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Isaac had her laundry. He had sat with the machine down in the bowels of her building, and now he had her laundry, and it was fresh.

He knocked on her door, and she called out for him to enter.

Then he found her, seated there with her legs crossed, her tablet on her lap, and a glass of wine in her right hand. And in her other, she held something else…

“What are you doing?“ Isaac demanded, the revulsion instantly filling his voice.

In truth, that surprised him. After spending so much time at the school, he knew better than to question the authority of a young woman. If she wanted to do something like this, then that was her prerogative.

More than that, she had every right to hold onto that cigarette. He saw that little white cylinder in her hand. It was pinched between her fingers, and the tip was actually glowing.

When he breathed in, jagged revulsion filled his body.

Without thinking, Isaac dropped the basket of her laundry, and he strode across the room. He grabbed the cigarette, plucking it from her fingers, and he walked over to the kitchen sink before dropping it down and turning on the water!

Everything had happened over the span of just two or three seconds. But now, he turned back, and he saw that girl still seated on the couch, her legs crossed as she straightened her back. “Get over here,“ she commanded.

Her tone made it clear.

He had just messed up. He had just messed up badly.

“You, you’re not supposed to smoke,” he said automatically. But in truth, Isaac wasn’t sure exactly how he was supposed to behave right then or there.

“Come here,” she said.

Foolishly, her chastity slave decided to speak rather than simply obey her. “Smoking is a really bad habit. Come on, Hannah. You took the same health classes as I did. You know how gross it is! You’re not supposed to smoke!“

She repeated her command from before, “Come here, Isaac.” As she addressed him, she used that tauntingly sedate tone of a young woman talking down to a pet or perhaps even a small child who didn’t know any better.

He moved automatically, stepping back toward her. She set her tablet aside along with her glass of wine. Then she dropped her hand down between his legs, and she found the outline of his shaft. More specifically, she found the silhouette of his imprisoned cock. She squeezed, she pulled, and she made him lean forward.

Her breath was right there, hot against his ear, “Isaac, you don’t get to tell me what to do. So right now, you’re going to go back to my purse, you’re going to grab my new pack of cigarettes, you’re going to open it for me, and then you’re going to give me one of them. After that, you’re going to light my cigarette for me. You’re going to kneel in front of me, and you’re going to watch as I enjoy myself because I get to make my own decisions. That’s the difference between us, isn’t it? I’m in charge, and I get to decide what I want to do. You serve, and you obey. That’s how it works.” to emphasize the point, she squeezed again before tugging.

“Yes! Yes, I understand!” Those words gushed from his mouth because he knew he had to save them for her. He knew he had to give her exactly what she wanted. If he didn’t, the consequences could always be so much more severe.

In fact, Isaac already suspected that he had earned himself a severe punishment. He just didn’t know what it was, not yet.

She sat down again. Demure and beautiful, she sat and crossed her legs. She picked up her tablet again, and she was scrolling across her feed as she studied some of the amusing headlines, the silly memes, and the different clips that started to play automatically. The tablet didn’t make any sounds, but she still smirked.

In the meantime, he knew what he had to do: obey.

Isaac turned back, and he saw her purse. He scurried over to it, bowed down, and he opened it up. There, he found them.

At first, Isaac couldn’t even touch them.

They were cigarettes! They were cigarettes for smoking, and that was so repellent!

Granted, they were in college now, and lots of the girls on campus smoked. Still, he would walk through those silvery clouds from time to time, only to start coughing. Maybe he knew his place, so he didn’t want to attract attention, but it was still impossible to completely hide his reaction.

Again, and again, he thought about those health classes they had taken. He thought about the propaganda they had memorized. As young people, they weren’t supposed to smoke. If anything, that was supposed to be something that died out with the previous generation.

And yet, there was something else, that little twitch of desire deep at the center of his being.

This girl had been smoking for a few seconds before his worst reflexes kicked in. Even so, he closed his eyes for a moment, and Isaac thought about just how beautiful, alluring, and seductive Hannah could be. She had been smoking, all because it was her decision, and it was something she wanted to do. She enjoyed the flavor, the feel, the heat and power. Maybe there was also something relaxing about that simple ritual even if it was something she had just taken up.

But now he held onto the cigarettes, and he was tempted to run them out of the room, throw them down into a garbage can somewhere, or even light them on fire (that would have been ironic).

Of course, he didn’t. He was already in trouble, and he didn’t want to make it any worse. He couldn’t take any chances.

Reluctantly, he opened the pack of cigarettes once he was in front of her. He pulled one out, and that was when she raised her hand. She took it from him, holding the little cylinder between two fingertips. She looked incredible, so refined and poised and sexy all at the same time. And inside of his chastity cage, his member twitched. He hated how his body could respond to this.

What was wrong with him?

Logically and objectively, he knew that smoking was a terrible idea, but now his hand trembled as he lifted up the lighter. He snapped on the tip, and it ignited faster than he expected.

“You like watching me smoke, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Good,” she said. “Because I get to do this whenever I want. Who’s in charge?”

“You are,” he said.

“Who does as he’s told?”

“I do,“ he said.

“And why is that?”

“I do as I’m told because I’m nothing but a dumb boy. I am a young man, so I can’t be trusted to make my own decisions. As a male, I am a member of the inferior sex.” He reiterated those points, one after another. He had memorized them by rote. Of course, he heard them a lot in his classes. As far as his teachers and classmates were concerned, these were the default assumptions.

She held the cigarette up. The typical load. There was that soft shade of orange, and now she brought it to her lips.

With every fiber of his being, he wanted to tell her that she had to stop.

Of course, he could theoretically do that, but it would have been a very, very bad idea. He was already on his knees in front of her, and he knew he was going to pay for his outburst.

She inhaled and smiled. There was that gloriously smug and satisfied expression on her face as she enjoyed that. She closed her eyes, and she held the smoke in her lungs for one or two or three or four or five seconds. And then she exhaled, and she blew that jet of silvery air down against his face.

“Don’t cough,“ she said. “If you cough, you’re going to regret it.“

His eyes watered, and there was that bitter tang along his nostrils and all the way to the back of his throat.

With every second, he fought hard to hold his breath. He didn’t want to make that mistake. He didn’t want to inhale. If he breathed in, even for a fraction of a second, he understood what was going to happen. His lungs would spasm, and he would start coughing, and he would disappoint this woman…his owner.

The idea that a college girl like her could own a boy like him should have been absurd. If nothing else, it should’ve been relegated to some ancient epoch. Instead, this was a very special university, one where girls like her were taught to own boys like him.

And it was working…

It was working on both of them.

She was fully aware of this fact while he dreaded it and tried not to think about it.

But now, she relaxed and enjoyed another puff on her cigarette. She exhaled again, her lips held tightly in position as she sent another jet of silvery smoke smashing down against his face. It didn’t hurt, but he had to guard his breath very carefully, especially because that sickening aroma seemed to soak into the entire atmosphere of this room.

“What did you think of that?“

“I hated it,” he said, probably way too truthfully.

After all, as a boy, he was supposed to know how to lie. When a woman like Hannah asked him a question, he had to offer the right answer. “Right” and “true” often weren’t at the same thing.

“Good,” she said. “You should get used to this. I find it very soothing. It’s relaxing.”

In the next moment, he was glaring at her. His eyes narrowed and hot frustration radiated off of him as he kneeled there in front of her. He had his head inclined, but this boy couldn’t offer any kind of dignified resistance. After all, he had been here for months. He knew his place, just as he understood the futility of trying to resist or fight back.

“Have you ever tried it?“ Hannah asked him.

Right away, another jolt of revulsion shot through his body. Maybe it started there at the pit of his stomach, or maybe it began at the base of his skull. Either way, he stared back at her, as though she had gone crazy. He was never going to try it! He was never going to try smoking! He knew how it was such a filthy habit. It was disgusting and revolting in so many different ways.

And yet, that beautiful girl continued to sit there, poised, and refined. She took another breath. She filled her lungs with that silvery cloud, and then she exhaled again, blowing another puff of smoke into his face.

He was holding his breath.

Remembering her command from before, he didn’t allow himself to inhale.

“No,” he said once the fumes started to dissipate. “I’ve never tried it.”

“And you never will,” she said. and laughed at that confused to look on his face.” I think smoking should be a special privilege for women. We should get to enjoy it. Boys don’t need this kind of relaxation. In fact, I like having you on edge.” That was when she lowered her feet to the floor, and then she extended her toes toward his crotch. Then she pressed the tip of her foot against the contours of his cage. He could feel it through his pants. Of course, there was that reaction.

He was a young man, and he couldn’t help it! His desires swirled and spun there at the corner of his being. He was trying so hard to think clearly, but it was almost impossible.

She was beautiful. More than that, she was only supposed to be his friend, yet she had become something else. At the same time, he was watching her and hoping she would pull out the key.

Instead, she was fixated on punishing him. She wanted to give him a dose of discipline, whatever that was going to mean.

Perhaps the smoking was going to be it?

Maybe she just planned on enjoying her cigarette, blowing smoking in his face, and that would be it?

Isaac tried so hard to hold onto those ideas.

“Are you on edge right now?“ Hannah teased him.

“Yes!“ Although he didn’t raise his voice, that panicked desperation still reverberated across his single syllable.

“Good,“ she said. “That’s how I like you to feel. That’s how I want you to feel all the time. Maybe that’s why I’m never going to let you out of your cage.“

“What?“

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to take away all hope, not yet.“

“What, what does that mean?”

Hannah didn’t respond right away. Instead, she took another breath. She clearly loved that cigarette; there was something so relaxing, warm, and delectable about each inhalation. Then she eventually answered him. “It means that I could just put some superglue into the lock.“

“What? No!“

“Yes,” she said. Then she took the cigarette away from her mouth, and she glanced down at her tablet. “You know what? I think I’m done. Stick out your tongue.”

This honestly naïve boy didn’t know what that meant. He was trying to figure it out, yet she watched, and his defiance melted under her glare. After all, this girl is beautiful, but she could be just as feared and intimidating.

Before he had gone off to college, he had never really understood what female authority could look like.

Now he was figuring it out.

Now he couldn’t escape it…Isaac couldn’t escape a girl like her.

“Isaac…” She let his name trail off. At the same time, she watched him, her eyes glimmering as she waited for him to cooperate.

Her chastity slave obeyed her.

He closed his eyes because he wasn’t sure what was going to happen (a mistake), and then he stuck out his tongue.

She pulled the cigarette from between her lips, she pinched it, and then she pushed it down, putting it out right there on his tongue.

He tried to jerk his head back, but she anticipated this movement, so her other hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his hair. She held onto his scalp. His eyes went wide, and he tried to shout something. He was whimpering, uselessly, but he couldn’t get her to let go. He couldn’t get her to throw the cigarette away. Instead, she twisted it, putting it out slowly as the pain lashed through his tongue and into the rest of his body.

“That’s what happens to you,” she said. “That’s what happens to you when you try to interrupt me. You were doing so well, Isaac. You were doing so well. I saw you come in here with my laundry, and that’s how you should behave. You don’t get to judge me. You don’t get to evaluate any of my decisions. I tell you what to do, and you obey. That’s how it works. Say it.”

His eyes were wet as he lifted his head. When he spoke, that burn sent fresh spasms of pain shooting through his body. He braced himself on his knuckles as he kept his whole body tight in front of her.

“I don’t get to judge you,” he acknowledged. He drew in a breath. He held it. Then he spoke again. “You tell me what to do, and I obey. That’s how it works.”

“Good boy,” she said. Then she leaned forward, and her lips hardened. Her expression tightened, and she said, “Don’t forget.”

