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 Male Disadvantage, Number 1 
 
    William was tired of using cash. Like so many other people, he was much more comfortable with a credit card, but he found the major providers weren’t actually accepted in most of the local shops. He didn’t know exactly why this happened, but he just assumed it had something to do with the fee structures or corporate politics. 
 
    Whatever, he didn’t really care. 
 
    After he complained, one of the local shopkeepers suggested that he get a credit card from the bank. There was a branch just down the street, so he walked over. 
 
    As he went inside, he noticed something. There was only one male teller. The other three employees were all female. For some reason, this sent a little thrill of fear running down his spine. It was hardly noticeable, but it was there anyway. 
 
    He signed his name on the waiting list and took a seat. 
 
    Playing on his phone, he hardly noticed as two other patrons, both women, came in and sat down in the waiting area. They glanced in his direction, smirking back at one another. It was like they shared some kind of secret. 
 
    William did his best to ignore all of this. 
 
    Eventually, one of the female bankers came over to the list and scanned it over. 
 
    “Patricia?” asked the young lady. She wore black framed glasses, and she had her blonde hair pulled back into a severe ponytail. In her skirt and blouse, she looked very professional. 
 
    William glanced around, only to be surprised when one of the other two customers got up. 
 
    William knew with absolute certainty that he had arrived first, but the banker wasn’t interested in talking to him at the moment. William had to tell himself that it had something to do with the reason for his visit. Maybe get a customer had a quick question or perhaps they knew each other. But if that was the case, then why did the banker have to call out Patricia’s name? 
 
    Different possibilities popped into his head, but he refused to think about them. Other people went on and on about their various conspiracy theories, but he wouldn’t allow himself to get overly emotional. He knew that if he got upset, that would only lead to trouble. 
 
    Another banker, this time a girl with dark red hair, went over to the sign in sheet. Straightening his back, William got ready to leap up onto his feet. Of course, it was going to be his turn next. 
 
    “Maria?” 
 
    William felt something inside of him tense. This wasn’t fair. 
 
    The other customer got up and walked to one of the small alcoves where they could conduct their business. 
 
    William glanced down at his phone and considered whether or not he should allow himself to get distracted again. He waited several more seconds. The seconds turned into a minute or two. Deciding that he wasn’t going to put up with this, he walked over to one of the tellers.  
 
    “Excuse me,” he said. “I’ve been waiting for a little while, and I was wondering when you might have someone who could talk to me.” His civil tone belied the frustration he felt simmering at his core. 
 
    The teller, the only male employee, glanced around, “I’m very sorry about that, sir, but I’m sure that someone will be around to help you in a moment.” 
 
    William took his seat. Another customer came by. 
 
    She was also called up before him. 
 
    Finally, one of the bankers came back, and she glanced down at the list. For a second, he thought he saw her smirk or frown. Her expression was hard to read, she glanced up. He was the only customer waiting now. “William?” 
 
    “That’s me,” he said, feeling a little hint of relief. 
 
    They walked back to her desk, and she sat down. “William, that’s an interesting name. Would you like me to call you something like Will or maybe Billy?” There was definitely something condescending in her voice, like she thought he was a little kid or something. 
 
    “William is fine,” he said. 
 
    “Okay,” she replied, apparently unaware of the potential insult. “What can I do for a nice boy like you?” 
 
    The banker couldn’t have been more than two or three years older than him, but she still spoke down to him like he was some kid. 
 
    Despite the bristling he felt, he told himself that he wasn’t going to get upset or overly emotional. “I’m about to graduate from college, and I decided it was time for me to get my own credit card. I hear that you guys offer good rates.” 
 
    “We do,” she said. “So here. This is an application you’re going to need you to fill out. If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask. Okay? It’s really not a big deal if there’re some parts you don’t understand. Ernie can help with them.” She leveled her eyes on him, like she thought he was going to try to fake his way through an exam. 
 
    “I’m sure I’ll be fine,” he said. 
 
    “Whatever you say, sweetie,” she replied. 
 
    William grabbed one of the pens and started to fill out the different sections. One line after another was boring and predictable. They wanted name, address, income from last year, and other random pieces of data. Then he came upon a section he didn’t quite know what to do with...”For male customers, please list the contact information of a female relative.” 
 
    The banker, a woman named Genevieve, sat there and kept her eyes on her computer screen. With the monitor turned away from William, he couldn’t tell what she was doing, but she seemed focused as she typed away. 
 
    “Excuse me,” he said. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Why do you need information about a female relative?” 
 
    “Oh, that,” she said, waving one hand dismissively. “It’s not really a big deal, but our actuarial specialists have determined that boys are less likely to pay back some of their debts, so we find it helpful if we can get a reference.” 
 
    “You only do that for the men?” 
 
    “That’s right. We only do it for the boys,” she replied. “But don’t worry about it. I’m sure a nice guy like you won’t have any trouble getting someone to sign off on your credit card.” 
 
    “Like who?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” replied Genevieve like this really wasn’t a big deal. “You could always use your mom or your girlfriend, maybe a sister. If you get really desperate, a female friend would suffice.” She made it sound like very helpful advice. 
 
    “I’m about to graduate from college, and I’m going to get a good job. I shouldn’t need someone to sign off. Besides, it’s not like I have messed up credit or anything. I always pay my bills on time.” 
 
    “I’m sure all of that’s true,” she said, her tone loaded with condescension, “That is  company policy, and I’m sorry, honey, but there’s nothing I can do.” 
 
    William glared at her. 
 
    “Can I talk your manager?” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do that? You’re just going to make a fuss and embarrass yourself,” she replied. 
 
    William felt the color drain away from his face. He had never been treated like this before. Sure, he had encountered arrogant women before. Hell, he had dealt with guys who had inflated opinions of themselves, but the brazenness of this woman made him want to get up and leave. 
 
    But then, their small city only had one local bank. He could have gotten any number of credit cards from the national companies, but what would be the point if none of the local merchants accepted those cards? 
 
    “I would like to talk your manager,” William said, keeping his voice level. 
 
    “Okay. Wait here for a moment,” she said, just barely rolling her eyes. 
 
    As she got up, William tapped his fingers against the armrest. 
 
    A few seconds later, Genevieve came back, only now there was another woman wearing a black dress. She was also blonde, and she had her hair tied up in a bun. She looked a little bit more mature than Genevieve, but she was probably just another year or two older than her subordinates. She was still very attractive and she struck William as the kind of woman who probably spent a lot of time in sales. 
 
    “Hello, Billy,” said the woman. “My name is Jacqueline, and I’m the branch manager. What’s all the fuss about?” 
 
    “I’ve been told that I have to have some kind of reference,” he said. 
 
    Now that there were two women staring down at him, he felt like a petulant child. At the same time, he started to wonder if this was really a big deal. Did his feelings actually make sense? 
 
    Yes! 
 
    He didn’t need someone to sign off on his paperwork, especially if they would have given the same credit card to a woman in his place. 
 
    “That’s correct,” Jacqueline said. “All of our new male account holders need to have a female sign off. I know, it sounds silly, but this is really for your own protection. You wouldn’t want to get yourself in trouble, would you?” 
 
    “This is garbage,” he said. 
 
    “Please, don’t raise your voice with us,” Genevieve instructed. 
 
    “I’m not raising my voice,” William replied. 
 
    “It sounds like you’re getting upset. Billy, would you like us to get you a cup of water or something?” The way Jacqueline spoke, it sounded like she was dealing with a kid again. Not only that, they kept messing up his name! 
 
    “William. My name is William,” he said. 
 
    “Right,” Genevieve said, adopting a tone that made it abundantly clear she couldn’t have cared any less. 
 
    “If you like, I can go through the paperwork with you, but it’s all very complicated and boring.” 
 
    As these two women looked down at him, William finally understood. He wasn’t going to be able to win this. He could write his emails or go online and throw a tantrum, but no one was going to pay attention to him. This was a small bank, and they had their policy, and if he really didn’t want to follow their rules, he shouldn’t be their customer. People would tell him that this is capitalism at work. 
 
    Before he could get up, however, Jacqueline added, “It really does make a lot of sense. The math gets pretty difficult, so you may not want to worry about that part, but sometimes boys need to be watched a little bit more carefully. I mean, look at insurance companies. They’ve been charging men more for a very long time.” 
 
    William opened his mouth, only he couldn’t find his voice. He didn’t know what to say to that, especially because it had pretty much always been true. 
 
    According to insurance companies, teenage boys took more risks, so they needed to be charged more to compensate. They got into car crashes and sometimes made stupid decisions. That was true of every teenage male driver, but enough of them behaved badly that insurance companies would charge more. Sometimes a lot more. 
 
    William tensed his fingers against of the armrests. 
 
    “I understand,” he finally said, and something inside of his chest seemed to deflate. “Thank you for your time.” 
 
    “No problem,” Jacqueline said. 
 
    William, like many of the other single guys out there who didn’t want to rely on a woman, had to get up and walk out of the bank. As he started to leave, he tried to ignore the hot shame that simmered along the back of his neck and throughout the rest of his body. He was just a customer, but this felt so wrong! 
 
    His eyes actually began to water as he made his way toward the exit. 
 
    Before he could get through the automated doors, however, he heard his name again. “William!” 
 
    Genevieve. He glanced over his shoulder, and his eyes started to blur uncontrollably. He hated this. As his lower lip trembled, William told himself that it was just a stupid credit card. But was it? Maybe the credit card represented something more, something having to do with how society trusted him. He was about to graduate from college, get a real job, move out of the dorms, and get his own place. Things were supposed to be different now. 
 
    “Hey, wait,” she called out. 
 
    William turned around, his back straight and stiff. 
 
    “Look, I know that was a little bit disappointing, but I may have a compromise for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Genevieve stood before him, and he felt as though everyone was watching. When he glanced around, he could tell that no one actually cared. They were busy talking to their bankers, and the tellers were entering data, counting cash, or away from their windows. Even though they stood in the middle of the bank, they were functionally alone. 
 
    “Hey, don’t be upset,” she said, reaching out and touching his shoulder. “Look, I know that this can be hard on a lot of guys, so maybe I could be your reference.” 
 
    “You don’t even know me.” 
 
    “Well, maybe I could get to know you a little bit better. You know, we could go out, maybe you could buy me dinner, we could have a little bit of quid pro quo…” As her voice trailed off, her lips curved up into a playful smile. 
 
    Fresh heat washed through his body. “You don’t think I can pay my bills, but you want me to buy you dinner?” 
 
    “Just a little favor. Let’s see what kind of fun we can have,” she said, her eyes lit with aggression. 
 
    Under other circumstances, William might have been able to get into this, but he quickly shook his head. 
 
    “Come on. Don’t be like that. I mean, you really want to get a credit card right? I can make that happen,” she said. 
 
    William couldn’t take this. As he turned around, he heard her call out, “Let me know when you change your mind. I swear, you boys are always so emotional.” He could picture her shaking her head from side to side even as he retreated, rushing back to his car. Like so many other boys, he was learning how things worked. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 2 
 
    Kyle lost himself to the violence. At moments like this, he could surrender, embracing absolute power. Okay, so it wasn’t absolute, yet the limitations only seemed to enhance his perceptions of struggle, chaos, and survival. 
 
    At eighteen, he was loving his first year of college, mostly because he didn’t have his parents hovering over his shoulder, complaining about how he needed to go out more. They didn’t understand. 
 
    To them, an activity only counted if it involved going outside. For Kyle, however, some of his greatest experiences were digital. All around him, monsters darted between the ruins. His avatar ducked behind a boulder as he timed his next attack perfectly. He pivoted out to the left, raised both of his revolvers, and he let loose a barrage. Most players disliked the revolvers because of the low ammunition stores, but Kyle aimed perfectly. 
 
    His bullets burst through the monsters, reptilian beasts that were vaguely shaped like humans. Their arms and talons, and the speakers let loose their wails of pain as he dropped one, then another, and a third. 
 
    The door to his dorm room burst open. 
 
    “Kyle,” said his big sister. 
 
    Right away, he could read her tone. He knew that he was in trouble. 
 
    Even though it almost physically pained him to do so, he had paused. Fortunately, this wasn’t a networked game, so he didn’t need to worry about letting any of his friends down. 
 
    “What is it, Felicia?” He glanced up from the screen. As he did so, he blinked a couple of times. It felt strange reconnecting to the rest of reality. After all, when he played, his focus could narrow entirely to the screen. 
 
    “I told you I was coming over,” she reminded him. 
 
    That was true. 
 
    Then again, he was supposed to be an adult now, but she seemed to think she could drop by whatever she wanted. She didn’t need his permission or anything. Granted, he lived on campus in one of the dorms, but still, it didn’t quite seem fair. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” he said. 
 
    “You cleaned up. Good job,” she said, nodding approvingly. 
 
    Was that supposed to be any of her business? 
 
    Michael suppressed his irritation as she smirked at him. “Come on. Let’s go for a walk.” 
 
    “I think I’m good.” 
 
    “Hey. Mom and Dad said that you only got to go away to college if you listened to me. So now, as your big sister, I’m telling you that we should go for a walk. You need some exercise. Besides, getting out of this room would be good for you. Don’t worry. I’m sure the apocalypse will still be happening when you get back.” 
 
    “It’s not about the apocalypse,” he replied, but his sister flashed one of the smiles that made it clear she didn’t actually care. 
 
    If he wanted to be a silly boy and play his adorable little games, he could. 
 
    He bristled at the thought, even though she hadn’t technically said anything. Like so many other girls on campus, she didn’t deride him out loud. Then again, she didn’t need to either. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. 
 
    Reluctantly, Kyle got up. He looked around his small room again. He was already wearing a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. He had class earlier that morning, which meant that he had rushed right back, dropped his stuff by the door, and started playing. Stretching his arms behind his back, he needed to calculate to try to figure out exactly how many hours had gone by since then. 
 
    About four. 
 
    Shaking the stiffness from his muscles, he nodded to himself, satisfied. He had made a lot of progress, securing better gear and improving his rank. 
 
    Once they were outside, he glanced around and enjoyed the view. Sure, the trees were nice, and the grass was a beautiful shade of green with the little blades swaying against the breeze. But more than that, he loved seeing the girls. 
 
    That was probably the best part of college, he thought. High school had been fun enough, but he enjoyed seeing the women around him. They walked in groups and alone, holding their satchels and backpacks. Some of them had on short, denim skirts. Others wore more severe looking dresses. But so many of them were hot. Seriously, they were amazing. He kept wondering what it would feel like to squeeze their asses, fondle their breasts, kiss them, or have sex. 
 
    His body ached with the thought, but he had to get a girlfriend first. 
 
    Okay, so maybe his sister had a point about going out more. Granted, he wouldn’t be hanging out in the quad hoping for some fresh air… 
 
    “So how are your classes going?” Felicia asked, sounding very much like a big sister. 
 
    Like her brother, she had dark hair, but while he kept his cut short, hers reached down between her shoulder blades. She had sharp cheeks, big eyes, and full lips. He tried not to notice it, but plenty of guys were interested in her. Meanwhile, her little brother always felt like he needed to do something to get bigger and stronger. Otherwise, how was he going to attract any of the girls? 
 
    “They’re fine,” he said. 
 
    “That’s the best you can do?” Felicia asked, teasing. “Come on. I’m not Mom and Dad. You don’t need to answer with one word. Tell me what you think of Professor Dennings.” 
 
    “Not a fan,” he said. The words were meant to come out as light and airy, but he couldn’t help but clench his teeth as he spoke. 
 
    “Really? Why not?” 
 
    “It’s hard to say,” he replied. He stuffed his hands into his pockets and stared down at the paved walkway before them. Suddenly, the idea of checking out the other girls on campus didn’t hold the same appeal. 
 
    “Come on. You can be honest with me,” Felicia insisted. 
 
    “It’s fine. It’s not a big deal,” Kyle replied. 
 
    She reached out and touched his shoulder. He shrugged her off. 
 
    Glancing back at her, he saw that look of hurt on her face, but he quickly suffocated any guilt he might have otherwise felt. For Felicia, it was always easy. She was beautiful, smart, and capable. She walked into classrooms, and people instinctively listened to her. Even when she didn’t quite know what was going on, she could fake it until she figured things out. 
 
    Kyle didn’t enjoy any of those advantages. 
 
    “Please, you need to tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    “I don’t need to tell you anything,” he snapped. 
 
    Felicia pressed her lips together. 
 
    Something inside of Kyle tightened up and turned cold. He started to get nervous. 
 
    Reaching out with his hand, he tried again, “Look, I’m not trying to be mean or anything. I just don’t want to talk about it with you.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” she said, her gaze aimed off toward the distance now. 
 
    Crap. Kyle had screwed up, and he knew it. Only now, he pressed his lips together as he tried to figure out what he could do differently. Obviously, apologizing wouldn’t work, and his sister turned back toward the dormitories. She walked a little bit faster, forcing him to catch up. 
 
    They didn’t say anything on the way back to his door. Once they got there, Kyle assumed he was going to pick up his controller and get back to his game. He could text his sister later and apologize. He could make things right, he told himself. 
 
    Unlocking his door, he stepped across the threshold. Just as he looked up to say goodbye, Felicia stepped into his room as well. She grabbed the door and closed it. It didn’t quite slam, but the sound still made him flinch. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said, pointing to the edge of his bed. 
 
    Kyle opened his mouth, but she ordered him again, “Sit. Down.” 
 
    His sister wasn’t supposed to be able to scare him or intimidate him, yet she did just that. He soon found himself on the edge of his bed, watching the floor and unable to look up at her. 
 
    “When I make a promise, I keep it. I told Mom and Dad that I was going to take care of you, Kyle. You’re my little brother, and I love you, and that means it’s my responsibility to make sure you stay on the right path. Now tell me, why are you failing Professor Denning’s class?” 
 
    “I’m not failing!” 
 
    Felicia exhaled slowly between tensed lips. “I have already talked to her.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “You’re my little brother, and you’re failing. If I’m the only one who can get you back on track, then I’m going to do it.” 
 
    “That’s not your responsibility. Mom and Dad should hear about this.” Kyle expected his sister to back down when they invoked their parents. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry, but that’s not how this works, not here. You’re in college now, and you need someone to make sure you do as you’re told. It’s important for you to follow the rules.” 
 
    “Okay, so I missed a couple of assignments. Not a big deal.” 
 
    “She also says that you’ve been disruptive in class on several occasions.” 
 
    “It’s not fair. She won’t listen to me. I raise my hand and contribute, but she doesn’t like it when anyone disagrees with her.” 
 
    “I know her. That’s not true,” Felicia said. 
 
    “This isn’t fair!” 
 
    “See? You’re doing it again. Right now, you can barely control the tone of your voice, and we’re just having a civil conversation. We haven’t even gotten to your punishment yet.” 
 
    “What?” Kyle thought he had clearly heard his sister say something about a punishment, but that couldn’t be right because they were siblings. She didn’t have the right to try to discipline him or anything, but when he glanced up at her, it was obvious that she meant it. He had misspoken; it had been a mistake. 
 
    “Kyle, it’s very important that you listen to your professor and do as she says. If she disagrees with your opinion, it’s probably because you’re wrong.” 
 
    He shot up onto his feet, only to have his sister reach out and place one hand on his shoulder. For a second, it felt like she might try to console him. Oh no. She shoved him back down to the edge of the mattress. 
 
    “I’m not going to just blindly agree with her,” he said, each word solid with his vehemence. 
 
    “Look, I know this is hard, especially because the curriculum is new, but it’s important for you to learn how the world works, how it can work, and how it should work,” she said. 
 
    “Did you pick that up in your leadership program?” Kyle asked with scorn. 
 
    “Look, I know that you are frustrated with how things are going, and that makes sense,” she said. She was talking down to him, Kyle realized. But then, maybe that made sense because he was the one seated while she stood over him. She practically towered above him, and he thought about trying to stand, only she might shove him down again, and he didn’t want to experience that. “But just because you’re frustrated, that’s no excuse for bad behavior. So now, you need to be punished, Kyle.” 
 
    “You can’t punish me. You’re just my sister!” 
 
    “I will do whatever is necessary,” she replied patiently. “So it’s going to be a spanking, I take your game away, or you get expelled.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” Kyle said, his eyes getting bigger. Back in high school, he worked hard to get into a good university. Even if the school was new, his parents had been so proud of him because he had managed to get in. He remembered taking the standardized tests, writing the admissions essays, and pleading for letters of recommendation from his teachers. 
 
    “Actually, I can. You see, Professor Dennings is really disappointed with your behavior. If I say that you’re not going to learn your lesson…Well, let’s just say she has a lot of pull with the dean.” 
 
    His head started to spin. Reaching up, he braced his cheeks against the palms of his hands. 
 
    “You get three choices, Kyle. What’s it going to be? If you can’t decide for yourself, then I will decide for you.” 
 
    He pulled his fingers away from his face and looked up at his sister. 
 
    Kyle expected to see some flicker of sympathy or mercy. But now, she stared down at him, her expression hard and unyielding. 
 
    “You can’t take my game.” 
 
    “So you want to be expelled or spanked?” 
 
    “Please, you can’t spank me.” 
 
    “Actually, I can. Don’t worry. If you just drop your pants, it won’t take very long.” 
 
    “You’re my sister!” 
 
    “I’m your older, more mature sister. And if I say that you need a spanking, then you need a spanking.” She shrugged, like this really wasn’t a big deal. 
 
    His heart was pounding faster in his chest, and he glanced over at the door, perhaps thinking that he could just sprint down the hall and rush off. Perhaps if he had some time to think, he could… 
 
    “Decide,” she said. 
 
    “Spanking,” he said, shocked as the words left his lips, yet that was the only real answer. He couldn’t give up his game. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    Much to his surprise, she lowered herself down against the edge of the bed. She sat right beside him. “Pull off your pants so that we can get this over with.” 
 
    Eyes wet all of a sudden, he glared at her even as his bottom lip trembled. “Please, there has to be something else we can do.” 
 
    “It’s just a spanking, Kyle. Boys get spanked all the time.” 
 
    Boys. She didn’t say “kids”. 
 
    As his nostrils flared, he started to move mechanically. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right. You’re making the right decision,” she said, coaxing him with every breath. 
 
    Even if he hated himself for it, he obeyed his sister nonetheless. He stood up tentatively, reached for the buckle on his belt, and he loosened the leather strip. He pulled it out, only to feel his pants loosen. From there, he tugged down his jeans after kicking off his shoes. Step-by-step, he started to strip from the waist down, although he kept waiting for his sister to tell him to stop. Or better yet, maybe she would start laughing and say that this had all been some kind of bizarre joke. 
 
    Felicia didn’t make things that easy on her brother. Drawing on her Female Leadership classes, she watched as this hapless male obeyed. 
 
    It was funny. Anywhere else in the country, this would have been absurd. But here, it made perfect sense, and she liked it. In fact, Felicia had to work hard to maintain a professional veneer. After all, she didn’t want her little brother to know just how much she was looking forward to this. 
 
    When he was down to his boxers, she beckoned him over. 
 
    “Get across my lap,” she said. 
 
    “Do I have to? Can’t I just put my hands against the wall or something?” 
 
    She picked up on the desperation in his question, and it sent a little chill running down her back. Oh yes, this was power. 
 
    In her Female Leadership classes, Felicia loved hearing the instructors lecture about male bluster. For so long, men have been able to take control of society through their confidence. Really, that’s all it was, arrogance. They didn’t really deserve to be in charge. Over the course of the centuries, men have been the ones foolish enough to think that they could break the rules, and they had, then writing and redefining them along the way. Consequently, women had been oppressed for millennia. 
 
    But now, that was coming to an end. 
 
    And Felicia was going to be a part of it. In fact, just by teaching her brother how to behave, she would make the world a better place. 
 
    Not only that, she enjoyed knowing that she would give him the proper tools to exist in this new social order. 
 
    If he ran through life thinking that he could be in charge, he would be terribly disappointed. But if she could show him how to enjoy a life of obedience and humility, then he would be so much happier. He would find a nice wife who could take care of him, and that would be that. 
 
    “Yes,” she said simply, her tone making it clear that he wouldn’t win any argument. “You have to get across my lap.” She was polite but firm with her little brother. 
 
    Tentatively, he came closer, so she reached up and placed her hand on the back of his head. She pulled him down, spreading him out over her lap. 
 
    “In the future, you shouldn’t hesitate. If you need to be punished by a woman, you should allow her to do it because she knows what’s best for you.” 
 
    Kyle meant to say something, only Felicia robbed him of his breath when her hand flew down and smacked hard against of the curve of his behind. 
 
    Kyle flinched, locking his eyes shut. His face clenched with frustration and embarrassment, but he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    Still, he had to try something, so he said, “Okay, you spanked me. I’ve learned my lesson. You can stop now.” 
 
    Felicia was prepared for this. She knew that men would always try to find excuses to get out of their responsibilities. It was natural, but that bad behavior still needed to be curtailed and ultimately trained out of them. 
 
    He started to shift, perhaps thinking that he could get off of her lap now. 
 
    She smacked his backside again, harder this time. As her hand flew down, she felt aa real tickle of ecstasy as she heard the clap. “No. Stay right where you are,” she said. 
 
    To emphasize her point, she placed her hand on the back of his neck. She nudged him back down. His face pressed into the sheets of his bed, and she started to explain something, “You don’t get to decide when your spanking is over, Kyle. You are going to stay right there and I will decide when you’ve had enough. Now thank me for punishing you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    His shocked question was quickly punished with another smack at his backside. He flinched, crying out. 
 
    Kyle didn’t want to believe it, but this girl knew precisely what she was doing. Despite the layer of fabric between her hand and his ass, she still knew how to make it sting. 
 
    “Thank me,” she commanded, her voice imperious and unyielding. 
 
    Kyle had no idea how ancient queens and princesses used to talk down to their slaves, but he was now developing an idea. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said quickly, flinching as she raised her hand again.  
 
    “There we go. That wasn’t so bad, now was it?” To reward him, she stroked the top of his head, gently petting her little brother. In her mind, he was little more than a pet now, which was good for him. He had never really been properly equipped or intellectually developed enough for any sort of leadership position. That was something else she had learned in her classes. 
 
    Felicia continued, “I want you to know that I’ll never enjoy punishing you.” That was a lie, but it was one spoken for his benefit. “This is always going to be for your own good.” 
 
    Kyle opened his mouth, and he was ready to say something else, but she denied him the opportunity. Her hand flew down against his boxers, transferring the painful force through the fabric and into his skin. 
 
    “This is good for you,” she said again as her hand flew down repeatedly, striking him again and again. With every blow, he flinched and yelped. Kyle hated the fact that this affected him, but he couldn’t remain stoic. 
 
    He tried. He tried so hard! 
 
    “It’s better you get spanked now,” she said. “This way, you can learn your lesson.” 
 
    Lesson? What lesson? 
 
    Even as those questions popped into his head, he refused to voice them. 
 
    She struck several more times, her hand coming down in quick succession. And by the time she finished, Felicia was confident that his buttocks had turned a bright shade of red beneath his boxers. 
 
    “Now, what have you learned?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t speak out of turn,” he said carefully. Speak out of turn? He didn’t even know where those words came from. He had never used that phrase before, but it felt right and natural, so he said it. 
 
    “That’s right,” she replied. “What else have you learned?” 
 
    “You’re in charge,” he told her. His voice vibrated with reluctance, but he still forced out the words. More importantly, he didn’t sound sarcastic or scornful, not anymore. 
 
    “Peer tutoring is a very good job. I think you’re going to learn quickly. That means you’re really smart for a boy.” 
 
    His throat clenched as he heard those words, but he didn’t dare defy her again. “Thank you,” he finally muttered. 
 
    “Good. Now put your pants back on.” 
 
    He scrambled off of her, grabbed his jeans, quickly pulled them back up along his legs. 
 
    As he got dressed again, Felicia stood and walked over to his console. She glanced down at the device for a moment before capping one of the buttons. The disc tray slid open, and she took out his game. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    “I didn’t like your attitude earlier, Kyle, so I’m going to take this away from you, but just for a little while.” 
 
    Eyes wide, he glowered at her. That hadn’t been the agreement! Heat surged through his body, and he wanted to launch at her, to grab the disc from her hand. This wasn’t fair! That refrain kept going through his head over and over, yet he remained frozen as she picked up her purse and tucked the disk away. “I’ll see you later, okay little brother?” 
 
    She walked toward the door, only to pause. “Do you understand?” 
 
    This was a test, he soon realized. 
 
    If he said any of the things he had been thinking, she would grab him, force him back down, and spank him again. Or worse, she could destroy his game or maybe even get him expelled from the school. All of those different possibilities streamed behind his eyes until he finally surrendered to his big sister. “Yeah, I understand,” he replied, petulant and angry, but that was okay because he was learning to obey. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 3 
 
    Professor Julia Dennings loved her job. 
 
    Sure, she probably could have found something far more lucrative out in the private sector. Although she specialized in gender dynamics and behavioral psychology, her lines of thinking and abilities as a consultant could have fetched a lot of money, especially from the tech industry. So many companies struggled with having women and men work together. 
 
    It was silly, really. 
 
    Professor Dennings understood how the world really worked along with the potential for improvement. 
 
    An imposing woman, she stood up tall. Currently, she had on black tights, a dark gray skirt, and a white blouse that was neatly buttoned up the front. Her vest finished the outfit, and she wore a silver necklace with a dark red pendant hanging just below the base of her throat. She had her black hair tied back into a French braid. 
 
    Younger than the average instructor at a university, she was still instrumental in designing the curriculum. 
 
    In fact, she looked out at the class, and she marveled at her favorite part of being a teacher: the autonomy. 
 
    Over the course of her undergraduate studies, she had come across so many different thinkers, but she was always struck by one principal idea when it came to employment and work. Employees could be compensated with money, social capital, autonomy, or some combination of these. Being a teacher didn’t pay particularly well, but she had incredible amounts of freedom, especially now in this new University. 
 
    Perhaps she would have rather been with her Female Leadership students, but this class was equally important, especially because she knew she couldn’t allow herself to be blinded by their early successes. So she stood there in front of the lecture hall as she waited for the class to start. One more minute, and she could begin. 
 
    Most of the students were female, of course, with just a smattering of males. One of them had tried to sit at the front of the class, perhaps thinking that he would impress her with his dedication and determination. After their first couple of class meetings, however, he had decided to retreat back to the far side of the room. 
 
    Sometimes she wondered exactly what the boys thought. What were their theories? How did they explain what was happening all around them? Many of them may not have even noticed, she reflected silently, thinking that the first seventeen years of tacit male privilege may have been enough to completely blind them to the new realities in the city. 
 
    If so, that was fine with her. So long as they behaved themselves, it didn’t really matter what they thought, not yet anyway. 
 
    “Good morning, ladies and boys,” she said, speaking to the class once it was finally time to begin. “Before we start talking about the reading, I wanted to start class off with a general discussion. It’s going to be very broad, so I encourage you all to come up with creative points.” 
 
    Julia marched over to the whiteboard, grabbed a pen, and quickly wrote out a simple question. 
 
    What are the differences between women and men? 
 
    The boy off to the side hadn’t learned his lesson yet because he raised his hand into the air. Julia made a point of looking right at him, only to turn away as she picked out another student. The young woman had dark red hair tied back into a set of pigtails. 
 
    Even so, she sat upright, her pen poised in her hand. 
 
    “Yes?” Julia asked. 
 
    “Well, there are many differences. I think it’s fair to say that women are more emotionally intelligent, patient, and generally stronger.” 
 
    The guy off to the side of the room flinched. Julia noticed, although she suppressed most of her grin. Still, he may have been able to see the way her lips twitched upward. 
 
    “That’s a very good point,” Julia said. “But can you be more specific? Remember, a key portion of research is making sure that you use concrete terms that can be verified later on.” 
 
