There was a decent amount of distance between him and the rest of the neighborhood. Still, it was so easy to imagine someone walking by a window, glancing out, and seeing him down on his hands and knees.

He had to hope that maybe they would assume he was just some silly high school or college boy. He was probably just playing around.

He clutched the flower stem between his teeth as he crawled.

Within just a few more seconds, he found himself at the fate of those girls.

Alyssa leaned down, and she took the flower from him. She twirled it between her fingertips for a few seconds before breathing in the rich aroma.

“You can really make him do whatever you want,“ Alyssa said, marveling at the sound of those words.

Desperately, he hoped that she was going to change her mind, that she was going to decide that this was sick and twisted and wrong for so many different reasons.

Instead, Alyssa flashed him this big smile. It stretched along her soft mouth as she enjoyed that revelation.

“Do you think I could ever own a boy like this?“

“If you meet the right boy, get him properly equipped, or go to the right college…“ Hannah said. “It’s really a lot easier than you might assume. These boys are vulnerable in ways you never expected.“

“Seriously?”

“Seriously,” Hannah replied.

“Just because of that thing?”

“Chastity cages are a good start, but it’s a little bit more than that. Basically, you have to be willing to take them in hand. I need to make sure they understand that there are consequences for their actions. If they mess up, they will be punished. Even if they don’t mess up, they might be punished anyway.” As she spoke, Hannah really did sound like a teacher; she knew how to lecture this girl.

And it was working…

Isaac could see that.

Hannah‘s cousin listened and absorbed every word. Alyssa nodded along, careful to memorize those details. At the same time, Isaac had to wonder whether or not this was something that girl would remember for the rest of her life. After all, this was a revelation; it was something significant and meaningful. It was something that could alter the way she approached the world for a very long time.

That had basically been what Hannah’s aunt had said. Over and over again, he saw what Hannah could do. He witnessed what she could accomplish.

“This is wild,” Alyssa said. That had probably been the comment from lots of these different girls.

“It is,” Hannah agreed with a bright smile. “Would you like to see it?”

“What? Here?”

“Absolutely,” Hannah said. “Why not?”

“Because…”

“There’s no one around,” Hannah said.

This time, Isaac spoke out. “But this is a park. People could come by at any second!“

“No one asked you,” Hannah said to him.

That was true.

He opened his mouth again. He hunted for some kind of relevant answer, but he couldn’t come up with anything good. His mind turned blank; if any idea started to form, it quickly crashed.

“Please, Hannah. You can’t be serious.”

“Keep talking, and you’re definitely going to show her. But you’re also going to get a spanking.”

“You can spank him? Just like that?”

“What? Did you think this had to be fair?” Hannah said with a grin while turning back to her cousin.

Those girls watched one another for just a second or two. Then they burst out laughing.

“Okay,” Alyssa said as she nervously licked her bottom lip, “I want to see it.”

“And I bet you want to spank him too.”

Realizing he only had one chance, Isaac found himself down on his knees in front of those girls. He held his hands together and shoved his elbows against his torso. “Please. Please, don’t. Please, you don’t have to do this here. Can’t we go back to Hannah’s house? We can go back, and you can see whatever you want. Please?”

“No,” Hannah said right away without even pretending to consider his request. “It’s cute when you beg, but that’s not good enough, especially here.“

Isaac glanced up at Alyssa because she was his last hope. Seriously, she was the only one there who would be able to convince Hannah that maybe this was a bad idea.

And yet, there was still that bright smile on her face as she considered the possibilities. At this point, she just wanted to know whether or not Hannah‘s control was really as thorough as it appeared.

It was.

He already knew it.

Isaac exhaled slowly and glanced over his shoulder one more time. He was still lucky. It didn’t look like anyone was approaching the park, but that could still change at any instant.

Realizing his best option was to go as fast as possible, he loosened the button on his pants, dropped the zipper, and then he grabbed his jeans and pulled them down. His underwear followed less than a second later.

With his shoulders tight, he stood there. He was on his feet now, and both of those girls were looking at him. They were studying his crotch and the cage that contained his boy parts.

“Is this your first time seeing a boy pull down his pants?”