When Isaac woke up early that morning, took a shower, and got dressed, he didn’t think his day was going to be different. In truth, he was actually smiling to himself. He was almost done with his final exams, he had turned in his last major projects, and the semester was almost over.

It was time for the break!

Of course, he still had his regular routine. He couldn’t sleep in (not yet). Then again, he had to wonder what things were going to be like after the break but at this point he clung to one assumption. Still young, still naïve, he didn’t really think about how things were going to change (or remain the same) when they went back.

So that morning, he headed out into the cold. The sun had not yet risen, and the cold soaked into the air. His hair was damp, he shivered, but he enjoyed the weight of his coat, his shirt, his pants and his shoes. There was that other tug, right between his legs, that he didn’t appreciate nearly as much.

But that part was almost over!

Isaac was almost done with this thing…at least for the next few weeks.

Just a few minutes later, he had made his way across campus, and he slipped into the café. There was a young man behind the counter. The manager, another student with dark red hair, called out commands to her subordinates. She told them what to do, and they obeyed.

Isaac placed his usual order, even if this food and that drink wasn’t going to be for him.

The boy behind the register typed in the information, and then he gave Isaac a number.

All of this was very normal. All of this was very routine.

And it was almost done.

Just a few days before this, Isaac had started to contemplate exactly how many times he had come to this café. Of course, his keyholder had been a different girl, but he tried not to think about her.

Instead, he thought about the young woman who had been his friend: Hannah.

They were still friends…

They were more than friends…

Isaac shivered as he thought about how he knew that girl now.

He knew what she tasted like; he had spent a lot of time on his knees in between her legs.

As he thought about that, his shaft twitched in his chastity cage, but he still hoped that he was going to be able to remove the device sooner rather than later.

After all, things were different at this university. Up here, out in the wild, the college was isolated. That was the point. Rebecca Connor, the American oligarch who funded and founded this college had been explicit; it existed to perpetuate this idea of female supremacy.

She never lied to anyone. In fact, the university had received a great deal of support (and backlash), all because Rebecca Connor had insisted on being honest.

Her director probably insisted that this university was going to fail within the first two or three semesters.

Thus far, they had been wrong. Like every student at the school, Isaac kept hearing about the different successes. Various professors conducted their research, earned new grants, scored various publications, and one of their local authors just scored her first best seller.

Yes, the women who ran this college had money. More than that, they had the backing of a powerful woman and more than just permission. They were encouraged to succeed, to thrive, and to push ahead.

Out in the wider world, there were those bloggers and politicians who railed against this institution. They insisted that it was wrong and unethical. These were the men who questioned whether or not girls needed to go to college. These were the bloggers who insisted that “submissive wife would be a happy wife”. They did not care about hypocrisy. Rather, these were the men who wanted to believe that there was this normal version of reality. Often times, they couldn’t see their own mistakes. They just assumed that they had grown up or imagined this ideal scenario, one we men went out into the world, made important decisions, and organized society. In the meantime, the girls were supposed to hang back at home, making sandwiches, cooking, cleaning, and serving.

That wasn’t what Rebecca Connor wanted.

In fact, that wasn’t what any of these young, ambitious women craved. Instead, they had this college, and it would serve as an incubator. Here, they could learn the skills they needed to take over.

And Isaac was part of it…

He wasn’t sure exactly where he would go with his life, but he kept thinking about that device between his legs and the yearning that simmered deep at the core of his being.

His nostrils flared as he stood there and waited. He closed his eyes for just a moment, and he thought about Hannah again.

Last night, she had given him a treat. After he earned a good grade on one of his tests, she had smiled at him, walked over to the bathroom, and she had stripped. Then she called out to him, and he had hopped to his feet, scurrying over to her. At first, he had just assumed she needed a towel, or maybe she had run out of shampoo or something. Worst case scenario, he assumed that she would send him out to go buy some more.

Instead, he had watched as she grinned, peeled off her T-shirt, wiggled out of her jeans, and yanked down her panties. Within moments, that college girl was naked in front of him, and he had known that he wasn’t supposed to stare, but she hadn’t minded.

On the contrary, she was doing this on purpose.

As the moisture drained away from his mouth, Isaac had understood what was happening. He had been able to feel it along every inch of his frame. There was that tingling desire, longing, and that stab of vital need.

(More and more, however, he had learned to control himself, all because Isaac understood that he didn’t get to make the decisions. If his keyholder wanted to tease him, then that was her prerogative. This was one of those guiding principles that he needed to master, no matter how much he silently resented it.)

“I’m going to take a shower,” she said. “Would you like to join me?” as she spoke, there was coquettish lilt in her voice.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, Miss. Please? Please, can I join you?” Like any foolish boy, he instinctively and automatically assumed that this was going to mean something very specific. As the words gushed from his mouth, he had felt it: that rush of arousal.

His cock had strained and pushed like some desperate animal. It had shoved up against the inner tube of his chastity cage, all while he stood there.

Hannah didn’t answer right away. Instead, his keyholder smiled again. She reached up, and she casually unhooked her bra. Within moments, she was completely naked, but she didn’t tell him to look away. Instead, she spoke again, “You know, the semester is going to be coming to an end soon. We are going to be heading back home. I think that’s going to be a really interesting experience, don’t you? It’s like we got to go to college, and we get to learn about the world. You feel like you’re learning about the world and how it should be, don’t you?“

Despite the excitement pounding through his body, Isaac understood that this was a test. At that instant, there was no way he would mess it up! “Yes, Miss. I feel like I’m learning a lot about how the world is supposed to be.“

“And how should it be?“ Hannah had taken one slow step toward him, then another, and another after that.

Despite her movements, he remained there, rigid in place. His shaft remained trapped in a chastity cage, yet that longing burned all over his body. He had wanted her so badly! He had needed her, but there was nothing he could do about it. Of that, he was certain.

Hannah owned the key. Because she owned the key to that lock on his cage, she owned him. He had heard those points again and again. More than that, he had experienced them in one way after another.

Outside of the college, there were probably men who had written think pieces about the ineffectual practice of denial and male chastity training. Of course, Isaac wanted to agree with those men.

But he didn’t.

He couldn’t.

Whenever he thought about his chastity cage, there was that flash of frustration followed by something else: a desire. It was the desire to obey, the desire to serve.

One of his teachers had actually used that phrase at one point. In a rare address to the men in her classroom, she had looked out at the students. She had spent most of the hour lecturing the women, especially in terms of the importance of female leadership. But then she had smiled and said, “Boys, now I turn my attention to you. I want you to remember something. The women come to this school for a higher education. You come here to learn something important as well. I like to think of it as lower service. Women deserve to rule. They should be in charge. Together, we will forge the unbreakable foundation of a matriarchy. But a matriarchy can only survive and do well when the men of the world understand their place. Do you understand your place?“ Obviously, the men had all given their correct answer. They had called out in unison. Their teacher had smiled, so the boys had felt lucky, only because none of them were going to be punished at that particular moment.

All of those thoughts flooded through his head as his naked keyholder stepped forward, reaching out, touching his wrist, lacing her fingers through his, and tugging. She guided him toward the bathroom, and he had stuttered, instantly uncertain of what was going to happen next.

He had wanted to say something like, “Hannah, what are you doing? What’s going on here? What would you like me to do? What do you need, Miss?”

Those words had evaporated in his throat as she pulled him into the bathroom, closed the door, and turned on the water. There were the hot jets of liquid shooting down against the floor of the bathtub. Steam rose, and she turned to him.

He saw her hair, loose around her face. He studied the shape of her eyes, the angle of her nose, and the curves of her lips. At the same time, he desperately drank in the contours of her breasts down at the bottom of his peripheral vision.

Clearly, he had been unable to simply stare. That urge might have been there, but he was learning the importance of what his teacher had called lower service. In the hierarchy of the world, he was a boy, which meant he was supposed to serve. He was supposed to be down with the lower echelon of society. At best, he would serve his girlfriend or wife (or keyholder).

But at that moment, he hadn’t known exactly what this girl had desired. Most of the time he could pay attention and anticipate her needs. While she was studying, maybe she would be drinking some coffee, and her cup would go empty, so he would rush over to refill it. At the end of the night, maybe they would be watching TV, and she would be tired, so he would start to massage her feet or her shoulders. At other points, he would take care of her laundry, and he would go grocery shopping.

Like the other women across the campus, she had come to rely on this boy because she understood that those tasks were beneath her.

Those tasks comprised “lower service”.

But there in the bathroom, the shower has been running, and the heat permeated the air. He breathed in, he could feel the moisture against his cheek and along the contours of his face.

Then she surprised him by covering his cheeks, tilting his head to the side, pushing herself up onto the tips of her toes, leaning in, and kissing him. His breath had caught, only it felt so incredible. Gratitude had swelled in his chest.

This girl was kissing him.

This beautiful girl was kissing him!

Despite that discomfort between his legs, he didn’t care. He was grateful for it, and he pressed his body up against hers with all of the ferocity he possessed. It wasn’t much, not after weeks and months of training.

After all, Hannah hadn’t been his first keyholder, so he had learned to be cautious around women. They were in charge. They could decide how and when he might need to be punished.

But for the most part, he was a good obedient male. Unlike the most reticent males on campus, he didn’t insist on fighting, especially when he understood that it would be completely and utterly futile. Rebecca Connor had built this institution for two twin goals: female supremacy and male subjugation. He understood where he fit into that equation, so he did his best to cooperate. As such, he could get rewards.

He could get rewards just like this…

For so long, Hannah and Isaac had only been friends. But now, she could do this. She could take him, touch him, tease him, and kiss him, and she didn’t need to ask for his permission, not when she so thoroughly out ranked him. Besides, he knew what those desires spinning through his body meant, but he was always eager for the chance to please her!

If he was lucky, she would kiss him. If he was profoundly lucky, she would be naked, just like this.

And if he was unfathomably lucky, then maybe she would release him from the cage…

He didn’t care if that meant he would be tied down. He didn’t care if it meant, he would be utterly helpless and spread out before her. He didn’t even care if he had to earn that kind of affection by enduring one dose of pain after another. Anything would be worth it, so long as he could be close to this girl!

She kept kissing him, then she let go of his face. Instead, her fingers rolled along the rest of his body, and then she grabbed the edge of his shirt between her hands. She started to lift it up along the length of his torso.

Isaac raised his arms.

Next, she ordered him to slip his feet from his shoes. Again, he complied. He gave his keyholder exactly what she wanted because this was her right. She could make any demand she wished, and he would cooperate.

Within moments, he was topless. After that, she took his belt, she tossed it down onto the tile floor. From there, she yanked down his pants and boxers in one smooth motion. The fabric bunched around his ankles, but he didn’t care. He slipped his legs free, and then he was naked in front of her.

At least, he was only wearing one garment at that particular moment…

“Come on,” she said, stepping into the shower.

Over those next few seconds, time seemed to slow down as he stared. She moved in slow motion, pulling the curtain back, stepping into the water, and letting those droplets splash against her hair, soaking into her mane. She turned, and she grinned. She ran her fingers through her hair, and he loved the way her wet tresses shined bright. Then she grabbed him, and suddenly they were both underneath the water, and she was kissing him again. Not only that, she pushed her body up against his.

There was the squish of her breasts along his chest as she wrapped her arms around his. She grabbed his ass, her fingers lighting along the contours of his tightening muscles. From there, she scratched at him, first going for his shoulder blades, and then the small of his back.

It felt so good as she kept kissing him!

Of course, that wasn’t going to last for long.

She stepped away, she spread her legs, and she leaned down. “Service me,” she said. She had to raise her voice. The strange acoustics and sounds of the water slapping against the tiles seem to boom across the air.

“Yes, Miss.” Over the last few weeks, she had tried out several honorifics. Goddess. Mistress. Princess. Lady.