    “Well, when it comes to emotional intelligence, I think that one is pretty obvious. I mean, haven’t men been complaining about an inability to understand women since pretty much the beginning of time?” 
 
    At that, several of her classmates started to snicker. 
 
    Julia noticed how the boys remained completely stony faced. 
 
    “Fair point,” Professor Dennings said. “Go on.” 
 
    “And of course, when it comes to patience, that is pretty obvious too. I mean, if you look at any of the research, it’s very clear that men get frustrated far too easily. This is probably why we had so many wars.” 
 
    The boy off to the side still had his hand in the air, although now his knuckles were tight and white as he made a fist. 
 
    “Also a fair point,” Julia said. 
 
    “And pain tolerance is pretty straightforward to. I’m sure that I have better endurance than any of the guys on campus.” 
 
    That elicited several more sniggers from every corner of the room. 
 
    “Okay, so maybe you didn’t need to be all that much more specific,” Julia said, making several more of the girls smile. 
 
    Julia continued the conversation, taking on one female after another. Finally, she decided that the guy off to the side had suffered long enough. Or rather, it was time for him to learn his lesson. It would probably take a while; he was nothing but a boy, after all. 
 
    She pointed in his direction, and he quickly started to speak, but Julia cut him off. “Sorry, what was your name again?” It was a small jab, but had the desired effect. Maybe he would have been strong and articulate if  he’d been given the opportunity, but with that one question, she made it abundantly clear that his opinion mattered very little. 
 
    “Reese,” he said. 
 
    Taking a breath, he got ready to say something else, but she smiled at him. “You mean like the candy?” 
 
    Several more of the girls started smiling, like they all shared a special joke. 
 
    “Something like that,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “You may proceed.” 
 
    It was clear he could barely keep his temper in check. In fact, she started to wonder what it would be like if he threw a tantrum in front of all of these young women. Clearly, that would prove the point. Men couldn’t be trusted; they didn’t deserve any kind of real independence, not when women made superior leaders. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s fair to say that women are better than men. I mean, we are just different.” 
 
    “Tell me something, do you believe in equality?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he replied. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because people deserve the chance to succeed.” 
 
    “The chance?” Julia asked rhetorically, “Yes, I think everyone would agree with you. Everyone deserves a chance to succeed. They deserve an opportunity. But what happens if one side is fundamentally skewed? What if one half of the equation is obviously better or more highly valued than the other?” 
 
    Reese pressed his lips together as he tried to think through this, only he betrayed his nervousness by glancing around the rest of the room. Simply being surrounded by a group of women put him at a disadvantage. The fact that his teacher was also female made it that much harder for him to assert himself. 
 
    For decades, male professors had complained about their female students, arguing that those young, trailblazing women didn’t have what it took to succeed in serious, academic classes. Of course, the same men always failed to consider what the context did to the performance of their students. 
 
    Reese was learning. 
 
    “We’re talking about people here, right?” 
 
    “We’re talking about women and men,” Julia replied sweetly. “And don’t you think it’s fair to say that there is a key difference between the sexes?” 
 
    “No, not really,” he said, but there wasn’t any certainty or confidence in his voice. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Reese glanced around again, and his cheeks began to glow slightly. He must have noticed the girls around him were waiting for him to fail. Humiliation must have hitched at the corners of his thoughts, but he couldn’t back out, not now. 
 
    “Unfortunately, you’re wrong. Women and men are fundamentally different. You can see this physically, psychologically, and neurologically. The hormones in our bodies are different. More than that, we socialize ourselves to be different. Go to any toy store, and you can see exactly which items are designed for the boys and which are meant for the girls.” 
 
    “But that’s not the same thing,” he said, turning those words into a complaint. 
 
    Clearing her throat, Professor Dennings cut him off again. “Actually, they are. We’re talking about differences. This is why it is fair to ask which one is superior.” 
 
    “One person can’t be better than another,” he asserted incorrectly. 
 
    At this point, it would have been very easy to laugh at him and dismiss his point. But Professor Dennings was a teacher, so she decided to instruct him. “Are you certain of this?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” The boy probably followed the same thoughts he’d been taught since kindergarten. 
 
    “Unfortunately, that’s incorrect,” she replied. “It’s really nice to think that every person is equal, but that’s simply not true. Think about it. Where can we see fundamental differences in performance?” Julia addressed that larger question to the rest of the class. 
 
    Immediately, several hands went into the air. 
 
    One girl began to speak after Professor Dennings nodded in her direction. “Physically, it’s obvious. There are some people who run faster and some who jump higher. I mean, isn’t that the entire point of the Olympics?” 
 
    “It is indeed,” Professor Dennings replied. 
 
    The boy, flustered but undeterred, kept going, “but that doesn’t mean anyone is better than anyone else!” 
 
    “It doesn’t?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “When we talk about a word like ‘better,’ we generally mean that one is superior to another. How else would you determine that except by looking at ability and performance?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know, but it’s just true.” 
 
    “Young man, you are contradicting yourself,” she said. “Equality means sameness. People are not the same. Women and men are not the same, so the rules are going to be different for them.” 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Why not?” Professor Dennings asked. “Just stop and think about it. I understand that people usually imagine equality and fairness to be the same thing. But then, we’re not necessarily talking about equality. We might be talking about equity. We might be talking about ownership.” 
 
    These concepts were more advanced, and she hadn’t exactly discussed them with all of her students, yet she still saw some of the young women nodding their heads as they tried to put the pieces together. 
 
    “Let me give you another example,” Professor Dennings said. “A pair of my friends are a husband and wife. When they first got together, they thought their relationship was going to be one based off of equality. And yet, they weren’t happy. They couldn’t make any decisions. They couldn’t figure things out. Too often, neither of them would be willing to take a stand because they wanted to be fair. Finally, she decided that she needed to be in charge. Someone had to take control and make the decisions. Equality is a nice concept, but it doesn’t really apply to the real world. There are always going to be power imbalances. They’re always going to be reasons for one person or another to be in charge. 
 
    “But that’s not—” the boy started to say. 
 
    Julia interrupted him, cutting him off, “It’s not your turn to speak right now.” She probably sounded like a first-grade teacher talking down to a little kid who had shouted out something inappropriate. “Let’s continue.” 
 
      
 
    The rest of the class went just fine, and Professor Dennings had a wonderful time. Perhaps that was another perk of teaching, she reflected. Autonomy was great because she could direct her lessons in discussions however she liked, so long as she hit the standardized learning outcomes. But there was also something amazing about having these discussions, sifting through ideas, and drawing out complicated conclusions from difficult problems. 
 
    Gender was a tangled knot. About six months before, she had read a book which had argued gender didn’t actually exist. That author called it “a shell game” because beneath the notion of gender, there just wasn’t anything. 
 
    Professor Dennings appreciated the author and her arguments, but Julia still couldn’t agree. Even if gender was socially constructed, it still existed as a real thing. It could be used, manipulated, modified, and even recognized. 
 
    Wiping down the whiteboard, she started thinking about another essay she might write as someone cleared her throat behind her. “Yes?” Julia asked. 
 
    The young woman, Stephanie, was one of her quieter students. Like so many other females, she had been taught to be quiet and timid. While the boys could always run around, shout, and bluster their way through the world, Stephanie came from a more conservative household, one that preferred to see girls behave more “properly”. 
 
    “I was just wondering if maybe you had been a little bit mean to Dennis,” Stephanie said. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Stephanie looked surprised, only then she started to smirk before smothering the impulse. “Dennis. He was the guy arguing with you about equality.” 
 
    “Sorry. Sometimes it’s hard to pay attention to the boys. I mean, he was earnest enough, but I think he still has a lot to learn.” 
 
    “Ernest?” 
 
    This was one of Julia’s new favorite words. That was the thing about language. It could be modified, shifted, and reoriented. One year, a word might be a complement. The next, it could be an insult. Insults could be censored, taken away from polite discourse, and other terms could be sharpened. “Bossy” was one of the classic examples, if only because it had perpetually been assigned to girls, implying that any female who became aggressive or took control needed to be corrected. 
 
    “That’s right,” Julia said. “Ernest. He’s trying hard and doing his best, but he still has a lot to learn.” 
 
    Stephanie licked her lips as though she didn’t quite understand. 
 
    “It looks like you have a question,” Professor Denning said. With the boys, she used a firm hand. With the girls, she was very encouraging. If any of the guys noticed, they didn’t dare bring it up, probably because they couldn’t prove anything. 
 
    “Is that fair?” 
 
    “Sometimes the world isn’t based on fairness. Sometimes it’s about what’s best,” Professor Denning said. 
 
    “Professor?” 
 
    “Yes, Stephanie?” 
 
    “Do you think there should be a genuine imbalance in power? I mean, in high school, we always talked about how bad things get when one group completely controls another.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, those have always been in patriarchal societies,” Julia replied truthfully. “When you look at the worst genocides and wars, they have always taken place in male-dominated societies.” 
 
    “So maybe we should try something new?” 
 
    “Maybe we should try something new,” Julia confirmed. “Keep in mind, this isn’t about the idea of a utopia. They’re always going to be problems. They’re pretty much always going to be oppressed segments of society as well. We can try for the best and most just world, but it will never be perfect or ideal.” 
 
    “I guess I’m just not sure what to think.” 
 
    “Welcome to college.” 
 
    Julia assumed that this would be the end of the conversation, but Stephanie bit down on her lower lip. 
 
    “My boyfriend has been asking me about my Leadership classes.” 
 
    “Oh?” Julia asked. 
 
    “I know we aren’t supposed to talk about them, but I was just wondering if maybe I should start implementing some of what I’ve learned.” 
 
    Julia grinned. “That sounds like an excellent idea.” 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 4 
 
    Stephanie could feel the adrenaline pumping through her body, which felt strange. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t excitement, not exactly. It was something else. Nervous energy whipped through her skin, just beneath the surface. If she stood still, she could appear completely complacent and placid, yet her stomach twisted slightly, and she kept imagining what would happen next. 
 
    She breathed out slowly through her teeth as she thought of Daniel. 
 
    When they had first decided to move here, right after high school, she didn’t know exactly what was going to happen. An entire city was being built, and that was amazing, but it also meant so many new changes. At first, Daniel had said they should head to a more traditional college in a regular city. This whole place would be a construction zone, he had argued. But then, she received a full scholarship, and no other university had been willing to match that, so the decision had been made. 
 
    Now she looked out around her. 
 
    The apartment complexes pretty nice, she reflected. Brand-new, the paint still shined off of the stucco exterior. Not only that, the local maintenance crews always did an amazing job, so the grass was a vivid shade of green and swayed under the breeze. 
 
    She stopped for a moment, enjoyed the scenery, and then she marched back to the apartment. 
 
    She walked through the door, and then she found her boyfriend in the kitchen. He was making himself a sandwich when she grabbed him by the hand and pulled him close. She yanked as hard as she could. Of course, he was physically stronger than she was, so he could have stopped her at any moment. But he wasn’t expecting this, so he brushed up against her, and she put her hands on his ass and squeezed just as she leaned in and kissed him. 
 
    Of course, Daniel’s body responded. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about you a lot,” she told him. Her eyes glittered as she shifted her weight and positioned herself on the tips of her toes. Looking up at him, she made it clear there was something she had in mind. 
 
    “Oh?” He stumbled, doing his best to sound flirtatious and taunting, but the uncertainty of his position definitely rang out beneath the surface of that one sound. 
 
    Rather than answer, she grabbed his hand and pulled, directing him toward the bedroom. “What’s going on?” Daniel asked, chuckling. 
 
    When they got to the bedroom, she put her hands on his shoulders and shoved him. He fell to the mattress, bouncing once before she scrambled on top of him. 
 
    Officially, Stephanie and her friends never talked about sex in her Leadership classes. Still, there were those little whispers and conversations before and after class or as they walked between buildings. 
 
    Suddenly, all of those furtive discussions came back, and she remembered something important. 
 
    Strip him. 
 
    She wanted her boyfriend naked. 
 
    She pulled off his jacket, then his shirt. Her hands went down to his belt. 
 
    “Stephanie?” His voice rang out with something close to panic as she yanked down his trousers and boxers in one movement. Next, she took off his socks so that he was now naked beneath her. At the same time, she remained fully clothed. Oh yeah. This felt good, she thought with a feral grin. 
 
    Before he could try to sit up or say anything, she grabbed his wrists and pushed them to the sides of his head. From there, she leaned in and kissed him, her lips brushing over his mouth. 
 
    After a few seconds, she pulled back. She needed to be clear and explicit with him. Boys didn’t do well with subtlety. This was just one lesson she had learned, both in the classroom and outside of it. “Daniel, I love you, and I really want to have sex with you right now, but for that to happen, you need to do as you’re told. Understand?” 
 
    His eyes got big, and he started to protest, but she pulled one hand away from his wrist and touched a finger to his mouth. “This isn’t a discussion.” 
 
    Just like that, she silenced him. 
 
    “Don’t say a word. In fact, I’m going to get up and leave if you speak again.” 
 
    His eyes got big as he heard those words. No way. He couldn’t really believe it. 
 
    And yet, she stared down at him, her expression set and determined. She wasn’t messing around with him. This wasn’t a joke or a game. If he wanted to have sex, it would be on her terms, her way. 
 
    Although he couldn’t speak, he still gave a nervous little nod of his head. 
 
    To reward him, she held him down, one hand braced against his chest, and with the other, she reached for his shaft. 
 
    Boys could always be so easily manipulated, she thought. The idea still felt like a revelation. Stephanie didn’t know why, but she had always been so timid when it came to sex and guys. In fact, she could only do this because of her Female Leadership program. Oh, and it helped that she really cared about her boyfriend. Even so, she knew that certain things had to change because the world was constantly in flux. That was one point Professor Dennings made. 
 
    Stroking him gently, her fingers brushed along his scrotum, to the base of his shaft, and then up along his legs. From there, she squeezed him gently, forcing him to arch his back as he moaned. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you?” There must’ve been something condescending in her question, but he nodded his head eagerly anyway. He didn’t want her to stop. 
 
    It probably helped that Stephanie had been busy with her classes, so she didn’t get a lot of time to spend with her boyfriend. Now he was getting all of the special attention, and he wouldn’t mess it up. He wouldn’t take any unnecessary risks by talking about politics or anything else really. 
 
    Good, she thought. She liked having her boy be quiet. 
 
    Her boy. 
 
    Even the thought was enough to send another spark of heat running through her skin. 
 
    She leaned in and kissed him again even as she squeezed his shaft. She toyed with his genitals, stroking him, petting him, playing with him. At the same time, Stephanie studied his body. 
 
    Back in high school, she had been nervous around guys, uncertain. But now, she thought of him almost like a science experiment. She wanted to learn what he liked and what he enjoyed. Because that would make it so much easier to control him. 
 
    During the break at one of her Female Leadership classes, a friend had snickered something about, “Guys are so easy. All they really care about is sex. If you turn them on, their brains turn to mush!” 
 
    Stephanie wanted to believe that men were more complicated than that. She understood that people couldn’t be completely generalized or simplified into stereotypes, but right then and right there, she was poised above him, and she had complete control. 
 
    It felt amazing. 
 
    She squeezed again before reaching underneath her skirt. She pulled down her tights and her panties. She shifted back and looked down at him. 
 
    Daniel opened his mouth, and it was clear he was about to speak. “No,” she said, her voice tight with command. “Don’t say a word. If you speak, I will stop right here and right now.” 
 
    Staring back at him hard, she desperately wanted him to remain quiet. After everything they had done, her body was primed and ready. She could feel the heat right between her legs, the slick moisture between her inner thighs. 
 
    He pressed his lips together, locked his teeth, and growled like a frustrated predator. 
 
    Except he wasn’t the predator anymore. He had become the prey. Even if he didn’t realize it, something had just shifted. 
 
    When he obeyed, he surrendered something to his girlfriend. 
 
    Stephanie came up quickly, kissing him hard once again. 
 
    As she felt the softly firm contours of his lips, she squeezed his shaft again. Then she positioned herself right on top of him, and she scratched at his naked chest. She looked down at him. 
 
    “You’re being such a good boy,” she said. “You’re mine.” 
 
    You’re mine. 
 
    Those words felt so bright as she lowered herself down, taking him inch by inch. She enveloped his shaft, the walls of her pussy tight around his member. “Don’t you dare come,” she said, practically hissing those words. 
 
    His eyes flickered with fear. He didn’t know exactly what might happen, but he had learned to respect her authority. How is that possible? How could something like that transpire so quickly? 
 
    Stephanie didn’t really understand, but she didn’t care either. She impaled herself on his member and closed her eyes. Back straight, she could feel her nipples harden beneath her bra and dress. Then she lifted herself up slowly, savoring the friction of her body against his. 
 
    “Oh, this is amazing. This is the best sex I’ve ever had,” she said. 
 
    His lips parted, and Stephanie glanced down at him. That’s all it took, just one glance, and he stopped himself. The words dissipated in his throat. 
 
    She started to move faster, working him. With every deliberate movement, she showed him just how good she could make him feel. Heat coalesced into ecstasy as she rode him. 
 
    But she wanted more. 
 
    She threw herself forward and grabbed his wrists again even as she pumped his shaft between her legs. 
 
    She started kissing him again, and he wiggled his hips, bucking up and down. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He was on his back, right where he belonged. 
 
    “This is how we are going to have sex whenever I want it,” she said, breaking off the kiss just long enough to whisper into his ear. It felt like she was programming him even as she prophesized the near future for them. 
 
    At any point, Daniel could have disagreed or argued. He could have said that he wanted to talk to her about this. He could have been mature and diplomatic about it. 
 
    But he didn’t. His arousal wiped away every real thought, turning him into her plaything. She rode him slowly, enjoying every second. She took what she craved even as he started to whimper beneath her. The reason was obvious; he needed to climax, and he was fighting to resist to those biological impulses. 
 
    Stephanie couldn’t help herself; she had to tease him, if only a little bit, “You know, some of my teachers say that men don’t have very good self-control. Is that true, Daniel?” It was sexist and maybe accurate. 
 
    She loved it. 
 
    She loved him. 
 
    Most of all, she loved having him right beneath her. 
 
    Because he couldn’t answer, she kissed him again, and then she pulled back. Just as she was about to come, she called out, “Now!” He bucked into her, hard and fast, his hips thrusting upward as he surrendered. He had her permission, and that’s all that counted. 
 
    Afterward, Stephanie recognized the permanent change in their relationship. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 5 
 
    “What did you say to him?” Amy Stellar wished to know as she looked down the table. She and the other sisters of Gamma Gamma Gamma needed to figure out precisely what they were going to do. 
 
    “I told him that we would talk about it,” replied the other girl, Shannon White. 
 
    Amy licked her bottom lip. She, like all of the other girls, were freshmen here. A few of the students at the new university had transferred in, meaning that they were seniors, juniors, or sophomores, but they were a tiny minority. For the most part, the school was going to start out fresh with a new cadre. 
 
    “We can take our concerns to the administration,” said another one of her sorority sisters. 
 
    Amy shook her head. “No.” 
 
    No? Really? 
 
    A boy had decided that he wanted to sneak into their place and steal some of their panties. For decades, that would have been taken as a silly prank. But that guy wasn’t as stealthy or cunning as he liked to believe. When he snuck into their house right on the edge of campus, two girls had been home. More importantly, they were a part of the Leadership program, which meant that they wouldn’t back down from some boy, especially when he decided to violate their territory. 
 
    They had caught him, pinning him to the floor. At first, he had snarled like a wild animal, perhaps thinking that he would be able to break free. After all, he was a big strong guy, and these were just dainty coeds. 
 
    The girls had held him down for a few minutes before deciding to tie him up. They used some duct tape, wrapping it around his wrists and ankles. By the time they were done, he was completely stuck. 
 
    “These aren’t just concerns,” Amy said, addressing her sisterhood. “These boys think they can get away with whatever they want.” 
 
    “If we turn him in, he’s going to be in big trouble.” 
 
    “He will probably be expelled,” one of the girls said. 
 
    “Shannon, why did you tell him that were going to talk this over?” Amy asked after another couple of heartbeats. 
 
    Shannon straightened her back as the other girls focused on her. “Because I wanted him to be scared.” 
 
    Amy smiled, thinking about one of the greatest cruelties that could be inflicted on a person: uncertainty. Knowing that you are about to be punished is one thing. Knowing that you might be punished is something else entirely, and it’s so much worse, especially when the exact sentence is yet to be determined. 
 
    “I think that was a very good idea,” Amy said. Some of her sisters nodded. All of the girls of Gamma Gamma Gamma studied in the Leadership program. 
 
    “So do we turn him in?” Amy asked. 
 
    The other girls looked back at one another. One of them—a redhead with round cheeks and big eyes—raised her hand. After Amy nodded in her direction, she said, “if we turn him in, he will be an example to all of the other boys. They won’t mess with us.” 
 
    “What you think the administration would do to him?” 
 
    “Expel him,” said one girl. 
 
    “It could be even worse than that,” said another. “Think about it. He trespassed on our private property. He’s not allowed to do that. He can go to jail for this.” 
 
    Amy studied her friends and sisters as she considered this. Although classes had only been in session for about a month, the new hierarchy was clear, especially to the girls in the Leadership program. Most of the boys hadn’t figured it out yet, but they were second-class citizens here. For far too long, girls had to wonder exactly what the boys would say or think. But now, the guys were getting nervous, especially when they saw that the administrators were all female. More importantly, they always sided with the girls in pretty much every situation. 
 
    Being a boy at this school meant going through each and every day with a significant disadvantage. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Bringing herself back to the question at hand, Amy asked honestly, “Is that we want? I think you’re right. This boy, what was his name again?” 
 
    “Jacob.” 
 
    “This boy, Jacob,” Amy said, “would definitely get expelled. And he might be sent to prison. At the very least, he would have to deal with a really expensive and embarrassing legal fight.” 
 
    “It sounds like you have something else in mind,” Shannon said, studying their leader. 
 
    “Maybe,” Amy said. Truthfully, she hadn’t come to any conclusions herself, but one idea presented itself, and she couldn’t just dismiss it out of hand. “We could try something else.” 
 
    “Like what?” Erin asked. 
 
    Amy knew that this idea might not be popular among her sisters, but she still wanted to suggest it, especially because the idea triggered something inside of her. Still, she wasn’t a dictator, so she couldn’t order them to do this. “I’m thinking of a tribunal.” 
 
    “You want to put him on trial?” 
 
    “He messed with us, and there have to be consequences,” Amy said firmly. “We can give him an option. If he wants, we can send him off to the administration, and lots of bad stuff can happen. Or we can punish him ourselves and make sure that he sets a good example for all of the other boys.” 
 
    Silence descended on the room. It probably only lasted for a couple of seconds, but it seemed much longer to Amy. 
 
    “That’s a really interesting idea,” murmured one of the girls. 
 
    “Think about it,” Amy said, thinking back to her Leadership classes. “If we want men to take us seriously, we need to show them that we have power. If he just disappears, the other boys might not even realize he’s been punished. But if we humiliate him? If we can actually tame him so that he won’t ever try anything like this again, then we will have real power.” 
 
    “We have him trussed up like a cow,” said one of the girls. The twang her voice made it clear she was probably from one of the agricultural states. “That’s going to be humiliating for him.” 
 
    “Does it matter if we humiliate him? It’s not like he’s going to tell anyone about this,” said another girl. 
 
    “If we are punishing him, and if we are the tribunal, that means we get to decide exactly how it works.” Amy thought about this. She could feel the heat course through her body. In her Leadership classes, she often fantasized about taking control of large organizations. 
 
    Back in high school, Amy had worked at a fast food place. Her manager had been a filthy, sexist pig, the kind of guy who assumed that a girl should only work in retail to be a pretty face. When it came to promoting his employees, he always skipped over Amy. She considered a lawsuit, only to disregard the idea because she knew no one would care about some high school kid working a minimum wage job. 
 
    Still, she remembered that frustration, the rage and fury as it smoldered just below her heart. Now it came back, only it somehow felt good because she could make this boy pay for his mistakes. At the same time, she considered something else. He could be a threat. 
 
    This guy thought it would be just fine to break into a house, violate girls’ privacy and property, then sneak off, probably to brag to all of his friends. He was exactly the kind of guy who would object to women, both now and in the future. 
 
    “If we have him expelled from the school, he’s not going to learn his lesson, not really. Even with a criminal record, he’s just going to think that girls are here to please him. He’ll be the kind of guy who gets angry and goes off to strip joint so that he can feel better than the women who work there.” 
 
    The other young women started nodding their heads. Maybe they hadn’t come quite as far as Amy, but they saw the sense in all of this. 
 
    “But it’s not my decision. Ladies, what you want to do? Should we just turn him over or do we give him a chance?” 
 
    One by one, the girls started to raise their hands to declare their positions, so Amy started counting. 
 
      
 
    Jacob couldn’t believe this. 
 
    Every few seconds, he pulled and twisted against the duct tape wrapped around his ankles and wrists. He tried to stretch his hands, to get his fingers into the right position so that he might be able to tear at the edge of the tape to free himself. But those girls had done a good job, so he couldn’t actually get up or really move around. 
 
    Worse, he suspected that the girls had decided to tease him. After they wrestled him to the ground, taped him up, and made sure that he couldn’t get away, they dragged him over to one of the closets and shoved him inside. Practically laughing at him, one of the same girls took out her phone, turned on the flashlight application, and set it down on the carpeted floor of the closet. 
 
    The device was right there! 
 
    Right away, he picked up the device, only she had locked the screen. Without a password, he wasn’t going to be able to get in. So theoretically, he had everything he needed to call for help, but that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    He felt like an idiot. 
 
    At the same time, he kept getting angry. This was his fault. Somewhere deep down, he understood that perfectly well. Nothing had compelled him to sneak into a sorority house to steal some panties, but he wanted to show off to all of the other guys. 
 
    He could tell that they resented the women of this new city. Seriously, why were all of their teachers women? Why were all of the administrators female too? That didn’t make any sense. At most universities, there would be men and women in positions of power. 
 
    This had come up in a couple of conversations, but Jacob never liked the answers. Even when he pointed to the new city Council, it was almost entirely run by women. There was just one man, some guy named Matthew Something Or Other. Still, that was apparently good enough for everyone else to think there was some fair representation. 
 
    It was bullshit. 
 
    And now, he had tried to sneak into this house, and he was going to show everyone, but he was actually tied up and locked in a closet like some animal or something. 
 
    As he thought about all of this, his anger –,he pulled and twisted, fighting as hard as he could, yet he couldn’t tear through those layers of duct tape. 
 
    Eventually, he had to give up. Panting, he felt like a wild bull. 
 
    What were they going to do to him? 
 
    That question, most of all, pissed him off, probably because it also terrified him. He worked so hard to go to college. He had taken the standardized exams, written admissions essays, and filled out the applications. And here he was, just a month into his college career, and he might get expelled at any moment. 
 
    Jacob didn’t expect any mercy from the administrators. If anything, they would probably use him as an example. “See, boys? When you break the rules, you get punished.” Those imagined words kept running through his head. 
 
    He had been an idiot. 
 
    Jacob should spend his time coming up with some coherent strategy for what he was going to do, only then the door opened, and bright light flashed in front of his face. Not only that, he saw almost a dozen girls in the bedroom. They were there, their backs straight, their arms crossed over their chests. 
 
    One young woman, a girl with a few freckles, pale skin, and dark straight hair, stood above him. “Jacob, don’t say anything yet. I’m going to give you a choice. We can turn you over to the administration, and they’ll do whatever they want with you, or you can accept a punishment from us. What’s it going to be?” 
 
      
 
    The pack of sorority sisters stared down at their captive. 
 
    Like so many other young men, Jacob hated admitting that he could be scared of anything, let alone a group of girls. Under normal circumstances, he might have seen them in the dining halls or out on one of the streets, and his eyes would have roamed over their bodies. He would have instinctively judged them, picking out which one he thought was cutest or hottest. It would’ve been easy to study their breasts, to think of their asses, to yearn for the chance to touch them. 
 
    But now, a very different sensation coursed through his body: fear. It clutched him, gripping virtually every inch of his body. He felt that tingling run through his skin, and he did everything he could to hide his nervousness. 
 
    Worse, his body seemed to betray him. Seriously, it felt like his lower lip wanted to start shaking. At the same time, he meant to stand up and stare at these females, but he couldn’t. He remained on his butt, poised below them. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, these girls wouldn’t have been intimidating, but now they had numbers and height on their side. 
 
    “What do you want?” Jacob forced himself to ask. His voice cracked slightly, but he could only hope that they didn’t notice. 
 
    One of the girls stepped forward. “We’re going to have a conversation,” she said. Then, with an almost casual wave of her hand, she motioned to her sorority sisters. Following the signal, they grabbed him. 
 
    The girls stepped into the closet, yanked him out by his arms, and he had to hop forward. He felt like an idiot as he did so, but at least he could still speak. “This would be a lot easier if you took the tape off of me.” 
 
    “I’m sure it would be,” said the girl. 
 
    She turned around and started to walk away. Another one of the sorority girls put her hand on the small of his back and nudged him forward. She was careful not to shove too hard, or he would fall to the floor. 
 
    Exhaling a flash of irritation through his nostrils, Jacob jumped forward, a few inches at a time. The girls circled him, walking like prison guards. 
 
    They brought him out of the bedroom and into the large living room. That’s where the first girl stood. 
 
    “My name is Amy, and I’m going to be the judge this evening. Before we begin, we need to have a little conversation about what’s going to happen to you.” 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” Jacob flinched as he stuttered. 
 
    “We’ve been talking it over, Jacob, and we decided to give you a choice. We can hand you over to the administration. I’m sure they will have you expelled from the school. Or you can face The Tribunal.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” He did his best to load his voice with disdain. Even so, he didn’t think it worked, not when there were all of these lovely girls glaring at him. It was strange. They had long, shiny and bouncy hair. Their lips were glossed, making them shine. Usually, they would have been so beautiful, but now they frightened him way more than he wanted to think about. 
 
    How is that possible? 
 
    “What’s wrong, boy? Was that too hard for you?” 
 
    Boy. She turned the word into an insult. 
 
    Amy tried again, “You can face the punishment from the administration, or you can accept whatever we are going to do to you. What’s it going to be?” 
 
    Tentatively, Jacob pulled against the duct tape holding his arms and legs together. In his fantasies, he wanted to tear free and escape. The front door was just on the other side of the room, so he could have burst out onto the porch, jumped to the concrete walkway heading back to campus, and sprinted to freedom. 
 
    But that wasn’t going to happen. As much as he hated to admit it, he couldn’t break free. They had him. Worse, they knew it. 
 
    “If I agree to your little trial thing, you’re not going to tell the administrators?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Jacob took a breath. “How do I know you’ll keep your word?” 
 
    Amy glanced at the other girls. “We aren’t liars,” she said simply. “But if you want proof, you won’t get any.” With that honest brutality, she seemed to be telling the truth. 
 
    Then again, Jacob didn’t really know how to read girls, especially in a situation like this. 
 
    “What will you decide?” 
 
    The girl smiled at him. That only ratcheted up the fear coursing through his veins. “Oh no,” Amy answered. “That’s not how it works. With the Tribunal, you will get the chance to defend yourself. But we will determine what your punishment will ultimately be.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound fair.” 
 
    “This isn’t about fairness, Jacob. This is about justice.” She smiled at him, almost sweetly. She revealed her teeth, which made him look away. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling, he could feel his nostrils flare out. At the same time, he tried to decide what he was going to do. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, his bunched fists ready to attack, but there was nothing he could to, not while they had him tied up in tape. 
 
    Physical strength could not get him out of this, but maybe he could convince them to let him go. For second, he wanted to believe they were nothing but dumb sorority girls, bimbos who probably went to college for an excuse to drink, party, and wear short skirts. Besides, he already knew the administration would expel him. 
 