Alyssa didn’t respond right away, probably because she was a little bit embarrassed. “I’ve been on a couple of dates,” she said tentatively. That surprised Isaac, if only because this girl was obviously really cute. If she had decided to go after a guy, he probably wouldn’t have been able to say no.

But now, she glanced over at Hannah. “Can I touch him?”

“Go for it,” Hannah said, sounding generous.

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, this girl obviously didn’t know what she was doing. She reached out tentatively, only to yank her head back like she thought he was going to be electrified or something.

But then she brushed the back of her hand along his balls. From there, she reached up, and she cupped his scrotum. Hot shame clawed across his body as this girl explored his flesh. There was nothing to stop her; she could do whatever she wished!

Even if he understood that this was how it worked now, Isaac still hated it.

But then he made the mistake of glancing back at that blonde girl.

Alyssa winked at him.

For just a moment, his brows tightened, and he couldn’t believe it. Then she casually reached up and slid her fingers around the chastity device. She pulled gently. She wasn’t going to try to remove it. Instead, she just seemed curious. That much became clear as she played with him.

“Do you want to spank him?“

“I can do that?“

“When you own a boy, you can do whatever you want,” Hannah promised.

With every fiber of his being, he yearned to argue. He wanted to tell this girl that Hannah was wrong.

Of course, he didn’t dare!

At this point, he had been thoroughly trained, so the girls both stood, and they grabbed him, pushing his hands down against the back of the bench. Then it was Hannah who motioned for her cousin to have some fun.

Apparently, Alyssa already understood what was supposed to happen next.

They were out in public! It didn’t matter because he was exposed and Alyssa grabbed his ass.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

Then again, he had to wonder whether or not it seems like this we’re going to become more common. He wanted to believe it wasn’t possible because the world couldn’t change.

He didn’t get lucky; it wasn’t like a police car drove by. And even if that happened, maybe they would blame him. Maybe they would decide that he was responsible. After all, he was the one with his pants and underwear around his knees.

Alyssa stepped up behind him, and then she exhaled. He could hear that breath between her purse lips as she grabbed his ass and squeezed. Then she giggled before, raising her hand and bringing it down hard!

“You’re a natural,” she said to her younger cousin.

“You really think so?” Alyssa asked. Isaac couldn’t see her face, but she was probably blushing.

“Absolutely,” Hannah replied. “If you want to take a boy of your own, I’m sure you’d be able to train him perfectly.”

Isaac still felt like he needed to say something. He had to make some point. He had to interrupt or argue. Despite his best efforts, though, he still didn’t know what to say. Just as importantly, he didn’t dare make a sound.

If anything, he hoped that maybe these girls had proven their point. They didn’t want to get in trouble, so they would just let him go. Together, they could head back to the car. Or maybe it would just be Hannah and Isaac who went home again. He didn’t know, yet he didn’t care either.

“More,” Alyssa finally decided. She exhaled again, raised her hand, and smacked his exposed ass. There were still the marks along his skin from what he had endured earlier that day.

If she noticed, she didn’t care.

With that elfin grin, she beamed. Alyssa struck hard and fast, delivering those blows with more skill than he could have expected.

At first, he held out. He had already endured a lot, so some part of him needed to believe that maybe he had developed some kind of resistance or tolerance, like he was going to be able to take this with ease.

If so, that boy had to be disappointed because the pain drilled through his senses. It ripped apart his defenses, stripping him until he was starting to grunt and growl and whimper exactly like like before.

Alyssa noticed. “I love the sounds he makes!”

“That can be a lot of fun,” Hannah agreed. She really did sound like the older sister. Granted, they were just cousins, but she clearly had no trouble passing on her wisdom.

It was sweet. It was almost wholesome.

And then Hannah leaned over and whispered, “Are you coming to the family meeting?”

“It sounded lame,” Alyssa said. “I got the text on the family chat.”

“It’s going to be good,” Hannah said.

“Okay, then I guess I’m going to be there,” Alyssa replied. “But I don’t think he’s done yet. Do you?”

“You’re the one who decides when he’s done.”

“Perfect,” Alyssa agreed.

She came up behind him again, only this time she grabbed him by his hair with one hand. Her fingers slid along those tresses, and she took a firm grip just as Hannah had done so many times before her. Then Alyssa braced herself against the dirt, and her heels dug into the ground. From there, she straightened her fingers, and she got ready to deliver the next dose of discipline.