Ultimately, however, she liked that simple one the most: Miss. It was simple, and it meant he had to recognize her authority.

Right then, and there, he did exactly as she wished. He started to move into position, and she reached up with her wet hand, gliding her fingers through his hair as she took a firm grip on the back of his skull. She nudged him down.

There wasn’t any real force in that push, but there didn’t need to be either. She knew what she would get from him. She understood that he would obey her.

In fact, he demonstrated his loyalty. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and his position was awkward and uncomfortable. Not only that, the water splashed against his face, ran down along his nose and cheeks making it was harder to breathe.

He didn’t care.

The moisture kept beating and splashing against his face as he forced his eyes open and he stared at the inner contours of her thighs first. His gaze moved along the little droplets as they darted down the sides of her legs.

He was lucky.

Despite everything, he knew that he was lucky for the chance to be in this position with this girl.

For a moment, it made him think back to high school and all of those secret desires. Lots of the guys in his different classes pretended that sex wasn’t a big deal and that they weren’t really interested in the girls (even as they did their best to flirt). Even so, so many of them probably would have worn a chastity cage if it meant they could earn this kind of proximity.

She was beautiful. She was powerful.

She was the kind of girl who could get whatever she wanted.

She had fought so hard to earn those amazing grades, and it continued here and now.

She knew what she wanted and she was going to get it!

“Service me,” she ordered again.

He swallowed back some of the water that had dribbled into his mouth, and then he raised his head, he forced his face right there, up against her pubis, his lips parted, and he stuck out his tongue. He started to lick her.

She braced herself on his head, her hands, pushing down, yet he licked. He licked and serviced her, his tongue darting and gliding along her opening. He tasted her along with the water dribbling into his mouth. He swallowed it back and kept going.

“Good,” she said. “That’s right. Good boy. Show me what you can do. Show me where you belong. Good. Good boy. Keep going. Keep going. Service me. Keep going. That’s right. Yes. Yes. Just like that. Lick me just like that. You know where you belong, don’t you? You belong on your knees, Isaac! You belong down there! This is lower service, isn’t it? Yes, it is! This is what you are best at! This is what you’re best at, boy! Where do you belong? You belong on your knees!”

The words soaked into his psyche. He knew that she was doing this for her benefit; she loved making those points over and over again. He had heard them before, and he would hear them again. This was how she was asserting herself. This was how she demonstrated her superiority. But more than that, she could educate him, even as she basked in her own Supremacy.

As they had grown up, they had both watched the different culture wars play out, many of which related back to the questions of gender and how women and men were supposed to relate to one another. He had studied those, so he saw the backlashes. Suddenly, a female character would pop up in some movie, and some portion of the male audience would decide that this was inappropriate. They would call it pandering. They would come up with other, even uglier terms.

For the most part, Isaac had never really cared about those different dynamics. He hadn’t paid much attention one way or the other.

But now…

He knew his place.

He knew how this worked.

Most of all, he understood what he had to give her.

So he continued right there, his lips slightly separated as his tongue swept up along her crevice.

“Keep going. Yes. Just like that. Keep going!”

He obeyed.

“This is lower service,” Hannah explained to him. “This is what you need, isn’t it? This is who you are and where you belong!”

Again, he couldn’t argue. He couldn’t disagree.

Instead, he had to accept the reality of his situation.

Of course, he couldn’t disagree. He didn’t get the chance, not when he was busy.

She had given him a different task, and he cooperated. He served her as she expected. He worshiped her just as any young woman would have expected and demanded.

Again, he thought about the possibility of rebellious males. In fact, Isaac had to distantly wonder whether or not they were truly capable of this new social order. It seemed impossible to him.

Then again, he had arrived at the school without really understanding what it meant.

At that moment, he let his thoughts drift once again. Instead, he concentrated on her pleasure. He worked, raising his head, gliding his tongue, and concentrating on finding that rhythm and tempo. It had to be good! It had to be good enough for her!

Isaac wasn’t sure if he could even do it.

Of course, he had satisfied her before, but it was a different moment, and he couldn’t allow himself to get arrogant. He couldn’t become overconfident!

Then she cried out.

There was that scream of ecstasy, and she shoved him back.

She turned around, and she ran her fingers through her hair as the water splashed down along her nubile physique.

In the meantime, he remained there on his knees.

“That was wonderful,” she said. “Go dry off and then fetch me a towel.”

He rose to his feet, and he looked at her.

She turned back, and she had no trouble reading his expression. “Oh, I really like your little puppy dog whimper. Is there something you want, Isaac? Is there something you were hoping I might do for you?”

She was playing with him, and she expected him to ask.

Although he understood the teasing for exactly what it was, he didn’t see any other choice. After all, he was a boy, it wasn’t like he could resist those urges. Besides, there was that other tantalizingly terrifying prospect. What if she was really willing to give him a reward, but she wouldn’t unless he asked for it? These girls at this college could play those kinds of mind games. If anything, they enjoyed them! They often argued that those sorts of dynamics were good for the male students because it helped these boys understand how they should cooperate…how they should always cooperate.

“Please…” Isaac began. His nostrils flared, and he exhaled after he had dried himself off. “I was hoping maybe you would get the key? I was hoping maybe you would use it?”

His keyholder touched a finger to her chin. Although she was still naked, she exuded that same casual power from before. She was in charge, and she knew it. She could do whatever she liked, and this boy wouldn’t be able to stop her.

She could tease him. She could play with him.

Elsewhere in the world, maybe women needed to be nervous. Maybe they had to fear male capabilities.

Those dynamics didn’t apply here, not at this school or in that bathroom.

“Maybe,” she said. That was better than a “no”. At the same time, he was trying to think about what he could do to get her to change her mind and to make a final decision.

Part of him wanted to start making demands. As a guy, it was a natural instinct. It was silly and foolish and reckless, but he could have done it. He could have strode toward her, invading her personal space as he held out his hand and demanded the key.

Of course, that never would have worked, not at a school like this…

Instead, he stayed right there.

“Maybe I would make up my mind if I saw you in a more favorable position?”

Right away, Isaac had lowered himself down onto his knees, and he bent forward. He had given her the towel, and she ran it across the top of her head, then down the back of her neck. She had dried off casually, but she was still standing there, so it was easy to extend his head, to bow his head down, and to kiss her toes.

“Please,” he said. “Please, I’m not sure how much of this I can take. I want to be good and obedient. I understand my place. I understand that you are superior, and that female supremacy is the best way to go. I get all of that, but this is driving me crazy! Please? Please just let me out for a little while! I can take care of myself, or maybe you can tie me down? You can do whatever you want!” The words spilled from his mouth, one after another, and then he was panting.

Isaac raised his head, and he looked back at that girl. He thought about how they had been in high school together; he thought about how they had studied and how she had always earned those incredible grades. She had been the one who understood this school. She had known exactly what it would mean.

He, on the other hand, hadn’t really recognized what this could mean. Like so many other guys, he had existed in a patriarchy without really comprehending what that meant. He never considered the women around him. Even if he’d listened and nodded along, it wasn’t like he had been able to comprehend what subjugation meant, not as a guy.

But now, he was learning…

“You’re going to do whatever I want either way,” she said. Then she smiled. “Don’t worry. I’m going to let you out at some point. Yes, I will. Just not right now…”

After that, he had instantly understood that the topic of conversation had come to an end. He could have begged. He could have argued with her. None of that would have worked. Instead, he would have risked irritating her, which would have invited some kind of punishment.

Those thoughts went through his head as he stood there.

The heat of his own desires was right there, burning at his core, but they also seemed to eat through something else.

He didn’t want to admit it, but Isaac could understand why so many of the girls on campus decided to keep their boys locked up and desperate.

It was having an impact on him. It was working…

These girls wanted the boys to learn to obey, and as he stood there, his back straight, he focused and waited.

When they called out his name, he collected his coffee and those pastries, and then he quickly rushed across campus. He moved quickly, without thinking.

Then he knocked on her door, and he quietly let himself in.

She was probably asleep still.

He didn’t dare wake her, but he carefully placed her breakfast on the table, and then he stood off to the side, his back straight, his arms held behind him.

Isaac felt a little bit like a butler, especially when she emerged from her bedroom just a few minutes later.

Her hair was messy, she wasn’t wearing any makeup, and yet she still looked adorable in those pale pink sweatpants and that simple tank top.

Right away, he wanted to run his hands along her body. He wanted to grab her, kiss her, and take her.

That wasn’t an option, of course.

Instead, he had to do as she said. She had his key. She owned his key. As such, she owned him.

She enjoyed her coffee, taking one sip after another. She ripped the cardboard container between her hands, bringing the tip up to her lips every few seconds. She kept her eyes closed – relaxed, enjoying the heat and that mixture of caffeine and sugar.

“And how are you feeling?” Hannah finally asked him.

He didn’t meet her gaze. “I’m well.” That was an easy and formal response. That was the kind of answer so many of the instructors on campus expected from the boys. They weren’t expected to challenge anyone; rather, they needed to answer as the women around them anticipated.

That was how this worked. That was how this was always going to work.

“That’s good to hear,” she said. “By the way, I talked to your teachers, and we are going to be heading home a little early.”

“Really?” His eyes widened as the formality left his voice. In that instant, he was thinking about something else. He was remembering the girls from high school, some of his friends, and what it would be like to see his family again.

“That’s right,” she told him. “We are leaving at the end of the day. I expect you to pack. And don’t worry. I will bring your key with me.”

…His key.

They took a rideshare away from campus. Then, over the next few hours, they traveled, and he was just as attentive as always.

Of course, it felt strange, revisiting the “rest of the world”. When they went into a regular town, he looked around, and he kept seeing those different men, and he was wondering what it was like for them.

Rebecca Connor had been explicit: the purpose of her college was to perpetuate to the idea of female supremacy. Women were supposed to learn there, take those ideas, and spread them out along the rest of the world.

This town was close by.

Some of the students would visit from time to time. The teacher certainly enjoyed coming down here.

He wondered how many of those men wore chastity cages. He wondered how many of them were trained to obey…

Although he wasn’t going to get a concrete answer, that question still swirled around inside of his head.

They kept traveling.

He carried her bags. He fetched things for her. He did everything he could.

Along the way, she relaxed and enjoyed herself.

And yet, Hannah would still glance at him from time to time, and he kept waiting for that moment when she would exhale dramatically and announce that she had to give him back his key.

After all, they weren’t at school.

Since they weren’t at school, she could let him out. In fact, that almost seemed like a requirement.

The chastity rules could only be enforced at the school. Right? That was what he assumed anyway.

Then they were in front of her house.

It had been a long trip, he was tired, but he looked back at her. “You can bring my bags into my bedroom,” she said. “Oh, and you’re going to be sleeping here.”

“What?”  Isaac stared at her as he tried to understand exactly what that meant. She was joking. She had to be joking. There was no way she could be serious!

“You heard me,” she said. feeling playful, feeling flirtatious, she stepped forward, and she grabbed his shirt.

More than anything else, he could feel the power of her proximity. She was right there, so incredibly close, and there was that teasing smile on her face. Then she pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes before she leaned in and whispered into his ear, “Remember, you belong to me, Isaac.”

“But, but we aren’t at school.” He was stuttering, and he knew it. He could hear that trembling at the back of his throat. This was different. Not only that, the last few hours of travel had altered something within him. Back on campus, it was hard to remember the kind of man he wanted to be. After all, he was surrounded by all of those girls, each one of whom believed in his inferiority. But now, there wasn’t that psychic weight pressing down on him.

There was just this girl.

She was enough.

She was more than enough.

She grabbed his shirt, squeezed, and then she turned around, and she walked right into her living room. She pulled him up the stairs, and she didn’t even bother to call out to her family. There was supposed to be some kind of reunion here, but she seemed much more interested in seeing her old bedroom again.