    “Fine,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” Amy said. She nodded toward the other girls. Two of them pulled out pairs of scissors. They strode up to him, and he tried not to react, yet the light glinted off of those blades. They shoved him down onto one of the couches. One girl went for the tape around his legs. The other went for the tape on his wrists. They cut through it, freeing him. 
 
    When Jacob tried to stand up, one of the girls put her hand on his chest and shoved him back down. “Oh no. Stay right where you are,” Amy commanded. 
 
    Even as heat coursed along the curves of his cheeks, he remained seated, though he straightened his back as he glared at her. Jacob didn’t enjoy following her commands, but most of the girls stepped aside. They started to whisper to one another. 
 
    And that’s when he understood. 
 
    These girls had no idea what they were actually doing. 
 
    The thought made him smirk, only he still had the girls standing above him, each one a guardian. 
 
    He didn’t want to take them seriously, but then he realized something. They were the same young women who had wrestled him to the floor and taped him up when he had first tried to sneak into the sorority house in the first place. 
 
    They were probably going to put some makeup on his face or something. It would be some small humiliation to make these girls feel better. Maybe they would force him to apologize. But really, this whole Tribunal thing would be nothing but a joke. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    “Okay. How do we start?” Jacob demanded. 
 
    Amy came up to him. She glanced at her fellow sorority sisters. “I think we can keep this fairly simple,” she said. The other girls nodded, probably because they had already discussed this and come up with their plans. “We don’t need a lot of procedure or anything all that special. You get a chance to defend yourself and explain what you did. After that, I will respond, and then maybe you can ask for forgiveness.” 
 
    Yeah, right. Jacob had resisted the urge to snort at that last part. Forgiveness? This was college, and he was a guy, and they were girls. It wasn’t a big deal. Just because he wanted to sneak into their house and steal some of their panties, that didn’t mean it was a real crime or anything. 
 
    Lots of guys thought this way. 
 
    It was just a prank, a joke, and if anyone got offended by the violation of their privacy, it was just because they didn’t have a sense of humor. That argument had been circulating on the Internet for decades. It echoed once again behind his eyes. 
 
    “How much time do you want?” Amy asked. She still stood above him. 
 
    Apparently, she got to act as the judge. He wondered if she would also be the jury and executioner as well. Suppressing those thoughts, he told himself that these were just some silly girls, so he didn’t need to worry too much. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry your feelings got hurt,” he said. 
 
    One of the girls inhaled sharply. 
 
    Amy shook her head. 
 
    “What?” Jacob demanded. “I’m apologizing!” 
 
    “You are, but not really,” she said. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Jacob demanded. “I said I was sorry.” 
 
    “True,” she allowed, “but you also did it in the most obnoxious way possible. Seriously, Jacob. When you say you’re sorry because our feelings got hurt, you make it sound like it just sort of happened.” 
 
    “Screw you,” he muttered. 
 
    “I can still send you back to the administrators. What you think of that? You want to be expelled? You want to get arrested?” 
 
    “Arrested?” 
 
    “You broke into our house. That’s not acceptable. More than that, it’s an actual crime.” She shook her head. This time, it was her turn to murmur something. It sounded a lot like, “Boys.” She uttered that one word with gallons of disdain. 
 
    “Fine. I’m sorry. Is that what you want to hear?” 
 
    “I think we want to hear that you have learned your lesson.” 
 
    “Fine. I’ve learned my lesson.” 
 
    “And what is that?” 
 
    For just a second, he thought about saying something about how he learned that shouldn’t get caught. Of course, the girls wouldn’t have liked that at all. 
 
    Reminding himself that they could still mess with him, he inhaled, taking a breath before continuing, “I messed up, okay? I shouldn’t have tried to sneak in here. That was a mistake. That was a very dumb mistake.” Unspoken, he let it hang on the air that it was only a bad idea because the girls had stopped him. 
 
    “Ladies, is that okay?” 
 
    They narrowed their eyes. They shook their heads. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s okay. You might not understand this, Jacob, but this isn’t just a game. It’s not a playground. When you see a girl, she is not there for your enjoyment or amusement. If you say something to her, she doesn’t have to respond. If you hit on her, she doesn’t have to be grateful,” Amy said. These were only freshman, but they all had been harassed at one point or another. Just as likely, they had read about what other women had put up with, either in college or clubs, out with their friends or at parties. 
 
    “Here’s the thing you really don’t understand, Jacob. This is our home. You violated a very special boundary. When we come here, we’re supposed to be safe. A guy like you isn’t supposed to be able to just break in without any consequences.” 
 
    With that, she rolled her shoulders back. “I think he needs something strict and sincere. I think he needs to be paddled.” 
 
    Jacob blinked, not at all horrified, mostly because his brain didn’t catch up. 
 
    Paddled? 
 
    The girls glanced at one another, apparently confused. They had discussed what they were going to do, except this must not have been the conclusion they reached. “We have a paddle,” she continued. “And I’m thinking that a boy like Jacob is only going to learn his lesson if he really feels it. An apology isn’t good enough. Some minor humiliation isn’t good enough. He needs something strict and severe. He needs to actually learn his lesson.” Then she smirked down at him. “You’re not scared, are you?” 
 
    He wasn’t. 
 
    A paddling sounded like a joke. 
 
    Sometimes, the guys might joke about how girls would spank one another. Of course, that idea usually fell in the same category as girls putting makeup on one another or practicing kissing during their slumber parties and pillow fights. 
 
    “Do your worst,” he said, holding out his hands, palms up. 
 
    “Oh, we will,” Amy promised. 
 
      
 
    They allowed him to stand up. Amy glanced toward one of her friends, who quickly scurried off. In the meantime, the leader of the sorority girls began to circle him. Jacob remained upright with his back straight. 
 
    “You don’t think this is a big deal, but I think I can make you cry,” she said. 
 
    This time, he really did snort. “No way,” he said.  
 
    “Yeah, you’re going to be begging me,” she said with a satisfied nod to herself. 
 
    “Never,” he replied. “Not going to happen.” 
 
    Amy smirked at him. 
 
    By this point, one of the girls came back, and she was holding something: a long, wooden paddle. It looked as though it has been solidly built. Just as interestingly, it had the Greek letters for their sorority emblazoned along the flattened edge. 
 
    “We got this from another chapter,” she said. “I think this is going to be perfect for you, Jacob.” 
 
    As she strolled over to the other couch, she let the paddle swing from side to side. He watched the golden wood move in its tight arc. Then she sat down, and she tapped her hands to her lap. 
 
    “What?” Jacob asked. Of course, he understood what those pats were supposed to mean, only he couldn’t bring himself to act. 
 
    “Get across my lap,” ordered Amy. 
 
    His eyes went wide, his brows rising upward too. “You have got to be kidding,” he said, his voice loaded with confusion. There was no way she actually expected him to get across her lap, right? It was just silly. 
 
    “Get across my lap,” she ordered again. 
 
    When he heard those words repeated, Jacob glanced at the other young women. He kept expecting one of them to step forward and to tell him he didn’t have to do this. 
 
    As his heart started to beat faster, he didn’t know what to do or say. His lips moved, only words refused to come out. 
 
    Amy made it much, much worse. “Oh, and be sure to take off your pants.” 
 
    “No!” he snapped back at her. If she really thought that he was going to take off his pants and stretch over her legs, she had another think coming. 
 
    With every second, he kept thinking that some other girl would explain all of this away. She would say that they were just joking around or something. And yet, his heart kicked behind his ribs, and he kept waiting, but the young women were watching him, studying him. Maybe a few of them glanced at him, yet no one stepped forward to contradict her. 
 
    “It’s either this or you get expelled. Oh, and don’t forget the possibility of jail.” 
 
    Jacob still didn’t move. 
 
    “Ladies, I think he might just need some help,” Amy said, nodding toward her companions. 
 
    When he didn’t move to protest, they grabbed him by his arms, pulling them to the left and right. Another girl stepped forward, and she lifted up the edge of his shirt to get access to his belt and zipper. 
 
    His pants loosened just a few seconds later, only to fall down around his ankles. From there, the girls giggled. Another one yanked down his boxers, letting them fall over his trousers. 
 
    And when the girls were done, they looked at him. 
 
    “Now,” Amy ordered. 
 
    The other girls released him, and another reached down, smacking his naked ass. The pain jolted him into moving, so he stepped toward her. 
 
    Amy was beautiful. Amy was gorgeous. Amy should have been the kind of girl that he could have seduced. 
 
    And yet, he was standing right there, and another girl shoved him forward. He felt the soft hands against his shoulder blades just before he fell forward. Amy chuckled. It felt as though some the air had been knocked out of his lungs. The world spun around him, only then he tensed up as he felt the cold paddle against the curve of his ass. 
 
    “If you want, you can try to apologize again,” Amy said. She made it sound like he might have had a chance for mercy. 
 
    Still stubborn or maybe just confused by all of this, Jacob chose not to make any sounds. Pressing his lips together, he braced himself. After all, he knew that this was going to hurt. It was going to sting, but he could handle it. He told himself again and again he could handle it. 
 
    She lifted the paddle, and the girls all looked back at one another, perhaps amazed that this was really happening. So many of them have been harassed or had to fight at one point or another. But finally, a boy had been truly subjugated. More than that, he was totally at their mercy, and they could do whatever they wanted. This felt like everything they had learned about in their Leadership classes, only brought to the real world. 
 
    This wasn’t theoretical. This wasn’t academic. 
 
    “You deserve this,” Amy declared as she tensed her muscles and brought the paddle down. It came in a quick, sharp arc. The golden wood blurred with speed right before it crashed into his backside. Heat flashed along his skin. He imagined that he could feel a red line over his backside. 
 
    “That was nice,” Amy said. 
 
    She looked up at her sisters. 
 
    With his eyes still clenched shut, Jacob didn’t know what to do. His heart kept pounding, and his breathing had turned deep and rapid as he gulped down air. But then, he started to hear something, something that made him flinch, though only for a moment or two. 
 
    Applause. 
 
    No way. He didn’t quite believe it, yet did the girls around him were actually clapping! 
 
    That seemed completely wrong to him, but it was true. 
 
    He lifted his head and looked up at the young women. They were smiling, almost gleefully. He wanted to complain, to tell them to stop, only he forced himself to remain silent. He knew that if he engaged with them, he’d only encourage them. 
 
    Without saying another word, Amy quickly lifted the paddle again. Breathing in and out from between his teeth, Jacob told himself that he could handle it. He endured one paddling, so another wouldn’t be any worse. 
 
    Jacob was wrong. 
 
    Amy was getting better at this, so she managed to improve her angle and bring more force to bear. When the paddle swung down, whistling against the air, it struck, and the pain first ran along his skin. His nerves crying out as this hot girl bludgeoned them. 
 
    “Are you ready to apologize? Are you ready at this time?” 
 
    “If you have to hit me to make me apologize, it won’t count,” he growled at her. Maybe those words sounded more juvenile than he intended, but he still meant them. 
 
    A few of the girls murmured, maybe in agreement. Amy, however, had her own answer. “You bring up an interesting point. But then, women have been abused for centuries. It’s only been in the last couple of decades that we have been treated like actual people. Men have never felt bad about getting women to comply through force or violence. Why should we?” 
 
    Jacob opened his mouth, only his tormentor didn’t give him the opportunity to respond. She swung down again, harder this time. 
 
    Another clap echoed against the walls as she struck. 
 
    This time, he didn’t even get a few seconds to recover. She pulled her arm back, and then she struck. Hot agony surged through him all over again. His eyes watered, and he yearned to get up, to try to grab her or even pull the paddle from her grip. 
 
    He was no longer taped, but that didn’t mean he was actually free. These girls could grab him whenever they wanted. They could make him pay. 
 
    Hating the reality of his situation, he forced himself to remain still even as he endured his punishment. 
 
    “How many more?” Amy called out, and he thought he should answer, only stopped himself, realizing this girl wasn’t talking to him. 
 
    “Just a few more?” 
 
    “No. He needs a lot more than that,” declared another female. 
 
    “Five more?” 
 
    “Ten?” asked someone else. 
 
    Jacob pushed his fingers into his palms again as his knuckles turned white with the pressure. 
 
    These girls shouldn’t have been able to do this to him. They shouldn’t have been able to blackmail him. But they could, and nothing he said would stop it. 
 
    Actually, that wasn’t true. At any moment, he could have demanded to be sent to the administrators. But then, the punishments he had already endured would become completely meaningless. 
 
    Jacob couldn’t stand that thought. 
 
    “Fifteen more?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s too much.” 
 
    “Let’s just play it by ear,” Amy finally declared to all of the other girls. 
 
    He tensed up and hoped that one of the young women might make things easier for him. But no one spoke up; no one wanted to send this boy. 
 
    With a subvocalized growl, he waited. 
 
    Amy obliged, touching the paddle to his rear before she cocked her arm back. She savored another moment of power. After this, she was going to need to go touch herself, she realized. There was something so intoxicating about having this helpless boy spread out beneath her, ready for her punishment. It wasn’t just the infliction of pain, however. It was the authority and power. 
 
    Amy, like so many leaders before her, realized just how potent it could feel to wield this kind of command. 
 
    She could do whatever she wanted, she realized. 
 
    With that thought in mind, she swung the paddle down repeatedly, letting the staccato rhythm fill the air. At one point, she looked around, only to see that her sorority sisters were equally entranced by all of this. 
 
    The spell only shattered when he finally broke. “Stop! Stop it! I, I can’t take anymore!” 
 
    “Apologize,” Amy demanded. 
 
    “I, I’m so sorry! I’m sorry I tried to break into your house. You’re right. You’re right about everything!” 
 
    “Oh, I like that. Say that last part again,” Amy demanded. 
 
    Jacob didn’t know exactly when his defenses shattered or when he decided that he was willing to give up his dignity to prevent another storm of pain from rushing through his body. But at this point, his eyes were wet, and he could barely see clearly. 
 
    Still, he gave these girls what they wanted. 
 
    “You’re right. You’re right about everything.” He repeated those words stoically, automatically, almost as though his voice had been replaced by a recording. 
 
    Amy knew this next part could have sounded juvenile or childish, yet she didn’t care. She wanted to hear him say something else as well. “Now tell me that girls are better than boys.” 
 
    His eyes got big, and he wanted to turn around to look at her. But down on his stomach, that just wasn’t an option. 
 
    The other girls, however, could still see that look of frightened frustration on his face. 
 
    He didn’t want to do it. He didn’t want to say it. But really, he had no choice, especially because his shoulders bunched up when she touched of the paddle to his backside. At this point, his ass had turned a bright shade of red. Not only that, it felt hot to the touch. 
 
    “Do it,” she commanded. 
 
    Simply because he couldn’t stop her, Amy reached down and grabbed his ass. She squeezed it. At the same time, she thought of a PE class she had taken back in high school. Some arrogant boy had strode up to her. He’d been teasing her and almost flirting with her. But at some point, he decided to grab her buttocks just before he ran away. 
 
    Amy hadn’t known whether or not the teachers would take this seriously, so she didn’t say anything to him. Of course, the next time he tried, she slapped him across the face. 
 
    Now she could punish another boy. 
 
    “Say it,” she commanded, her voice sharp and dignified. 
 
    “Girls, girls are better than boys,” he answered, his voice trembling and mostly quiet. 
 
    “Not good enough,” Amy snarled. “Tell me that girls are better than boys. Tell me that girls are superior in every way.” 
 
    When he hesitated, she raised at the paddle and brought it down even harder. Another explosion of pain burst over his nerves, making every inch of his skin cry out. 
 
    “Tell us the truth,” she added. 
 
    Jacob gasped one, two, three times in quick succession before his lips started to move again. “Please, I’m telling the truth. Women are better than men. You’re stronger, smarter, and better in every other way. You’re superior!” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Jacob was still gasping, doing his best to get a hold of himself, yet he couldn’t succeed, not really. 
 
    The girls still surrounded him. More importantly, they knew that they had broken something within him. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, I’m going to let you up, but only so that you can stand and tell us again.” 
 
    She pulled her hands away from the hapless male. 
 
    “Oh,” Amy said as well, making it sound like an afterthought. “Go ahead and pull up your pants while you’re at it.” 
 
    Shifting tentatively, as though he thought these girls might drag him back down at any moment, he stood up. He pulled up his boxers and his pants. He tightened his belt again and tried to look up, only he just couldn’t bring himself to meet the gazes of any of these women. 
 
    “What would you like to say?” Amy inquired. 
 
    “You, you’re my superior.” 
 
    “Actually, I don’t like you standing,” Amy amended. “Get down on your knees, crawl over to each of us, and say that again.” 
 
    “You have to be kidding me,” he started to say, only to cut off the words midsentence. 
 
    Amy lifted one eyebrow. As she did so, she made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t interested in his defiance. He could still miss this all up. Any moment, they could call the administration, and there were so many witnesses. No matter what Jacob said, no one would believe him. 
 
    That frustrating sense of powerlessness surged through his body. 
 
    The girls had their arms crossed over their chests. More than that, there was something about the set, firm expressions on their beautiful faces that made his defiance wilt away. 
 
    His knees bent and buckled. He fell to the floor in front of a redhaired girl. 
 
    “You’re my superior,” he said to her. 
 
    Jacob started to turn away, only Amy snapped her fingers, forcing him to freeze. “Oh, no,” she said, her voice haughty and imperious. “You aren’t getting off that easy. Kiss her shoes.” 
 
    He spun around. Still braced on his knees, Jacob looked over at her like he thought that Amy might be joking or something. But she wasn’t. She meant it, every word. 
 
    “Kiss her shoes,” Amy repeated. Somehow, he suspected that she enjoyed speaking those words because she really did breathe her control and power with every breath. 
 
    Jacob turned back to the other girl. She had on a pair of white sneakers. They weren’t anything special. They weren’t particularly dirty either. He shouldn’t have been disgusted, but it was the symbolism, he realized. If he did this, it would mean surrendering. These girls would win. 
 
    But hadn’t they already? 
 
    That unnerving thought made it hard for him to fight any of this. 
 
    He leaned down and kissed her shoes. He could smell the leather, all as the girl started to giggle. Moments later, he heard the clapping again. They were applauding him! Or maybe they were applauding one another. 
 
    Jacob really couldn’t tell, but the sting of humiliation still surged through his body. He hated this, every moment of it. 
 
    Eyes watering again, he wanted to argue with them, to plead with them to stop. 
 
    But they wouldn’t. 
 
    That much was obvious. 
 
    “Keep going.” This time, it may have been Amy. It may have been someone else. 
 
    Jacob couldn’t tell for sure. 
 
    Either way, he crawled over to another girl. He looked up at the redheaded. “You, you’re my superior,” he told her. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” replied the redheaded. She smirked down in him. Not only that, she reached down and touched the top of his head, petting him like he was nothing but a dog. 
 
    His eyes got big at that, but he couldn’t even summon up the energy to slap her hand away. 
 
    If he did, he would definitely get punished even more. 
 
    “Continue,” Amy ordered, her tone regal and demanding. 
 
    Exhaling through his teeth, he crawled over to the next girl. He kissed her foot as well. “You’re my superior.” 
 
    Just as he started to turn away, the girl reached down and grabbed his chin. Her fingers pushed down into his cheeks. He could feel her nails. And even if this didn’t hurt, he still felt the surge of embarrassment. 
 
    No guy was supposed to go through this. No man was supposed to be subjugated by a female…and yet, Jacob had messed up. Now he was paying the price. 
 
    “That’s right,” said the girl gripping his chin. “I am your superior. And don’t you forget it.” 
 
    The other girls cheered, clapping and whistling. 
 
    All the while, Jacob tried to pull his head free from her grip. She wouldn’t release him, not for another three seconds, each of which felt elongated and stretched out, as though these females had the ability to slow down time itself. 
 
    “Keep going. Keep going!” laughed another of the girls. 
 
    He moved over to the next female, only to see that she wore a pair of open toed sandals. The black leather caught the light as he stared down. 
 
    Somehow, this seemed worse. 
 
    But because he had no choice, Jacob leaned in, and he kissed the top of her foot, just the way the sorority sisters expected and demanded. 
 
    “You’re my superior,” he told this young woman. 
 
    “That’s right, I am,” said the young woman in front of him. Apparently drunk on power, all of the other girls started to giggle. One by one, he went around, kissed their feet, acknowledged his inferiority, and surrendered something. 
 
    Jacob didn’t know exactly how to articulate it. He couldn’t explain precisely what these girls were taking from him. And yet, it was obvious that he was losing something. Nothing would ever be the same for him again. 
 
    And then he glanced upward. He had been on his hands and knees, so it was easy not to look up around at the girls. 
 
    But now, he saw something. 
 
    One of the girls had a phone out. The camera lens was pointed in his direction. 
 
    For the first time in his life, the color drained away from his cheeks as this chill spread through his body. 
 
    “What, what are you doing?” Jacob demanded to know. 
 
    The girl looked at him, she smiled, and then she said, “Oh, don’t worry about it. I’m just making a little recording.” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    He jumped up onto his feet, and he reached out, thinking he would snatch in the device away from this girl. 
 
    The young woman, a blonde with blue eyes and long, straight hair, stepped back. But that wasn’t the worst part. Jacob didn’t pay attention to the other girls. Even though they had enjoyed themselves with him, they were still paying attention, so was easy enough for them to grab him by his arms. They shoved him down against one of the couches, bending him over. 
 
    They didn’t know precisely what they were doing, yet that hardly mattered because there are so many of them. When one girl put her hand against the back of his head, another on his back, and two more grabbed his arms, he was held down to the sheer force of numbers if nothing else. 
 
    Jacob yanked, twisted, and pulled. He fought as hard as he could, straining. 
 
    “Oh, and you had been making such good progress, Jacob. I guess you really do need to be paddled some more.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Amy said, speaking to the entire group now. “This boy needs to be punished. When I saw him on his hands and knees, I thought he had finally started to learn his lesson. Maybe he finally started to understand what it meant to be powerless. But I guess he still needs another dose of punishment.” 
 
    She grabbed the paddle, only this time she didn’t savor the moment. Instead, she was brutal and efficient as she brought it down, striking at his backside over and over again. 
 
    Suddenly lost in a sea of agony, he tried to pull away, but these girls held him down. 
 
    Between the smacks at his rear end, he could hear them laughing, giggling, and cheering. “How’s that feel?” one of the girls taunted. 
 
    Another called out, “Yeah, that’s what you get. You don’t stand up around us. We’re better than you!” 
 
    “Girls are better than boys! Girls are better than boys!” they called out, turning those words into a chant. 
 
    Torn between the pain and the frustration, Jacob didn’t know what he was supposed to do. He lost himself. For the first time in his life, he was completely and utterly powerless. He had never experienced anything like this before. He had never been enveloped in so much frustration. 
 
    And then it stopped. 
 
    He didn’t move. 
 
    The girls released him, one by one, and Amy leaned down. Her voice was soft, yet it still penetrated deep into his psyche. “You’re a boy, so it’s probably going to take you a while to figure this out, but you need to understand that it’s a woman’s world now. The future is female.” She patted him on the back of his head. “Now get out.” 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 6 
 
    Tony really liked his last name: Ravenswood. It sounded like something out of a fantasy novel or maybe some regency romance. As he grew up, he had liked to think of himself as some young prince. Someday, it would be revealed that he was the king of a forgotten kingdom or some tiny country no one had ever heard of, but he would be in charge, and that would be awesome. 
 
    Then he went to work for Farber Industries. 
 
    Strangely enough, after he sent in his resume, they asked for pictures. 
 
    When he first got the request, he had looked down at his phone, studying the email. He thought this had to be some kind of joke or something. Why would they want to know what he looked like? How could that possibly be relevant? 
 
    And yet, he reread the message several times, and he knew he wanted the gig because it paid well, so he found a couple of shots his friends had taken and sent them in. 
 
    When he arrived at the headquarters for Farber Industries, he stared up at the enormous building. He had lived in New York for a long time, but most of the buildings he had inhabited had been a lot smaller and less impressive. More than that, when he looked around the street, he saw that everyone wore expensive suits and dresses. Their closets must of been worth more than what he would make in a year—or more. Probably more. 
 
    Gulping, he looked down at himself. He had on a pair of black, department store trousers, a white dress shirt, and black sneakers. 
 
    Yeah, he probably wasn’t going to get this job, he told himself. 
 
    That was the first time Tony Ravenswood felt this kind of anxiety. Through most of his life, he had been able to float through his schooling and a couple of different jobs after college. He didn’t know exactly what he wanted to do. Somehow, his degree in Communication Studies hadn’t led to a particularly lucrative position at any major company. 
 
    Instead, he worked as a server in a couple of different bars downtown. The tips had always been good, but he didn’t like the noise or late nights. He needed to get started in an “adult” job. So there he was. 
 
    When he walked into the lobby, he felt the heat of the guards who stared at him, probably wondering what he was doing there. Maybe they thought he was there to sell magazine subscriptions or something equally ridiculous. 
 
    One of the guards came up to him. “Can I help you?” Those words should have been polite enough, but they were loaded with disdain. 
 
    “I, I have a job interview. I’m here for the assistant position.” 
 
    “Which one?” the guard asked. For the first time, Tony noticed she was armed. A pistol glistened right there on the guard’s waist. 
 
    Tony didn’t know at first. Confused, he fumbled and pulled out his phone before glancing down at the screen. Fortunately, he already had the email up. The confirmation was right there. “Stacey Farber?” 
 
    “Stacey Farber?” The guard glanced over at the station where another two individuals in the same uniform were waiting. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I think so.” 
 
    The guard swept his eyes up and down Tony’s frame. “Interesting. I guess she has a thing for the light-haired guys,” she mumbled. 
 
    Tony probably wasn’t supposed to hear that, but he still felt this little stab of anxiety. 
 
    “Go to that elevator bank. Take it to the top floor. There will be someone there waiting for you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Tony said. 
 
    As he turned away, Tony did his best to appear utterly nonchalant, like none of this affected him. Yeah, he went to gigantic skyscrapers all the time. He dealt with powerful women and men every day. Yeah, right…Only when he was certain none of the guards could see him, he puffed out his cheeks and sighed as his heart finally started to slow. 
 
    He rode the elevator all the way to the top, and that’s where he found a young woman in a short, formal skirt and a pale red blouse. She had a tablet computer tucked under one arm, and she nodded for him to follow immediately as the elevator doors began to slide open. 
 
    “Tony Ravenswood?” 
 
    “Yes. That’s me,” he said. 
 
    If she noticed the faux confidence in his voice, she didn’t comment on it. 
 
    The young woman brought him through a pair of double doors at once, and then he heard a distinct, powerfully female voice call out, “Come in.” 
 
    His guide had already turned around and started walking away. 
 
    Tony stepped across the threshold into an enormous office. He looked out at the couches, the huge desk, and the multiple screens mounted on the walls. Not only that, his eyes took in the New York City skyline, and something inside of him clenched. It was beautiful. He had never seen a view like this before. 
 
    It had to be one of the best in the entire city. 
 
    A different thought occurred to him. Every square foot of this office space probably represented more money than he could make in a year—maybe five years. It was strange to think that a square of industrial carpeting could be more valuable than he was. 
 
    “Hello. My name is Tony Ravenswood. I’m here to interview for the assistant position.” 
 
    “Stand still,” came the precise order. 
 
    Tightening his grip around his resume, he could hear and feel the paper crinkle, but then his apparent interviewer got up from her desk. She strode over to him, moving quickly and confidently. He kept his eyes aimed forward, like he didn’t want to attract the attention of some predator, but he still stole a glance in her direction. 
 
    She had dark red hair pulled back into a French braid. She wore a simple black dress, one with pockets and a gray vest over her chest. Shimmering tights covered her long legs, and she wore a pair of black heels that caught the light, almost like a pair of leather sculptures. 
 
    “Tony,” she said, a note of playfulness in her voice. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he replied. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    Oh no. He started to wonder if maybe she would take that as an insult. This woman obviously wasn’t particularly old, definitely not even in her forties, but he also understood that people could be sensitive, so he wondered if maybe he needed to apologize. 
 
    “I, I just thought it would be more appropriate,” he said to her. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. She circled him, her eyes moving along his body, and he felt like he was some kind of investment or a purchase to be made. Hell, he may as well have been a piece of meat. 
 
    When he glanced back at her, he noted the excitement in her eyes. She was definitely enjoying herself. 
 
    “Come over to my desk,” she commanded. It almost sounded like she snapped her fingers. 
 
    He followed after her and saw a tablet on the desk, only this one was larger than what his guide had carried. “This is a nondisclosure agreement. Please read and sign it if you would like to interview for the position.” 
 
    As he focused on the digital document before him, Tony didn’t know exactly what he should have looked for. Right away, he saw all of the legal texts. The different clauses combined together, becoming almost gibberish. 
 
    “I’m sorry if that’s too complicated for you,” Stacey said, only she didn’t sound as though she was mocking him. Instead, she simply recognized that this young man wouldn’t have a background in law, so he might not understand precisely what he was doing. 
 
    “It’s fine,” he said. 
 
    “You’re a brave boy. I like that,” she said. 
 
    Did he pick up on a note of condescension? 
 
    Almost assuredly. 
 
    Even as he bristled a little bit, Tony decided that he could take it. After all, he reminded himself of just how lucrative this position could be. And even if he had never been an assistant before, he thought he might be able to work hard for this woman, especially if it meant that kind of paycheck. 
 
    It was always a fun question: what would he be willing to put up with in exchange for enough money? His friends had wandered around bars on a couple occasions, drinking, considering the different possibilities. 
 
    One of his friends, Tyson, had been pretty hammered when he glanced around at his buddies and asked, “So how about if you got sexually harassed? How much money would it take before you would let some lady pinch you and squeeze you and call you demeaning names?” 
 
    They had all laughed at that. 
 
    Most of Tony’s friends had made it abundantly clear: no amount of money would be worth that sort of humiliation. They were men, after all. They had dignity! 
 
    Still, Tony didn’t like the prices of living in New York. So now, he wondered exactly what this woman was doing. At the same time, he could feel his pulse quicken because he was bent forward as he read the document. She stood close, maybe a little bit uncomfortably close. 
 
    “If you want me to explain anything to you, I can.” 
 
    “I did have one question,” he said as his eyes glided over the legal text. Unfortunately, Tony had no idea what he was supposed to be deciphering. Sure, each word was absolutely written in English, except when they were put together to form sentences, they suddenly became meaningless and incoherent. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Are you actually the CEO of this company?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “And you decided to bother interviewing me? Don’t you have other people who do that?” 
 
    “Actually, there’s a very good reason why I wanted to interview you myself,” she said. Her voice rippled with different possibilities. 
 
    “Can I ask what that is?” 
 
    “Only if you sign the NDA.” 
 
    He swiped his finger along the screen, watching as the text blurred past him. From one line to the next, he pretended to read. In the meantime, he could still feel her proximity. She had moved out of his peripheral vision, but he still imagined he could feel her there, close. 
 
    She was almost hovering, like she couldn’t wait to swoop in. 
 
    “As you’re reading, can you tell me about yourself?” 
 
    “I’m just a normal guy.” Stupid, he thought. He needed to remember that this was a job interview, but something about this beautiful woman unnerved him. Maybe it was her power or her confidence. Maybe it was the fact that she studied him like a toy she might decide to buy. 
 
    He tried to shake those thoughts off, but he didn’t want to be too obvious. 
 
    “I think you can do better than that, Tony.” 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he explained, “When I say I’m just a normal guy, I mean that I don’t have any special skills or talents. I like to think I’m good at getting along with people, I can handle organizing complicated tasks, and I stay cool under pressure. But I’m not going to build any new software. I won’t write the next Great American novel or anything.” 
 
    “You’re humble,” she said, sounding a little bit surprise. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess you could say that.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be afraid of your humility. That’s a good thing. I think far too many men have inflated opinions of themselves. So tell me, how would you feel working under a woman?” 
 