“By the way,“ Alyssa said, “I want you to know that I don’t think you have done anything wrong. I just think this is going to be fun. I just think this is going to be good for both of us!” She tossed out those words, one after another.

He understood what that meant.

But then he couldn’t think after her hand crashed down again and again. She struck, smacking his vulnerable flush. She spanked him, ensuring that he cried out, making those plaintive noises one after another, all for her pleasure.

Pretty soon, that red heat coursed along his flesh just like before. The sharpening pain intensified, burning through the last fragments of his willpower.

Then she finished, and she laughed, and she told him to pull his pants back up.

Right away, he obeyed.

“Let’s go,“ Hannah finally said. “If you’re up for it, we can go hang out at the mall for a little while. We have some time to kill before the family meeting.”

“That sounds like fun,” Alyssa said.

As if operating by some unspoken signal, the two girls stepped to his left and right. They grabbed his hands, laced their fingers through his, and guided him back to the car.

He felt like a prisoner.

The trip to the mall was uneventful. For that, he had to be infinitely grateful. Then again, his anxiety had continued to roar through his body from one minute to the next. After all, they had decided to play with him and tease him in a public park. Theoretically, they could have done the exact same thing in one of those shops, along the promenade, or out in the food court.

Instead, the girls seemed to almost forget about him. He followed along, and he obeyed every instruction, but he didn’t dare interrupt them at any moment.

If anyone saw him, they probably assumed he was Hannah’s boyfriend. He was just there, and he carried his bags or fetched whenever they gave him an instruction.

He got lucky; he was able to find everything they wanted. He was able to do everything they said.

Back at school, there had been those moments when he watched as a girl would give a boy a command, one he couldn’t possibly follow. Maybe they would be in the cafeteria together, and she would tell him to go get her a muffin. Inevitably, the boy would jump up, rush over to one of the carts, and search for a muffin, all without realizing that there weren’t any.

In the meantime, the girl could use that as an excuse to discipline him.

At one point, he had heard a girl even as she rolled her eyes. “If you really cared about me and really wanted to be obedient, then you would have found a muffin. The fact that you couldn’t means that you actively wanted to defy me. Don’t worry. I’m going to punish you when we get back to my room.” Then all around her, her friends could just start laughing because the boy would look scared.

In some cases, those young men would start begging and pleading for another chance right there in front of their classmates.

After several more hours, Hannah and Alyssa decided they were done. They didn’t consult with Isaac. Together, the trio headed back. He was holding onto a couple of bags, and he sat in the backseat.

In the meantime, those girls were still talking.

Over the course of their trip, they had mostly chatted about different boys, fashion, makeup, and some of their favorite influencers. At one point, they were laughing really hard over one of their favorite videos.

While they chatted, Isaac did his best not to listen since eavesdropping could be one of those mistakes a boy would make back at school. They would listen intently, desperate to overhear every useful detail. But then, the women might notice, and they could decide that it was rude or impolite or improper.

Isaac understood that the rules could change at any moment. Women had dealt with that kind of dynamic for centuries, so now it was his turn. Maybe that didn’t seem fair, but his perspective didn’t matter.

These girls could do whatever they liked…

Except now, when Alyssa asked, “Do you really think everyone is going to agree at the meeting?“

The meeting…

The family meeting…

It was probably going to be Hannah, her parents, maybe Janine, and Alyssa and a few others. He didn’t know the full extent of her family.

That was fine with him.

He understood that he was probably going to be on display again, but he could take it.

After all, he had no choice.

That boy tried to console himself with those ideas. He did his best to prepare himself once again. After all, it wasn’t as though he had any other option.

“I think they will,” Hannah finally said. “If you really stop and think about it, this is going to be the best way to move forward. Besides, we have Isaac. I’m sure everyone is going to see how things should work.”

When he heard his name, he realized that all of his assumptions were about to be proven correct.

At least, that was what he prepared himself to face.

He didn’t know it, but it was going to be so much worse.

Family meeting. When he first heard that phrase, he assumed it was going to be something boring. Maybe they were going to talk about discipline, who needed to take out the trash, new chore assignments, or something like that.