She made it through the door, and then he looked around.

He had been there, of course. Back in high school, they had been friends, and she hadn’t owned his key. Back then, they had respected one another (even if she had been the smarter of the two).

“I want to show my little sister something,” she said.

“What? What are you going to show her?”

Hannah didn’t respond at first. Instead, his keyholder seemed to focus entirely on her surroundings. She was checking out the band poster to her left, the psychedelic unicorn print to her right, her four-poster bed, and the bookshelves lined with fictions that she hadn’t touched since graduating from high school.

Then she turned around, and her eyes shimmered. There was that up to something glow he didn’t even know how to explain or name.

“You,” she said.

“What?”

“I want her to see you,” she said. That was the instant when she stepped over to him, invading his personal space all over again. Then she said, “I expect you to be on your very best behavior. Can you do that, Isaac? Can you do that for me, boy?”

“I guess?”

That was the moment when she slapped him across his face. His eyes went wide. His head had jerked to the side, only that hadn’t been a decision he made. Now, something inside of him seemed to tighten up. He looked back at her, and he tried to think of something to say. He was waiting for some kind of automatic answer.

And yet, he didn’t get angry.

This girl, someone who had once been his best friend, just struck him across the face, and his cheek was stinging, yet an undeniable reality seemed to borrow into him.

Hannah had every right to strike. That was her prerogative; as his keyholder, she could decide how he would be punished.

“We aren’t back at school,” Hannah acknowledged. “But guess what? I’m still in charge, Isaac.” Again, she slid forward, and she was right there in front of him, and a shiver darted down his spine. This girl knew how to intimidate him. At that moment, he didn’t think she would strike again, it had hardly mattered. Pain was only a very small part of her authority. There was also the cage between his legs. But most of all, he could still feel the weight of the women back at the school. He could still sense their authority and their confidence, all because they were going to remake the world, and there was nothing he could do to stop them. They were unified; they were superior. They were members of the superior sex, so female supremacy would become the new guiding ideology for the United States. And then it would spread out to the other countries, and there was nothing a boy like him could do to stop it.

Although he was a boy at a school for female supremacists, that didn’t mean he had been spared from the more rigorous course assignments. In fact, he had taken one class with one instructor, and she had given him a simple prompt. He had been required to write about historical inevitability.

At first, Isaac hadn’t really understood what that meant. Then he started to really think about it, and he was trying to understand this idea of counterfactuals, and whether or not it was possible to realistically envision some alternate version of history. Of course, people could tell those stories, but would it have been genuinely possible to move a variable to alter some specific outcome? Or was it all predestined?

More importantly, was it possible for an individual to change things? Theoretically, societies were made up entirely of groups of people. And yet, that was the frustrating paradox. On the one hand, an individual seemed powerless, especially when they were viewed as nothing but a statistically insignificant data point.

And yet, it always seemed as though heroes and villains could rise up. One person, with the right words or nudge at any particular moment could actually change everything…

Isaac didn’t know about that. After all, he was just an undergraduate student contending with all of these difficult questions. And yet, he had known that his teacher required him to think deeply about these topics.

After he started to understand the implications, he applied to his own education and the school and Rebecca Connor, Hannah, and all of the other women he saw on campus.

At some point over the course of human history, there had been a moment when men first established their supremacy. He doubted that it was systematic or even conscious. And yet, a man put a woman in her place, and then they started a family, and she showed her daughters what it would be like to serve the physically superior males around them. Maybe those men took what they wanted, or maybe there was something else that happened. Of course, no one could know with absolute certainty, yet it had happened.

And now, Isaac had to wonder whether or not that same kind of historical inevitability would play out here. In some prehistoric time humans survived on a combination of physical strength and intellect.

But for him, in this modern era, physicality meant almost nothing. A few athletes here or there might have been able to get rich by running faster or throwing a ball really far, yet they were nothing more than entertainers. Ultimately, those who wielded the most power were the investors, the lawyers, the politicians, and the inventors. They were the ones who could alter the course of human history. And they did it with their minds; it was more a question of what they said.

In this, Isaac was sure that the women around him could excel. After all, he thought back to high school, and some of his friends and how they all wanted to impress the girls around them. Even when they lied about that desire, it was obvious that the girls were the ones who could make the most important decisions. A boy might have been brash or aggressive here or there, and maybe he tried to embrace some sharp vision of what his sex was supposed to be. But ultimately, the girls were the ones who dominated the AP classes. Even in those traditionally masculine courses like math and science, the girls were starting to outrun the boys. In fact, Isaac even remembered, hearing some of his teachers talk about the crisis among young men; for whatever reason, they simply couldn’t compete. Maybe they weren’t smart enough; maybe they weren’t mature enough. Either way, the results were the same.

Girls excelled, and the boys were failing.

Isaac wasn’t an educational expert. He wasn’t a principal, a teacher, or anyone else who really knew what he was talking about. He was just a boy, but he could still look around. He could still study the girls and see how they were evolving faster and making better decisions.

Then her voice brought him back to that instant. “Get naked so I can show you off to Addie.”

Although Isaac had spent a lot of time with Hannah, he wasn’t nearly as familiar with her little sister. Officially named Adriana, everyone called her Addie. She was supposed to be rambunctious and precocious. She was everything a girl like Hannah might have resented in a little sister.

Yet, they were still relatively close. Like Isaac and his own little sister, they were very close in terms of age. By now, Valerie was eighteen. Both of those little sisters were.

They were technically adults.

Since Isaac had been so busy at school, he hadn’t thought about his family as much as he probably should have. Or maybe something had blocked him…

Perhaps he had been unwilling to think about what his time at the college was going to mean and how it could change everything.

After all, Valerie was supposed to be this little girl. Granted, he was only about a year older, but that didn’t matter. That didn’t really change anything.

“I don’t think I can do that,” he said.

“And what makes you think you get a choice?”

“Please. Please, we aren’t at school!”

“Isaac, do you really think that being at school changes anything? Do you think that everything we’ve learned was just a fantasy intended for one school?” While she spoke, she flashed a grin at him.

Of course, he knew the correct answer, but he didn’t want to give it. Then again, as she watched and studied him, he didn’t know how to respond. He wasn’t sure what he could possibly say or how he could get out of this.

His chest tightened, he bit down, and he was trying to come up with a good reply. He needed something careful and diplomatic.

Yet, he was still wearing that cage.

“You’re right,“ he said without truly believing it. “You’re right.“

“Then you know what you need to do,” she said. “And if you don’t, they’re going to be consequences.”

Consequences. Throughout his life, that word had been used as a threat. But now, he felt it in a way he had never experienced.

Hannah left, sliding out through the door and closing it behind her. Once she was gone, Isaac was left alone.

He was alone in the bedroom of that beautiful girl, and maybe there was an impulse to explore and search. Then again, he was effectively owned by that young woman.

His hands moved automatically, all because he didn’t really need to think about this. It wasn’t actually a choice. Instead, he was going to do it, and he didn’t know how to stop himself.

When Hannah told him to act, he had to obey. Just a few seconds ago, he had tried to resist without thinking about it, and she had punished him. Even now, his face continued to sting.

He pulled off everything.

By her command, he removed his clothes, socks, pants, underwear, and shirt. He took off everything. Within moments, he was naked and standing there in the middle of this girl’s bedroom.

His nostrils quivered and he couldn’t believe that this was happening, but he lowered himself down onto his knees, he crossed his arms behind his back, and he bowed his head down.

Back at school, this was common enough. There were lots of young women who insisted on this show of obedience.

But they weren’t back at school…

They were in her house!

They were back in their hometown!

All of those different ideas hit him as he waited.

And yet, he still held onto one hope: maybe she wasn’t really going to come visit him here. Maybe she was going to go talk to her little sister, and he wouldn’t have to worry about it.

But then the door opened again, and he heard a different voice. It belonged to a girl. The pitch was higher than he expected, but she was staring, her mouth wide open, even though she said, “No way. no way!”

“Look up,” Hannah ordered.

Tentatively, he did as she ordered. He lifted his chin, he looked across the distance between them, and he saw her. He saw both of them…

First, there was Hannah. Then there was the miniature version of the girl who had once been his best friend (and had now became his owner). Addie was grinning; more than that, she was staring at him!

She saw his shoulders, his chest, his flattened stomach, and that cage between his legs.

“You were telling the truth,” Addie whispered. She sounded shocked, like she couldn’t really believe it.

“Did you think I was going to lie to my little sister?”

“When I was nine, you were still trying to convince me that Santa was real,” Addie  complained. But now, she took several tentative steps forward. She approached him like he was some kind of wild animal.

Hannah must’ve noticed that same trepidation because she said, “It’s okay. Do you see what he’s wearing?”

“Is that really a…?” Addie didn’t finish the question, probably because she still couldn’t believe it. Just as likely, she wasn’t familiar with the terminology, and she didn’t want to get it wrong, especially in front of her big sister.

“It’s a chastity cage,” Hannah said, her voice rippling with pride. “All of the boys back at school have to wear them.”

“All of the boys…” Clearly, Addie was thinking about her own school. What it would be like to go to classes where all of the boys were locked up. Or maybe she was going even farther than that; perhaps she was envisioning what it would be like to have her crush in one of those cages, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to touch himself or pleasure himself without her permission.

Like so many other young women, she had heard about the university; she understood that female supremacy was now a highly debated topic. Even so, there was a huge difference between hearing about it as some political abstraction and seeing it play out in front of her.

And now, Addie turned back to her older sister. “Can we punish him?”

“I haven’t done anything wrong,” he said automatically.

“You just spoke out of turn,” Hannah said.

“He did! He definitely did!” Addie clapped her hands together, like this was the best news she had heard all day.

Immediately, he opened his mouth, all because he needed to talk. He had to say something to these women. He had to convince one of them or both of them that he didn’t deserve to be punished.

And yet, Isaac could only watch as his keyholder shouldered forward. She sacheted across the room, leaned down, and grabbed his pants.

For a second, he couldn’t comprehend what was going on.

“College is very different,” she said to her little sister. “I know your high school teachers say that all the time, but it’s true! The kind of content you study is completely different. Everything is completely different, especially when it comes to the boys.” Hannah held his pants up. At first when Isaac saw this, he assumed she was doing it because they were supposed to be some kind of trophy for her. Instead, she grabbed his belt, slid it free from those loops, and dropped his pants to the floor again. Then she doubled the belt, and he understood what was going to happen.

Even a young girl like Addie understood. “Are we going to use that? Are we going to use that on him?” Excitement rippled across every syllable.

“Isaac, stand up, put your hands on the wall, and prepare yourself.”

Although he still hoped for some kind of respite, he nonetheless obeyed. He pushed himself up on his feet, and he walked across the room. He saw the bare span of wall, and he pushed his hands forward. At the same time, he kept trying to think of something he could do or say to convince these girls to change their minds.

In the meantime, Hannah started whispering to her little sister. That girl giggled every few seconds, like she was learning something new and amazing.

“Really? I can really do it?”

“He belongs to me, and I’m sharing him with you,” Hannah promised her little sister.

With his hands braced against the wall, Isaac felt utterly trapped. There weren’t any restraints or shackles around his wrists, but these girls didn’t need them.

Still, he glanced over his shoulder. When he looked at Addie, he wanted to say something. The words were right there, hovering at the back of his throat. He could have called out, “You don’t have to do this. Please. You don’t have to do this!” Then again, Addie probably would have agreed with him. Maybe she would have laughed and said that he was right.