    “That wouldn’t be a problem,” he said. 
 
    He started to scan faster, mostly because he knew that he was just wasting his time and hers. If he didn’t understand what he was signing, he needed to pick. What he just turned around and walked away because the NDA didn’t make any sense? Or would he stay, signing over some of his rights, if only to find out what this woman really expected? 
 
    Why not? 
 
    Deciding that this would be a fun game, he swiped all the way down to the end of the document, and he quickly signed his name with his finger. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    She pushed the tablet aside before looking right at him. “I think you have a lot of potential. But here’s the thing. I’m not just interested in a secretary. I want a boy who will understand his place.” 
 
    “What would that be?” 
 
    She came closer and closer. In her high heels, she was just a little bit taller than him, which forced him to incline his head if he wanted to look into her eyes. 
 
    They were a dark shade of green, he realized. 
 
    “I’m interested in a subordinate. I want a man who’s going to understand his place.” 
 
    Tony kept his mouth shut at this point, mostly because he didn’t quite understand precisely what she wanted, and it seemed like she wasn’t done explaining it either. The seconds ticked by, and he was tempted, so freaking tempted, to say something. 
 
    She smirked. “Good boy. You just passed the test.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. A lot of guys think that they can talk their way through anything. They don’t know how to be quiet. They don’t recognize that sometimes they don’t actually have anything good or useful to say.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said, thinking that agreement would pretty much always be a good strategy. 
 
    She smirked at him again. “You don’t mind working for a woman?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “And what are your feelings on gender politics?” 
 
    Gender politics? When he really thought about it, he didn’t think he had any. 
 
    “Let me be clear with you, Tony. If I hire you, you will be my subordinate. You will do whatever I say. And I should be very clear with you. I will want more than simple, professional services. You look like the kind of boy who could please me, but I want to make sure that you know how to have fun. Do you know how to have fun, Tony?” 
 
    Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth. He thought he knew what she meant, but he didn’t dare ask for exact clarification. “Like I said. I can get along with people.” 
 
    “So if I told you that I wanted to play a little game, one that involves you on your knees, would you do it? Would you be willing to entertain your boss by crawling on the floor?” 
 
    His eyes widened, and when he looked over at her, he expected to see her smirk or maybe start laughing. But she didn’t. Sure, her eyes were crinkled with amusement, but she didn’t give him any indication that this was a joke. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess I would do it.” 
 
    “Prove it.” Stacy surprised herself as she said those words. Seriously, she didn’t think she would push this boy this hard this fast. She liked the way he looked. When she had spotted his photo among the dozens of applicants, she had stopped, thinking that he would be perfect. 
 
    Because really, she wanted an assistant who would look good, would be pleasant, the kind of assistant could smile and make her feel better after a long day of meetings and arguments. 
 
    Sure enough, he gulped, stepped back, and then he lowered himself down on his knees. 
 
    As he looked up at her with his adorably big eyes, Stacy reached down and touched him for the first time. Her fingers brushed through his hair, and he seemed to shiver. 
 
    “How do you feel about sexual harassment?” 
 
    “I, I don’t understand.” 
 
    “If I give you this job, they’re going to be certain expectations.” Stacy allowed the implications to drift onto the air. 
 
    “You want to use me.” 
 
    “I want to own you,” she said simply. “For way too long, men have been bossing women around, telling them what to do, humiliating them. Now, I’m in charge. I have the money and the power, and you want this position. Do you want to stay there, on your knees, at my feet? Do want to be my boy toy?” Perhaps she didn’t exactly like those last words, but they seemed apt. 
 
    Tony considered this for a few seconds. “I, I think I do.” 
 
    “Beg for the job.” 
 
    His lips parted. Maybe that was going too far, but then he steeled his resolve, hardened his features, and then he breathed out for only a moment before starting, “please, can I please have this job? Please, ma’am?” 
 
    “Oh, Tony. My boy, you can do better than that.” 
 
    My boy. She enjoyed that phrase. It came with the exact level of condescension she thought he deserved. At the same time, she told herself that she was doing something nice for him. Sure, this would involve a little bit of humiliation, but he can take it. He was a big boy. And if she actually hired him, then he should be grateful because she was going to pay him reasonably well. 
 
    “Please, may I please be your assistant? Please, I want you to hire me. Please, I’ll do whatever you want,” he said, only to stop. 
 
    He recognized the problem immediately, but it was too late. He had already uttered those words, and he couldn’t take them back. 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    He gulped. “I’ll do my best to please you,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure you will,” she said. “Kiss my shoes.” 
 
    His eyes got big. 
 
    “Do it right now or get out,” she said simply, making sure that she snapped through his resistance. 
 
    Sure enough, Tony leaned down, and he kissed both of her feet, lips barely brushing over the smooth leather. But it was good enough because it proved her point. More importantly, it taught Tony something about himself. 
 
    “I’m going to walk around my office, and you’re going to crawl at my side.” 
 
    This time, it wasn’t a request. 
 
    She strolled over to the bookshelves. As she did so, she could see his form just at the very edge of her vision. And just as she wanted, he crawled. He moved along on his knuckles and knees, subordinate, obedient, eager to do whatever she wanted. 
 
    When she got to the bookshelf, she reached up, and she pulled off a black, leather collar. She let it dangle from her fingertips. “You know what this is?” 
 
    “It looks like a dog collar.” 
 
    “That’s because it is a dog collar,” she said. “Albeit, a very high end a dog collar. If I put this on you, that means you’re going to become my assistant. In front of everyone else, you’ll be a good boy, fetching coffee, picking up my laundry, handling all of those small little annoyances the come with modern life. But when I snap my fingers and order you in here, you’ll do whatever I want you to do to be my plaything. What you think of that?” 
 
    She looked down at him, studying him. There were other, more ambitious young men out there who would have tried to use this information. He would have gone online or to some tabloid talk show for the opportunity to slander her name. 
 
    Thus far, no one had been able to do it. She had lawyers, public information firms, and lobbying groups, all of whom made it impossible for some solitary boy to really damage her reputation. 
 
    People like to think that the Internet leveled out all information, enabling everyone to have a voice. That was silly. The Internet just reflected the real world, meaning that money could shape public opinion, just as it could rewrite the digital landscape. 
 
    “Would you like me to put this around your neck right now?” 
 
    As he looked up at her, he didn’t know what to do or say. All of his fantasies had involved situations just like this, although Tony had imagined himself as the man standing up tall and strong and looking down at some obedient blonde or redheaded girl. 
 
    “Please collar me, ma’am.” 
 
    “I don’t like ma’am,” she said. “From now on, you will address me as your Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress. 
 
    The word sounded exotic, almost medieval. 
 
    “Yes…Mistress.” 
 
    “Define the word for me.” 
 
    He blinked a couple of times, confused. Define it? 
 
    He licked his lips. When he glanced up at her, he saw that her features were set and serious. She wasn’t teasing him, not this time. She expected an answer. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he said, “If you are my mistress, that means you own me. I will belong to you from now on. I will be your employee, but that means I will have to do whatever you say. You’re in charge.” 
 
    “And if I decide to lock this collar around your neck?” 
 
    When he peeked up her again, he saw the hint of a smile, so he wanted to believe that she was only joking now. Even so, he didn’t want to make any mistakes. “Mistress, if you lock the collar around my neck, it will mean that you own me.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, patting him on the head. “Now strip for me. I haven’t decided whether or not I’m going to hire you.” 
 
    What? 
 
    She put a leather band around his neck and forced him to address her as Mistress, but she still hadn’t made up her mind? That didn’t seem fair! 
 
    Tony suppressed any urge to speak, however. He already knew that she would be disappointed if he tried to assert himself, so he breathed out slowly and began to pull off his shirt. He removed his belt, his pants, shoes and finally his socks. Soon, he was down to nothing but his boxers. Fortunately, he wore a pair of black, silk underwear, so he felt just a little bit better. 
 
    “Naked, Tony,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. As he spoke, it felt as though he had lost something. Not just clothing, but something else, something intangible. 
 
    He pulled off his boxers, and then he sat up straight. He remained on his knees, however. 
 
    “I’m impressed. I didn’t think you would be willing to do all of this quite so fast.” 
 
    Tony didn’t know what to say to that. 
 
    “Does that mean you recognize that I am better than you?” 
 
    Blinking once, he didn’t know. 
 
    “Oh yes,” she teased, her voice an almost feline purr. “Just think about it. I have this entire Corporation, I keep them all to myself. Soon, I’m going to have my own city as well. I will be able to rule however I see fit. And you? You’re going to be my obedient slave boy. Isn’t that right, Tony?” 
 
    He opened his mouth and thought of his answer. But really, there were only two words she expect to hear from a boy like him, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. Now, I have emails I need to answer. Follow me.” 
 
    She walked back toward her enormous, mahogany desk. As he began to follow, he started to stand up. That was a mistake. His superior glanced back at him, only to shake her head slightly. 
 
    At once, he took the hint and remained on his knees. Then he started to crawl, just the way she liked. 
 
    Behind her desk, she reached up and pulled down her tights. She also removed her panties, taking them off in one swift movement. 
 
    Sitting down gracefully, she positioned herself on the edge of the seat. She spread her legs, so her new assistant looked up. Naked, he felt like he was nothing but her plaything, a toy to be used. He was there for her amusement and nothing else. 
 
    “Get over here, boy,” she ordered, beckoning him with the curve of her finger. He crawled, knowing full well what he would be expected to do. 
 
    In so many fantasies, he was supposed to be the one seated at the desk, ready for a blow job while some hapless secretary went down on him. But there he was, ready to lick or suck and serve however she wished. 
 
    Strangely enough, he felt as though he liked this. He didn’t know if being close to her triggered something within him. He had never experienced real power before, and this woman was a billionaire, someone who could probably call up the President of the United States. Just being close felt like an aphrodisiac. He may have only been her assistant, but he would have the chance to witness something—someone—amazing. 
 
    That’s why he leaned his head in, and he felt her hand there at the back of his skull. She nudged him down and took what she wanted. 
 
    Obediently and without question, he started to look at her opening. Just like so many other men were learning, Tony realized that that it was better if he surrendered. It was best if he gave this woman what she craved. His tongue glided up and down her crevice. She nudged harder, her palm firm against the back of his head. She set the rhythm, making sure he knew exactly how to pleasure her. 
 
    And then she pulled her hand away, but he continued with that same tempo. 
 
    “You did a good job, Tony. At this rate, you’ll get an excellent evaluation.” 
 
    Did that mean she was going to hire him? 
 
    Tony didn’t dare pull away for fear of disappointing her. Instead, he continued to eat her out, his lips and tongue busy. He licked, sliding up and down, then left and right. He found her clit and worshiped it with the tip of his tongue. 
 
    All the while, he could feel the desires pumping through his body. Tony may not have wanted to think about it, but he was getting hard, so desperately hard. He could feel his erection push out against the air. With every second, it felt like hot fires burned just beneath his surface, and every taste of her slit meant throwing fire on those flames. 
 
    “I might decide to have sex with you, Tony,” she said in an offhand way. 
 
    With her hands free, she started to type something. It could’ve been a report, nonsense, or some email vital to her company. Tony didn’t know. Down on his knees, he didn’t get to see what this woman was doing. 
 
    “That feels very good. I’m impressed. You have some very good oral skills. I see you learned a lot when you majored in Communication Studies,” she said, chuckling at him. 
 
    If Tony was offended, he couldn’t say anything. Still, there was that little snap of humiliation through his frame. His shoulders bunched up for a moment, yet he never stopped, nor did he slow down. 
 
    “Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. You like this, don’t you? You know that’s where you belong.” 
 
    Stacey Farber started to chuckle. She had dealt with so many men. Over the years, she knew that many of them probably confronted her and tried to stand in front of her ambitions because they were jealous. Maybe they understood that she was better than they were. She was smarter, stronger, and more calculating. She was the kind of woman who could see through puzzles and diplomatic problems. She knew people, engineering, and numbers. 
 
    Other men succeeded based on bluster, overconfidence, and inheritances. Sometimes, they just had good friends, or they happened to be in the right place at the right time. That sort of thing seldom happened to women, if only because the tacit assumptions about leadership and power always meant that men had the advantage. 
 
    No more. Not here. Not in her office. 
 
    She glanced down at this boy, and he had his eyes closed as he continued to bob his head forward. Licking her gently, he worshiped her with everything he had. 
 
    She felt this incredible affection for him. He was like a pet, she thought. 
 
    Fortunately for her, that’s precisely what she wanted. 
 
    Running her fingers against the grain of his hair, she reached down for the back of his neck. She gently fingered his collar, touching it with the tip of her digit. She liked the smooth leather. But more than that, she loved what it represented. 
 
    “You belong on your knees, Tony. You might get to be my assistant, but basically you’re going to be a trophy.” 
 
    He would be the trophy boy, attractive, pliant, and eager to serve. 
 
    “You know, I’m probably going to have to put you on a workout routine. What do you think of that? I want you to be perfect for me.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything; he couldn’t, not while his tongue and mouth were otherwise occupied, yet he bobbed his head, which almost made it seem like he was nodding. That was close enough to agreement as far as Stacey was concerned. Smiling at the boy, she knew so many men had enjoyed these kinds of perks. First in the twentieth century and all the way to this one, males had been able to take whatever they wanted. 
 
    It was her turn. 
 
    “You’re going to work out, and I’m going to check you out. I’m going to inspect your body. When the collar’s around your neck, it means you belong to me. Everything about you belongs to me. Understand?” 
 
    He made a sound, one that seemed like acquiescence to her ears. 
 
    Good enough. 
 
    “Faster,” she commanded. 
 
    She put her hand on the back of his head again, took a firm grip on his hair, and she worked his face forward and back, his tongue gliding in and out. 
 
    “Oh yes. That’s right. Show me you are an inferior boy. Show me are nothing but a silly male.” As she grinned through those words, she closed her eyes, raised her chin, and embraced the mounting heat. With every second, it felt like she might climax. 
 
    Then she let the orgasm ripple through her body. 
 
    An explosion of ecstasy lanced from her core out into her extremities. Her toes curled, her fingers tightened, and she cried out. She made so much noise that people on the first floor should have been able to hear her, except she had made sure her office was soundproofed. 
 
    Pulling him back, she looked down at her new servant. His lips remained slick with her juices, and his cock looked so desperately hard. There was something glassy and eager in his eyes. Perfect. He wasn’t trying to think for himself. Even as his body vibrated with arousal, he knew better than to make any requests or demands. 
 
    “Would you like me to ride you, Tony?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Please, I would love that.” 
 
    “Carefully take every item off of my desk.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    She rolled her chair back, so he sprang to his feet. 
 
    As she remained seated, Tony scrambled to obey her bidding. He started to remove one item after another, clearing off the mahogany table. As he did so, she furtively reached out, opening her desk drawer. She pulled out a set of handcuffs connected by a long chain. She smiled a, thinking of how good he was going to look with those locks around his wrists. 
 
    It took him several minutes, but he finished. Each and every item that had occupied a space on her desk was now safely on the floor. 
 
    “Lay down,” she commanded. 
 
    As she stood, she let him see the cuffs and chains. He knew what this would mean. She intended to restrain him, to make him utterly helpless, on his back and trapped. 
 
    And yet, he didn’t balk. Instead, he bowed his head down and replied with an obedient, “Yes Mistress.” He climbed up onto the mahogany desk and guessed what she wanted. He raised his hands over his head. 
 
    She looped the long chains behind the desk’s legs. Then she brought the cuffs back up, and she locked them to his wrists, clicking the left one, then the right. 
 
    She pushed the clamps down, trapping him. The cuffs tightened a little bit at a time until she was satisfied. 
 
    “You’re helpless now, aren’t you?” 
 
    Tony nervously licked his lips. He probably didn’t wish to admit this, but his Mistress had asked him a question. 
 
    “Yes,” he breathed out. 
 
    She brushed her fingers along his thigh, listened to his answer, cocked her head back and slapped his leg. Little red welts began to appear. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” He said, panting to get the words out as fast as possible. 
 
    “There’s a good boy.” She smiled down at him as she pulled herself up onto the large desk. When she first purchased of this monstrosity, she had done it for one reason. It intimidated and impressed everyone who came here. Now, she was going to really love it since she would get the chance to fuck this boy. 
 
    For so long, Stacey had played by their rules. In college, she had been deferential and polite with her professors. When she started her company, she worked hard to be everything her investors imagined. 
 
    But now, she could do whatever she wanted with this young man, and she didn’t care what anyone else did or said. Sweeping her gaze along his body, she especially liked the nervous energy he gave off. 
 
    “When I saw your picture and read your resume, I could tell that you wanted to be enslaved.” 
 
    “How, how could you know something like that, Mistress? I never imagined this was what you wanted.” 
 
    It was true. 
 
    Sure, he had seen a few procedural crime dramas that involved dominant women, but he had never pictured himself on a billionaire’s desk, his body strapped down and naked. Breathing out, he realized something. 
 
    Even if he enjoyed this, he couldn’t stop her. There was nothing he could do. 
 
    The look in her eyes made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t interested in talking to him or negotiating with him. Her fingers moved over the contours of his skin, and she pinched at different spots, feeling his muscles. 
 
    “You’re quite a specimen, Tony.” 
 
    Specimen. 
 
    To her, he was nothing but an animal, a toy, a plaything. 
 
    It was going to be up to her to train and domesticate him, but it looked as though he was already halfway there. Then again, he didn’t understand what else his job would entail. She smiled at the thought, thinking of how much more control she could seize. 
 
    At this point, she decided to kiss him. Her mouth went down against his. At the same time, she stroked his sides, her nails gently scratching at his flanks. Then she caressed his shaft, teasing him, making him whimper and moan. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said after she broke off the kiss. 
 
    “Oh, you will be,” she said. 
 
    Sitting up straight, she reached down and touched him. She teased him. 
 
    “Want to hear something terrifying?” 
 
    “What, what is it, Mistress?” 
 
    “I don’t have anywhere else I need to be right now. I cleared all of today to interview you.” 
 
    When he gulped, he felt the tension of the collar around his neck. 
 
    His eyes got big, and maybe he didn’t want to believe her, but he had no choice. When he pulled against the cuffs, he realized something. Those were genuine chains. These weren’t some toy she picked up at a novelty shop, so they didn’t come with releases. If she decided to keep him chained to her desk, he wouldn’t be able to free himself, not unless he suddenly developed miraculous strength, and he didn’t think that was going to happen anytime soon. 
 
    She touched his nipples, stroking them. They hardened under her attention. 
 
    From there, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. With another squeeze, she made it feel like he might be able to climax at any moment. Only then she took her hand away. 
 
    “Beg. Beg to give yourself to me.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress. Please, take me. I want to be yours. I want to belong to you. Please, let me be your assistant.” 
 
    “Just my assistant?” 
 
    “Your assistant, your servant, your slave.” 
 
    Slave. 
 
    “Should you be my slave because I’m better than you? Because I’m smarter than you and stronger than you?” Stacey asked. She never got tired of posing this question, especially because she already knew what the answer would be. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. You’re better than me.” Like many other men out in the world, he would learn to yield and accept her rightful authority. 
 
    That’s why she climbed on top of him, lowered herself down, and she started to ride him. Inch by inch, she took him between her legs. 
 
    Slowly, she started to sit up. Straightening her back, she looked down at him again. “You can try to get away if you want.” 
 
    With a quick nod of his head, he didn’t know what he truly craved, but he hoped he read her correctly, so he pulled against chains, making them jingle, making them jangle. He stretched as far as he could, but most of the slak was taken up by the desk, which meant that he was stuck, just the way she liked. 
 
    “I can do whatever I want with you, Tony. And right now, I’m going to make sure you come hard.” With that, she moved up and down. The friction of their body sent heat spiraling through his skin. He arched his back, panted and moaned, desperate for more. 
 
    “I’m going to break you, Tony. I’m going to turn you into the perfect slave boy. You’re going to think of nothing but pleasing me. Every morning, you’re going to wake up, and you’re going to wonder what you can do to satisfy my needs.” 
 
    As she said those words, she reveled in the friction of their bodies moving against one another. He squirmed beneath her, helpless like a bug trapped, and she savored his body. As she impaled herself on his member, she knew that she was using him like a sex toy. He became little more than a human dildo there for her amusement. 
 
    Going faster now, he started to panic. She still looked down at him, however. “Just face it, Tony. You don’t stand a chance!” As she called out those words, she laughed at him. 
 
    The ecstasy mounted, igniting, exploding through her. She had already enjoyed one orgasm, but that hardly dulled the intensity of the second one. Not only that, she spared a glance down at him, and she saw his lips tremble and his body shake beneath her. He pumped up into her, thrusting as much as he could. 
 
    And when she was finally finished, she pulled away. He was spent and exhausted, his eyes closed. He had shown up, thinking he would sit through an interview or something. But now his heart was still pounding. She could tell because she touched her fingers to his chest. She sensed that staccato rhythm, almost like a frantic set of earthquakes just beneath the surface of his skin. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she said. 
 
    And for a moment, Stacey almost felt bad for him. 
 
    Carefully and quietly, she reached back for one of her drawers. She pulled out the item, dismantling it with the same care. She set the lock, the tube, and the plastic ring to the side. 
 
    Speaking to him, she adopted a soothing tone of voice. 
 
    “You look totally spent, Tony. Don’t worry. That’s okay. I’m going to make sure that you get lots of time to recover.” 
 
    He had no idea that she had resisted the temptation to laugh at him. But that would ruin the surprise. 
 
    She slipped the ring underneath his scrotum. As she did so, she kept waiting for him to twitch or react. At the very least, he should have raised his head to see what she was doing. Instead, he remained there on his back, his muscles slack, his eyes closed. She slipped the tube over his shaft, and she inserted the connectors. Finally, she picked up the small, square lock. She slipped it into the opening, pushed it down, and she heard that click. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Tony picked up on that sound and he raised his head. Blinking, he looked down along the length of his body. His lips moved, but he couldn’t quite speak, not at first. When he finally found his voice, he asked, “What was that?” 
 
    “Your chastity lock.” 
 
    “My what?” 
 
    Rather than respond, she grabbed the key to the cuffs, inserted it, and turned. The restraints fell away, freeing Tony. Even so, he didn’t move right away. 
 
    “I don’t like the idea of you being allowed to touch yourself or play with yourself or even have sex with other women. So from now on, you’re going to wear this. I’ll let you out from time to time, but only when the desire suits me.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, and he clearly wanted to say something. But after a few seconds of staring up at this woman, his defiance melted away. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Now get dressed.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You know, I think I’m hungry. Will you go get me something to eat?” 
 
      
 
    His “interview” had happened more than a year before the first plans were made for her city. During this time, he listened to different conversations. Most of the time, Stacey would entertain one business associate or another. Sometimes, she met with certain, high ranking women within the government. As she worked late on the initial plans for her new city, Tony listened to all of it. 
 
    At the same time, he knew that the men in this place would be subjugated, just as he had been. And yet, he was grateful for the opportunity. He was lucky. 
 
    For the most part. 
 
    As he stood off to the side, quiet and unobtrusive, he waited for either woman to give him a command. So far, he’d refreshed their drinks several times. Like an obedient housewife from a previous generation, he was there to help and serve, to be seen but not heard. 
 
    Finally, Stacey and her colleague hugged. The woman left them alone, so Tony hoped that this would be his opportunity. “Mistress?” 
 
    “What is it, Tony?” She glanced over at him like he was a beloved plaything, her doll or her dog. 
 
    “I was wondering if you’d like me to serve you this evening?” 
 
    Stacey immediately recognized what he really wanted. She strolled over to him, her high heels clicking against the floor. She touched the underside of his chin, forcing him to look up at her. He tried to match her gaze, only he failed within the span of a few seconds. 
 
    “Maybe,” she answered. Feeling playful, she looked at him again. “How hard do you want to work?” 
 
    “I’ll do whatever you want, Mistress,” Tony promised. His eyes sparkled with desire. 
 
    And with good reason. 
 
    Although he kept his exterior professional, inside, he seethed with need. They both knew it; although he did his best to hide it, Tony desperately wanted an orgasm. Eight days. It had been eight days since his last climax. And although he knew that there were other men out there who endured much worse, it felt as though his libido had been trapped and squeezed. That’s why, every time he saw his employer, he felt as though he might start panting like some ravenous dog. 
 
    “I know you will,” she said, reaching up and stroking his cheek. 
 
    “Always, Mistress,” he said, bowing slightly. 
 
    When she first saw his picture, she thought that she had seen something in him, the potential to become an obedient, male slave. Some men genuinely were incapable of submitting. That was fine with her. They could be controlled through other means. 
 
    But this boy knew his place. He had an intuitive sense for where he belonged. 
 
    So as she stroked his cheek, he closed his eyes and reveled in her touch. Between his legs, his shaft tried to harden, only to feel the plastic boundaries of his cage. “Does this is turn you on?” Stacey asked unnecessarily. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. It feels so, so good.” 
 
    “I thought it would,” she said. 
 
    Her hand drifted along his chest, to his stomach, then finally between his legs. 
 
    Turning to him, she unzipped his pants and slid her fingers into his boxers. She did all of this without asking for permission. Why would she? She owned him, after all. 
 
    As he stared ahead, then down at her, then back ahead again, he didn’t know what to do. She enjoyed his uncertainty because it gave her an additional kind of control. Her fingers moved along his inner thighs, petting his legs, then his scrotum. 
 
    He shivered, growling and moaning at the same time. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she ordered. 
 
    At once, Tony went silent. He didn’t make a sound as she continued to stroke him mercilessly. 
 
    “I think I need a massage,” she said as she gently caressed his scrotum. Her fingers moved slightly, dancing over his sensitive skin. At the same time, the smoldering needs that had seared him so many times suddenly sparked into an inferno. 
 
    His Mistress touched him in all the ways he enjoyed. Although she didn’t technically need to do it, Stacey had paid attention to her office slave boy. She had learned about him, watching his reactions, memorizing the movements he made and the kinds of caresses he enjoyed most. This way, she could taunt him even more effectively. 
 
    And it worked. 
 
    Oh yes, it worked brilliantly. 
 
    As he stood there, silent and immobile, Tony tried to ignore the fear growing just below his rib cage. Seriously, this woman could be so cruel, especially if she decided to work him up, only to send him off to accomplish one task or another. 
 
    It was true, he made a great deal of money. Other secretaries and assistants would have been so jealous if they knew the exact number. And yet, he worked ridiculously hard, often going through nights and weekends without any kind of break. 
 
    Granted, she would touch him and tease him, granting extra bursts of energy born of pure arousal. 
 
    Like right now, it felt as though his skin tingled all over. 
 
    But then she pulled her hand back, and she squeezed his ass, if only to prove that she could. 
 
    “Massage me,” she ordered, lowering her head down. 
 
    Tony circled around his Mistress, and he began to stroke the contours of her neck. 
 
    Stacey Farber had very particular desires. When she talked about massages, she didn’t want to feel him press down or pinch her. Instead, she wanted the soft, focused caresses of a diligent slave. More than anything, she just wanted to be petted. 
 
    Focusing on this woman, he served her to the best of his abilities, tracing little figures with his fingers along the nape of her neck and down to her shoulders. At the same time, he reached up occasionally with one hand and brushed his digits over her hair. 
 
    Other women had to beg their husbands or boyfriends to do things like this. 
 
    Stacey didn’t. 
 
    She could have this young man here whenever she wanted. 
 
    “Tell me about your position in this office,” she ordered, if only because she liked the sound of his voice. It was soothing, especially when he surrendered to her so completely. 
 
    When she engaged in her negotiations, Stacey had to listen to arrogant men talk about how important their companies, their assets, and their ideas were. That’s why it was always such a relief to hear someone like Tony simply surrender. 
 
    “I am your inferior, Mistress. I belong to you.” 
 
    “And how would you feel if women took over the entire world?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he said honestly, mostly because he had never considered that possibility. 
 
    “Oh, really?” 
 
    “I’m grateful that I get to belong to you, Mistress,” he said honestly. 
 
    Stacey lifted her head for just a moment. His fingers continued to move, but he became entirely rigid, held in place by the deep-seated fear that maybe he had disappointed her. Maybe he had just given the incorrect answer. 
 
    “Think about it right now. How would you feel if men became second-class citizens?” 
 
    “I don’t think I would like it,” he said. 
 
    “Oh? Why not?” Stacey asked, relaxing again. 
 
    If he had been talking to anyone else, he would have told her that it was obvious. He didn’t like the idea of his gender being oppressed. But then, it’s incredibly rare when one individual will betray such a fundamental part of his identity. 
 
    “I guess I don’t think it would be fair,” he said. 
 
    “But you belong to me? You acknowledge yourself as my slave,” she said. 
 
    She kept her head down, yet she could still imagine his lips tightening slightly. 
 
    That was the amazing part of her training him, she reflected. Even though he acknowledged his inferiority and he accepted the fact that she could do whatever she wanted with him, he still bristled from time to time. His masculine ego would never entirely allow him to surrender. There would always be that little edge of defiance. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Tony understood his place, at least consciously. He made the conscious decision to surrender to her, but he would always need to be trained, disciplined, and tormented…just a little bit. Of course, if he ever tried to step out of line, she could punish him more severely. 
 
    Inhaling through her nostrils, she relaxed into that reality, the fact that she had so much power here. 
 
    “I am your slave, Mistress,” he said uncertainly. He had spoken these words so many times before, but now he seemed to parse through the meaning in a way he hadn’t previously. “But I also know that you’re better than me. When I say that you are my superior, I mean it.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “I can’t say the same for most of the other females out in the world.” 
 
    “Most?” Stacey raised an eyebrow even as she kept her head down while her chattel boy caressed her neck and stroked her hair. 
 
    “Many. Many women,” he replied to correct himself and stumbling slightly. When he heard her giggle, he let out a quick breath of relief. She was only playing with him. Still, if he didn’t show the right level of nervousness, she could decide that he had grown arrogant and needed to be disciplined. 
 
    That had happened on more than one occasion. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So, I can be your slave because I know you’re smarter than me. You’ve achieved much more than I ever will,” he said. 
 
    “That’s true,” she replied. 
 
    “Mistress, I think it’s easier for me to surrender to you because I know that you are smarter than I am. But it doesn’t seem like it would be fair if you weren’t.” 
 
    “Every society needs order and structure. There are always going to be elements of unfairness,” she said. “If I have my way, Female Supremacy will spread.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “If I allowed you to have an orgasm in exchange for becoming a true, second-class citizen, would you say yes?” 
 
    His fingers tensed as he petted her, which made her smile. “Poor boy. You don’t know what you would do, do you? You’re so horny and desperate. But I already have your manhood locked up. It belongs to me. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said right away, entirely because it is true. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “So tell me. Would you allow all of the other men to be enslaved and turned into pets for women, so long as you could get off?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he said, stumbling. 
 
    This was where she stood up, turned, and faced him. 
 
    Instinctively, he aimed his gaze down toward the floor, only she cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and she leaned in. She kissed him, rubbing her body up against his. 
 
    Hot ecstasy and powerful desire pumped through her slave’s body. Only because she had already instructed him to be quiet did he stay silent. If he had been allowed to speak, he would have made all of these delicious little noises. 
 
    She continued to kiss him hard and fast, then slow and deliberately. 
 
    All the while, her hands roamed over his body. She squeezed his ass, petted his sides, and ran her fingers through his hair. She stimulated him in a dozen different ways, all until that point when she pulled back. “Answer me.” 
 
    “Yes. I would turn every other boy into a slave just so you would touch me.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” she said with a smirk. “Because right now, I want to use you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Would you like me to get naked?” 
 
    Obvious hope rang through his voice. 
 
    As she looked back at him, she smiled indulgently. “Yes. Get naked.” 
 
    He stripped quickly and eagerly, pulling off every layer of clothing until he stood before her. Now he only wore his black collar and the chastity cage over his member. 
 