The instant he opened the door and stepped foot into her living room, however, his stomach dropped. He felt like he was falling even as he stood there. Hannah and Alyssa followed him, still on his left and right.

He saw her parents. More importantly, he saw his own parents.

Addie and Valerie were here too along with Hannah’s aunt, Janine.

Why was everyone there?

Right away, he forgot his place. He forgot about the chastity cage, his subjugation, his training, and everything else because he needed to know.

Isaac quickly spun around, and he was about to say something, but Hannah reached up and put her hand over his mouth. Then she leaned in and whispered, “I expect you to stay silent. Get on your knees and wait. Be ready to follow instructions.”

He collapsed; the moment she let go of him, he dropped down to the floor.

Isaac didn’t want to believe it could be that easy for her, especially because he glanced up, and he saw both of his parents watching him. His mother wore an intrigued expression. His father looked uncertain, like he didn’t understand how or why his son would behave this way.

His father had never been especially toxic; he wasn’t the kind of guy who insisted that “men” were supposed to behave in a particular way. Clearly, he just wanted his son to be a good person and generally happy.

But now, he was about to discover something else, something that the women of their family had already begun to explore.

Strictly speaking, there were two families here: Hannah’s and Isaac’s. Those two weren’t dating. They weren’t engaged or anything like that. Then again, she was his keyholder, which entitled her to a different kind of intimacy.

“First off, I want to thank everyone for coming today,” Hannah said. “I know this feels a little bit strange. Isaac and I might have been friends for a long time, but our relationship is different now, and I wanted everyone to be able to get together and talk. I was hoping that we could come to a couple of conclusions about how things are going to work in our families.”

A couple of the younger girls were whispering and giggling back-and-forth because they could already guess what was going to happen. The older women glanced at one another without saying anything. Some of them seemed to already understand what this meant.

The older men, however, were obviously confused. They didn’t say anything, but it was obvious that they didn’t understand exactly what this young woman had in mind.

When they came here for a “family meeting,” they probably assumed that it would be one of the older individuals to speak. Yet, there was this college girl standing up, and she had clearly taken control.

Even so, the older men were still willing to give her a chance. Maybe they were just curious. Maybe they thought this would be something that they probably wouldn’t understand, but that was fine. They would give her a chance.

“For the most part, I think we understand, but I wanted everyone to be on the same page. Ladies, do we agree?”

Again, the older men seemed unsure (Hannah loved that!). First, they didn’t understand why Hannah would only address the women in the room. Second, they had no idea what these women would be agreeing to.

Even if Hannah’s father and Isaac’s dad both understood that their kids went to a different kind of college, they probably never envisioned any scenario where their offspring would actually accept those ideas.

Hannah had always been so sweet and respectful.

Isaac could never pay attention to politics one way or the other. And even if they picked up on those rumors and whispers, those men probably didn’t believe them. After all, it was always so easy to exist in a state of denial.

They were men. They came from the patriarchy. They didn’t even recognize their own privileges.

There were murmurs of agreement.

“From now on, all of the men in both of these families will be locked in chastity and subject to the will of the women,” Hannah announced.

The younger girls reached up and high-fived one another. For his part, Isaac bristled, but he didn’t say anything. He knew better than to speak. Even if some of the other guys were looking in his direction, he didn’t acknowledge them.

“Dad, I know this is going to be difficult for you.” Then she turned to Isaac’s father. “I bet it’s going to be pretty hard for you too. But that’s fine. You’re going to learn to accept this. I mean, it’s not like you get a choice.” Hannah wasn’t the only one giggling at that moment.

Isaac‘s father leaped to his feet. He was looking around. An older man with dark hair, a strong jaw, and broad shoulders, he glanced at the different members of both families. Then he looked down at his wife. Isaac‘s mother smirked. “I’ve already been talking to her,” she said. “She makes some really good points. I think that school has been really good for both of our kids.”

Isaac‘s father still didn’t understand what that was supposed to mean. Clearly, these women had already communicated with one another, but the men had been excluded.

“What are you talking about?”

“You enslavement,” Hannah told him.