She didn’t have to do this; she wanted to do it…

She took the belt. He watched in his peripheral vision as she took it, folded it, slapped it down through the air, and grinned ferociously. Like her older sister, that girl was cute. He had met her once or twice. Each time he saw her, there’d been that little thought at the back of his head. She was cute, and he wondered what it would have been like to be with her. She was only a little bit younger than Isaac and Hannah, so it would have been fine. Besides, she was different from her older sister. Hannah knew that she was smarter than Isaac. She knew that she was more ambitious, and she was going to be the kind of girl who conquered the world in one way or another. Maybe she was going to become a CEO or some unstoppable lawyer. Either way, she would get what she wanted.

Isaac was just a boy; he was just some random guy. He liked playing video games, and he never took his studies very seriously.

Since he was older, maybe he hoped that he was going to be able to impress Addie. At that moment, however, she didn’t look like she saw him as anything other than an inferior male.

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot,” Addie confessed. Isaac wasn’t sure if she meant those words for him, for her older sister, or if she was even talking to herself. Either way, it didn’t matter because she flicked her wrist down, swung the folded belt, and slashed the black leather through the air. He flinched even though she hadn’t struck. “This is going to be fun!” She was giggling and tittering.

If he had been able to come up with some excellent argument, maybe he would’ve been able to get that girl to stop. Perhaps he would have been able to get her to reconsider.

Unfortunately, for this young man, he didn’t find any kind of brilliant inspiration, nor could he come up with some razor, sharp argument. So instead, he remained silent.

“I’m nervous,” Addie confessed.

“You don’t need to be nervous. Remember, he is just a boy, so he needs this. It’s good for him.”

It wasn’t good for him! He didn’t need this!

Even if Isaac believed those points with every fiber of his being, he didn’t dare contradict his keyholder.

Then Addie got over that nervous tension. She raised her arm in one quick motion, threw out her hand, and she launched the tip of the belt. That folded, rounded surface, struck against his backside, and his eyes clutched. There was that little squeak that vibrated from the base of his throat, but he mostly remained silent.

It didn’t matter, not to Addie.

This was her first opportunity to punish a boy!

Like so many other young women her age, Addie had probably been teased by different guys at one point or another. Those young men must have believed that they deserved her attention and time for one reason or another. Maybe they were sexists. Maybe they were just entitled. Either way, they had mocked her, and she had been largely unable to do anything about it. Simultaneously, she must’ve sensed that underlying division. The girls in her classes were better behaved and earned stronger scores. The boys may have made a lot of noise, but they weren’t competent. They didn’t actually know what they were doing.

But now, she didn’t have to put up with his nonsense. In fact, she held onto his belt, and she launched it forward, striking his right ass cheek, then his left. She alternated, going from side to side. She wasn’t terribly strong, but she didn’t need to be, not with this tool.

For his part, Isaac bit down. Locking his teeth together, he tightened his jaw, and he fought hard not to make any noises. He didn’t want to give this girl the satisfaction!

Maybe he hadn’t been as brash or as arrogant to some of the young men who came to the college, but Isaac still silently fumed and ragged at the idea that a high school girl was doing this to him!

It wasn’t right! It wasn’t fair!

Again, part of him needed to shout out. The words were right there, dancing along the contours of his mouth, yet he didn’t let go of that frown. He didn’t say something like, “Hannah, you can’t do this! You can’t let her do this to me! She’s just a little sister!”

It didn’t matter. She was Hannah‘s little sister. It didn’t matter that Isaac had more experience or that he was taller or broader or older. Those advantages meant nothing.

He was a boy, and they were girls, so that completed the inevitable equation. They were his superiors. They could do whatever they wanted.

Most of all, Hannah owned him. And if she wanted to share him, then that was her right.

He endured one blow after another. They started to come faster! They struck, and he heard those sounds. Pretty soon, those were the only noises bouncing against the walls of Hannah’s bedroom.

He cried out.

There was another snap of the belt, and it made him shout. He growled, grunting, like some wild animal. He understood how pathetic this made him, yet his backside was glowing a bright shade of red as this little girl disciplined him.

“Are you going to be good for both of us?”

“Yes, Miss!” it was so easy to call out those words for her.

“And are you going to be good for me? Are you going to be obedient?” Addie adopted the sing song tone of a young woman talking down to some pet. She made him sound like he wasn’t intelligent enough to comprehend what those words even meant.

“Yes!”

At least Addie didn’t demand an honorific. Instead, she giggled from behind him, and he was seething, sucking in one breath after another as he tried to get his senses under control. His eyes were wet, and his fingers pressed against the wall’s dried paint.

“I swear, I will be good.”

“Perfect,” Hannah answered. “Turn around, hold your arms behind your back, and present yourself to us.”

This boy didn’t want to do it. He didn’t want to believe that he had to do it. Even so, he found himself cooperating. He pushed away from the wall, he crossed his wrists behind his back, and he faced the girls.

“Close your eyes and open your mouth,” Addie said.

Hannah glanced at her little sister. Apparently, the college girl didn’t know what she had in mind.

Even so, he didn’t see any alternative. He had to do as that girl asked. Again, he tried to remind himself that he was at her mercy. She was a girl, and she was close to his keyholder. Those details mattered most. Those realities were inescapable for him.

With his back straight and his arms crossed, he obeyed, closing his eyes and opening his mouth.

Then he heard them snickering. A drawer opened, and Addie shoved something between his teeth. It was lighter than he expected. (Then again, he wasn’t sure what he had expected at all.)

“Okay,” chirped the high school student. “You can open your eyes now.” That was when he obeyed, and he glanced over to see the mirror, and he realized what she had done. She had taken a pair of Hannah’s panties, rolled them up, and shoved them into his mouth!

At least they were clean. At least they were probably clean.

But now, she was giggling, yet she still wasn’t done.

Addie grinned ferociously, stepped around him, and she started to inspect him. Her eyes slid all over the contours of his naked frame.

Back before he had enrolled at the college and first started to wear his chastity cage, Isaac had never really considered what nudity meant, not from a female perspective. Of course, he had been a young man, which meant he wondered around social media, reflectively clicking on those amazing videos of girls, dancing, or flirting with cameras. He thought about how they could smile, how they could lean forward, showing off their tight tube tops and other revealing garments, all for the opportunity to get more views from boys just like him.

But now, he was the one who was on display!

Addie grabbed his ass, squeezed, and sent another jolt of pain racing across his flesh.

“What’s wrong? You didn’t like that? It’s okay. I’m sure you’ll get used to it.” She was giggling again, and he wanted to argue with her. He itched for the chance to insist that this wasn’t going to be how things always worked.

But then Addie stepped in front of him, and she reached down, brushing her fingers up along his inner thigh, and then she grabbed his balls. His muscles clenched. His body froze. Next, she traced her fingers along the contours of his chastity cage.

“What’s wrong? Are you scared? Are you scared of a girl like me?” Addie taunted him.

Of course, he didn’t want to say yes. He was supposed to be a young man, someone who was older and far more capable than a girl like Addie.

And yet, she was learning.

Like the other girls at school, Addie was starting to figure out how the world could evolve and change. Everything could be different.

Girls like her could rule boys like him.

Isaac closed his eyes, and he thought about it.

Before he could come to any conclusion, Hannah stepped forward. Of course, they were both students at the same school, so they followed those similar lines of thought. She said aloud, running through her thoughts, “I like the idea of every boy wearing a chastity cage. Just think about what it could be like if every boy was locked in chastity, every boy would be at our mercy. Every boy would feel like he has to do as he’s told. Do you like that, Addie?”

Of course, her sister was going to agree. She was a young woman, and she was being offered this incredible power!

“Tell me you like wearing your chastity cage. Tell me that it’s good for you.”

“That kind of reinforcement is a really good thing for a boy like him,” Hannah said. She was obviously proud of her little sister.

Isaac tried to hold out for a few more seconds as these girls watched him. Then, inevitably, he broke. He had to give them exactly what they wanted. He pursed his lips, and then he yielded. “I like wearing my chastity cage. It’s good for me.”

“Why?” Apparently, his answer hadn’t been good enough for her.

“I like wearing it because it puts me in my place. It reminds me how I have to behave. When I’m wearing a chastity cage, I know I can’t think for myself. I have to do as I’m told.”

“Perfect!”

Then Hannah’s little sister whispered something. He couldn’t catch exactly what she had said, but he wasn’t the intended audience either. She was talking to her big sister.

What was it? What were they talking about? At that moment, she sounded almost nervous…

What would make a rambunctious girl like Addie nervous?

He didn’t know, and he wasn’t looking forward to finding out.

“Really? That’s what you want to do?”

He still couldn’t hear the answer.

“It’s fine with me if you don’t mind giving him the command.”

Addie stepped in front of him, and she crossed her arms over her chest. She looked lovely. Maybe she wasn’t as beautiful as Hannah, but it didn’t matter. “I’ve never had an orgasm,” she said. “I mean, I’ve never had a guy go down on me, but I think this is a good chance.”

“What? No.”

“Do it,” Hannah instructed.

Isaac didn’t understand what that meant, not until the girl in front of him smacked him across the face. Her arm flew up, her palm crashed against his cheek, and he swung his head to the side, just like before.

“You are going to go down on me,” she said. Hannah grinned and Addie put her palms on her hips. She was trying so hard to appear powerful.

Then again, it worked.

He wasn’t supposed to be intimidated by some little girl! She was just a high school student! She was probably thinking about going to the homecoming dance!

No way but that was the moment when she put her hands on his shoulders, as she shoved.

Remarkably, he fell forward.

As that boy dropped to his knees, he understood that it wasn’t a question of raw physical strength. Instead, she had overpowered him with something else: it was her certainty, her confidence. It was the fact that she was a young woman, and she knew how to wield this new version of her femininity. As a girl, she was his superior.

The chastity training really did impact him; it did something to him, making it so much harder for this boy to resist.

“I’m going to go over to the end of the bed, I’m going to lift up my skirt and pull down my panties, and you’re going to service me,” she said with more confidence than a girl like her was supposed to wield. Again, and again, he waited for his advantages to overpower her. Being older or stronger didn’t matter, not when she knew that her big sister had the key to his chastity cage. As such, he was going to cooperate. Besides, this girl had already used her belt on him.

When he glanced up, he didn’t want to be intimidated, and yet…

Addie sauntered over to the bed, she lifted her skirt, she pulled down her panties, and she slid them past her feet. Then she wiggled her toes and his direction and she spread her legs. Hannah didn’t watch necessarily, but she was still in the room.

“Crawl to me,” Addie commanded.

“Yes, Miss,” he answered automatically. As he crawled along on his hands and knees, he could feel the chastity cage pull on his cock and balls. That weight was a persistent reminder of her authority. These girls could tell him what to do. They could tell him to do whatever they liked, and he would obey each and every time.

As that girl watched, he crawled. He made his way across the floor, moving on his hands and knees. At the same time, he secretly hoped that Hannah was going to tell him to stop. Maybe she wasn’t going to feel bad for him, but perhaps some proprietary instinct would take over. Maybe she wasn’t going to want to share her toy with her little sister.

Hannah said nothing. Instead, she watched her naked slave boy as he positioned himself between her little sister’s legs.

“Make this good for me,” Addie ordered.

If this really was going to be one of her first sexual experiences, then she wasn’t supposed to sound so confident!

And yet, this was the kind of world that these girls wanted. They were going to take over. They were going to be in control!

She spread her legs, and he saw her opening. He closed his eyes, but Addie demonstrated exactly how comfortable she could be. Maybe she was just some adolescent girl, yet she was technically an adult, and now she was determined to prove herself.

She grabbed him by the back of his head, pulled his face forward and buried his mouth against her opening.

He had done this for Hannah. He had done this for her on so many different occasions. Whether she wished to celebrate another good grade, relax after the end of a long day, or simply because she felt like it, Hannah could snap her fingers and demand an orgasm.