    “I’m going to strip as well, and I want you to touch me. I want you to make me feel very, very good.” 
 
    Despite his desperation, Stacey didn’t need to rush. Other women out in the world had to deal with overly libidinous men, guys who lost themselves and got selfish. Even if they loved their wives and girlfriends, they might go through some perfunctory foreplay. 
 
    Even though Stacey was actually wet from talking to him and teasing him, she still expected more. She removed her dress, her tights, panties and bra. She took off her high-heeled boots and now she stood a little bit shorter than her slave, except that it didn’t matter. 
 
    Training and social position meant much more than physical height, she reflected. 
 
    “Look at me,” she said simply. As she spoke, she felt a little bit like a feline, and that was fine with her. So long as he remembered his place, there wouldn’t be any problems. 
 
    Between his cock cage and collar, Tony wasn’t likely to forget anytime soon. With a gulp, he circled behind her, and he started to stroke her. His fingers brushed along the curves of her buttocks and up to the small of her back. He made her shiver gently. 
 
    “That’s good,” she said. 
 
    Then she turned and walked away from him. She went over to one of the couches in her office, and she spread herself out on those cushions. 
 
    Tony followed eagerly, like a puppy desperate to please his owner. 
 
    He kneeled to down beside her, and he continued to stroke her. With one hand, he petted her back. With the other, he caressed her leg. His fingers moved over her ankle, up to her shin. He barely touched her, yet she still enjoyed every sensation. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good. You’re very good at this, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “Would you like me to unlock that collar on you?” 
 
    He gulped at the thought, nervous about what it might mean. 
 
    Tony already endured some of those knowing looks from the men with whom she met. They would see him, only to shake their heads with disdain. Maybe those guys didn’t understand precisely how far Tony had fallen or how thoroughly he had been trained, but they had a sense of his subjugation. 
 
    They knew that he was a man who served a woman. 
 
    They knew that he was subordinate. 
 
    They knew that he would do whatever she wanted. Stacey simply had to snap her fingers, and he would scurry off to obey and please. 
 
    “I don’t know, Mistress.” 
 
    If she locked the collar on, then he would wear it all the time. Everyone would know that he was owned. 
 
    He gulped again, thinking about his service to this woman. “I wish to please you. If it would please you to lock me in a collar, then please do it.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said with an amused shrug. 
 
    As his fingers brushed over her skin, she let out a little shiver of pleasure. 
 
    For the next few minutes, Stacey relaxed into his touch. She probably enjoyed this most of all, knowing that there was no game. 
 
    In virtually every relationship, there is some kind of competition, some push, some pull, some struggle. But with her slave, she didn’t need to worry. Sure, she had to pay him, and he needed punishment from time to time, yet she always felt an advantage. If there was anything resembling a “struggle,” Stacey was destined to win it from the beginning. 
 
    And they both knew it. 
 
    “On your knees,” she finally said. 
 
    Still naked, she sat up, spread her legs, and she reached out for him. 
 
    He crawled into position. Sliding her hand along the curves of his head, she pulled his face right between her legs. “Lick, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    She always enjoyed getting more than just one orgasm. 
 
    Busy with his tongue, he licked eagerly, demonstrating his obedience. He showed her how he could serve and service her. He worked as hard as he could. 
 
    It wasn’t long before the first orgasm rippled through her body. 
 
    She still wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    “Slower,” she commanded as she caught her breath. 
 
    He glanced up at her for just a moment before resuming, running his tongue up and down, left and right, in circles and stars over her most sensitive spots. 
 
    “Oh, that’s much better. You’re doing a good job,” she said, reveling in the fear that radiated off of his body for one reason. 
 
    She had already enjoyed one orgasm. Now she would get a second one. What if she decided that was sufficient for her? What if she was satisfied? 
 
    Parts of his body shuddered at the idea. After all, it would be so easy for her to just tell him to stop. If she said that she had finished, she could send him off. He would scurry away to do more filing or double check her schedule. 
 
    In fact, Stacey enjoyed that idea. She had done it to him before… 
 
    But no, she pushed him away, she shoved him down onto the floor, and then she mounted him. It all happened so fast. Tony could barely register the movements. “I can do whatever I want with you,” she said, chuckling. Her eyes seemed to drill down into him, almost like she saw so much more than he could imagine. 
 
    With a feline grin on her face, she ordered, “Don’t move.” 
 
    From there, Stacey shot up back onto her feet. She returned to her desk, opened one of the drawers, and she took out a key. When she came back, she let it dangle above him. 
 
    She straddled him, dragging the small bit of metal over his chest. 
 
    “Is this is what you want, Tony? Do you want me to unlock you?” 
 
    “Yes, please. Please, unlock me. Please, I want this so badly!” 
 
    “Does it matter what you want?” 
 
    He gulped and supplied the correct answer. “No.” 
 
    “No, it really doesn’t,” she said, smiling down at her hapless boy. 
 
    Still, she used the key, sliding it into the small, brass lock. She opened it. Then, piece by piece, she removed the chastity lock from her office slave. She slid each piece off to the side, and as she took the tube off of his member, he hardened immediately, his erection blossoming before her. 
 
    “There is my boy,” she said with a smile. 
 
    Positioned over her slave, she grabbed him, taking him. She lowered herself down onto the shaft and enveloped his member. As he felt the walls of her pussy around his shaft, he knew that he was being taken. He was being owned. Again. 
 
    “Remember. You do not want to climax without my permission. If you come, you’re going to be in so much trouble,” she said. 
 
    His throat muscles tightened, acknowledging all of the fear he felt. Still, he answered, “Yes, Mistress. I understand!” His voice strained with desperation. 
 
    Still, she rode him slowly, fucking him like a piece of property. She used him, and he could feel it through every second. At moments like this, he became less than a slave. He was simply her toy, an object to be used. 
 
    As the desires coalesced into an unstoppable storm, she abandoned any pretense of self-control. Riding him hard and fast, she pumped him, making it impossible for him to hold out. 
 
    And as she forced him to that self-discipline, she looked down into his eyes. “Say it!” 
 
    “I, I belong to you!” He panted out, just like a loyal dog. He barked on her command. “I’m yours. I’m all yours! I belong to you and no one else!” 
 
    Yes! 
 
    She tightened down on him, clenching. And as she did, he surrendered. His shaft pulsated as he came hard. The orgasm exploded through her body, racing over every inch of her skin. She could feel it in her toes and fingertips, at the end of her nose, along her back, everywhere. 
 
    And when she finished, she pulled off of him. She grabbed some tissues and wiped down. Then she locked him back in the chastity cage. He could enjoy a few moments of freedom, but no more. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 7 
 
    “Do we really have to be here?” Mason asked. The frustration crawled through every word, and he glanced over at his wife. Quiet and resentful, he glanced over at Rebecca, and he wondered exactly how things had gotten to this point. 
 
    Even as he looked around the rest of the room and saw the condescending wives and their sullen husbands, he kept thinking that Rebecca might change her mind. At the same time, he knew what he could do. It would be easy enough. He just needed to lean in, kiss her, and tell her that he loved her. He needed to say something about how he would try harder to make her happy. They could work through this on their own; they didn’t need to talk to any kind of relationship specialist. 
 
    Unfortunately, Rebecca disagreed. 
 
    “Look, I know that you are frustrated, and I completely understand that, but we have stopped talking to each other,” Rebecca said, each word clipped but patient. “It feels like we are always just talking past one another, and that’s not good for us. Besides, is it like you have anywhere else to be right now?” 
 
    His lips parted, like he could hardly believe what he just heard her say. 
 
    Ever since they moved to the new city, he had been dependent on her. He didn’t like to think about it. They got married just a few months before, and then she was offered this new job with Farber Industries. Mason didn’t know exactly what his wife did, but she went out, she came home, and that left him with an entire day with nothing to do. 
 
    Sure, he had sent out dozens of resumes, hoping that he might be able to find some work. 
 
    He hadn’t received any real interest from employers, not even an interview. 
 
    As his frustration mounted, he knew he sounded different. His wife would come home, tired but excited. She would want to make out, to kiss him, to have sex. She would want to push him down onto the bed and to ride him hard. 
 
    Mason couldn’t stand it. 
 
    Day after day, he puttered around the house, cleaning and cooking like some sort of househusband. What the hell? He had advanced degrees. He was an educated man, so he was supposed to be able to get a job. And yet, there was just nothing. 
 
    Then, just last week, he had decided to try something else. After his wife came home and he put dinner on the table, he watched as she started to eat. “I was thinking,” he said, “Maybe we should try to move somewhere else.” 
 
    “What? Why would we do that?” Rebecca made the idea sound completely insane. 
 
    “Because I can’t find any work here,” he said. 
 
    Rebecca slowly put the fork and knife back on the table. The silverware clinked ominously as she looked at him. “Mason, I really appreciate everything you’ve done around the house, and I know that you’re frustrated by your inability to find a job. Why do you even need one?” 
 
    He blinked, confused. 
 
    “Why do I need a job?” Mason repeated the words, almost as though he really believed she needed the clarification. 
 
    “Yeah,” she agreed. “Seriously, why do you need a job? I make plenty of money, and this way you get to relax. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    “I want to work.” 
 
    “But why?” Rebecca asked, heedless of his mounting frustration. 
 
    “Because I’m a man, and I demand the right to take care of myself.” 
 
    She didn’t seem at all worried about him. “But honey, this way, you can take care of the house. You’re doing such a good job, so you really don’t need to go out. And I make plenty of money. Is there something you want me to buy you? Is that what this is about?” She smiled at him, her eyes glimmering with excitement. 
 
    “No. That’s not what this is about,” he snarled. “I worked really hard to get my degrees. I should be able to put them to use!” 
 
    “You can tell me all about your ideas and theories. I’d love to hear them,” she said. 
 
    Was she patronizing him? Yes. Yes, she was patronizing him! 
 
    Unable to control himself, he stood up. As he did so, he pushed his chair back and he glared at her. 
 
    “Mason, sit down. You’re being melodramatic.” With that, she picked up her fork and knife, she cut through the steak, and she pulled off a bite. 
 
    He stared at her; his expression had morphed into hot glowering. 
 
    “Sit,” she said again. 
 
    He found himself falling back into his seat, if only because he didn’t want to stomp off like some petulant child. 
 
    “Look, I’m going to make this very clear. I’m not happy here, so we need to figure something out.” 
 
    “Okay,” she had said. 
 
    After that, Mason waited because he needed to believe that his wife would give him what he wanted. Several days went by, each one tense and filled with jagged silences. He continued to cook her meals, but he remained quiet and sullen. He kept waiting for her to say something, to apologize, to acknowledge that maybe they needed to leave the city. 
 
    Instead, at dinner, she looked right across the table at him. “Mason, I’ve decided what we need to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” He did his best to remain neutral but hopeful. 
 
    “We need to see a counselor.” 
 
    So now Rebecca and Mason sat there in the office, waiting. 
 
    Finally, the secretary called out their names. The couple got up, and Mason felt the instinct to reach out and take his wife’s hand, just as he had done countless times before. Only then he stopped himself. He thought of how angry he had been and how much he hated the stupid city. More than that, he loathed that they “needed to talk to” some stranger. 
 
    Thinking this whole thing would be a waste of time, he followed his wife into the office. 
 
    Seated behind a black desk, there was a woman with glasses. She had her hair tied back into a simple ponytail, and her white blouse seemed relaxed yet professional. “Rebecca,” she said standing and holding out her hand first to his wife. They shook. Next, the therapist looked back to Mason. “Hello. My name is Leah Cartwright. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    “And you,” Rebecca said. 
 
    Although Mason shook her hand, he remained quiet as he sat down. 
 
    Even though he knew it was obvious and childish, he still pulled his arms up to his chest. 
 
    Leah leaned forward and touched her fingertips together. “Now, I’ve had the opportunity to speak a lot with Rebecca here. She has made some very fascinating points, and I think she would like to share some more today. But for right now, Mason, I would like you to talk to your wife.” 
 
    “And what should I say?” 
 
    “Tell her how you feel.” 
 
    “I feel like this is a waste of time.” 
 
    “If you don’t want to be here, you can leave,” Leah said, motioning toward the door. 
 
    For a few seconds, he was thoroughly tempted, especially when he wondered how it would make his wife feel to see him get up and just leave. But if he did that, he would only be giving her further proof that he had become overly emotional or whatever. 
 
    “So you’re still here,” Leah said. “That’s good. That means you want to explore your feelings and work with your wife.” 
 
    “Okay. You really want to know how I feel?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said.  
 
    “I feel like my wife doesn’t really care about me anymore. I feel like she doesn’t value my feelings or opinions anymore. She just wants me to stay around our house so that I can cook and clean for her. She just wants me to be her servant!” 
 
    As he finished, he could feel the heat coursing along his cheeks, down his neck, and into his chest. He was almost panting. Not only that, he had raised his voice. 
 
    “That must be very frustrating for you. Rebecca, how do you think you can respond?” 
 
    Rebecca nudged her chair slightly closer. Their knees touched as she reached out and took his hands in hers. She gave him a gentle, reassuring squeeze, “Mason, I love you more than anything else. You are the most important part of my life, but I’m happy here. I love my job, the challenges I face every day, the problems I get to solve. I understand that you’re frustrated, but I don’t think we can leave.” 
 
    “What if you had to choose between the job and me?” 
 
    “Ultimatums are very dangerous,” said the therapist. “Rebecca, maybe it’s time for you to go get your husband a glass of water?” 
 
    The phrasing sounded strange to Mason, but he didn’t realize what kind of facility this really was. To him, it just looked like any other medical office. 
 
    “I can do that,” Rebecca said. She got up slowly. She gave her husband another long look before she disappeared back through the door. 
 
    “Tell me how you really feel about your wife.” 
 
    “Like I said before, I’m just incredibly frustrated. I hate how she wants me to cook and clean for her. I’m not some stupid housewife!” 
 
    “Housewife? Why would you use that phrasing?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean anything by it.” 
 
    Leah leaned forward slightly. With the desk between them, this meeting felt like an employer talking down to a subordinate, not a therapist and her patient. “Mason, do you consider yourself to be a misogynist?” 
 
    “A misogynist? Like do I hate women?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Mason waited, thinking that this was supposed to be the start of some sort of joke. No! Of course he didn’t think of himself as a misogynist. 
 
    “Definitely not,” he said. 
 
    “And yet, it bothers you to take on a more traditionally feminine role? Is that right?” 
 
    “I worked hard to get my education.” 
 
    “And why did you get that education in the first place?” 
 
    “To make money,” he started to say. 
 
    Leah looked at him and raised an eyebrow. “But from what I understand, your wife makes plenty of money for both of you. In fact, if you leave, there’s a good chance she will have to take a substantial pay cut, meaning the two of you will likely bring in less overall even though both of you are working. How is that logical?” 
 
    “It’s my choice,” he insisted. As he did so, his fingers pushed down into his palms. He made fists, not that he would ever lose control. 
 
    “Of course it’s your choice, sweetie,” she said. Sweetie. Somehow, it seemed as though all of the women in the city liked using that one condescending term to address every male they encountered. “But that’s not the point. We’re talking about a logical decision here. Do you really think it would be logical for the two of you to leave, especially considering how unhappy you would make your wife?” 
 
    “What are you suggesting?” 
 
    “I’m suggesting that maybe you should reevaluate your priorities. There is nothing wrong with contributing to your relationship by cooking and cleaning and handling the domestic workload. In fact, some people might argue that would be very honorable for a man.” 
 
    “I’m not interested in being honorable,” he said. “I want to do something meaningful.” 
 
    “Helping your wife is meaningful,” Leah said. 
 
    As he stared across the desk, Mason started to realize something. 
 
    This woman had absolutely zero interest in really talking to him. Instead, she just wanted to convince him that she was right. 
 
    “Now, before your wife comes in here, I have a suggestion for you. I think that you should apologize to her, promise that you’ll be a good boy, and do whatever she says.” 
 
    Mason blinked as he heard those words. Part of his brain actively rebelled, almost as though he couldn’t put the different sentences together. Because really, there was no way she suggested that he give up so completely, was there? 
 
    And yet, Leah waited for the next few seconds, clearly eager to hear what he had to say. 
 
    “No. No way,” he said, utterly disgusted with the prospect. His feelings were valid! He had every right to work! 
 
    “Okay,” she said simply. “I think we’re going to have to find another way forward.” 
 
    Just then, Rebecca came back, and she held out a glass of water for her husband. 
 
    As he took it, he started to set it on the desk. “Your wife brought you a gift. Maybe you should drink some.” Leah made it sound like it would be rude not to. 
 
    Exhaling slowly through his nostrils, he reminded himself that he needed to be at least a little bit diplomatic. If this was somehow important or if it sent some message, then he needed to be cognizant of that. Picking up the glass, he took one sip, then another. 
 
    It was just water, nothing special, a little bit chilled and nothing else. 
 
    “Now, I think you should apologize to your wife for dragging her out here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We are here because of your feelings. If you really can’t understand why it’s better for your wife to work while you do as she says, then there is something wrong, but it’s not the fault of your relationship, Mason. It’s your fault.” 
 
    This time, he couldn’t help himself. He stood up. And just as he did so, the world started to wobble on its axis. His legs bent slightly, and had to reach out his hand to grab the chair. 
 
    Neither Rebecca nor Leah moved. 
 
    “Look, I don’t know who you think you are, but you can’t just tell me how I should deal with my wife. I have rights. I have responsibilities. I am not some stupid househusband, and I’m not just going to let you tell me what to do!” 
 
    “Actually,” Leah said. “You will. And you know why?” 
 
    He blinked a couple of times. His vision had started to blur. Worse, he held onto the chair, but only because that was solid. It felt as though the room quaked beneath him. Everything seemed to twist and turn. If he let go of the chair, he figured he would stumble and fall within the span of a couple of seconds. 
 
    “This is something a lot of people don’t understand,” she explained, “But many things can happen behind closed doors, especially at a hospital. Out there, in the city, we need to be much more subtle. But here, we can be explicit. We can make sure that boys like you learn how to behave and obey. We can make you obey.” 
 
    “Screw you!” Mason snarled. Pushing himself away from the chair, he strode toward the door. He tried to take one step, then another, only his knees bent, and he fell hard. He lost consciousness before his arms even touched the floor. 
 
      
 
    Mason tried to open his eyes, only everything seemed so bright. The light glared down at him, apparently from every direction at once. Sharp and white, the illumination made it impossible for him to get any sense of what had happened. 
 
    He tried to sit up, to rub his eyes, to do something or anything. His arms wouldn’t budge from their spots by his chest, and his legs seemed stuck. As he squirmed around, he could feel the thin mattress beneath him give way. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he forced his eyelids up. Slowly, his pupils adjusted to the sharp light. He was in a small, white room. There was a sink off to the side, counters, and several cabinets. Mounted to the wall, a TV was off. 
 
    As he turned his head from side to side, he looked toward the door. Then he looked down along his body. 
 
    He had on a pair of white pants and something else over his torso. At first, he really didn’t understand what had happened or what he was wearing. But as he kicked and tugged with his legs, he felt the straps around his ankles. He was strapped down to the bed. 
 
    When he tried to work his arms free, he could only feel the tension in his sleeves. They refused to budge, just like the straps keeping his legs pinned to the thin mattress. 
 
    “Hello?” Mason started to call out. 
 
    For a second or two, he imagined that there had been some kind of accident. The last thing he could clearly remember was being in the therapist’s office with Rebecca. Had he gotten so angry that he stormed out, only to march through the street and get hit by a car or something? 
 
    No. 
 
    He remembered the glass of water. He remembered taking a sip. 
 
    Then what? 
 
    The world had shifted around him, wobbling and bobbing. He had been so upset that he tried to leave, only he collapsed. 
 
    Did he have a heart attack or something? 
 
    No, that couldn’t be it. He was healthy; he worked out every day. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Mason demanded. 
 
    As if by magic, the door opened, and a young woman walked in. She was pushing some kind of cart, and it was loaded up with different sheets, blankets, syringes, and bottles. 
 
    “Hello, Mason,” said the woman. She had on a white dress with a matching jacket. Her outfit was snug, and he immediately thought of a traditional nurses uniform. 
 
    “What’s going on? Where am I?” 
 
    “Someone is a talkative boy,” said the nurse. “Don’t worry. You’re safe.” 
 
    “That’s not what I asked,” he snarled. 
 
    “And if you can’t maintain a positive attitude, I’m going to have to leave you here until you can calm down. And if you can’t calm down, I’m going to have to give you something to help you relax. Is that what you want?” 
 
    The girl looked inexperienced, maybe two or three years younger than he was. 
 
    “Look, do you think you could maybe just let me up?” 
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t do that,” she said. “But I am here to check up on you. I’m just here to collect some information before you can see the doctor.” 
 
    “A doctor? Why?” 
 
    “It’s probably better for you to discuss it with her,” said the nurse. 
 
    “Can you at least tell me who you are?” 
 
    “My name is Cindy Dockery. But you can call me Nurse Dockery,” said the girl as she pulled a thermometer off of her cart. She removed one side and poked it down toward his mouth. 
 
    “I don’t have a cold or anything,” he started to say. Once he opened his mouth, she took the opportunity to slide it between his lips. 
 
    It was embarrassing, but she stuck it right under his tongue, and then she held it there. “Don’t move,” she said. “Trust me. You don’t want me to have to take your temperature the other way.” 
 
    Other way? What other way? Only then he figured out what she meant and why she was giggling, and the color drained away from his cheeks. 
 
    Forcing himself to remain calm, Mason told himself that he was going to go through her readings, and when she finished, he could talk to her and maybe get some information. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said, withdrawing the thermometer from his mouth. She reached over, grabbed the tablet, and made a couple of entries. “Now, how have you been feeling lately?” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    “And how do you feel about women?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, sweetie, it’s a simple question. How do you feel about women?” 
 
    “Fine, I guess?” What kind of question was that anyway. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said as she started to type in some notes. 
 
    “Nurse Dockery, I think there has been some kind of mistake here.” He licked his lips, not exactly sure how to proceed. Tentatively, he pulled against his bonds again, imagining that they would come loose if he tried a little bit harder. “Is this a hospital or something?” 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she said, her eyes still aimed down at the small screen. 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with me. I’m perfectly healthy.” 
 
    “But from what I see here in your chart, you were admitted by your wife. Apparently, she has some pretty serious concerns about your mental health.” 
 
    “My wife? My mental health?” 
 
    “Mason, you need to remain calm. Remember what I said before? I don’t want to have to start off your first day by getting your medicine or a punishment.” 
 
    “You don’t get punish me,” he growled back at her. As he did so, he tried to launch himself out of the bed, only to feel the straitjacket tight around his torso and the straps over his waist and legs. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Nurse Dockery wanted to know. The young woman smiled at him, only there was something extremely dangerous in the curve of her lips. “I mean, you do look pretty helpless right now.” 
 
    There was no way a nurse was supposed to be able to speak this way, but Mason still didn’t know what he could do to stop her. 
 
    Stepping away from her cart, Nurse Dockery held her hands behind her back. With her dress tight around her chest and waist, she strolled over to him. She leaned down, revealing some of her cleavage. 
 
    She came closer and closer until it felt like she might even kiss him. 
 
    But that was the point. She wanted to make him nervous, and she succeeded. She wanted to demonstrate she could get close, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetie. The doctor will be here soon, and she will get started on treating you.” 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with me,” he said, only the insistence didn’t change anything. 
 
    “Yes, there is. But don’t worry. We are going to fix you.” She leaned down and winked. “If you’re not careful, we might have to fix you, literally.” 
 
    He tried to sputter, to think of something to say, but the words abandoned him as the young woman laughed and left him alone. 
 
      
 
    This was crazy—absolutely insane. There was no way he belonged here. And yet, none of those thoughts mattered as he pulled against the restraints holding him down. The heavy fabric didn’t tear or stretch as he pulled, straining his muscles with every drop of energy he possessed. 
 
    Bucking and thrashing about, hoping that maybe he could escape while Nurse Dockery was gone, he thought as hard as he could. Pretty soon, his skin turned hot underneath the straps and white, flannel pants. The straitjacket didn’t break. He didn’t hear a single seam rip. Now a sheet of sweat glistened along his brow, but he still hadn’t accomplished anything. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he wondered about one point that Nurse Dockery had said to him: his wife had admitted him. 
 
    Could that really be true? 
 
    No. No way. 
 
    Even if they had been fighting, she wouldn’t actually have him sent to a hospital. Would she? 
 
    No. 
 
    They were messing with his head. In a worst-case scenario, maybe they had convinced her that this was for the best. Or maybe they had lied to her. Yeah, that had to be it. 
 
    Seething with frustration, he wanted to get up and move. Like so many other guys, fear and anger quickly morphed into the need to hit or break something. Trapped in his straitjacket and strapped to the bed, he couldn’t channel any of those frustrations into actual movement. 
 
    He was stuck. 
 
    Finally, the door opened again. 
 
    For a moment, Mason thought about shouting. He wanted to let loose all of the visceral frustration pounding through his body. But that he saw the young woman stroll over to his bedside. Dressed in a white lab coat over black pants and an emerald green top, she had a tablet computer tucked under one arm. 
 
    She pulled it out and looked down at him, her expression a mix of condescension and pity. “Hello there, sweetie,” she said. 
 
    Mason fought hard not to flinch when he heard that word. More and more, it felt like a slur, like some insult women would direct at men whenever they wanted to assert their superiority. But she wasn’t his superior, he told himself. She was just some random woman, and she didn’t have the right to do this. 
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    “You’re in the hospital,” she said. 
 
    “Okay. Then why am I here?” With every question, he figured she would start talking down to him or get started right away. 
 
    Data. Information. He could use those things. Realizing he needed to think tactically, Mason hoped she might give him something useful. “You’re here because your wife is very concerned about you. Both she and her therapist agree that you have been having a lot of trouble adjusting.” 
 
    “Last time I checked, that doesn’t warrant a trip to the hospital. And it definitely doesn’t warrant this level of restraint,” he said, nodding down to the straitjacket. 
 
    Although he tried to hide it, simply being restrained was incredibly humiliating. He had never thought about it before, yet being powerless while everyone else could stroll around felt like this horrible loss of status. It churned his insides and made his skin hot. 
 
    “I’m sorry about that,” said the doctor. 
 
    “Do you think you could let me out of them then?” 
 
    “Will you behave?” 
 
    For a second, he hesitated, freezing up as the frustration surged back through his body. It took all of his self-control to remain impassive, like that question wasn’t ridiculously insulting. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll behave,” he said. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it, but I think for right now, it would be best if you stay bundled up.” 
 
    “Please, I don’t like being tied up this way.” 
 
    “I’m sure you don’t, but that’s okay. If you need stress relief, I can send Nurse Dockery in here to take care of you.” 
 
    “Take care of me?” What does that mean?” 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll enjoy it. You see, your wife has some concerns about you.” 
 
    As he tried to focus, he swallowed and decided to go with her line of conversation. “Okay. What is she concerned about?” 
 
    “She thinks you are not very happy.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he growled. 
 
    “She also thinks that you have lost the ability to compromise. She’s worried about your inflexibility.” 
 
    “My inflexibility?” Mason scoffed. “Seriously? Is that what she said?” 
 
    “And your therapist is concerned about your latent misogyny.” 
 
    He heard the words, and he understood precisely what they meant, but he still tensed up. Mason wasn’t a raging feminist or anything, but a misogynist? Never. 
 
    “This is insane. Look, can I talk to a lawyer?” 
 
    “No, sweetie. I’m afraid that’s not how it works. You see, when a doctor decides that you need treatment, that means you go to the hospital, and you stay there until you get better.” 
 
    “What if there’s nothing wrong with me?” As he spoke, he could feel the bonds loosened on his temper. The expression swirled hot beneath his skin, so he pulled tentatively against his straps as he worked to keep the doctor from noticing. 
 
    “If there was nothing wrong with you, then you wouldn’t be in a hospital,” she said. She seemed so confident with her circular logic. “But anyway, we need to discuss your treatment. First off, I think you should tell me why you’re here. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Apparently my wife and therapist admitted me,” he said, barely gretting through the words. 
 
    “That’s correct,” she said. “And why are they concerned about you?” 
 
    Hadn’t they literally just talked about this? Yes, he knew. But maybe she was trying to mess with him. 
 
    “Can I call someone?” 
 
    “Who would you like to call?” 
 
    My friends. My wife. A former coworker. Anyone! Mason didn’t say anything along those lines, yet the words were right there. “That’s really none of your concern.  
 
    “Actually, as your doctor, it is my concern. You see, I’m responsible for you, Mason.” 
 
    “Just let me call someone,” he said, feeling the last of his control begin to fray. 
 
    “No. I don’t think I’m going to do that. Instead, it would be much more productive for us to talk about your treatment.” 
 
    “I don’t need any treatment. I’m not a misogynist!” 
 
    “Then why do you want to take your wife away from the job she enjoys so much?” 
 
    Really? Were they really still talking about that? 
 
    Mason should’ve thought about this more clearly, but he stumbled into his next idea, “Fine. I won’t make her move. Okay? I’ve learned my lesson. You can let me up now.” 
 
    “Oh, I wish it was as easy as that. But I need to believe that you understand why it’s important for her to do her job and for you to do yours.” 
 
    “I don’t have a job,” he said, letting some of the bitterness spill out into those words. 
 
    “Of course, you have a job,” she said. “The two of you are a partnership.” The doctor sounded truly convinced of this. “She works, earns money, and contributes to the outside world. In the meantime, you take care of her. Isn’t that what you said with your therapist? You cook and you clean and you help her succeed. That’s a partnership.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to be able to do things on my own!” It sounded so childishly obvious to him, but the doctor just watched him, her expression remaining impassively concerned. 
 
    As he growled, Mason tried to launch himself forward again. His medical restraints held down, ensuring that he couldn’t cause any trouble for himself or others. Like it or not, he was stuck right there. 
 
    The doctor certainly enjoyed his helplessness. 
 
    “Don’t worry. We are going to get you fixed right up. Now, this is going to be difficult for you, but everyone here is rooting for you. We’re going to help you, Mason. Doesn’t that sound good?” 
 
    “What if I don’t want your help?” 
 
    “This isn’t about what you want,” she said. “This is about what you need. And you need strong women to help you learn to behave. You need to learn that the world is very different, your expectations are wrong, and your feelings need to be changed. It’s okay. It’s going to be a challenge, but I know you can do it. Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Just let me go. Please, if you just let me go, I can disappear. You won’t have to see me ever again.” 
 
    “But Mason, I love my job and I love helping people just like you. You men simply need to be taught how to behave. With the right medicine, it’s a lot easier.” She nodded her head down and up. 
 
    “What’s your name?” As he asked, he thought that he might be able to use this information against her. 
 
    After all, they would have to let him go eventually, right? Then he could run to some medical board or whatever governmental organization oversaw medical practitioners. 
 
    If she worried about any of this, she didn’t let it show on her lovely face. “My name is Doctor Lilly Foster.” 
 
    “I’m not going to forget that,” he said. 
 
    “I’m sure you won’t.” She patted him on the arm before turning around. As she left, she glanced over her shoulder one more time. “I’m going to have a conference with your wife. Is there anything you’d like me to tell her?” 
 
    “Tell her to get me out of here!” 
 
    “You want me to tell her that you love her and that you can’t wait to get better? Okay. I can do that,” she said. 
 
    His eyes got big, he revealed his teeth as his lips curled back, and he started thrashing again. He pulled, bucked, and tried to kick his way free, yet none of it worked. Doctor Foster knew that it wouldn’t. He was trapped, it wasn’t going anywhere. She’ll most felt sorry for him, only Doctor Foster knew that he would be a lot happier after they finished his treatment. 
 
    They all were. 
 