Isaac’s father stared back at her. As far as he was concerned, he was an adult. He was an accomplished individual who had supported a family. Clearly, he was the head of their household, which meant he was entitled to respect. As such, he couldn’t truly understand what these women were talking about.

Hannah walked right up to him. She poked him in the chest. “I know this is going to be hard for you to understand, but you’re going to start wearing a chastity device. Your cock will belong to your wife, and you will do as you’re told. From now on, you are property. Just like your son, you will learn to obey. Just like Isaac, you will give the women in your life whatever we demand from you. We are members of the superior sex, and you will serve.” She outlined each point crisply and clearly. She spoke with a kind of authority a girl her age wasn’t supposed to wield.

“What are you talking about? Are you joking?“

That was when Hannah‘s father rose to his feet, but then her mother hopped up, and she grabbed him by his shirt. She pulled him close and said something to him. Her voice was low, yet Hannah still glanced over and watched as the color drained away from her dad‘s cheeks.

He turned white.

It was so remarkable…

After all, she had viewed that man as an authority figure over the course of her life. Even as a young girl, she had always been respectful. Of course, she messed up here or there. There had been those moments when she misbehaved, yet she hadn’t been like so many other girls. Even when she became a teenager, she never went through a rebellious, defiant, or aggressive stage. Instead, she seemed to skip all of that, preferring to focus on her studies as she worked toward her future.

Only now, she saw her father as he got scared.

He pushed his wife away.

Hannah’s mother slapped him across the face, and he spun back to her. She struck! Her hand rose, snapped across his face, and his head turned back. And then he looked back at her.

“On your knees,” Hannah’s mother commanded.

Her father stared.

His eyes were wide. They were wet. He was trying to figure this out. That much was obvious. Hannah had watched other men go through that exact same process of realization as they started to comprehend that this was going to be different.

The old rules no longer applied; he couldn’t hide behind decorum or those ancient expectations.

This was a new structure, and he fell to his knees.

His wife casually reached down, grabbing on his hair.

“This is insane,” Isaac’s father breathed out.

Hannah glanced over at his wife. She gave Hannah a quick nod. It was one of those fast, surreptitious gestures. No one else probably even noticed.

“I’m out of here,” Isaac’s father told the assembled families.

Hannah stepped in front of him as he tried to exit the room. Maybe he had automatically assumed that his wife was going to follow. If so, he was about to be very disappointed, especially when he faced this teenage girl.

“We didn’t give you permission to leave,” she said. “Besides, you’re not properly equipped yet.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said.

Hannah kept her eyes aimed up at Isaac’s father. He was taller than her, yet that didn’t matter. After all, this girl knew how to radiate authority. She had learned so much. Soon enough, she would have this man begging. Perhaps he didn’t believe it. Maybe he couldn’t accept it, but that was going to happen.

Her father had already been stunned. Now it was just a matter of making sure that Isaac’s father paid attention. After all, they were going to do so much with these boys.

“Isaac, strip.”

At once, her slave boy nodded, rising up just enough to peel off his shirt, to kick away his shoes, to yank off his pants and underwear. Within moments, he was naked.

Both of the two older men looked back at that boy as they tried to understand how or why he would cooperate like this.

Hannah’s father wanted to say something, but his wife placed her hand on his shoulder, which was enough to silence him.

Isaac’s father, however, was going to be more of a problem. He opened his mouth to say something.

Hannah slapped him too!

She was younger and smaller, but that didn’t matter because she was a woman. She had that aura of feminine authority on her side. Maybe these guys were finally starting to understand what it meant to be outnumbered!

Her hands struck hard across his cheek, making him freeze.

“Isaac, stand up, hold your hands behind your back, and tell us what the chastity device does to you. Tell us how you’re grateful for the opportunity to be owned. Tell us that men everywhere are going to be owned, including my father as well as yours.” When she spoke, she was addressing Isaac, yet she kept her eyes aimed up at his father.

Then his wife rose, and she whispered something to him. Even as his face continued to glow from that stinging slap, he fell back down onto the couch.

It was his son’s turn to speak. It was time for Isaac to address the families…

On some level, Isaac had to know that he was supposed to be better than this. He was supposed to fight this with every ounce of strength he possessed. Then again, he had gone to their school. He had gone to that campus, got locked up, trained, and owned by different girls, so now he couldn’t resist. He didn’t know how to fight back.