He licked gently and slowly, taking his time.

“That feels weird,” Addie said. But then he triggered something. Even as he tasted her excitement, she closed her eyes, raised her chin, and let go of his head.

He didn’t dare pull away.

Even if that idea occurred to him, he wasn’t brave enough to pull his face from her pussy. Instead, he continued to lick her, gliding his tongue up and down as he worked her opening. He played with her crevice, he teased her sex, giving this girl exactly what she wanted.

Her arousal probably ended up becoming more than those physical sensations. Instead, she could enjoy something else as well.

She could savor her command over him.

If they had met back when he was in high school, she would have been a grade behind him. Perhaps that didn’t sound like a lot, yet it still gave him an advantage.

He didn’t have that kind of advantage, not right then or there.

Instead, he worshiped her pussy, licking slowly, then speeding up.

“Good. Keep going. Keep going, boy! Damn. I didn’t know it could feel like this! I didn’t know it could feel so good! I love having you right there, on your knees! And you can’t talk right now, can you? No, you can’t! You don’t get to talk because your mouth is busy. Keep licking, slave!”

Slave.

That was what this meant. That was what was happening right then in there. He couldn’t deny it; he couldn’t fight the truth!

She was giggling. She was laughing as she enjoyed that heat. Pretty soon, her breathing started to get deeper and deeper.

“That, that feels so good! More! I want more from you right now!”

He obeyed. He gave her exactly what she craved. His tongue darted up and down. He went in deep. At the same time, he could soon feel the soft contours of her engorged clit!

Isaac gave this young woman, the stimulation she craved and demanded. Pretty soon, she came! She embraced that raw surge of power, and it made him wonder how this would change her for the rest of her life.  Addie would remember her first orgasm, but it wouldn’t be based on mutual satisfaction or some botched attempt at romance. It would be subjugation. Her first orgasm centered on female supremacy.

That was a fact she was never going to forget…

“Do you have any chores you’d like him to do?” Hannah said as she stood behind him.

He was shirtless, wearing just his pants, his boxers, and his chastity cage underneath. He kept thinking of that device and the kind of authority it gave her, especially because he didn’t want to think about his keyholder or the woman standing just a few feet in front of him.

It was Hannah’s mother.

Isaac had met her on a couple of different occasions. He had always been the boy who came into her house, and maybe she would make a nice snack here or there. Even if he was friendly, there had always been that uncertainty, largely because he was a boy. As such, he could never really be trusted. He would always have other thoughts, desires, and urges on his mind. At least, as a parent, that was how she felt back when he was in high school.

But now, she watched him with a different kind of expression.

“Is it true?” Hannah‘s mother asked.

“I, I don’t know?” Isaac stuttered out his answer, if only because he didn’t know exactly what she was talking about. at the same time, this woman had always made him just a little bit nervous, only now it was worse…

There was something about her gaze, something that seemed familiar.

“Is it true about what they make you wear? Is it true about what it does to you?”

The chastity cage. She was talking about the chastity cage.

His nostrils flared, he opened his mouth, but he didn’t say anything, especially because Hannah was right there. His chest tightened, and then he glanced over at his superior.

“It’s true,” Hannah said to her mother.

“I want to see it,” she said.

“No!” Right away, Isaac knew that was a mistake. He wasn’t supposed to contradict these women. He wasn’t supposed to be that bold or brave. Women took risks; they were the ones who made these kinds of decisions.

He was just a boy. As a boy, he had to do as he was told. He wasn’t supposed to worry about any sense of propriety. He wasn’t entitled to these kinds of boundaries…

Isaac contemplated those realities, but then Hannah grabbed him by his hand. Then she tugged, and she leaned over, “Do it.”

Just like that, she broke him. She tamed this male with just two words, and he hated himself for yielding, yet he saw no other choice.

He knew this woman; she had been around, yet she still felt like some kind of antagonist stranger. He opened his belt, dropped his pants, and pulled down his boxers.

“Hands behind your back,” Hannah commanded.

Just a few feet away, Addie stood there, snickering. While her older sister maintained something close to a professional veneer, that younger girl was holding her hand up over her mouth as she tittered. For her, this was an amusing little joke, a silly game…

For him, it meant sacrificing another chunk of his already battered dignity.

Hannah’s mother walked over, and then she reached down. She grabbed the chastity cage, pinching it underneath her grip. Of course, he didn’t really feel it. There was that tug of pressure, but there was something so much worse.

It was her expression; it was the way she was watching him.

Although he wasn’t completely naked, Isaac still felt vulnerable and exposed. At that moment, he was on display, and there was nothing he could do about it.

These girls could talk about him, strip him, and do whatever they liked.

Explicitly, he thought about those points.

“Does it work?”

At this point, Isaac knew he had to respond. That question has been aimed at him. Although he didn’t want to answer, he still had to. He wished he could have just swallowed back the words, but then he glanced up at that older woman.

“How?” She gazed down, tugging the chastity cage to the left, then the right. He didn’t want to understand this, but her expression was contemplative as she considered the different implications. And yet, she probably couldn’t believe it.

“It keeps me locked up,” he said. Right away, Isaac could tell this wasn’t good enough. She wanted more. So he pressed his lips together, he glanced down, and he hated the fact that she was still holding onto the rigid contours of his cage. “Because I’m locked up, I can never allow myself to forget my status.”

“And what is that again? What is your status?” Addie asked with mock precision. She carefully annunciated each word as she watched him.

Every instinct in his body battled all of his newly inculcated training. He had spent months at school, surrounded by those other kinds of women.

But with Hannah’s mother, it was different.

It was worse.

After all, the school was staffed by female supremacists. They had always been explicit about their beliefs. Maybe, over the course of their lives, they had been forced to hide their true feelings, but those ideas, ideals, and calculated ideologies could now be fully revealed. They bragged about their policies, the double standards, and the unfair treatment. As far as they were concerned, women and men were fundamentally different, which meant that inequality was natural. It was inevitable and necessary…

But Hannah‘s mother was different.

She wasn’t like Hannah. Hannah had probably come to her own conclusions, especially as she grew up in this new vision of the world. The patriarchy was still around as Hannah grew up, but she could see the flaws. She could go online, talk to other smart women, and come to the inevitable conclusions: men were fools, men never deserved to rule, and men needed to be owned.

Hannah’s mother had grown up in a very different world, so now she studied this boy, but she viewed him as some alien specimen because she couldn’t truly accept what she saw right there in front of her.

“My status is that I am a man,” he said. “My status is as a slave.” his voice was flat and devoid of any kind of emotion as he spoke.

“Say it again!” Addie called out. Off to the side, she clapped her hands together, making this boy flinch. He couldn’t help it, but all of the women were smiling now. They were enjoying this.

Despite that bitter edge at the back of his throat, Isaac still uttered the words all three of these women wanted to hear. “My status is as a slave.”

“Slaves are owned, right?” asked Hannah’s mother. She finally let go of his chastity cage, only now she brought her hand up, she brushed her knuckles along the underside of his chin. “So who owns you?”

At that moment, she must have known the answer. She must’ve heard it from Hannah, yet she still wanted him to utter those words.

For one or two or three full seconds, Isaac tried to stop himself. And yet, he couldn’t deny his training. He remembered his professors and the other girls on campus. Most of all, he couldn’t ignore the presence of the young woman standing off to the side. He glanced over at Hannah again.

She didn’t say anything; she didn’t have to. Her eyes shined, the corners of her lips rose, and she smiled as she watched him, fully aware that he was going to break for her.

In another fraction of a second, he fantasized about defiance. He thought about how there had been other men over the course of history who had faced difficult challenges, only to emerge of victorious. But that wasn’t going to be him. For every grand hero, there must’ve been thousands of other untold stories about men who tried and failed…men just like Isaac.

Like a good boy, he answered her, “Hannah. Hannah owns me.”

“Tell me something,” her mother continued. “Did you ever check out my daughter? Did you ever have lascivious thoughts about her?”

Hannah and her sister had been entertained before, but now a new game suddenly emerged, especially because of the panic that flashed across his face.

He had seen tests like this back at school, sets of questions that have impossible answers for the boys. According to one of his teachers, that was necessary; oftentimes, it was point.

Young women had been faced with similar challenges over the history of western culture. In bygone eras, they had to contend with those competing dynamics. If a girl didn’t flirt enough, she was frigid. If she flirted too much, she was a slut. And of course, “too much” was a basically arbitrary description established by the men around her. It wasn’t right, and it wasn’t fair.

Somehow, Isaac already knew that if he made those points about hypocrisy, these women wouldn’t be impressed.

Instead, they craved something more than logical consistency: power.

His nostrils flared, but he knew he had to answer. They were all waiting. Expectant, they stared at him like he was a circus animal about to perform some trick.

“Yes…”

Hannah’s mother shook her head from side to side. At first, he expected some kind of lecture, like she was just going to say something about his bad behavior.

Instead, this woman needed to vent a different kind of frustration.

She grabbed him, she was so much stronger than he expected! Her hand was right there, on his shoulder, and she shoved him down, right there against the table. His pants had already been pulled down a little bit, but now she reached over, and she grabbed a cutting board.

He glanced back, raising his head and turning to face her. His mouth opened, and he wanted to say something. He needed to defend himself.

Off to the side, Addie was giggling. She was laughing and clapping as she leaned against one of the counters.

Hannah didn’t say anything. Instead, she just watched, her face sparkling with a different kind of amusement. Maybe this was what it was like when one generation watched as their elders embraced a new ideology. Finally, Hannah‘s mother was learning. Finally, she was accepting that things could actually get better because female supremacy could become a reality!

Isaac didn’t get to comment.

The cutting board came flashing down. It was shaped like a paddle, only it was bigger and heavier…

That thick piece of wood smashed against his bare backside. Hot pain flashed across his skin.

The impromptu paddle struck again, slamming down against his vulnerable flesh. His pain receptors cried out. His nerves screamed!

He grabbed onto the table. That was all he could do. After all, these women outnumbered him.

More importantly, this woman had decided that he needed to be punished, especially because she had trusted him. Or maybe it was something else.

Maybe he simply served as a proxy for all of the other men in her life who had misbehaved.

“You are nothing but a dumb boy. You are nothing but a dumb boy, and I expect you to be properly respectful of my little girl. You’re going to do as you’re told. You’re going to be good and obedient, aren’t you?”

Finally, she asked that question as she was breathing heavily, as this boy remained there, bent forward, his backside a dark shade of red.

“Yes. Yes,” he promised, panting out his answer. “I swear! I’ll always do everything she says! She’s in charge, and I will do whatever she says!”

He had offered those words before, but he had never spoken to a woman like Hannah’s mother.

She grabbed his hair now, she pulled his head up, and she said, “Good. Don’t forget.”

“Where are we going?” Isaac asked, his voice low and humble.

Once they were finished in the kitchen with Hannah‘s mother, the two girls took him by his hands, and they escorted him outside. At least he had been allowed to pull his pants back up and to tighten his belt. For that, he had to be grateful.

For a second, they stepped out into the sunlight, and he wanted to let a churlish smile curve along his mouth. At that moment, he had two young women holding onto his hands, and they escorted him down the steps, toward the driveway, and to one of the family cars.

Hannah took out the keys, and they opened the back passenger door for him. They pushed him down. Addie actually grabbed the seatbelt and yanked it across his chest.

They still hadn’t answered his question.

“I figured you would want to go home and say hello to your sister,” said Addie. She grinned, “Did you know we’re taking some of the same classes?”

He thought about Valerie; he thought about her bright smile, her long hair, and how childish she had always been. Of course, he was always going to think of that young woman, as his kid sister. By now, she was technically an adult as well, yet he didn’t think it would be possible to view her as anything but the little girl who would go roller skating, fall, and skin her knee.