      
 
    The doctor, Lilly Foster, strolled through the hallway. With a little swagger in her step, she gripped the tablet computer behind her back. She felt the swish and sway of her lab coat. It almost billowed around her, and she reveled in the power and authority she felt here. 
 
    When she first learned about this new approach to male mental health, she didn’t know exactly what to think. After all, it sounded a little bit insane. For so long, the medical community had assumed that men were capable of making their own decisions. But what if they weren’t? 
 
    Obviously, there were no large clinical studies of these questions, primarily because such a thing would be illegal. 
 
    But Lily knew that there were times when the law wasn’t fast enough to keep up with science. And really, if her patients would be better off under the strict conditions, didn’t that mean she had a moral obligation to give them what they needed, even if it wasn’t what they wanted? Theoretically, that was supposed to be the difficult question she had to address, yet the answer seemed easy enough to Lily and at the other women who worked in the hospital. 
 
    They had been recruited by Stacey Farber, the research funded, and their ideas brought out into the open. Granted, they haven’t announced most of their techniques, and it would take several years before they could, but she didn’t need to hide what she was doing. 
 
    When she first heard about this idea of a hospital subscribing to a philosophy of Female Supremacy, she had thought it wouldn’t work. And yet, Stacey Farber promised her and the other doctors that she had the political firepower to make it happen. And so now, she strolled happily down one corridor until she made it to her office. 
 
    She opened the door and stepped inside. 
 
    A young woman was already seated. 
 
    “Hello, Rebecca. How are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m well,” she said, apparently serene. 
 
    Lily took a seat on her side of the desk, and she leaned forward. “Well, I spoke with your husband. Right now, he’s a little bit confused and disoriented, but that’s to be expected.” 
 
    “I can imagine,” replied Rebecca. 
 
    Sometimes, when Lily dealt with women who had their husbands admitted to the facility, she had to make a clear argument for why they need to be there. In this case, Lily began to suspect that Rebecca believed in their goals. 
 
    For this reason, Doctor Foster probably didn’t need to be terribly circumspect. 
 
    “My husband has always been incredibly stubborn. I understand that he has his beliefs and perspectives or whatever, but I think it’s time for him to learn to be more flexible.” 
 
    “There’s something else,” Lily said.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “He insists that he doesn’t have any frustration and resentment aimed at women. To be completely honest, I don’t think that this is true, and I think that we need to focus on that. I know you discussed this with his therapist, but it’s very important that we work through his issues. I would like you to give me full authorization to take care of him, implementing whatever treatments I see fit.” 
 
    “So that means you won’t need his consent?” 
 
    Lily hesitated for a moment, wondering if this woman would really be able to go that far. Other wives needed to be convinced. 
 
    “That’s correct,” she finally said. 
 
    “Okay. Do whatever you need to do.” 
 
    “Oh, and that reminds me, there’s something your husband wanted me to tell you.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “He wanted me to tell you that he loves you and that he can’t wait to get better,” Doctor Foster said. 
 
    “I bet.” 
 
      
 
    So far, they had only talked to him, but Mason didn’t know how long that would last. Eventually, these “doctors” and “nurses” would want to treat him, right? Because he didn’t know what that might entail, he had to get out of there. 
 
    Squirming, he fought hard, summoning up all of his strength. Focusing his resolve, he breathed in and out, oxygenating his lungs before yanking with everything he had. 
 
    It wasn’t enough. 
 
    His eyes started to water, and he couldn’t even brush aside the tears. 
 
    Mason wasn’t supposed to get this frustrated. He wasn’t supposed to get this upset. And yet, the fury continued to eat away at his self-control, right until the moment when the door opened again. 
 
    Nurse Dockery strolled into the room. 
 
    “Hello,” she said. “The doctor’s going to come back and talk to you in a little bit, but she told me that you require some stimulation first. Apparently, she’s worried about excess frustration on your part. She thinks that might be leading to some of your apparent misogyny.” 
 
    “I’m not a misogynist, I don’t hate women, and I don’t need to be here,” he growled. 
 
    “Oh sweetie, you don’t need to tell me.” 
 
    “But maybe you could talk to her,” he said. 
 
    Nurse Dockery opened one of the counter drawers, and she took out a pair of white, latex gloves. Snapping them onto her right hand, then her left, she strolled over to the bed. 
 
    “What, what are you doing?” 
 
    She reached down, her fingers gliding toward his crotch. 
 
    “You think I’m pretty?” Nurse Dockery asked. 
 
    “What?” What did that have to do with anything? How could she ask? Besides the fact that it was totally unprofessional, he didn’t understand why his captor would bother. 
 
    “It’s okay if you don’t,” Nurse Dockery responded without addressing his question. “If you need to, just close your eyes and think about someone else.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She reached toward his white, hospital issued pants, and she pushed into his fly. There wasn’t even a zipper there. Underneath the layers of thin fabric, she found his shaft. She stroked him lightly, just a few brushes of her fingertips over his base, and his body reacted. 
 
    His erection pushed up, and she quickly pulled his member out from the opening. Then she wrapped her hand around it. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot the condom. We wouldn’t want you to make a mess,” she said. 
 
    With his arms still stuck in the straitjacket, Mason glared down at his erection. “Look, I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but you need to stop this right now.” 
 
    “Orgasms are healthy for young men. They are a part of the therapeutic process,” Nurse Dockery said. Although he heard those words, he still couldn’t believe anything she said. She came back, ripped through the cover on the condom, and then she brought it down, sliding over his member. 
 
    He felt the material squeeze against his shaft, and it almost felt good. 
 
    Only then she took him in her hand again. “This is going to happen, Mason. You might as well enjoy yourself.” 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he glared at her. “I’m not going to come!” 
 
    “Yes, you will,” she said, flagrantly disregarding everything he said. “You know why? Because you’re a boy. Because you can’t control yourself. And because you want this.” 
 
    “No, I don’t!” He insisted, punctuating every sound by pushing and pulling against his fabric prison. He kept trying, but his efforts weren’t enough to rip through the material. The straitjacket remained tight against his limbs, and the straps kept his legs spread. 
 
    “Just relax. Maybe should think about some pretty girl in a bikini. Would you like that? She could have on a bright red bikini, and she’s on the beach, motioning for you to come over and say hi to her.” 
 
    Mason did his best to ignore those words. He knew that she was just teasing him. In fact, he opened his eyes and glimpsed her for only a second, yet it was enough to read the condescending smirk on the nurse’s pretty face. 
 
    “Are you going to say hello to her? Go ahead, Mason. Say hello to the pretty girl.” 
 
    As she taunted him, Nurse Dockery continued to play with him. With manual stimulation, she kept him there on the edge of an orgasm. She knew that he was fighting her with everything he possessed; he tried to keep his thoughts away from her voice. And yet, he imagined that girl. 
 
    “You know, she’s a very nice girl. She might be smarter than you, but I think she would be willing to kiss you. Would you like that, Mason? Would you like the pretty girl in a bikini on the beach to kiss you?” Her tone remained playful, yet there was an almost theatrical quality to every word, as though she had rehearsed and uttered these phrases again and again, probably for other patients. 
 
    Mason seethed. More than that, he told himself that he wasn’t a patient, and he wouldn’t be. If you were a patient, that would mean there was something actually wrong with him. No matter what these girls said, he was still his own man, and he wasn’t going to let his wife or any of these so-called “medical professionals” affect him. 
 
    And yet, the girl kept stimulating him, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    Using all of her training and skill, she touched him and teased him until he lost control. With another firm squeeze, she moved her hand down and up, over and over again. The rhythm overwhelmed his defenses, forcing him to climax. He could feel it, that shuddering pleasure pulsing through his body. 
 
    And when she was done, she peeled the condom off of his penis, and then she took out some cool, crisp wipes. She cleaned him off, all while he groaned. With his eyes closed, Mason didn’t want to see any of this, yet he still couldn’t block out the sweet tones of her voice. “There we go. Don’t you feel a lot better now? You see, when I came in here, you were struggling and so upset. But now you’re relaxed. Maybe this will teach you to do as you’re told. If a girl says something to you, you need to listen to her. There’s a very good chance she’s smarter than you.” 
 
    He tried to swing his head from side to side, but he felt exhausted by what just happened. 
 
    Only then he looked up in time to see the nurse as she started to pull down his pants, exposing his thighs. 
 
    “What—what are you doing?” 
 
    “You’re going to need some medicine before you talk to the doctor,” Nurse Dockery replied. Sure enough, she had a syringe out. She’d already removed the cap, so now she used a small, antiseptic pad to clean off a portion of his leg. 
 
    “No. Don’t do it. Don’t you dare do it!” Sitting up, Mason could hardly believe what was happening. After all, he was a guy. He never imagined that someone would perform a medical procedure on him without his consent. As a man, he never imagined what it might be like to lose control of his body. 
 
    And yet, Nurse Dockery didn’t stop. Why would she? As far as she was concerned, this was precisely what he needed. 
 
    She understood that other medical professionals would have disagreed. And yet, so many people didn’t really understand how Female Supremacy worked. They didn’t realize that these young men needed to be changed and transformed, trained and reeducated. 
 
    That’s why she stuck him with the syringe. At the same time, she talked down to him, “It’s okay. Oh, I know it stings a little bit, but it’s just a bad pinching sensation. Just relax and let the medicine do its work. It’s going to help you feel better. Yes, it will!” 
 
    Pressing down on the plunger with the pad of her thumb, she injected him with the medicine. The chemicals ran into his bloodstream. Soon, they would travel to every inch of his body. They would affect his mind and his muscles, turning him into a much more malleable creature. 
 
    “Now, I’m going to be back in a little while. Just relax and let the medicine do its work.” 
 
    Nurse Dockery headed for the exit, but before she went, she picked up in the tablet computer, found the right audio file, and then she hit play. 
 
      
 
    Back in college, Mason had taken a psychology class. It was just an introductory course to fill one of the many general education requirements. Still, he had enjoyed the class. He learned a lot about the scientific method, approaches to research, and some of the common misconceptions about psychology and the human mind. 
 
    One point that always stuck out at him was how subliminal messaging didn’t really work. If a human mind couldn’t actually make out a set of words, the sounds wouldn’t really cause any sort of impact. It was the same with playing a song backwards. 
 
    That’s why he didn’t understand the point of this music as it started to play. He could hear the piano notes drift out onto the air, each one relatively quiet but still distinctly audible. 
 
    Chewing down on the corner of his mouth, Mason started to wonder if he should try to get out again. Nurse Dockery had already closed the door, so she was gone. He couldn’t tell if he had heard a lock engage or anything. For all he knew, he just had to walk through the door. Obviously, his clothing would him mark as a patient. First, he had to escape the restraints holding him down to the bed, then the straitjacket. 
 
    Then what would he do? 
 
    After another couple of minutes, his frustration burst into another angry struggle. He twisted and yanked, yet it still didn’t do any good. As hard as he worked, he just couldn’t rip through those bonds. The nurses and doctors here had done a good job, ordering materials that would keep him and the other patients trapped. 
 
    Clenching his eyes shut, he felt this warmth begin to suffuse his body. It felt nice. It felt good. It felt easy. 
 
    When he first woke up, this anxiety had nagged at him, telling him that he had to try harder. But now, especially with the music playing, it felt like he could just relax. 
 
    The drugs. 
 
    It had to be the medicine flowing through his body now. 
 
    He shook his head, as though he could literally dislodge the impulses now running through his body. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, that wasn’t going to work. He thought about crying out for help, but he doubted any of the employees here would do anything for him. No, they wanted to keep him as a prisoner. To them, he was just a patient, one who needed this. They didn’t see him as a man capable of making his own decisions. 
 
    Pressing his teeth down into his bottom lip, Mason wondered what he could do. 
 
    Then he started to hear the voice. Female and authoritative but also calm and soothing, it vaguely reminded him of kindergarten. When he was five, his teacher had been young and pretty, the kind of woman who did very well with little kids. And even if she was new to the classroom, she still wielded authority with ease. Now he felt just as small. 
 
    “You don’t need to struggle or fight. You don’t need to work hard. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.” 
 
    For the first couple of seconds, he barely registered those words. But then, he blinked, he looked around, and he realized it was coming from the same tablet. The piano music continued to play, but the words flowed out as well. 
 
    “You don’t need to struggle or fight. You don’t need to think for yourself. Just do as you’re told. There’s a woman in your life who loves you and cares about you, and she wants to tell you what to do. Obey. Obey her. Do as you’re told.” 
 
    At first, a big grin spread across his lips. Really? Did they think they were going to brainwash him with those kinds of words? 
 
    “You don’t need to struggle or fight. You don’t need to think for yourself. Be good and obedient. Obey your wife or your girlfriend. Remember, women are smarter than you. Girls are better than you. That’s okay. You don’t need to feel bad about this. Just accept it. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.” 
 
    Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. 
 
    The repetitions beat down into his psyche. They seemed to pummel against his head, especially as the relaxation continued to spread through his body. 
 
    Fighting to focus, he clenched his fingers into fists, at least for a couple of seconds. 
 
    “You don’t need to feel bad about this. Just accept it. Understand who and what you are. Be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. Accept her authority. She knows what’s best for you. You should obey her. Be a good husband and boyfriend for her. Do as you’re told. Make her feel good. Her authority is important to you.” 
 
    “No, it’s not!” Mason snarled back at the disembodied voice coming from the tablet. The music continued to play, and those words, so soothing and authoritative, hit the air and slipped into his thoughts. 
 
    As hard as Mason worked, he couldn’t remain tense or upset. With the drugs running through his system, he settled down again. Pretty soon, he let his thoughts follow along with the words coming from the tablet. 
 
    Yes, it was a female voice, but that only meant he was supposed to pay more attention. He was supposed to do whatever she said and listen to her. 
 
    Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. 
 
    Those commands seemed so easy. More than that, they seemed like the right thing to do. 
 
    “Things work best when you do as you’re told. You don’t want to fight or argue. That’s very rude. Rude boys need to be punished. You don’t want to be punished. You want to do as you’re told. Remember, being a boy means that you are inferior. There’s nothing wrong with this. There’s a structure to the world. Women are in charge, and boys need to obey.” 
 
    Focusing again, he managed to shake his head from side to side. He started to speak, insisting that he wasn’t anyone’s inferior. He didn’t belong to his wife, and he didn’t have to do whatever she said. 
 
    But the preprogrammed music and voice continued to work, the sounds hitting his eardrums again and again and again. 
 
    “Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. You want to be a good boy for your wife. You want to make this woman happy. If you do whatever she says, that will make her happy, which will make you happy as well.” 
 
    Another thought occurred to him: Happy wife, happy life. It was a stupid cliché, something guys occasionally muttered whenever they thought they were indulging their wives. 
 
    But now, it took on a different tone. 
 
    “Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told,” came the refrain again. 
 
    Mason didn’t want to listen, yet he still couldn’t push the words away. More and more, he settled into the sounds, letting them wash over him. 
 
    He consoled himself with one thought: no matter what these women did to him, he was still going to be his own man. He would still be able to think for himself. 
 
      
 
    The door opened again, and Doctor Lily Foster turned off the music. 
 
    Even after it dissipated from the air, those words still seemed to repeat behind his eyes. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. 
 
    Moment by moment, however, he managed to shake off those echoes. He didn’t need to listen or pay attention. 
 
    “How are we feeling?” Doctor Foster wished to know. 
 
    “I don’t know what you think you’re going to accomplish, but it’s not going to work. You can’t brainwash me!” 
 
    “Is that what you think are trying to do?” 
 
    “Obviously,” he said. Thinking that maybe he could try to negotiate with her again, he said, “I know that you want to mess with my head, but it’s not going to work. So maybe you should just let me go right now. If you do, I swear I’m not going to tell anyone about this place. Please, just let me go.” He tried not to sound pathetic, but he couldn’t quite help himself. The desperation rang through every syllable. 
 
    Doctor Foster adjusted her glasses before reaching down. She put her hand on his cheek. “It’s okay. I know that you’re scared. Just tell me what you learned, and maybe I can have one of the nurses bring you a reward. Would you like that? Would you like a reward?” 
 
    “What I want is for you to let me go,” he said again, just barely able to control himself. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but it’s only been a couple of days. You aren’t ready to leave yet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    As the drugs ran through his body, he had lost track of time. That much was obvious, but only a few minutes had gone by, right? 
 
    Only then, Mason glanced over at the window, and he expected to see sunlight streaming through. No. Instead, the windows were dark, each one a rectangular pool of dark glass. 
 
    “What, what time is it?” 
 
    Lily pulled out her phone and checked the time, “It’s almost eight.” 
 
    As far as Mason could recall, their appointment with the therapist had been at one o’clock. “This is a trick, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Nope,” said the doctor simply. “It isn’t a trick.” 
 
    She turned the phone to face him, and that’s when he saw the date. 
 
    Two days. Two full days had gone by, plus an extra couple of hours. Again, something inside of his head screamed out, saying that this was a trick. Because really, his “therapy” only seemed to last for a couple of minutes at most. 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” he said, pulling on his restraints. As he did so, he could feel the hunger sweep through him. 
 
    “Don’t worry. The nurse will be by with some food for you. I’m going to need to give you another injection, however.” 
 
    The hunger seemed to chew at his insides, but Mason wasn’t about to ask for any favors. He didn’t want to give this woman the satisfaction of seeing him in need. 
 
    She pulled up a wheeled stool and sat down. Still holding onto the tablet computer, she opened up his file. “Now, tell me, what did you think of your first session?” 
 
    “I hated it,” he said. 
 
    “That’s fine. We’re going to try something else tomorrow. I find that a combination of different therapies is the best way to deal with young men such as yourself.” 
 
    “You’re not going to brainwash me.” 
 
    “We aren’t trying to brainwash you. We are trying to make sure that you learn how to behave yourself. The world is a very different place, and your misogyny is making it harder for you to adapt.” 
 
    “I’m not a misogynist,” he said, although he managed to keep his voice level this time. Feeling emptied out, he didn’t know if that was a function of his fatigue, the drugs, his hunger, or maybe a combination of everything. 
 
    “And yet, you’re not willing to serve your wife. Is that correct?” 
 
    “You’re trying to turn me into her servant, her slave,” Mason said. 
 
    Next, he waited for some sort of denial. He expected the doctor to shake her head, laugh, or tell him that he was mistaken. “Misogyny can take many different forms, Mason. It doesn’t have to simply be a hatred of women. Maybe you think there are certain societal structures we should follow, many of which are themselves sexist or prejudiced. That could also count as a type of misogyny.” 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” he said. 
 
    “Are you getting upset? Do you need another shot?” 
 
    Tensing up, he froze in place. He didn’t want to say anything, but he realized that silence would be counted as defiance, which would certainly invite another round of shots. “No. I don’t need any more shots,” he forced himself to say. 
 
    “Do you think it’s honorable to serve someone you love?” Doctor Foster wanted to know. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have to serve anyone,” he said. 
 
    “Didn’t you promise to honor and obey your wife when you got married?” 
 
    He looked at her, his expression sharp. “No. Of course not.” Honor and obey? That kind of language might have been used in previous decades, but he knew they didn’t include any vows like that. 
 
    “Actually, you did,” she said. “We talked to Rebecca, and she said that you did indeed promise to honor and obey her. Why are you trying to renege on that promise? That was a very important, don’t you think?” 
 
    “That’s not true.” Mason couldn’t tell if his doctor or his wife was lying, but he was certain that he never uttered those words. He never stood in front of his friends and family and promised to obey his new wife! That was crazy! 
 
    “It’s true.” 
 
    “No, it’s not,” he said, gritting his teeth as he growled through those sounds. 
 
    “You’re getting upset,” she said. “Are you feeling particularly emotional right now?” 
 
    “I’m not getting upset,” he said. 
 
    “Calm down, Mason. Just relax. We are having a conversation. That’s all this is.” 
 
    “This is a conversation where I’m being held captive!” 
 
    Just like that, she got up, and she walked toward the door. “I’m going to make sure that Nurse Dockery comes back to give you your next shot. You’ll rest for a while, and then she will feed you. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, she disappeared through the door. 
 
      
 
    Strapped down and helpless in a hospital bed, he didn’t know what to do. And yet, some of those old thoughts kept spinning around inside of his head. He could smile, obey, and do as he was told. He could be an obedient boy. 
 
    Every time his thoughts seemed to drift in that direction, he locked his teeth and bit down on his bottom lip, anything to distract himself from those treacherous ideas. 
 
    Never. 
 
    If these women wanted to brainwash him and turn him into some sort of slave, he wouldn’t succumb! 
 
    He didn’t know how long it would take, but he would fight back. 
 
    Then the nurse came through the door, and she already had the syringe in her hand. She pulled down his pants, exposing his thigh. She touched of the needle to his skin, pressed it in, they felt that little prick of pain. 
 
    “There. That’s not too bad, right?” Nurse Dockery said. “Oh, and I know that you didn’t really behave yourself, but I think Doctor Foster wants you to enjoy another reward. You’ve been through a lot over the last couple of days.” 
 
    She snapped on another pair of latex gloves. 
 
    “No. Not again. Don’t do it. Please, don’t do it,” he said, his voice becoming strained as she reached into the folds of his pants and took out his shaft. Just like before, she used a condom, sliding it over his erection. 
 
    “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” she said, obviously lying. “It’s just a medical procedure, and it’s for your own good.” 
 
    “Wait, this is supposed to be a reward, right?” 
 
    As she stroked his member, bring him closer to release, she nodded her head. “That’s right.” 
 
    “Then can I turn it down? Can I say thank you but no, I don’t want you to get me off right now?” That felt so bizarre, especially as he thought of his wife. He was married, and he wanted to think this was infidelity, only he somehow suspected that Rebecca signed off on this particular humiliation. 
 
    “No. I’m sorry, you can’t turn this down. You see, when a medical professional prescribes a particular course of treatment, you have to go through it, no matter how much you don’t want it. It’s for your own good.” 
 
    As he heard those words, he pulled against his straitjacket, doing everything he could to get away, but it still wasn’t enough. That meant she had access to his body, and she could force him to climax. Pretty soon, he shuddered again, filling the condom as he blew his load. 
 
    She cleaned him off, wiped him down, and pulled his pants back into place. From there, the nurse stripped off of her latex gloves, threw them away, and patted him on the head. 
 
    “Now, are you hungry?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    With that, she turned around and walked away. He opened his mouth and inhaled, wondering if he should try to stop her. At the last moment, he decided that he didn’t want to. 
 
    Left alone once again, he wondered precisely what the fresh injection would do to him. He didn’t feel any different. This time, the relaxation didn’t set in. Although he hated knowing that there was some kind of chemical running through his blood stream, he was grateful that he could think clearly. 
 
    Then she came back, and she looked down at him. She had a tray out, and she tilted her head to the side. “You know, there are some boys who are really hard patients. They fight every step of the way. They won’t eat or anything. I don’t think you’re going to be that kind of boy, are you?” 
 
    Perversely, he was tempted to say yes. He would fight her every step. He would resist with everything he had. And yet, he saw the chicken nuggets and carrot strips. His stomach growled, and he told himself that he needed the energy, so he should play along with her game. If he ate, he could keep up his strength. 
 
    Eventually, these people would mess up. There would be some kind of mistake, which he could exploit. Then he could get out of this insane city. 
 
    “I’m not that kind of boy,” he said. 
 
    “And you know that if you want to eat, you have to behave yourself, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    That should have been it, but Nurse Dockery wasn’t done. “You’re going to be an obedient boy?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “That’s good because I want to let you out of your restraints.” 
 
    His breath caught momentarily when he heard that. If she let him out of the restraints, he would definitely be able to overpower her and escape… 
 
    Realizing this, he decided he would agree with anything she wanted. Anything—no matter how humiliating or degrading. He didn’t care if he had to appear to give her exactly what she wanted. He would do it. 
 
    “Say it. Tell me you’re going to be an obedient boy.” 
 
    He exhaled slowly, forcing himself to remain reasonably sedate. He still waited for the effects of the drugs, but he didn’t notice anything different. His thoughts didn’t swirl uncontrollably, nor did he feel that overwhelming sense of relaxation like last time. 
 
    As such, it was easy enough to give her what she wanted, “I’m going to be an obedient boy.” 
 
    “And are obedient boys happier?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “No. You have to say it,” she told him. 
 
    For a moment, he didn’t quite understand, only then he realized what she wanted. He hated acquiescing, but he kept thinking of the restraints tight around his chest and ankles. “Yes, obedient boys are happier.” 
 
    Obedient boys. She made the male half of the human race sound like dogs. 
 
    “That’s good to hear. So I want you to be happy, so I want you to be obedient,” Nurse Dockery said, reaching down and patting him on the head. She looked down at him, expectant. 
 
    That’s because Nurse Dockery expected him to say something. “Thank you,” he finally told her. 
 
    “You see, that wasn’t so hard, now was it? You like being an obedient boy. You just can’t help yourself. It feels good, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Yes. It feels good to be obedient.” 
 
    She clapped her hands together. 
 
    “Just look at all of the progress you’re making. I’m so proud of you!” 
 
    Hoping to get this over with this fast as possible, he continued to play along, “Thank you, Nurse Dockery.” 
 
    “You see. You’re even learning to address your superiors properly.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, haven’t you figured it out yet? Women are better and smarter and stronger than men, so it makes sense you should respect our authority. When you work with a nurse or a doctor or a police officer or a judge or anyone else, really, you need to respect her. You need to be appropriately humble and deferential.” 
 
    He listened to each and every word, only it took more and more self-control not to lash out. Sure, he couldn’t kick or punch his way free, but there were so many words he could have snarled back at her. And in doing so, he would have sacrificed every iota of progress he had made. 
 
    Before, Mason had wondered exactly what kind of mistake they might make. Then it occurred to him. They were arrogant. The girls here, just like Nurse Dockery, really believed that he was some helpless creature who needed to be controlled and owned. 
 
    Okay. Fine. If that’s what she needed and wanted to believe, that he could use that against her. She was going to underestimate him time and again because she actually believed in this insane ideology. 
 
    “You’re right. Women are better. I should be humble and deferential,” he told her, making those words sound like a confession or a revelation. 
 
    “Oh, I’m very, very proud of you.” She clapped her hands together, reached down, and she loosened the restraints around his right ankle, followed immediately by his left. 
 
    Suddenly, he could lift his feet off of the mattress. 
 
    Next, she freed him from the straps holding his torso down to the bed. 
 
    After that, she stepped back and seemed to wait. 
 
    Mason didn’t quite understand what he was supposed to do. Feeling a lot like a turtle trapped on its back, he didn’t have much balance, not with his arm strapped across his torso.  
 
    “Come on,” said Nurse Dockery. Practically hopping, she stepped back. 
 
    For his part, Mason didn’t sit up right away. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Mason?” 
 
    “I don’t think I can get up in this thing.” 
 
    With a patient shake of her head, she reached down and grabbed him, forcing him into a sitting position. 
 
    And once he was upright, he glanced over at the tray again. He didn’t understand what was going to happen, not until she picked up one of the carrot sticks and brought it toward his mouth. 
 
    “Can’t I feed myself?” 
 
    “That’s a privilege you’re going to have to earn, Mason.” 
 
    At first, he kept his mouth shut. Staring hard at her, he could hardly believe what he was hearing. A privilege? How could eating possibly be a privilege? But then he started to understand. If she allowed him to feed himself, that would give him a modicum of self-control and dignity. Such things might be allowed, but only under strictly prescribed circumstances. She wanted him helpless; they all wanted him to feel as though he were completely dependent on the women in this hospital. 
 
    He could fight. If he did, he was pretty sure he would lose. That’s why he opened his mouth, and he took the first carrot stick. He chewed it, crunching through the orange vegetation, and he swallowed. As he gulped it down, he did feel as though he had lost something, but Nurse Dockery seemed happy. 
 
    Next, she picked up a nugget and brought it to his mouth. Simultaneously, she reached up and patted his head. 
 
    “There, that’s not so bad, is it? And after this, you get to go see the doctor again. She’s going to give you another treatment. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    “What sort of treatment?” Mason asked between bites. 
 
    “Oh, it’s a very special form of electroshock therapy,” she said. 
 
    She brought another nugget up to his mouth, only his lips remained shut and frozen. “What?” Mason asked, the word falling from his mouth. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s special form of electroshock therapy.” 
 
    “But, but that’s illegal.” 
 
    “Oh, no it’s not, not here,” she said with a wave of her hand. “You see, Doctor Foster has been doing a lot of research on behavioral modification, and she knows that this is the best way to train boys who are defiant. You see, they need the right incentives. That’s why we take control of your body, Mason. We show you just how helpless you really are.” 
 
    He could feel the deluge of defiance crash into his mental defenses. Somehow, he kept his mouth shut, he didn’t say anything. A dozen different answers swarmed through his head, each one more visceral and aggressive than the last. But still, he couldn’t say anything. If he spoke to this girl, he would be punished. If he defied her, he would lose the little bit of trust he had earned. 
 
    “Trust me,” she said with a smile, “it’s going to be so good for you. You want to learn to be an obedient boy, don’t you?” 
 
    She stared at him, her expression just as expectant as before. 
 
    He had to say something, so he gave her what she wanted. “Yes. Yes, I want to be an obedient boy.” If she noticed how mechanical and forced in those words seemed, she didn’t say anything about it. 
 
    Instead, the nurse continued to feed him, giving him one nugget or carrot strip at a time. 
 
    And when his tray was empty, she patted him on the head, pinched his cheek, and said that he was a good boy. “I’m really impressed with your progress. Now, are you ready to go to your treatment?” 
 
      
 
    Electroshock. 
 
    Those sounds, syllables, and letters buzzed through his head. He remembered old movies that depicted people—usually young women—getting strapped down and punished. Of course, the doctors thought that this was for their own good, but it was nothing but torment. 
 
    “Do you think I could have a little while to rest first?” Mason asked. 
 
    “Maybe if you beg,” she said. 
 
    “What?” He could hardly believe it. Beg? Really? Even though this facility already defied pretty much every expectation he could have had about hospitals, that still seemed insane. 
 
    “Yeah, just begging a little bit. You see, it’s good for boys to learn how to beg their wives and bosses for things. You never know when you’re going to need to get down on your knees and plead.” 
 
    This is completely insane, he thought again. And yet, if that’s what it took, he could do it. 
 
    When he started to shift off of the bed, Nurse Dockery didn’t stop him. He stepped his feet on the floor, and he felt a little bit disoriented, but he assumed that was because he had already spent so much time on his back. 
 
    Forcing himself to give this woman what she wanted, he lowered himself down onto his knees. Then he looked up at her. 
 
    As he did so, he marveled at the height, power, and confidence she seemed to wield. Under normal circumstances, he would have stood several inches above her. But now that he was on his knees, the world felt different, as though some primal, physical alteration had been made to the universe itself. 
 
    “Please, can I have some time to rest?” 
 
    Nurse Dockery reached down, brushing her fingers along his cheek and down his neck. “Oh, sweetie, I think you can do a lot better than that.” She coaxed and encouraged him to be the boy the women in this new society expected and craved. 
 
    “Please, Nurse Dockery, I would really, really like some time to rest. Please, I don’t think I can handle my next therapy session.” At this point, he couldn’t make himself talk about electroshock. He didn’t know how badly it would hurt, but he knew that these women couldn’t be trusted. That much was obvious. 
 
    “Why do you need to rest?” She tilted her head to the side, and it was obvious she had something in mind, a particular answer she wanted him to give her. 
 
    He waited a few more seconds, and she opted to give him a hint. “Is it because you’re a weak boy?” 
 
    She didn’t just want him to think of himself as obedient. Oh no, these women wanted men to think of themselves as weak too. 
 
    If he wanted any chance to get out of his next treatment, or at least to earn himself some time before it happened, Mason had to do this. “Yes. I’m just a weak boy. Please, I know I can be obedient, but I just need some time to rest. Is that okay? Can I have a delay? Please, Nurse Dockery?” 
 
    “No, I’m sorry, but you can’t.” 
 