That was the miracle of the chastity device.

But it wasn’t just that.

Hannah watched him, and she could see that he was ready to surrender. Before he broke completely, she decided to have just a little bit more fun. “Ladies, would anyone like a cigarette?” She grabbed her purse and pulled out the lighter along with that pack.

Hannah‘s father opened his eyes. His lips parted. Obviously, he wanted to say something, but now his wife put her hand on the nape of his neck. She probably pinched, locking him in place. He wasn’t going to defy her. Or maybe the sight of these different girls and women pulling out their cigarettes, horrified him in a way he couldn’t explain. Maybe it was enough to keep him quiet as he tried to comprehend how so much of his world could get turned around so very fast.

Valerie, Addie, Hannah, and even Janine pulled out their cigarettes. They took them, let them, all while both of the patriarchs looked back-and-forth. They were trying to comprehend how this could happen.

If nothing else, Isaac’s father waited for his son to interject. And yet, that boy was naked except for his cock lock.

The women lit up, and they started to smoke. They enjoyed those first puffs, and there was nothing either of those fathers could do to stop this from happening.

Maybe in their fantasies, they pictured themselves jumping forward, grabbing the cigarettes, stomping them against the floor, putting them out instantly.

And yet, that didn’t happen.

The atmosphere here was filled with more than just smoke. There was a sense of something changing, something shifting all around them.

Isaac could feel it; Hannah savored it.

“Every boy here, get down on your knees,” Hannah called out.

The women were smoking, and the two fathers glanced back-and-forth at one another.

They were supposed to be stronger than this, better than this…

Their expressions darkened, but Hannah glanced back at her father, then Isaac’s. With just the velocity of that quick glance, she broke them.

Maybe they told themselves they didn’t really understand what was going on with that. Maybe this was supposed to be some kind of joke, so it was fine for them to play along. If so, those justifications and rationalizations wouldn’t last much longer, especially since the women were seated now, smoking, and enjoying themselves.

Janine called out, “I think this is going to be really good for everyone!”

Isaac‘s mother reached out, extending one shoe and pressing it down against her husband‘s shoulder. He glared up at her, only then she responded by pinching that cigarette, inhaling, and finally sending a jet of gray threads down against his face. He was coughing within the span of just a few seconds. Like his son, he hated the idea of smoking and cigarettes.

Then again, he still couldn’t keep up.

If either of those husbands had been confronted on their own, maybe they would have been strong enough. But that room was filled with confident, competent, and unstoppable women. They broke those boys simply with their presence.

Hannah considered this; she remembered going to school on some random day, getting clustered up with a bunch of her friends, and having a boy approach them. This must’ve been the last grade of elementary school or possibly some random year in junior high. Either way, she and her friends were busy talking and laughing when this boy approached. He was one of the most precocious, obnoxious kids in their class. He always had something to say; he always knew how to tease the girls, whether that meant grabbing one of their hair ties and running off or mocking them for being bad at math, he loved to mock them because he craved their attention. But at that moment, everything had changed. Talking to one girl took some courage, but he wasn’t brave enough to confront an entire group of those girls. They had their pack, and they had no problem staring him down. Years later, she still remembered how good it felt to see that look of trepidation flash across his face as he tried to talk to them.

Isaac had already been tamed. His father didn’t know how to contend with the women arrayed against him. Then there was Hannah‘s father, and he kept looking around like he wanted to breathe in. Every time his lips parted and he sucked in a breath, he tasted the smoke in the air.

“Boys,” Hannah said to the two fathers, “I have something I want to show you. I’m going to step out for just a minute. When I come back, I’ll show you something very special.” From there, she leaned forward, and she decided to be generous with her slave.

She curved one hand, pressed it around his ear, and whispered it to Isaac what she was going to do.

His eyes widened.

Really, this wasn’t for his benefit. It was for the two other men in the room. Those fathers needed to see what had become of this college boy.

“No, please,” Isaac said, just as she expected. His voice tightened with undisguised dread as he considered exactly what this girl could do to him. Really, that was only the start because he kept going. ”Miss, no. Please. Please, I’m serious. Please, don’t. Please, you can’t do that to me, not here, not in front of all of them!”