Isaac had never been an especially good big brother. Although he could still remember those times when they went skating together, when he bought her an ice cream, or when he had to go rush off and grab her a bandage, Isaac had been like most guys. When he was little, he wanted to play on his own with his friends. As he grew up, he became more interested in girls and video games. Of course, his kid sister had never really been able to impress him.

Fortunately, she had grown into her own interests. She learned about makeup, fashion, and whatever else and adolescent girl was supposed to care about. Frankly, he hadn’t known, and he hadn’t really worried about it either.

But now he was thinking about her. He was thinking about Valerie and how she hadn’t even said anything as he left for college. There had been those perfunctory goodbyes, but they were quick and incisive.

As they drove, he sat there in the back seat as the girls were whispering up front. He kept glancing at them. He could see the sides of their faces. Occasionally, Addie glanced over her shoulder at the boy in the back seat.

Right then and there, however, he felt like luggage. He had been reduced to the status of a package.

Creeping dread pulsed there at the pit of his stomach. His guts tightened, and he rubbed his palms along his knees. He kept thinking about this and what was going to happen.

He wanted to ask what they were really doing, what their real intentions were. He had all these questions, but he knew that neither of these girls was going to answer him. As far as they were concerned, he didn’t deserve a serious response.

The moisture gathered along his mouth and at the back of his throat. At the same time, he kept thinking about how he wished he could have controlled his body better. It wasn’t just the cage; it was his skin, that tension along his muscles, and the energy flaring along his senses. He felt hyper aware, like he was just sitting there, and nothing bad was going to happen for the next few minutes, but he still worried. That fear wouldn’t go away, no matter how hard he tried to shove it aside.

Then Addie glanced back at him. “How does it feel?”

Even though he could probably guess what she meant, he still forced himself to ask, “What are you talking about?”

“You,” she said .“I’m talking about you. How does it feel knowing that you are owned? I mean, you told my mom, but we’re going to go talk to your little sister right now.”

He started rubbing his hands along his knees, even faster. The girl noticed, and she was giggling. She let those happy little sounds vibrate across the air, and there was nothing he could do to stop her.

“You don’t have to do that,” he said.

“You know, I’ve been talking to her, and she’s kind of angry at you.”

“What? Why?”

“You’ll see,” Addie replied.

He opened his mouth to say something else.

With her eyes still aimed through the windshield and out onto the road, Addie told him, “Shut it, boy.” With those three words, she silenced him.

Isaac squirmed there in his seat. He moved every few seconds as they drove along. His house wasn’t that much farther away. When they pulled up, he saw that the driveway was empty. For that, he could be thankful. It meant that his parents weren’t home. Still, his chest tightened, especially because he was thinking about one girl.

Maybe she wasn’t home either…

It was an idea, and he didn’t want to let go of it. But now, the girls got out, and they grabbed him. Within moments, they had their hands on his wrists, and he probably looked like some wild prey they had successfully caught. After all, he had a pair of sisters holding onto him.

Then again, most people wouldn’t have understood the kind of authority these young women wielded, or the fact that he was basically a prisoner.

Even if he escaped and tried to run away, ignoring these girls and his education, he couldn’t ignore the cage he wore between his legs. He couldn’t stop thinking about that weight or what it represented.

Then again, that was the entire point.

With that kind of denial, they kept him on edge.

Most of all, he knew that it worked. The arousal was right there, simmering at the pit of his stomach. It wasn’t going to help him to think about Hannah again, seeing her naked, and bowing down before her as she took her shower. He couldn’t help but remember the taste of both of these girls, all because they demanded that kind of pleasure.

They used him. They exploited him. He held onto those realities, but there was still nothing he could do about it.

That was obvious.

And then they were walking up the steps, and Addie leaned over. She hit the doorbell, and it rang inside of the house.

Silently, he begged the universe. Silently, Isaac, the considered the possibility that maybe she wasn’t even here. She could’ve been busy with her friends. Maybe she was off at the mall, going to a movie, playing mini golf, or finding some other distraction.

He had to hope…

But then the door opened, and he saw her again.

“Isaac!” Valerie‘s voice cut across the air as she grinned at him. She threw herself forward, and she grabbed him, wrapping her arms around his torso.

Then she pulled back, and he wanted her to say something like, “It’s so good to see you! How is college? How are you doing?”

Instead, she nudged him back, and she was almost smiling as she asked, “Is it true? Is it really true what everyone is saying?”

Isaac didn’t have to ask what she meant. His shoulders slumped, and he expelled his breath through his teeth. “Yes. It’s true. It’s all true.”

Then Valerie surprised him again, “did you happen to bring it?”

“It’s in the car,” Addie said

Hannah added, “Isaac, be a good slave and go get the bag out of the trunk.”

Right away, he bowed his head down, answered appropriately, turned away, and rushed back to their car. As he moved, he started to assume that it was going to be his luggage. That was fine. He could stay here. Maybe she had been joking when she said that he was going to sleep at her house.

Once the trunk was open, he looked down inside and he saw the bag. It was a black tote bag. That wasn’t his luggage…

He picked it up, and he could feel the different items rattle around inside. It wasn’t especially heavy. So what was it? What did they have planned?

He tried to tell himself it didn’t matter. (That wasn’t true, of course. It definitely mattered! These girls had something planned. If Hannah was bad enough on her own, adding in a pair of little sisters didn’t help!)

Despite his trepidation, Isaac did as he was told. He carried the bag back up the steps, and then the girls grabbed him, and they were giggling. He had Addie on his left, Valerie on his right, and Hannah casually placed her hand on the back of his neck. She pinched gently, yet her nails still scratched against his skin, reminding this male of his position.

He was outnumbered three to one.

Then again, Hannah had always been able to get whatever she wanted from him. That wasn’t going to change now.

They took him down the hall, but they didn’t go into his room. Instead, they went to Valerie‘s room.

“You have it? You really have it?”

“We have it,” Addie promised.

“You’re going to enjoy it,” Hannah said. “And you know, I’m thinking about using his mouth while you do.”

Isaac quickly glanced back-and-forth at these young women. This time, he couldn’t help himself. He had to know. “What are you talking about? What’s going on?”

“Get down on your knees, tell your sister that you’re sorry, and maybe that will be enough to make her reconsider,” Hannah ordered. Of course, she ignored his questions. He didn’t get the right to demand an explanation.

He turned back to that girl.

Getting teased by Addie had been bad enough. That was his best friend’s little sister. But now, he faced this other young woman.

He thought about high school and how they had drifted apart. He thought about middle school and how he had wanted to focus on his own interests. Their parents had been supportive. At one point or another, maybe Valerie cried a little bit over the fact that her older brother didn’t want to hang out with her. Then again, their parents had sat her down and said something like, “Isaac is a teenager. He’s going to be interested in different things now.”

He remembered being vaguely surprised at their support. Then again, they must’ve realized that maturity was inevitable. At least during adolescence, they were probably going to grow apart.

More than that, they had never been particularly close. At least, he had never felt truly protective of his little sister, not the way that he sometimes saw in streaming shows or movies.

But now, that girl was watching him.

More than that, he could recognize that expression. It was hungry and predatory. This was a girl who had something she wanted. She wasn’t his little sister at that moment. Instead, she watched him like a huntress. Perhaps she thought her brother was going to try to bolt.

If he did, he couldn’t run. No matter where he went, he’d still have that lock between his legs.

His knees bent, and he dropped forward. He wasn’t sure exactly what he would be apologizing for. Maybe his little sister had adopted some female supremacist principles already. Perhaps she just wanted to hear him grovel. She might have wanted to hear the sound of his voice as he told her that he was sorry for every mistake made by the members of his sex.

Only then, he made the mistake of glancing up along her sneakers, past her tights, to the hem of her dress, along her waist, then up to her face.

At that moment, she was gazing down at him, and he saw something else. Perhaps that predatory gaze remained, only now this girl exuded something else, something he couldn’t name.

And yet, she didn’t say anything. Rather, she was waiting for him.

He was going to get this attempt.

Ridiculously, he didn’t want it!

For one or two seconds, Isaac told himself that it didn’t matter what he said.

But he couldn’t allow himself to think like that. He couldn’t let that defeatism soak into him, not when they could punish him, not when they could tease him, not when they could make this so much worse if he refused to participate.

“I’m sorry,” he began. “I’m sorry for screwing up. I’m sorry for every mistake I have ever made. I’m sorry for everything I did wrong with you, Valerie. You’re my little sister, and I should have been there for you.” There. That sounded good. More importantly, it probably came off as genuine and heartfelt.

Then Valerie crouched down, and she touched the underside of his chin, just as Hannah‘s mother had done. At first, he didn’t look back at her. Perhaps this was an outward sign of respect. More likely, he didn’t want to see that victorious smirk on her face.

“Not good enough,” she said. That was when she grabbed him by his throat, pinching his neck and shoving him down. He was already on his knees, and she launched herself, kicking against the soft carpet. She may have been lighter than him, yet she smashed into her brother, she knocked him onto his back, and suddenly she was right there, on top of him, straddling him with her knees pressed against his flanks.

“You fucked up, Isaac.”

Absurdly, he wanted to correct her, like he thought he had any right to tell her how she was supposed to speak. Then again, he would always see her as just a little girl. Or that was what he was supposed to assume.

Then again, things were different now…

“You fucked up badly,” she said.

“What did I do?” his question might have been genuine and sincere, but that doesn’t matter.

His little sister backhanded him.

Just like the other girls, she struck hard and fast without any pity, mercy, or hesitation. There was just that snap of pain, and his eyes clenched shut as his vision blurred.

Several heartbeats kicked in his chest before he finally turned and looked back at her. He didn’t understand, but that didn’t matter because he was a boy.

“Seriously?” Valerie asked him. “That’s what you want to say to me right now? You can’t figure it out? Come on, Isaac. I know you’re just a boy, but you should be able to figure it out. You know what you did.”

That wasn’t right! That wasn’t fair!

He didn’t know!

“I don’t know!”

“Strip him,” Valerie said. Maybe that wasn’t how this was supposed to work, yet Hannah and Addie both glanced back-and-forth at one another. Then they grinned ferociously and they pounced on him. They peeled his shirt off of him. They yanked off his shoes, tugged off his socks, and went for his pants and belt and underwear within the span of just a few seconds.

Soon enough, he was naked. He was naked, and he held his hands over his chastity cage, especially because he didn’t want that girl to see what he was wearing.

Of course, she had to know. It was public knowledge. Even so, he didn’t want to show her.

But now, Hannah was holding down his right arm, and Addie had his left. Then there was Valerie, poised above him.

She swept her gaze up and down along his body. There wasn’t anything particularly lascivious or sexual about the way she watched him. Instead, her gaze was different.

It was worse.

She studied him like he was nothing but an animal or a piece of meat.

Then she brushed the back of her hand down along his chastity cage. She touched him, and his breath caught in his lungs.

“So this is how it works? This is what makes it all happen.”

“That’s right,” Hannah said. At that moment, she spoke like a mentor. “When you lock a boy in chastity, you can make him do whatever you want. It might take a few days, but they always bend. They always break.”

“Perfect,” Valerie said.

“Please. Tell me what I did!”

A look of disgust played across Valerie’s features. There was something about her hair, the shape of her face, and that look of revulsion. She was a pretty girl (a fact he tried not to notice), yet disdain radiated off of her. She wasn’t supposed to be able to judge him, not like this. She wasn’t supposed to be able to intimidate him either.

Somehow, she did both!

“You never talked to me about going to that school. You just made the decision on your own. I get it. You’re a stupid, immature, boy, but look at where you are right now.” She shook her head. She was obviously disgusted with him.