    What? 
 
    He had played her game, telling her everything she wished to hear. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. It might be a little bit uncomfortable, but you can handle it. Doctor Foster wouldn’t prescribe anything you couldn’t take.” Then she leaned in and whispered something, “Besides, as long as you do what you’re told, the treatment won’t last for very long.” 
 
    “What is it like?” 
 
    She adopted this happy, cheerful tone as she explained, “It’s a very simple. We take you into a room, we make sure of your security so that you’re nice and safe. There are going to be straps around your wrists, your waist, your legs, and even your head. Then we put little electrodes all of your body, and we start a conversation. When you tell us the truth, you don’t feel anything. When you tell a lie, you get a little jolt.” 
 
    “A little jolt?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s not that big a deal, especially if you were a girl, but for a boy? It can be pretty intense.” 
 
    That sounded like an exact contradiction to what she had told him previously. 
 
    Mason didn’t bother to point out her inconsistency. It wasn’t like she would care anyway. 
 
    “And after a little while, you’re going to see the truth. You’re going to be able to apologize for all of the misogynistic things you’ve done and said and thought.” 
 
    They wanted to regulate his thoughts, to fix his personality…as those ideas fit together, clicking into place, Mason realized that he couldn’t do this. He couldn’t handle it! 
 
    And at this moment, he realized something. The door wasn’t completely shut. When Nurse Dockery walked in, apparently she didn’t close it all the way, so the handle didn’t engage. If he just kicked against it with his foot, it would swing wide open…so he could escape. 
 
    Without considering the possibility this might be a trap, he tensed up for just a moment. There was an instant, maybe half a second, when he could have stopped himself. But he didn’t want to. He allowed the adrenaline to pump through his body. There wasn’t any relaxation this time. Whatever the medicine did to him, it didn’t affect that excitement thrumming through his skin. Because he was a man, and he loved aggression. He allowed his emotions to sweep over him, so he burst forward, rushing toward the door. 
 
    Mason made it across the room before the nurse jogged after him. 
 
    His shoulder slammed into the door, and he burst out into the corridor beyond. He found himself in a long, white hallway. There were other nurses pushing carts around. When he saw the doors, he realized that there were probably guys just like him being held captive. 
 
    For an instant, he considered trying to help them, only then he looked down at his torso. Still trapped in the straitjacket, he wouldn’t be able to do anything. 
 
    But he could get out onto the street, maybe to a phone or someone who could help him… 
 
    This was still the United States. And even if the conspiracy had reached to the hospital, there was a good chance he would find someone who could and would help him. He had to cling to that hope anyway. 
 
    Mason started to run. 
 
    As he did, something occurred to him. He wasn’t going as fast as he had expected. 
 
    Something was wrong, he realized after a few more seconds. Mason couldn’t explain exactly what was going on, but he made it a few more steps, and then he glanced over his shoulder, and it seemed like Nurse Dockery was right there! 
 
    Her hand shot out, and she grabbed him, her fingers locking onto his straitjacket. She yanked once, bringing him to a halt. 
 
    He stumbled immediately, only he managed to somehow stay upright. 
 
    “Oh, I guess you’re going to need a punishment before we take you to your next session,” Nurse Dockery said, making it sound like she felt bad about this. “And to think, I let you beg for some extra time.” With a shake of her head, she started to drag him back toward the room. 
 
    He twisted, desperately trying to break her grip, but he couldn’t do it. The next thing he knew, she shoved him up against the wall. With one hand, she held his chest. With the other, she reached up, gripping his chin and cheeks. Her nails dug down into his skin. “Sweetie, you’re being a very bad boy. Stop it.” The words barked out onto the air, and he needed to pretend he wasn’t intimidated, but that would be a lie. 
 
    “You can already tell that I’m stronger than you,” she said. 
 
    “That’s not true. You’re just a girl!” 
 
    “Just a girl?” 
 
    Another nurse walked by, apparently ignoring the scene playing out in front of her. 
 
    Refusing to back down, he nodded his head. “Yeah, that’s right,” he said, if only because he needed to attack her. 
 
    Relaxing her hold on him, she dropped her fingers away from his cheek. Instead, she turned him around and loosened the restraints on his straitjacket. She pulled it off and tossed the restraint to the floor. It clattered as the buckles hit the linoleum. 
 
    Suddenly freed, Mason didn’t know what to do. He glanced at her, and then he glanced up and down the hallway. In the distance, he spotted the exit. It was right there, the green letters glowing invitingly. 
 
    “Try it,” she said. 
 
    He turned, and he started to walk. 
 
    She grabbed him again, only now he let his instincts take a hold of him. Mason tried to shrug her off, but he couldn’t do it. Then her other hand reached out, and she took him by the wrist and yanked him back. 
 
    He was supposed to be heavier and stronger than she was. He was a man, and biology should have given him the advantage. But it didn’t. He stumbled, almost losing his balance altogether. 
 
    Then he turned to her. He launched himself at her, thinking that if he could hold her down, if only for a few seconds, then maybe he could show her that she be they didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Nurse Dockery was waifish and thin. Sure, she had beautiful breasts and a curved behind, but that wouldn’t make her strong enough to wrestle with him. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    This girl grabbed him, shoving him down onto the floor. He tried to knock her off, but his hands pressed up against her body, and he couldn’t get any real traction. As hard as he worked and strained, his limbs lacked the necessary power to get her off. 
 
    “What’s wrong, sweetie? Are you having some trouble?” She grinned down at him. 
 
    Then she got up, and she still held his wrist. He tried to tear his hand away from her, but it felt like her fingers had transformed into iron. 
 
    “No, you’re not strong enough. Remember what we talked about before? This is why boys need to be obedient—because they’re weak. You’re weak.” 
 
    Just like that, she reached to down, picked up the straitjacket, and she started to drag him down the hallway. 
 
    With every step, he tried to keep his feet into the ground, to hold his position. 
 
    Grunting with effort, he fought as hard as he could, straining as much as his muscles might allow, but she pulled him along, tugging on him like he was just a misbehaving child. Soon, they were back at the door to his hospital room, and then he crossed the threshold. She put her hand on the back of his neck, shoved him down over the bed, and then she pulled down his pants. 
 
    “I don’t like punishing you,” she explained, “but I will spank you when it’s necessary.” 
 
      
 
    A spanking? Like so many other men in this new city, he didn’t really believe that it could impact him. Children could be spanked, and they would get upset, mostly because they were more sensitive, and they probably worried about what their parents and caretakers thought. As an adult, he could handle it. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    Nurse Dockery yanked down his pants, revealing the curves of his behind. She put her hand on his butt, she squeezed just once, and then she pulled back, savoring this moment. Like many other women, she enjoyed the rush of power that came from having this young man in such a subordinate position. She was going to spank him; she was going to punish him for his disobedience. 
 
    It was precisely what he needed, she thought. 
 
    So many young men tried to act like they could behave however they wanted. They didn’t understand the consequences. Fortunately, there were strong women around it to show them that the world had changed, and being a man would be a disadvantage going forward. With a wicked smile on her face, she swung her arm down, clapping her palm against his backside. 
 
    The pain exploded along his skin. He howled out before he could even think about what he was doing. 
 
    The pain was so, so much more intense than he had ever imagined. 
 
    “Just think,” she teased, “I’m not even using a paddle.” 
 
    Something like that should have been utterly impossible, but he imagined it. The heat played along his skin, coursing between his nerves just below the surface. 
 
    “Just spank you again?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yeah, I think I should spank you again,” she said. 
 
    He cried out for her to stop. He tried to negotiate with her. He begged and pleaded, his voice echoing off of the walls. But this young woman had already made up her mind. She wasn’t going to let him argue with her. He could say whatever he wanted, but those words would be completely useless. 
 
    That didn’t stop him. 
 
    Her hand flew down three, four, five, then six more times, and each one brought a fresh storm of pain searing through his body. 
 
    He couldn’t think through it. He felt like he was blubbering, but she didn’t stop. If anything, he thought he heard the distant sounds of a young woman laughing. That’s because this was still fun for her. 
 
    His backside turned red, and she grinned, appreciating this moment. “Are you ready to apologize?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I tried to escape!” 
 
    “Should boys try to run away from their nurses?” 
 
    “No! Never!” 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “They shouldn’t try to get away. They shouldn’t try to think for themselves. Sweetie, you are a patient here for a good reason. You need a woman to take care of you. You need someone to make all of your choices for you. Yes, you do.” 
 
    He didn’t want to believe it or accept it, yet his lips started moving again, especially because he flinched when she brushed her fingertips over his backside. 
 
    “Yes! You’re right! I can’t make my own decisions! I’m not smart enough! I’m sorry I tried!” 
 
    “That’s right.” She said. “You should be sorry. You owe me a nice long apology.” 
 
    Hadn’t he already apologized?” 
 
    If so, apparently, it wasn’t good enough. She expected something more. 
 
    Although he didn’t really understand, he still made the sounds. His thoughts twisted exactly as she wanted. “I’m so, so sorry! I apologize for trying to get away. That was very bad of me. I never should have tried to escape. I need to be obedient for you. I’m a boy, and I don’t have what it takes to think for myself. No boy does.” 
 
    “Very good!” She was laughing now. 
 
    “Is that, does that mean I don’t need to be spanked anymore?” 
 
    “Of course you need to be spanked some more,” she said. “It’s good for you!” 
 
    His eyes widened, and he called out, but the spankings resumed. She brought her hand down over and over again, all while he whimpered and tried to pull away. At this point, he wasn’t even intending to be disobedient. Instead, it just happened. He wasn’t able to control himself, so he fought to pull free, not that it really did any good. 
 
    By the time she finished, his backside stung. The pain simmered hot through his body. 
 
    “Are you ready for your therapy now?” 
 
    Eyes wet, he had to surrender to her. She was a woman, after all, she was his superior, and she was better than him. 
 
    “Yes, Nurse Dockery,” he told her. 
 
    “Good boy.” She patted him on the head before reaching out and taking his hand. 
 
      
 
    Mason had held his wife’s hand, but that was it, so having this nurse hold his hand felt really strange. Even so, he didn’t try to pull away, not this time. If he did, he would be disciplined. He didn’t want to face that; he couldn’t. That’s why he let her lead him on. 
 
    With every step, he knew that he was getting closer and closer to fresh punishment. The thought horrified him, but he couldn’t think of any way out of this. So he let his thoughts drift off, and he accepted the simple fact that these women were in charge, and they could dictate his future. They could do whatever they wanted with him because he was just a boy. 
 
    Just a boy. Those words felt automatic and natural now. 
 
    On some level, he understood that they were programming him, and he knew that he was supposed to fight back, but how? What could he possibly do? They had every advantage, it seemed. They were stronger and smarter than he was. 
 
    Still, he knew it would be easier to give in, so he let this girl lead him on. He followed her through the hospital, all the way into the next room. And that’s when he saw the table. 
 
    When he first awoke, Mason had found himself in a straitjacket and strapped down to a hospital bed. It was padded and comfortable. Now he saw a plastic table with restraints for his hands, his feet, and his torso. Just as she had promised, there were fresh restraints waiting for his head as well. These girls wanted him to feel completely immobilized while they shocked him into submission. 
 
    “You’re not going to give me any trouble, are you?” Nurse Dockery asked, her tone sweet. 
 
    When he glanced over at the equipment, he shivered. He couldn’t help himself; he tried to understand the different wires, connections, and the other accouterments of male training. Unfortunate for him, he didn’t know very much about electrical engineering, so he couldn’t guess exactly what would happen. All of his knowledge came from movies and TV shows. He suspected that wouldn’t help him very much. 
 
    “Get on the table,” Nurse Dockery commanded. 
 
    She released him, which made things harder. Although he enjoyed a tiny taste of freedom, he also knew that if he followed her commands, he would be willingly surrendering the last vestiges of control he possessed. 
 
    And yet, she reached down and squeezed his behind. Another flash of pain raced through his skin. Maybe it was just a phantom sensation. Maybe his backside still stung brutally. Either way, he scurried forward. 
 
    Then he climbed up onto the table, and she strolled over to him, her hand reaching out as she pressed him down. 
 
    Just like that, he gave up. 
 
    “You’re just a boy,” she said, “there is nothing wrong with that. You should smile, be handsome, and do as you’re told.” Her advice echoed the training from his previous session. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this. Please, you can just let it go. Please, just let me go!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but that’s not my decision to make. If you want early release, you should talk to Doctor Foster.” And just like that, she smiled down at him, making it sound like it was completely normal. 
 
    She looped the restraints around his wrists, his ankles, over his chest, and even along his forehead. 
 
    “There we go,” she announced, apparently satisfied with her work. “You see, things are so much easier when you just do as you’re told. Why can’t you listen to your wife and obey her?” 
 
    “Because I’m not a servant. Because I’m not a slave,” he insisted, growling through those sounds. 
 
    “Nope. You’re just a helpless boy, all strapped down and ready for his session.” 
 
    Or at least, he would be once she attached the electrodes. 
 
    The nurse continued her work, securing them to his thighs, his legs, his arms, and even his temples. When she finished, she stepped back. Obviously, she had needed to adjust his clothing a little bit, so now the wires curled up the fabric, and down to the flesh underneath. 
 
    Patting him on the head, she said, “Don’t worry. Doctor Foster will be here in a couple of minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Nurse Dockery left him alone for the next few minutes. This was all part of the procedure. 
 
    The boys in that room needed to take some time to consider their situation. More than that, they had to imagine what was going to happen. 
 
    Mason did just that. 
 
    As he remained there on the table, spread out and helpless, waiting for someone to walk up and turn on the machinery, he couldn’t help but think of how far he had fallen. Frustration and fear mixed together, eating away at his defiance. 
 
    In movies and TV shows, it was always so easy to resist the bad guys. A rebellious young woman or powerful superhero could argue and fight and hold out no matter what. 
 
    Mason was just a guy, someone who wanted to get a job and have his own opinion. 
 
    These women wanted to take that away from him. 
 
    And yet, he had already suffered so much. Why was he still fighting? Why was he still resisting with everything he possessed? 
 
    Clenching his eyes shut, he wondered what it would be like to surrender. He could go home to his beautiful wife. And yes, he would have to work hard and obey her, but she would take care of him. She would tell him what to do, how to clean, and what to cook. He would be her servant boy, and she would kiss him and touch him, and it might feel good. 
 
    Despite everything, his shaft started to harden again. 
 
    No. 
 
    He didn’t want to enjoy any of those thoughts. They were rebellious and treacherous, eating away at his ability to be his own person. 
 
    But then he glanced over at the machine again. He wondered exactly how it was going to feel to have the electricity course through his body, lighting up pain receptors throughout his skin. 
 
    It was going to be bad, he thought. 
 
    Hot moisture gathered at the corners of his eyes. Mason did his best to fight back those tears, but these women were brutal and merciless. They teased him and taunted him. More than that, they kept him off balance by forcing him to enjoy certain parts of his captivity. He couldn’t help but think about Nurse Dockery, her pretty smile, and the way she touched him. 
 
    Exhaling through his teeth, he decided that he had to hold out. He didn’t know what it would take or if they could really do it, but there had to be some way. 
 
    It was just a matter of time. 
 
    Of course, both Nurse Dockery and Doctor Foster had the same thought: it was only a matter of time before this boy broke down and surrendered to his rightful place in society, on his knees, ready and eager to serve his owner—his wife. 
 
    Trapped on the table, he decided that maybe he could pull his way free. He didn’t think of any reason why this time would be different, yet Mason had to make the attempt. If he simply stayed there on his back, he would be surrendering. 
 
    So he squirmed, wiggling his legs, rotating his fists, and doing everything he could to try to slip free from just one of those medical shackles. 
 
    He was still squirming helplessly when the door opened, not that he heard it this time. 
 
    Doctor Foster appeared over him. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting free,” he said. 
 
    “No, you’re not. You’re wiggling and wasting your strength.” She smiled down at him. Both she and Nurse Dockery had mastered the condescending grin. It was like they shared a private conversation, something between equals, only she had the maturity and knowledge necessary to understand what was really taking place. 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” he said, but that sounded more like a promise to himself. 
 
    “Get away with that? Get away with what? We are helping you, Mason.” 
 
    “No, you’re not!” 
 
    “You can already feel some of the difference, can’t you? You’re starting to question yourself. It’s only been a couple of days, yet you are learning how to behave. That’s progress. You should be proud of yourself. In no time, you’ll be ready to meet with your wife again. Then it will be her decision if we should release you into her custody.” 
 
    “Her custody?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, strolling over to the machinery. Almost as an offhand comment, she said, “as a part of your incarceration here, we have decided to declare you to be medically incompetent. You are no longer capable of making your own legal decisions, so Rebecca will do that for you.” 
 
    “No, you can’t just do that!” 
 
    “It did involve a little bit of paperwork,” Doctor Foster replied, “But it’s really not that hard. In fact, we’ve had a lot of practice with it recently.” When she smirked at him, the corners of her eyes crinkled. “But don’t you worry about that. Just because you can’t get a drivers license, own property, or make any of your own financial decisions, that doesn’t mean you won’t be useful to your wife.” 
 
    “This isn’t happening,” he said, locking his eyes shut. 
 
    “You can’t deny the truth, Mason. That’s just not helpful or healthy.” 
 
    “What would you know about healthy?” 
 
    “I’m a doctor. I’m the medical authority. And more importantly, I know that you need to accept your place. The longer you fight, the more painful and difficult it will be.” 
 
    Much to his surprise, she pulled something off of the cart. As a small, black, plastic controller. It looked like something he might use to control a stereo, only she flipped it around, letting them see the different buttons. 
 
    He couldn’t read everything, but he recognized some of the symbols. Up. Down. On. Off. 
 
    “This is what I’m going to use to punish you when you say something wrong.” 
 
    “Like that I’m a person? Like that I have rights?” Mason sneered. 
 
    “You have rights. You have the right to obey, the right to love your wife, the right to do whatever she wants.” 
 
    “Those aren’t rights!” 
 
    “They’re both rights and responsibilities,” Doctor Foster said without any hint of irony in her voice. “That’s what’s most important, Mason. Everyone has a place in society. Yours is with Rebecca. Don’t you want to go home? Would you like to be with her right now? Just picture it. You could be on your knees, giving her a foot massage after she’s gone through a long, hard day at work.” 
 
    He locked his teeth together and refused to say anything. 
 
    “Well?” Clearly, Doctor Foster wanted a conversation with her captive patient. 
 
    Mason refused to indulge her. If she wanted to talk, then he would respond with the silent treatment. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    She pressed one of the buttons, and electricity surged through the cords, jumping right into the electrodes attached to his body. 
 
    If he thought the spanking had been bad it, the electroshock therapy was so much worse. Hot agony sizzled through his skin, flashing along every inch of his body. It felt as though each and every one of his pain receptors cried out at the same time. 
 
    When he had been spanked, he could at least think clearly. But now, everything disappeared into a storm of agony. 
 
    After a little while, his thoughts seemed to crystallize once again. He could think for himself. 
 
    “You didn’t like that, did you?” 
 
    Again, he told himself that he could remain quiet. He could keep his mouth shut, thus denying her the conversation she wanted. 
 
    Only then, Doctor Foster punished her stubborn patient once again. If this was the kind of treatment he needed, that she would make sure he received it. After all, it was for his own good. In fact, she assumed that he would be thanking her by the end. 
 
    She pressed the button and held it down this time. 
 
    Another storm of unrelenting torment exploded through his body. The electrodes had been perfectly calculated and calibrated to make sure that they didn’t cause any genuine damage. This is all about sensation and nothing else. 
 
    When the electricity finally stopped, he was gasping and panting. With an animalistic frenzy, he had tried to tear his way free from the restraints, but they held him fast. He wasn’t going anywhere, and now they both knew it with absolute certainty. 
 
    “You didn’t like that, did you?” 
 
    “N…no…” he panted back, nearly breathless. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Doctor Foster said. “You see, this is designed to make sure that you learn your place. Where’s your place again?” 
 
    For a moment, Mason really thought that he could do it. He truly, genuinely believed he could keep his mouth shut again. If he sealed his lips, he would show her that the punishments wouldn’t be enough to force his obedience. 
 
    Obedience. 
 
    Would that really be so bad? If he surrendered and yielded to his wife, couldn’t he find real happiness as her servant? 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I’m not going to say it!” 
 
    Doctor Foster responded by tapping the button again. With just a light touch, she could unleash the barrage of electrical impulses, each one stabbing down into him. 
 
    Arching his back, he tensed as he yanked on his bonds. It still didn’t change anything. 
 
    “You poor, poor, stubborn boy. It must be so hard to think you can handle all of this. Because really, you can’t. You are a boy, and that means you need to yield. Whether you do it right now or in ten minutes or an hour, you will succumb.” She spoke with perfect, crystallized confidence. After all, she had already helped plenty of young men, so she understood he would be no different. 
 
    “I don’t want your pity.” 
 
    “Too bad, because you have it.” She waved to the controller right in front of his face. “You know what this represents? This represents female ingenuity. It represents female supremacy. With this, I can break you, Mason. And that is going to happen. That’s why you’re here. You need to be cured of your delusions.” 
 
    If only because he needed to talk to keep her from punishing him again, he had to ask, “What delusions?” 
 
    “The delusion of independence, the delusion of free will, the delusion that you should be able to make your decisions. The delusion that your wife isn’t better than you.” 
 
    “She’s not!” As he growled that word, he could see her thumb twitch just a little bit as she pressed down on the controller. 
 
    Shaking her head, she watched as he locked his teeth together and twitched through the electrical shocks. The storm of sensations made him cry out again, but then it came to an end, and she tilted her head to the side. “You didn’t like that, did you? No, of course not. But it only happens when you misbehave. Now, tell me you want to be cured.” 
 
    Mason didn’t even think about it. With his thoughts scrambled, he was certain of only one fact: he didn’t want to be punished again. “Yes. Yes, I want to be cured.” 
 
    “Very good,” said the doctor. “Now you just need to agree with everything I tell you. And when you do so, you need to believe it. Can you do that?” 
 
    He nodded his head down and up. 
 
    “Are you a boy?” 
 
    He didn’t like the infantilized implications, yet he still bought his head down and up. “Yes. I’m a boy,” he said, thinking back to the lesson he had learned with Nurse Dockery. When he said something, he couldn’t respond with only one word. He had to restate all of it. That’s what they expected. 
 
    “Very good. And as a boy, what does that mean?” 
 
    She lifted the controller up as she touched the side of her face. It didn’t look like Doctor Foster was about to press the button anytime soon, but he still answered quickly, giving her exactly what she wanted. “It means an inferior.” 
 
    “Can you say that again?” 
 
    “I’m a boy. That means I’m inferior.” 
 
    She glanced over at the equipment while he spoke. 
 
    “That’s the right answer,” she said. “But there’s just one problem.” 
 
    “What, what problem?” Mason stuttered. 
 
    “You don’t believe it,” she said. “This equipment does a lot more than just punish you.” 
 
    Without elaborating, she pressed the button. The signal jumped from her controller to the machine by his table, and another surge of electricity roared through his body. This one seemed to last forever. But then, they always did. Time disappeared, turning into a buzz of hot agony. 
 
    “Care to try that again?” Doctor Foster asked. “And this time, think about all of the reasons why you are inferior. Think about why you deserve to be a second-class citizen. Remember, you got married to a great woman, she’s going to take care of you, so you don’t need to feel bad about any of this. You’ve been living a life filled with delusions, Mason. That’s not your fault. You grew up in a society that told one falsehood after another.” 
 
    He stared up at her. 
 
    Perhaps she could tell that he was paying attention and really listening to every word. As she spoke, he seemed to absorb what she told him. “You’re a boy, and you know that the traditions are all wrong. You’re not supposed to be strong. Physically, you might be able to lift more, but you know what that makes you?” 
 
    Timid and tentative, he gave a nervous shake of his head. “That makes you into a beast of burden.” 
 
    “A beast of burden,” he whispered. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, patting him on the head because she could tell he was finally starting to make some progress. 
 
      
 
    Mason had no idea how many days or weeks or even months transpired. Outside of the hospital, the world could have ended, and he wouldn’t have known it. Without access to a TV or a phone, he didn’t have any way to understand what was going on. 
 
    For the most part, Nurse Dockery and Doctor Foster took care of him. Occasionally, others would check in on him, but those women didn’t speak to him, so he didn’t try to respond. 
 
    When he behaved himself, he was allowed to spend some time in the Day Room. While there, he could peruse certain books, all of which looked brand-new. Unfortunately, they also happened to be stories about young men surrendering their independence to powerful women. In those stories, the guys always needed to be rescued…or worse, they had to be trained. Each and every time, however, the males tried too hard. The women were always right. 
 
    It was another set of pathologies, he thought. 
 
    They were giving him another worldview. 
 
    When he first realized this, he got angry. But after another couple of sessions, both listening to the hypnotic music and the electroshock, Mason stopped worrying about it. If anything, he enjoyed the books. 
 
    As a child, he learned about damsels in distress. 
 
    Now, he read stories about princes in peril. 
 
    The medical professionals around him monitored his progress. They had conversations with him. 
 
    Then, one day, while Mason was curled up in the corner with his book, Doctor Foster approached. He worried that this would be another session, only the woman in the lab coat smiled at him. “How are you feeling, Mason?” 
 
    “I’m good,” he said. Then, for some reason, he felt compelled to add, “I’m feeling very obedient right now.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    Before being admitted to the hospital, he never would have thought of “obedience” as an emotional state. But it was. It really was. 
 
    “Is it time for another session?” 
 
    “Not right now. But I do have something else in mind for you. Follow me,” said the doctor. At once, he dropped his book and scurried after her. 
 
    Like so many of the other young men at the hospital, when he followed a woman, Mason dropped a few steps behind her, and he kept his head down. 
 
    She took him into a large conference room, and she pointed to one of the seats. He sat obediently, and then she asked him another question, “Do you think you are better now?” 
 
    “I guess so?” 
 
    “You don’t sound certain,” Doctor Foster said to him. 
 
    He licked his lips, wondering if this was another test of his mental health. Unfortunately, he couldn’t always predict exactly what the doctors or nurses wanted to hear, so he tried to be honest. That usually worked out best for him, especially since he had given up on ever acting like a man again. 
 
    A man? No. He was a boy. Boys were inferior. Males needed to be subjugated. It was good for him when he surrendered. 
 
    Some small hitch lingered at the back of his brain, like this persistent defiance, but he always stifled of those impulses. Because he didn’t want to be strapped down or punished again, he told them what they wished to hear because those words had started to feel true over the course of his treatment. 
 
    “I guess I’m not certain because I don’t get to make that decision,” he said. “You’re the doctor, so shouldn’t you be the person to tell me what is good or bad and whether or not I’m doing well?” When he looked up at her, his eyes were big with both concern and confusion. 
 
    “Good boy,” she replied. “I have someone here who would like to see you.” 
 
    She strolled over to the door, opened it, and that’s when she reappeared. 
 
    Rebecca. 
 
    She looked like something out of a fantasy. She had her hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, and she wore a cardigan with her jeans. 
 
    “Hi there, Mason,” she said with a quick wave of her hand. “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m good,” he said, suddenly sitting up straight. Of course, he had talked about Rebecca a lot with Doctor Foster, but now that his wife had returned, he didn’t know precisely what to do. 
 
    “You too can have as much time as you need,” said Doctor Foster. She didn’t leave the room, but she did step back, and his wife approached him. She took a seat in front of him, and she reached out, touching his hand. “How are you feeling, sweetie?” 
 
    At this moment, he should have started begging her and pleading with her to escape. With one signature, she could have freed him from the hospital. But he was a boy, and that wasn’t his place. “I’m feeling okay, I guess. I’m learning a lot.” 
 
    “Oh? Like what?” 
 
    “I think I’ve gotten over a lot of my misconceptions,” he said. 
 
    “That’s really good. Can you tell me about them?” As Rebecca asked, she looked concerned, but there was still a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. 
 
    “I, I don’t think that I should be able to make my own decisions, and I know that it’s dumb for me to want to get a job. I mean, maybe if you ask me to work, I can, but I should only do it with your permission, Rebecca.” 
 
    Rebecca glanced over her shoulder and looked at the doctor. The two women smiled at one another, which still made him nervous. 
 
    “Oh, and why is that?” 
 
    “Because you are my wife, and I love you. When we got married, I promised to honor and obey you.” Some small part of him might have still insisted that wasn’t true, but it didn’t matter because these women were in charge. It was their society, and he was nothing but a boy. 
 
    “Yes, you did it,” Rebecca agreed. “But maybe you should get down on your knees and tell me again?” 
 
    Something inside of him tensed, only to be suppressed instantly. He remembered how it felt to be strapped down, his arms and legs spread, shackles around his wrists and ankles. Then came the shocks. 
 
    Hoping to avoid that fate again, he looked at his wife before lowering himself down onto his knees. He bowed his head down and began to speak, “Rebecca, I promise to honor and obey you as my wife. I’m your husband, and that means I should respect you and your authority at all times. I promise, I’m going to do the best I can to be your husband, your boy, your servant.” 
 
    Leaning down, she touched the underside of his chin and nudged his gaze back up toward her beautiful eyes. “My slave?” 
 
    He hesitated for just a second. But there was something about her expression and the certainty loaded in her gaze. Within a couple of heartbeats, he gave in, “yes. Your slave. I promise to be your slave. I promise to be your obedient slave.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful,” she said. 
 
    Doctor Foster took this to be some sort of invitation because she strolled back over to the table and sat down beside Rebecca. “What do you think of our progress?” 
 
    “I think he’s doing really, really well!” 
 
    When both Doctor Foster and Rebecca smiled, Mason thought he should too. This was another facet to the program: as a boy, he should smile and be pleasant, especially when around women. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it. We have been working hard with Mason here. Isn’t that right, Mason?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s right. Working very hard.” 
 
    “And what have you been doing?” Rebecca asked. She leaned back in her seat. Apparently very comfortable, she kept her eyes aimed at Mason as she tried to read through his emotions and responses. 
 
    “I’ve been confronting all of my problems, Rebecca,” he said. As he used her name, he felt a little thrill of excitement because he was so close to his wife once again. It may have been days or weeks, but he wanted to see her again. In fact, he enjoyed his position on his knees before her. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” she said, brushing her fingers through his hair. 
 
    “These moments are always really good, but you still have a couple of decisions to make,” Doctor Foster said. 
 
    “That’s right. You wanted to discuss his progress with me,” said Rebecca. 
 
    Mason listened, confused by this. He was a good and obedient boy, right? If so, then shouldn’t his wife want to take him home? Then again, he knew that this was a decision to be made by the women, and they probably wouldn’t be interested in his input. 
 
    “I think he has done remarkably well, and I’m sure you would like to spend some time alone with him, but there are still other decisions to be made.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, some women like to have their husbands permanently modified.” 
 
    “And what could that entail?” Rebecca sounded simply curious. The two women could discuss his body and of the alterations they might make, and there was nothing he could do about it. He may not have been wearing a straitjacket, but he still had a variety of medicines running through his blood stream, all of which would make it impossible for him to escape. 
 
    “Some women like to have their boys tattooed and permanently marked. Others like to install microchips, either for tracking or behavioral modification,” Doctor Foster said. “If I recall correctly, that was something you wanted to discuss further.” 
 
    A chip? Like a microchip? 
 
    For a second, Mason could feel the anger swell within his chest, only then he reminded himself that he belonged to his wife, so he shouldn’t complain. 
 
    “That’s right. We have been working with subdermal microchips. The experiments are still relatively new, but I think we have made some incredible progress, and they’re definitely ready for implantation. Mason here would be the first boy to receive something like that.” 
 
    “Fascinating,” said Rebecca. “You said behavioral modification?” 
 