“Yes,” she purred. “And you know, I’m thinking you should ask someone else as well. You can beg her for the opportunity to serve her while I play with you.“

Neither Hannah, nor Isaac’s father understood what was going on, not yet anyway. Soon enough, they would. And when they watched his degradation, they would break.

Hannah grinned and sashayed away.

Alyssa hopped to her feet and raced after her.

In the meantime, the others continued to smoke.

It was finally Hannah’s father who decided that he had endured enough of this. Something inside of him must’ve finally strained and cracked. Every man would have his limits after all.

“I need to get out of here. I need to get out of here right now,” he said, uttering those words like an announcement, one that he was entitled to make.

He had forgotten that he didn’t get to make this decision. It wasn’t the kind of choice he got to make, not any more.

His wife rose to her feet. She stared into his eyes. “Is that what you think? Is that what you really think?” Right as those words left her mouth, she brought the cigarette back to her lips, she inhaled, and then she blew out another silvery cloud. It rushed up against his face.

That man was trying so hard to maintain his stoic demeanor, like he truly believed he could do this.

Rather than answer, he turned away.

She grabbed him by his wrist. She yanked hard. Obviously, he was bigger and stronger, but that didn’t matter, not at that instant. It was a question of defiance versus determination. At that moment, she knew what she wanted. She was tired of listening to this man; she was tired of pretending to respect him!

She yanked hard, forcing him to stumble back.

Then she smacked (hard) him across the face, delivering another quick blow. It was enough to break his defiance. He fell to the couch, and then she stood over him. She sucked in another breath of smoke from her cigarette before blowing another cloud into his face, and told him, “I expect you to wait right here. You’re going to respect that girl. She wants you to see this, so you’re going to watch.”

That man didn’t answer.

Something inside of him had been cut down in an instant. Maybe he never predicted this kind of dynamic. Or perhaps that was the problem. After all, nothing had ever prepared him for this!

In the meantime, the girls kept talking. They were whispering amongst themselves as they waited for Hannah to return.

For his part, Isaac still wondered whether or not he could do anything, but he thought of the punishments he had already endured.

And now, he was going to help subjugate his father as well as Hannah‘s dad. On some level, he wished he had the kind of bravery that would allow him to fight back. Despite his best efforts, he didn’t dare rise to his feet. Naked and on display, he knew that the girls were enjoying the sight of his exposed chastity cage. Right there, it seemed to prove everything they wanted to believe.

Minutes later, she returned!

Hannah walked right back into the living room, but her appearance had shifted. She hadn’t applied more make up, she hadn’t brushed her hair, and her top remained the same. But from the waist down, she was wearing something completely different…

It was Isaac’s father who breathed out, “What the fuck is that?”

“It’s my strap-on,” she said. “This is my dildo, and your boy is going to feel it. And when he does, I want everyone to watch. Ladies, think about what you want to do with the men in your life.”

Her mother chuckled; Isaac‘s mom started laughing as well. Both of the fathers grimaced, unable to comprehend this. Maybe they were still hoping this was some kind of bizarre joke.

But most of all, they had to contend with the fear that sat there at the pits of their stomachs, all because they weren’t strong enough to fight back against this.

“Isaac, beg for the chance to be used,” Hannah commanded.

Her slave obliged. “Miss, please use me. Please, only me. Please, put me in my place in front of everyone here!” That was the best he could do as she strode over to him, slid her fingers through his hair, grabbed a hold, and forced his head back.

“Only because you asked so nicely,” she told him. That wasn’t going to be all, however. She pulled his head closer and closer to the dildo.

The older men watched, horrified, unable to process what they were seeing. After all, a boy like Isaac wasn’t supposed to be in that kind of position. And yet, those men didn’t truly understand what was happening.

“Suck,” Hannah commanded.

Like a good and obedient boy, Isaac wrapped his lips around the curves of the dildo. His keyholder impaled his mouth, shoving it forward and drawing it back. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking while the others watched. The women were smoking and laughing and enjoying this. They blew out those silvery tendrils. As those two fathers watched, they felt something break within them.