“Whatever,” she finally said. And that was when she reached over. She didn’t go for the black tote bag. Instead, she yanked open a drawer, and she pulled out a small, rectangular, cardboard box. When he saw that pack, he knew what it was.

“No…” Isaac whispered.

“What? You don’t like this? You don’t think I should be able to do this? Guess what? I’m a girl, and that means I can do whatever I want!” She grabbed the lighter next, she ignited the tip, and then she lit her cigarette.

“Can I get one?” Hannah asked.

“Me too,” Addie added.

His eyes went wide. Even when the other girls let go of him, Isaac didn’t move. Instead, they were all smoking around him, and there was nothing he could do to stop them!

More than that, they made eye contact with him. As they enjoyed one sweet and tangy breath after another, he could only stare…

As they smoked, he could only watch. He didn’t dare speak; he couldn’t say anything! There was only the chastity cage between his legs, but that small present for his shaft was enough to keep him silent because these were women. They were right; they really could do whatever they wanted, and he couldn’t stop them!

That reality drilled into him.

He clutched his eyes shut, but he couldn’t block out his other senses. Despite his best efforts, he breathed in, and there was that sickening aroma. Again, and again, he thought about their health class. He thought about what his teachers had said, and why this was such a repellent idea. No one was supposed to smoke, least of all these three pretty girls!

Despite that idea, Isaac opened his eyes, and that was when he watched Addie as she extended her arm, tapped to the tip of the cigarette, and dropped some hot ash onto his shoulder. Immediately, he gasped through his teeth, but he didn’t make any other sounds.

“I bet I can make you suffer,” Valerie said.

“Please. Please, you can’t punish me just because I decided to go to college without talking to you! I’m your big brother! I don’t have to talk to you about anything!”

That was a stupid thing to say.

She wasn’t even done with her cigarette, but she put it out on his other shoulder. This time, he arched his back, and he tried to jump away, only Hannah guessed what he was about to do, so she grabbed him by his forehead. She shoved her palm down against his face, and that was enough to keep him stuck there, pinned like a naked bug.

The pain shot along his nerves, but there was nothing he could do to stop it. He scrambled, kicking down with his heels, grabbing onto the carpet, and scraping his fingers over the floor, but that didn’t change anything as those sensations continued to rip across his psyche.

Even when they pulled the cigarettes away, the burning didn’t abate. The pain was still there. His nerves kept screaming out for him.

“Open your mouth,” Valerie said.

Her cigarette was already out. He didn’t see the point.

Still, he obeyed.

She dropped the cigarette into his mouth. Right as he was about to spit it out, she placed her palm over his lips, stopping him. No, he wasn’t going to spit it out.

“Swallow it,” she ordered.

He gulped it down. Another wave of revulsion dropped across his body, but there was nothing he could do. He swallowed it, and then the other girls were laughing.

“Now mine,” Addie said.

Again, he swallowed the cigarette.

“Mine,” Hannah said.

He didn’t want to open his mouth. It was as simple as that, but he didn’t see any other choice. That girl was watching him. More importantly, she expected his obedience, so he had to give it to her…

He opened his mouth, and she dropped the cigarette between his teeth. He swallowed it.

“Very good,” Valerie said. “So to answer your question from before, yes. You were supposed to talk to me. I’m your sister, and I’m smarter than you. Maybe you didn’t want to acknowledge that before, but I bet you can now…”

Isaac glanced over at Hannah; of course, she gave him a quick little nod of her head.

She was going to be on the side of women each and every time.

He was still on his back, but he closed his eyes, and he let those words jump from his mouth. “Valerie, you’re smarter than me. Valerie, I should have talked to you. I’m sorry. I screwed up. You’re right. You’re my little sister, and I should have consulted with you!”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I would have given you permission to go.”

Permission? He wasn’t supposed to need her permission! He was older! He was supposed to be more mature!

Isaac held onto those ideas, yet they didn’t matter. They couldn’t change anything, not when these girls were able to get whatever they wanted.

“Valerie, would you like to get dressed?” Hannah asked.

“Yes,” she said. “But first, I think I want him to bow his head down and kiss my feet. I want him to tell me that he is nothing but an inferior male who deserves to be used.”

Isaac had witnessed other young men who had been put into those kinds of situations back at the college. But this was different.

This was his little sister!

As he drew another breath, Isaac tried to think of some way he could stop her. There had to be something!

He couldn’t bribe her; he didn’t have anything to offer.

He couldn’t intimidate her; she out ranked him.

Again, and again, he came to these different ideas, only to discard them immediately.

Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck. He was trapped underneath her authority, and she could use him however she wanted. She could force him to do anything she liked!

The girls let go of him. He was naked, and there were those burns along his tongue and shoulders. Still, he crawled up onto his hands and knees. He braced himself in that subjugated position before this young woman.

At that instant, she wasn’t his little sister, not really. Instead, she exuded the kind of authority that the girls at the school had mastered. Granted, she hadn’t gone, but it seemed like an inevitability.

“Go on,” she said.

He leaned forward, and he kissed her shoes. And now, he had to tell that girl what she wanted to hear. Despite her youth and inexperience, she was still his superior.

Maybe it wasn’t right, but it was still the truth!

He closed his eyes, and he let the words drop from his mouth. “I’m nothing but an inferior male who deserves to be used.”

“That’s right,” Valerie said with the easy confidence of a girl who knew she couldn’t be defeated by a boy like him. “More than anything else, I want you to understand something. In our family, you’re at the bottom now. You’re a boy, and that means I can own you. Your friend here might be in charge, but she could give me the key if she wanted. Isn’t that right, Hannah?”

Hannah had to argue; she had to disagree with that. There was no way she would go along with this!

It was absurd.

Then again, Valerie had specifically made those points as a hypothetical. More than that, Isaac had already watched as other boys were bought or sold or traded among the girls at their school.

“I could sell him,” Hannah said. Yet she didn’t sound angry or annoyed with Isaac; rather, this was just an objective point. She was telling the truth. That was all.

It didn’t have to be anything more than that.

“And you can share him,” Valerie said, her eyes bright. “Isn’t that right, Isaac? Your owner can share you with me. Like right now, I get to have some fun with you.”

“Close your eyes,” Addie instructed.

Like his sister, she was a younger girl, so he resented the idea that he would have to obey her. Even so, his training kicked in, and he yielded once again. Like a good boy, he closed his eyes.

Over the next few seconds, he could hear the noises of wrestling fabric.

“Now, you can look,” Hannah finally said.

When he opened his eyes, he saw the girl who owned the key to his chastity cage. Not only that, she had actually pulled it out. She let it dangle there in front of his face, swaying just a few inches in either direction.

Hannah had stripped. She was still wearing her skirt, but her panties were down on the floor, discarded and useless. He would have access to her pussy; he could lick her and worship her.

“Look over here,” said Valerie.

His little sister wasn’t wearing her dress. Instead, she had on a T-shirt. And below that, she wore a pair of black, leather panties with something emerging from right between her legs.

Those weren’t panties. That was a harness.

It was a strap-on harness, and that was a dildo. His little sister was wearing a dildo, only now she made it worse because she bounded forward, and she promised him, “You disrespected me, but now I’m going to show you the truth. I’m going to teach you a very important lesson.”

“If you want to start begging, now it’s probably a good time,” Addie told him.

“It won’t make any difference,” said Hannah. that precocious little smile curved on her lips. She was serious.

“On your hands and knees,” Valerie commanded. “I want to see you with your face down and your ass up.”

Isaac vaguely remembered hearing a song like that at one point or another. It had been lascivious and dirty; it had been the kind of song that college kids would put on when they wanted to get raunchy.

Now these girls forced him down into that position. Isaac spread his legs, and he had his face aimed down, but they weren’t finished with him.

Hannah lowered herself onto her backside. She had her knees up, and she leaned back. She closed her eyes, and then she said to her little sister. “Help him.”

In this case, that meant Addie grabbed him by his hair and shoved his face down right against her pussy.

“Lick,” Hannah said. She still wasn’t looking at him.” I want you to remember that my little sister is holding your head, your little sister is about to fuck you, and you’re still going to belong to me. If you’re very lucky, maybe I should let Addie use the key. Would you like that?”

He felt like he was talking to her pussy. It was a silly and ridiculous image, yet he still told her, “Yes. Please.” Desperation rang across both words.

“What do you think, ladies?” Hannah wanted to know.

“He can enjoy it,” Valerie said.

“I think I should make him come while he gets used nice and hard. This way, he can remember his place. He can remember that orgasms are best when they include a big dose of subjugation.” Addie spoke carefully at that moment, like she wanted to make sure that she got everything right.

Ultimately, however, it was going to be Hannah’s decision.

“Maybe…” She leaned back, closed her eyes, and then she said aloud, “I want him to remember his place. I think this will be good for him. He also needs to remember something else. Isaac, I want you to understand that your orgasms don’t belong to you. They belong to us. We decide when we should free you, and we decide when we should fuck you.”

He didn’t know what that decision actually meant, not right then or there, but it didn’t matter because Addie shoved his face down, and the other girl commanded him to begin.

He licked.

He was licking, gliding his tongue up and down as he worshiped her pussy. He went in deep almost immediately.

And in the meantime, his little sister positioned herself. She aimed the tip of her cock for his opening. At the same time, he knew this was going to happen. He understood what she was going to do, even if some part of his brain refused to put the different pieces together.

Then it didn’t matter because Valerie penetrated him. She violated him, thrusting down with her hips. She moved with far more confidence and grace than a girl like her was supposed to possess.

And yet, she was his little sister, and she wanted to punish him! She wanted this boy to recognize his place.

It worked.

He whimpered even as he licked. One girl penetrated him while he serviced another. At the same time, he heard the click of the lock as Addie used it. She pulled away the different pieces of his chastity cage. He was free! At least for the next few seconds, he was free, and his cock stiffened.

Although he didn’t want to accept it, he couldn’t deny the truth. There was something so powerful about the feel of that erection as his shaft inflated and hardened. And then that girl was touching him, squeezing and stroking him.

Right away, some small part of him tried to rebel. He knew that if he lost control, these women would be right. They really could own his orgasms. But if he could hold out, then maybe he would be able to show them the truth. He may have been a male, but that didn’t make him a member of the inferior sex. Men had accomplished a lot…

They deserved some respect…

They shouldn’t be enslaved!

But even as those thoughts pumped through his head, Valerie continued to fuck him hard with her toy. At the same time, he kept licking! Despite his thoughts of rebellion, he serviced Hannah, giving her the kind of pleasure and satisfaction she expected and demanded.

Addie touched him, gliding her fingers up and down along his cock. She toyed with him, squeezing the tip, massaging his base, and gliding her fingers along his length. She made sure that he enjoyed this; she made sure that he couldn’t resist!

“Come for me,” she ordered.

“Do it!” Valerie shouted out.

“You’re just a dumb boy,” Hannah laughed.

And he proved them right as his shaft throbbed and pulsated. He lost control, and they drained away that orgasm. They forced him to climax. Drop after drop shot down against the floor, and he would be responsible for cleaning it up later. But right then and there, there was that blazing inferno of pleasure, and it tore away everything else. He forgot how to resist; he forgot how to defy these women. And maybe that was a different kind of lesson because he would never be able to win. He would never even be able to rebel!

In the distance, he heard the sounds of Hannah‘s orgasm. And then she pushed his head back, and he rolled onto his side. Valerie stepped over him, and she put her foot right there against his shoulder. The burn screamed as fresh pain washed over him, but he fell to his back, and the girls went to work. They wiped him down and locked him up.

As he opened his eyes, he saw the truth. His new status didn’t have anything to do with the school, not anymore. Instead, female supremacy had come into this this house….and it would never leave.

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.
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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.
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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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