“I like hearing you beg. You might not be able to do it right now, but that’s okay. It’s important for a man to be able to beg. It’s a very useful skill,” Hannah said. Then she finally shoved him back, and she looked right down into his eyes. “On all fours.”

That was all she had to say to compel him. Again, he complied with her will, dropping forward onto his palms and knees.

Hannah considered that naked male, and then she kneeled behind him. She aimed at the dildo, and then she said, “Beg for it.”

He didn’t want to do this; he didn’t want to endure the shame of being used like this in front of all of those people. This was a family meeting, one none of them would forget. It was the first time a boy like Isaac would be utterly degraded in front of everyone here.

“Please. Use me. Please, fuck me. Please, I understand that you’re superior to me. You are better than me. I have to do whatever you say!”

“Again, you ask so nicely,” she chuckled. A few of the other women were giggling or laughing as well.

His father was watching; his mother would witness this. Between these families, they’d see that Isaac was owned. And he wouldn’t be alone. After all, those other men were about to endure similar fates; maybe it wouldn’t happen right then or there, but soon enough, they’d be subjugated just as thoroughly and just as completely.

Hannah rammed into him, thrusting the glistening dildo into his ass. His eyes widened. His keyholder wasn’t gentle; she didn’t take her time. She penetrated him, shoving into him hard. His eyes widened as his mouth opened, and he raised his head. He didn’t dare try to crawl away, not when escape would have been impossible.

She pulled back, only to ram into him again.

Hannah took her time as she explored his ass. Her toy shoved in deep over and over. And yet, she still had the ability to look back at the others. “Who wants to use his mouth?”

“Me!” Alyssa jerked her hand into the air. She shimmied out of her skirt, dropping her tights and shoes away and onto the floor.

Then she lowered herself down onto her back, she spread her legs, raising her knees, and exposing her pussy. Apparently, she didn’t mind getting half naked in front of all of those people.

Considering what she was going to enjoy, her lack of self-consciousness made sense.

“Lick her. Lick her pussy. Make her feel good,“ Hannah called out.

Her chastity slave obeyed. His head pushed down between Alyssa‘s inner thighs, and his cheeks brushed along her sensitive skin. Almost immediately, that girl started giggling. His tongue swept along her crevice. Isaac had no idea whether or not she had enjoyed this kind of attention before. Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, it didn’t matter because she could savor those sensations. She could bask in his surrender!

Isaac licked, sliding his tongue up and down again and again. Hot ecstasy blasted through her body as he endured the humiliation of getting used. Hannah pushed into him, shoving in deep. His tongue darted along Alyssa’s pussy.

At the same time, every man in that room learned an important lesson. Isaac was a reminder. For the other men, it was something new, something utterly degrading, especially because they must’ve been waiting for Isaac to fight back. They probably assumed they would come some moment when he would finally be able to resist and defy these girls!

But he couldn’t. He would never be able to do something like that.

Hannah laughed. “Remember, guys, this is what happens. This is how the world is supposed to work. See what he’s doing right here? See him? This is what’s going to happen to all of you! Even if it doesn’t, do you think our families could ever go back? Do you think any of the women in this room will ever tolerate anything less than total control?”

Surprisingly, it was the other women who all called out in unison, “No!”

They had discovered something new, something they would never be willing to give up. These men needed to be owned. They needed to be broken and tamed just as Isaac had been.

Hannah arched her back as she shoved forward. She had her hands on his hips as she punished him. She plowed into him, her fake cock thrusting in deep, drawing back, pumping and stimulating him, not that it did any good.

He remained locked up.

She was laughing now, and the other women were smoking. They were sending those jets of silvery ecstasy out onto the air.

As she reveled in her control, Hannah loved, knowing that they could never go back. These boys would never be able to escape.

They were property now.

They were chattel.

They were meant to be owned!

Fresh laughter bubbled up her throat as she took what she wanted.

Then she finally cried out! Her face was hot, and she pulled away. She watched as Alyssa gasped and moaned. That orgasm shot through the other girl’s body. Raw power had triggered something within her…something wonderfully hot and incredibly satisfying.

Once she finished with Isaac, Hannah looked back at all of the others. She stared at his father first, then her own. Finally, she asked, “Any questions?”

For a long time, no one spoke as they absorbed the new reality for both of these families.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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