    “Your husband has been going through electroshock therapy. The microchip is an extension of that. It can be programmed with GPS coordinates, so he will be prevented from leaving a certain geographical area. For example, if you didn’t want him to leave the house without your permission, you could make the chip activate whenever he steps onto the street.” 
 
    Mason’s eyes got wide. Nurse Dockery had teased him about something like this, but he didn’t really believe it was possible. She had taunted him, talking about invisible fences, the kinds that kept dogs in their yards, but he didn’t really believe it. 
 
    “And of course, you can get an app on your phone to activate the chip whenever you feel like it.” 
 
    “I could be handy,” Rebecca said. “What do you think of that, Mason?” 
 
    “It’s your decision,” he said instantly and automatically. This boy knew better than to express his opinions. Even when a woman asked for it, she probably wasn’t really interested in what he thought. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she said. 
 
    “There are other kinds of fixes as well,” said Doctor Foster. She glanced over at Mason who felt the color drain away from his cheeks. His body got cold. He knew exactly what she meant. 
 
    “Maybe,” said Rebecca, only Mason couldn’t pierce her tone of voice. He couldn’t tell whether or not she was serious or just wished to tease him. 
 
    “In any case, would you like to spend some time with him? I’m sure, once you’re alone, you’ll be able to get a sense for what kinds of other treatments you would like him to go through.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” said Rebecca. She stood up, looked down at her husband, and then she reached into her pocket. As she did so, she pulled out a neatly folded, black leather band and a matching strip of fabric. The light glinted along the edges, but it took him a second to realize what she was holding. 
 
    A collar. A leash. 
 
    No one had told him about this before, but he had been trained. He knew what his wife wanted, so he was determined to give it to her. Sitting up, he straightened his back and raised his chin, exposing his throat and making it easy for her to collar and leash him. 
 
    “Good boy,” said Rebecca as she secured each piece. 
 
    He felt the clasp click into place before she tugged on the leash and guided him out of the conference room. 
 
      
 
    A few feet ahead, Doctor Foster and Rebecca talked about him. They whispered and occasionally glanced over their shoulders. Snickering, like high school girls sharing a private joke, they kept their voices down and made sure that he couldn’t hear them. 
 
    Following along, he felt exactly like a pet. He was a plaything, something to be owned. 
 
    And yet, he couldn’t bring himself to complain. 
 
    He was a boy, so it was his job to be pleasant, handsome, and obedient. Those thoughts reverberated behind his eyes, and he didn’t want to question them. Whenever he did that, he got in trouble. 
 
    Doctor Foster brought them up to another door, and she unlocked it with a swipe of her key card. When Mason glanced in, he was surprised. It looked a little bit like a hotel room, he thought. 
 
    There was a king sized bed with clean sheets, a couple of chairs set off to the side, and a TV mounted on the wall. There were even sets of dressers, plus an alcove that probably opened up to an attached bathroom. 
 
    “Take all the time you need,” Doctor Foster said. The words were clearly addressed to Rebecca. 
 
    “Go inside,” Rebecca commanded. 
 
    At once and without hesitation, Mason strode forward into the room. He did his best to appear unconcerned, although he could feel the eyes of the two women upon him. They were studying him, watching him. 
 
    In that way, he was a little bit like a show dog. 
 
    He walked several feet into the room, only to turn around. He waited, aiming his eyes down toward the floor. With his gaze downcast, he could hear the two women whispering back and forth, but their hushed tones didn’t carry any meaning for him. 
 
    Then again, he wondered if he should be trying to eavesdrop at all. He was just a boy, after all. 
 
    “Just look at you,” Rebecca said after the doctor strolled away. She walked closer to him, and she still held the leash, he noted with a stab of chagrin. 
 
    As his wife started to circle him, he really did feel like an object, a toy, a plaything there for her amusement. 
 
    “What have they been doing to you?” 
 
    “Training me,” he said, only to flinch because that probably wasn’t the word Doctor Foster or Nurse Dockery would have used. Those two women would have said they were curing him, so he corrected himself. “They’ve been helping me with my delusions.” 
 
    “And what delusions are those?” 
 
    Hadn’t they already talked about this? Hadn’t they already gone over this? 
 
    Mason couldn’t really be certain, but he knew one thing for sure. Repetition was apparently the key to his treatment, which meant Rebecca just wanted to “help” him. 
 
    “I thought that I should be able to get a job if I wanted one. Clearly, I was mistaken.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “I also suffered from latent misogyny and the misconception that we should be equals.” 
 
    “Equality? Between women and men?” Still circling him like a predator enjoying the fear radiating from her prey, Rebecca taunted him with one question after another. 
 
    “Yeah, I thought that women and men should be equal.” 
 
    “Should they be?” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She came to a stop in front of him, stroked his cheek, and forced him to look up at her. 
 
    “Because women are better than men. Because you are better than me,” he said. It was true. She would always make more money. Especially here in this society, he knew that he would be her servant…her slave. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear you’ve been making so much progress.” 
 
    “Rebecca?” 
 
    “What is it, Mason?” While his voice seemed to creak out, timid and small, she spoke indulgently, as though she had every right to be there. Clearly, confidence flowed through her body, and it could be heard in her voice just as easily. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do with me?” 
 
    “Now, that is the question, isn’t it?” Rebecca said. “I mean, I could have that chip implanted in your body. That would certainly be interesting, don’t you think?” 
 
    His throat clenched, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. He wanted to tell her not to do it, to tell her that he didn’t need it. But to do so would have been incredibly presumptuous because he was just a boy and he was her husband, so he had to trust her. She wielded the authority, and he supported her. An important part of support meant obedience. 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “Trust me. It would be very interesting. I could just push a button and you would feel so much more obedient.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I’m sure you’re right.” Whenever he spoke with Nurse Dockery or Doctor Foster, he knew that was usually the correct answer. Of course, if he was connected to one of the machines, they might be able to monitor his blood pressure to determine whether or not he was lying. 
 
    “Besides, I’m worried about the long-term implications of your training here.” As she said those words, he didn’t even think about interrupting. “I mean, what happens if you start to backslide?” 
 
    “I don’t know if that could happen,” he said. “But I know that I will do whatever you want.” 
 
    “I suppose I could always bring you back,” she said. 
 
    His neck stiffened and he jerked his gaze up toward her, like he needed to see whether or not she was laughing at him. 
 
    Clearly, the look of fear that spread across his face definitely amused her. His wife chuckled before grabbing his leash again and tugging him toward the bed. “Let’s see what you can do.” 
 
    “How would you like me to serve you?” When he first heard that phrase in his hypnotic programming treatments, he thought it sounded obnoxiously obsequious and subservient. And yet, that was the entire point. He needed to demonstrate, both with his words and his deeds, that he understood his place. 
 
    “I’m going to take off my top, and you are going to give me a nice long massage.” 
 
    “Yes, please. I would love to give you a massage,” he said. 
 
    Rebecca stepped over to the bed, she climbed up on top of it. From there, she started to slip out of her cardigan. Next, she took off her undershirt, and her bra was revealed after that. He studied the curves of her body, although he wasn’t sure if he was supposed to look or not. 
 
    “It’s okay, sweetie. I’m your wife. You can check me out, as long as you do so respectfully.” 
 
    “I, I understand,” he said. “I will always respect you and your authority.” 
 
    “There’s a good boy.” 
 
    “But I did have a question,” he said. 
 
    “What is it, Mason?” 
 
    “How would you like me to address you?” 
 
    Rebecca blinked once, confused for a few seconds. But then, a big smile spread across her lips. When it came to the gender dynamics between women and men, men were clearly becoming subordinate. Rebecca didn’t know how far this went through the rest of the city dynamics, but it was clear that plenty of relationships had changed. That’s why she had heard some men address their wives or girlfriends as Miss, Ma’am, or even Mistress. 
 
    It seemed her husband believed he should do the same thing. 
 
    Almost as an instinctive reaction, she wanted to tell him that he didn’t need to worry about that. He could just call her by her first name. But then she stopped herself. Was that sufficiently respectful? Would it be good for him? 
 
    Because when Rebecca saw her husband is now, she didn’t think of him as a real person. Oh no. He was a human, sure enough, but because of his sex and gender, he was severely limited. She needed to take that into account when she dealt with him. Somehow, it seemed surprisingly easy to think of men as being less than capable. So maybe she needed to give him structure and to set firm limits for him. 
 
    The thought made her smile, and then she went with her instincts, “You may address me as Mistress when we are alone. Understand?” 
 
    He nodded his head, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “And Mason?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress?” 
 
    “Would you address me however I wanted you to?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said instantly. 
 
    “If I wanted you to call me your Goddess, you would do it?” 
 
    “Yes. I can call you Goddess if you like.” 
 
    At this point, Rebecca just couldn’t help herself. She threw her head back, and she started laughing. To think, this had been her stubborn, almost condescending husband. It had been one thing that had both infuriated and detracted her when they first got together: he had been so confident. But of course, but she found it interesting and dynamic when they first got together but soon became irritating. She liked it much better this way. 
 
    And that’s why she grabbed him, pulling him into a deep kiss. 
 
    For a couple of seconds, he didn’t know precisely what she wanted, but then he leaned into her, molding his body against hers. She could feel her nipples harden as heat began to gather right between her legs. 
 
    At the same time, she knew that her husband enjoyed this. He hardened, his erection pressing against her leg. 
 
    Grabbing him, she pulled him down onto the mattress. He fell, and then she scrambled on top, straddling him. 
 
    “Lick my nipples,” she ordered. 
 
    Whenever they made love, it had always been infuriating because there were certain things she had always wanted more of, but she hadn’t been able to ask him. On those rare occasions when she tried to give him hints, he seemed to ignore them. Maybe he did this on purpose, or maybe she had been too oblique. Either way, she didn’t have that problem now. 
 
    His lips wrapped around her nipple, and he sucked gently, his tongue flicking and flitting over that sensitive flesh. 
 
    As she looked down at him, she felt this overwhelming sense of power. She could do whatever she wanted with this boy, her husband, her slave. Those different words and titles whirled through her head. 
 
    She pulled back. “Did you like that, Mistress?” In his voice, there is nothing but the eager determination to please her. 
 
    “Yes. I liked that. I liked it a lot,” she promised him. 
 
    Then she lowered her other breast down toward his mouth, and he started sucking again, moving his tongue in neat, take little circles. 
 
    Sensations coursed through her body, hot and powerful. 
 
    At the same time, she reached down for his erection. At first, she only meant to touch him through the soft fabric of his hospital uniform. But then, she could feel the folds of the material, and then she was touching his shaft. She rubbed him, teasing him until he started to moan. 
 
    Withdrawing her touch, she looked down into his eyes, and she wondered precisely how he would react. For a couple of seconds, she anticipated this moment where he would growl or grunt or just complain. After all, what kind of training could survive the male libido? 
 
    His, it seemed. 
 
    Mason didn’t argue or even look disappointed. He stopped making sounds, but his eyes were closed, and he continued to eagerly lick and suck at her nipple, just as she had commanded. 
 
    Deciding to give him another test, she pulled away, and then she lowered herself down onto the mattress, her back aimed at the ceiling. “Pet me,” she ordered. 
 
    He scrambled up onto his knees, and he immediately began to caress her, just as he had been taught. Mason may have been selfish when he tried to think for himself, but he had always paid attention to this one facet of their relationship. He knew exactly what she liked, so he stroked the contours of her neck, his fingers brushing down toward her shoulders before slipping around to her flanks. Then he went back to her neck, and he touched her with random little patterns that she couldn’t predict. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” she said. “You’re doing a very good job.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress. 
 
    Honestly, Rebecca couldn’t decide whether or not she really enjoyed that term. As the feminine of Master, it certainly came with some lovely implications. Like so many other women, she didn’t know the precise moment when she had decided she wanted to enslave her husband, but it was clearly here, and she had no intention of going back to a relationship where he argued and fussed all the time. If he had to be cured of his masculine ego, then fine. Fortunately, her insurance covered these treatments. 
 
    For the next few seconds, Rebecca enjoyed herself. She tried to relax, only she couldn’t entirely ignore the buzzing of arousal at the back of her brain. The desires simmered, but his light touches didn’t help her settle down. On the contrary, they turned her on, adding fresh waves of desire to her already powerful yearning. 
 
    She rolled over, grabbed him, and pulled him down. With her fingers on the back of his neck, she brought him into a deep kiss. Their lips teased one another, their tongues dancing. 
 
    Relaxation and arousal battled for control of her psyche. 
 
    This felt amazing, she thought. And yet, she pictured herself on top of him, riding him slowly, taking her time. She was definitely wet by this point. 
 
    Deciding she wanted something else, she pushed him away, sat up, and looked at him. Braced on his hands and knees now, with the collar around his neck and the leash dangling below, he looked just like a pet. 
 
    “Strip. I want to completely naked right now,” she said, her voice taking on the authoritative tones of a woman who knew she could not be disobeyed. 
 
    Mason made his obedience obvious as he pulled off his shirt, his pants, and his underwear. Soon, he was naked except for the collar. When he started to reach for it, she shook her head. “Now. If I ever put a collar on you, you don’t try to take it off. You know why?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because the collar isn’t clothing. You know what the collar is, Mason?” 
 
    Tentatively, he shook his head. “No, Mistress. I don’t know the collar is.” 
 
    She loved the way he rephrased everything she said. It made it abundantly clear that he both understood what she was saying and also that he listened to her. So many men had trouble with that. 
 
    “It’s a status symbol, sweetie,” she said. 
 
    That’s when she grabbed him by his shoulders and shoved him back to the mattress. He bounced just a little bit as she positioned herself over him. She pulled his arms up to the sides of his head, and she started to stroke him. “Don’t move,” she ordered. 
 
    “I won’t move, Mistress,” he promised. He sounded so solemn, like this was the most important task he could imagine. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Mason, through his treatments, had learned to take everything she said very seriously. When a woman gave him in order, especially his wife, he had to do it. 
 
    Failure simply wasn’t an option, since excuses wouldn’t be tolerated. He had learned that while being strapped down or tied up in his straitjacket. 
 
    “I love how responsive you are,” she said, her fingers brushing along his body, first his legs, then his erection once again. He tensed up, but he didn’t try to pull away from his pose. 
 
    “I can’t help it,” he said. “I’ve been trained.” 
 
    “Yes, you have,” she agreed. 
 
    Rebecca unzipped her jeans and pulled them off. Shimmying out of the denim, she threw her pants to the floor along with her panties. Then, without any kind of announcement, she positioned herself right over his face. Lowering herself down, she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back, making it easier for his lips to make contact with her slit. 
 
    “Serve me,” she said. 
 
    On top of him like this, Rebecca reveled in the fact that there could be no misunderstanding. With him on his back and her pussy above him, she made it clear that she owned him. The rankings were obvious, and she savored every moment of this, right until that point when he started to lick her. 
 
    His tongue flicked out, tentative and nervous at first, but then she assured him that he was doing a good job, so he started to work harder, his tongue moving faster. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, breathing through the word. “I feel so, so good.” It was true. 
 
    Hot, satisfied passion began to flow through her body. It was building up toward a crescendo, so she ordered him to slow down. 
 
    At once, he obeyed. 
 
    His tongue moved at a sedate, deliberate pace, sliding up and down. He worked his appendage deep into her, but he took his time. 
 
    Oh, that felt amazing, she thought. As passion coalesced through her body, she leaned to down a little bit more, making it easier for him to service her. 
 
    “Keep going. Faster now,” she said. 
 
    Obediently, he sped up. 
 
    She grinned to herself, thinking that this felt a lot like having a human sex toy. She probably wasn’t alone in that thought. Women throughout the city were probably thinking about how much fun it was to have a boy she could control so completely. 
 
    Torn between waiting and enjoying herself or letting a gasp rush through her body, she considered another facet to female superiority. If she climaxed, she could do it again. It wasn’t like when she made love with Mason previously. Often, by the time he came, he would suddenly be tired or lackluster in his performance. 
 
    She doubted that would be the case now, she reflected. 
 
    She thought about testing him but then disregarded the thought. Oh no, she wanted to enjoy herself right then and there. That’s why Rebecca moved her hips just a little bit. As he licked, she told him to go faster again. His training kicked in, and he complied with her every demandant expectation. 
 
    “Yes. Just like that. Keep going. Faster. Faster now,” she growled. 
 
    He served her as he had never done before. Even when Mason had licked at her previously, it hadn’t been anything like this. The desires pounded through her body, building up to a crescendo the quickly exploded through her skin. The arousal echoed and bounced within her as she arched her back and stared up at the ceiling, her eyes wide yet unseeing. 
 
    She panted, screamed, and then it came to an end. 
 
    She pulled him close and she fell back to the mattress, so he rested his cheek against her shoulder. As she wrapped her arms around him, she considered precisely what that meant. 
 
    “I own you, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. You own me. I belong to you, and will to my best to serve you and make you happy.” 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” she said. 
 
    As Rebecca held him, she felt a twinge of guilt. As with so many other women, she had been conditioned and socialized over the course of her life to think that she had to be a “good girl”. But what did that mean precisely? 
 
    Disregarding the idea, she pulled back, looked down at his erection, and she grabbed him, her fingers tight, though not painfully so, around his member. She teased him again, touching him gently, her fingers brushing over his body. She gave him another squeeze, and she watched as he reacted. 
 
    Yes, he has definitely become her toy, especially at this moment. 
 
    “I’m enjoying owning you,” she said. 
 
    “I’m glad, Mistress,” he said. Although his tone seemed somewhat vacant, Rebecca couldn’t make herself care. So many young women had been forced into relationships where they made one sacrifice after another. It was time for Mason to pay. 
 
    She positioned herself above him, put her hands on his chest, and she lowered herself down. “You belong to me. And you’re going to feel it. When you come, I want you to tell me how much you love me and how much you want to be owned by me. I want you to beg for that collar.” 
 
    Rebecca had no idea where those commands came from, yet they bubbled up inside of her head, and when she spoke them, they felt true. Absolutely, completely true. 
 
    Soon, she was on top of him, impaled on his cock. She enveloped him, feeling the walls of her slit tight around his shaft. 
 
    For the next couple of seconds, she just looked down at him. 
 
    He gazed back, waiting and expectant, eager and obedient. 
 
    She started to ride him, lifting herself up and lowering herself back down. As she did so, the friction between their bodies sent sparks of pleasure running through her. Damn it. This felt so incredible! 
 
    Rebecca practically bounced up and down on his shaft. She savored every movement as he slid in, then almost out, then deep inside again. The pleasure pounded and raced through her skin, building up to a second crescendo. Then she stopped. 
 
    She was panting at this point, and she looked down at her enslaved husband. 
 
    “Have you been cured?” 
 
    He gave the right answer, “I don’t know. I’m not a doctor. That’s not my decision to make, Mistress.” 
 
    She grinned, reached to down and touched the tip of his nose. His face was flushed, and she knew how badly he wanted to climax, but he didn’t think of himself. Those primal desires had been shoved aside and made subservient to his need to please her and serve her. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. She took her time again, slowly lifting up, then coming back down. 
 
    As the seconds ticked by, she started to pump harder and faster, her pussy tightening around his erection. 
 
    Pretty soon, she felt like she couldn’t control herself. She threw her head back, panted and fucked her husband hard. The pleasure shot through her, becoming more and more intense until it felt like she couldn’t take any more. She cried out, screaming again. 
 
    And when she was done, she looked down at him. He was spent, his shaft used. 
 
    She pulled away, and she grabbed some tissues to clean both of them off. When she was done, she got dressed again. For his part, Mason didn’t shift a muscle. 
 
    Then she smiled to herself, finally understanding why he didn’t move. “You can get dressed,” she said, contravening her previous command. 
 
      
 
    “Mason, do you feel like you’ve learned a lot since you came here?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I’ve learned a lot.” 
 
    “Do you want to come home?” 
 
    “I do,” he said. 
 
    “But you don’t want to get the chip?” 
 
    “I’ll do whatever you want, Mistress. I want to be a good husband for you. I promised to honor and obey you.” That last part took on an almost mechanical note of abject subservience, not that Rebecca minded or objected. 
 
    She looked forward to going home to a house where her husband would cook, clean, and be ready to serve her whenever she snapped her fingers. 
 
    “Yes, you did,” she said, running her fingers along the top of his head. She enjoyed touching him however she liked. 
 
    That’s why she eventually brushed her fingers along the underside of his chin. “Mason, I’ve come to a decision. I’m going to go talk to Doctor Foster, and she’s going to put the chip in you. This way, I won’t need to worry about bringing you back here. You’re always going to be my obedient slave.” 
 
    Just like that, she watched as his gaze wavered for a second. It was clear some kind of internal battle was taking place. But that was the entire point. She wanted to see exactly how he would react to this news. 
 
    Like the well-trained male he had become, he bobbed his head down and up. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    At this point, she could have changed her mind. She could have enjoyed the answer she wanted to hear and allowed him some modicum of freedom. But no, she wanted to have him chipped. Rebecca wouldn’t be the only woman to make that decision. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 8 
 
    Like so many other college students, Ted really needed a job. When he first applied to the university, he assumed going to a new school would demonstrate something about him. After he graduated, he could go to potential employers and talk about his adventurous spirit and willingness to take risks. They would like and appreciate that, right? 
 
    While many of his female classmates enjoyed full scholarships, none of the guys seemed to get any help. In fact, he was pretty sure he would leave with mountains of student debt on his back. Fine. Whatever. Throughout his life, people told him that nothing could be more important than a college education, he believed to them. 
 
    But still, Ted knew that he should try to pay as many of his bills without going into debt as he could. That’s why he started walking down Main Street. He was looking for a job. 
 
    Every time he walked into a shop, he asked to speak to a manager. Inevitably, the women would come out, look him up and down, and tell him that they didn’t need any boys to help them. 
 
    Boys? 
 
    What the hell was that about? 
 
    After a little while, he recognized the pattern. Every manager and shop owner happened to be a woman. 
 
    How was that even possible? 
 
    Telling himself that these were just retail outlets, he continued to make his way down the block. Finally, he came to a small bakery and walked inside. Holding onto his resumes, he cleared his throat. Fortunately, there weren’t any customers around. “Hello, may I speak to the manager?” 
 
    The woman was younger than he expected, probably about his age. She could have easily been in college, but she smiled and said, “I’m the owner. How can I help you, sweetie?” 
 
    Sweetie? He had been called that so many times today. He didn’t particularly like it, but he was looking for a job, so he wasn’t about to let his irritation shine through. 
 
    “My name is Ted, and I’m looking for a job. Is there any chance you’re hiring? I have my resume here.” 
 
    The young woman had dark brown hair tied back into a simple ponytail. She wore an apron covered in flour, and her glasses were just a little bit smudged as well. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said, taking the resume and setting aside without glancing at it. 
 
    Instead, she looked at him. There was something lascivious in her gaze. 
 
    “Why don’t you come back here?” She lifted up the bar separating the potential customers from the employees. 
 
    Feeling excited but nervous, he stepped behind the counter, and she swept her eyes up and down his body. “Not bad,” she said. “Not bad at all.” 
 
    “I have experience working in retail and sales,” he said. That was only partially true. He had sold chocolate bars door to door back in high school as part of the fundraiser. But still, when he went online, all of the articles said that he needed to play up his strengths. Considering he was just a freshman in college, he didn’t have a lot of experience to draw upon, so he had to do his best with what he had. 
 
    “That’s nice, sweetie,” she said. Then she tilted her head to the side. “You know, that shirt does little bit baggy. Could you take it off for me?” 
 
    He was wearing a dress shirt, and it was tucked in, but after hours of walking around, it had become significantly looser. 
 
    Still, he had to ask, “What?” The question fell from Ted’s mouth, dropping onto the air like a ball of lead. 
 
    “Oh, please tell me that you aren’t afraid of showing a little bit of skin,” she said, making any reluctance on his part sound completely absurd. 
 
    “You want me shirtless?” 
 
    “That’s what I said,” she said, smiling indulgently, like he was testing her patience but she could handle it since he was just a boy. 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    “Well, do you want the job?” 
 
    “Why, why do I need to take off my shirt?” 
 
    “Let me be very clear about this,” she said, “I run a retail establishment. It’s all about customer service. Almost all of the customers come in here are very well-paid women who are powerful, and they like to see pretty boys. I think you could do nicely here. I’m sure you would make some nice tips, especially if you were willing to flirt a bit, but you need to show them the goods.” 
 
    He heard those words, though he could hardly believe them. Sure, he knew about restaurants that use the exact same business model, only they put women on display. Cute girls would run around in abbreviated tops or snug shorts, and husbands and fathers would go there. 
 
    Thinking that he could probably handle this, he decided to be brave. 
 
    He was a college student, after all, Ted told himself that he could handle this. He quickly unbuttoned his shirt, shrugged it off, and pulled it away. He set it on the counter before removing his undershirt as well. 
 
    The owner reached out and pinched his side. Instinctively, he stucked in his stomach and tensed his abdominal muscles. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “Turn around for me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Sweetie, you might be pretty, but that doesn’t mean you should ask questions.” 
 
    Bristling, he could hardly believe everything she said, but he wanted a job, and he hadn’t had any luck at any of the other establishments. Breathing out slowly, he puffed his cheeks and turned around, just the way she wanted. 
 
    That’s when he felt the pinching right at his backside. She squeezed on his firm, round behind. “Very nice,” she said. “I’m a baker, so I know a lot of about buns!” 
 
    He spun around and knocked her hand away. 
 
    “Hey, sweetie, it was just a joke,” she said, making it sound like he would be crazy to be offended. 
 
    “Is that what you are really going to do to me every day?” 
 
    “Sweetie, it’s not a big deal. I was just playing around. I do that sometimes,” said the baker. He must’ve appeared angry or upset because she tilted her head to the side, “Hey, don’t be offended. It’s really not a big deal. And you know, I think you have a lot of potential. So if you ask very nicely, I think I could give you a job here on a trial basis. Would you like that?” 
 
    Hesitating, Ted didn’t know what to do right away. But then he told himself that he needed to be completely rational. If he wanted a job, this might be his only option. 
 
    “Yeah, I think I would.” 
 
    “Say please,” she ordered. 
 
    He took a breath and got ready to obey this next, demeaning order. It wasn’t the first, and it wouldn’t be the last. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 9: The Tribunal 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    “If you like, you can disregard this option and go straight to the police,” said the young woman in front of him, “but I’m sure you will find that they will be harsh with you. Very harsh. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Oh hell no. 
 
    As those thoughts bounced around behind his eyes, he stared straight ahead without saying anything. 
 
    Surrounded by girls in every direction, Mike didn’t know what to say. They gave him an option, it was relatively straightforward. Go to the police and accept his punishment or face the Tribunal. He had heard all about Amy Stellar, and he knew exactly how she ran her impromptu court. 
 
    “Look, can’t you just let me go with a warning?” Mike asked. Even as the words left his lips, he felt like an idiot. He was supposed to be a man, so he should have had some dignity. Instead, he practically whimpered through those sounds. 
 
    Clearly, the young women in front of him were not impressed. 
 
    “Mike, how long have we known each other?” 
 
    “Since the beginning of the semester,” he said to the woman who had asked. Jenna, a freshman like him, had dark brown hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. That style somehow made her cheekbones seem higher and more severe, like she was a model or a princess, so it was her right to look down on anyone around her. 
 
    Especially boys like Mike. 
 
    “That’s right,” she agreed, her tone rife with condescension. “We have known each other since the beginning of the semester. And in all of that time, I’ve watched you act out. You make inappropriate jokes, and you sail through things. And now, you just told a girl that she should suck your dick.” She blinked, yet her expression remained tight with aggravation. 
 
    Since arriving in college, the young women here had learned and evolved. But unlike the students at the other universities scattered around the country, Jenna and the others had developed a much finer sense of appropriate behavior. Boys weren’t supposed to joke about that sort of thing. For too long, guys had gotten away with misogynistic humor. Well, that was going to stop. 
 
    “Please, if you report me, I don’t know what they’re going to do,” he said. 
 
    “That’s part of the process,” Jenna pointed out to him. “You don’t get to know exactly what kind of punishment they will dictate for you. Maybe you have to wear a bright pink collar from a pet store, or maybe you get stripped and put on display for a couple of hours. From what I understand, the stocks are very good for correcting bad behavior boys.” 
 
    Bad behavior and boys. She may as well have been talking about a child or a pet. 
 
    Mike twitched slightly. 
 
    He was surrounded. He needed to remember that fact. Even so, he could feel his animal instincts cry out for him to strike. 
 
    No. 
 
    Nothing could be worse than that. 
 
    He had made a mistake with these girls, muttering something. Worse, one of them had actually overheard. 
 
    But still, they didn’t have any proof, so perhaps he could talk his way out of this? Yeah, that was his best option. 
 
    Doing his best to smooth out his voice, he looked right at Jenna, “Please, we have been friends. I mean, we aren’t super close or anything, but I like you and I respect you. Please, just let me go. I swear, nothing like this will ever happen again.” 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “It won’t. And it’s not going to happen because you are going to the police or you’re going to The Tribunal.” She smiled, her expression saccharine sweet, “What’s it going to be?” Jenna made it sound like a very easy choice to make. 
 
    “No. Please!” 
 
    The girls around him smirked. Clearly, they understood that they had every advantage here. 
 
    That wasn’t right or fair, yet he didn’t complain. After all, he knew that whining about the current system would not earn him any favors with these groups. 
 
    “What if I just pay you?” 
 
    Jenna arched an eyebrow. “Really? That’s the best you can do?” Before she even finished asking, the other girls laughed at him. 
 
    “Sweetie, you don’t have enough money for something like that. Besides, this is about your behavior. It’s about making sure you learn to act appropriately.” 
 
    “I’m not going to make any more mistakes,” he insisted again. 
 
    “Nope. You’re not going to make any more mistakes because you are going to pick. What’s it going to be?” 
 
    Really, he only had one choice. Unless he wanted to face jail time and a criminal record, he had to go through the University. That meant accepting the authority of Amy Stellar and her tribunal. 
 
    “The Tribunal,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The girls around him actually started to applaud. They couldn’t wait to see their leader assign judgment to this young man. 
 
    The girls touched him a lot as they escorted him back across campus to the sorority house. At several points, he tentatively tried to pull away, wondering exactly how it would feel, only to have these girls tighten their grip on his arms, shoulders, and wrists. Enveloped by that college girl clique, he would never get away. 
 
    The escorted him to the edge of campus and the sorority house. They knocked on the doors, which promptly opened for them. 
 
    “We have a boy here who needs to go before The Tribunal.” Under other circumstances, those words would have seemed unnecessarily ostentatious. But here, it made perfect sense. Surrounded by tastefully feminine decor, Mike had to wait for his fate to be decided. 
 
    The girls talked amongst themselves, making plans. 
 
    “Amy isn’t here right now, and she won’t be back for a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Then what should we do with him?” Jenna asked, pointing her thumb in his direction. 
 
    “We have a cage for the boys.” 
 
    What? A cage? 
 
    Mike actually started to snort, thinking this was some sort of joke. But then the girls dragged him toward another door, one which led down a stairwell. They brought him into the basement. Sure enough, a cage waited for him. They opened the top and pointed for him to get inside. 
 
    He opened his mouth, hoping that maybe he could argue or convince them that this really wasn’t necessary. One glance at the females around him made it clear that they weren’t going to compromise on this issue. If he argued, he would waste time and any chance of mercy or sympathy. 
 
    Suppressing a sigh, he lowered himself into the cage. Moments later, he heard the metal grate slammed down over his head. The girls locked it in place before starting to discuss what kind of tea they wanted while they waited for Amy to return. 
 
    Moments later, the door closed, and Mike found himself trapped in a basement, caged as he waited for them to come back. 
 
    Closing his eyes, he rested his head against the bars as he tried to think of something he could do or say to make this stop. How had he messed up like this? 
 
    He stopped worrying. 
 
    Really, that was it. He stopped being afraid of the girls and what they might do to him. Consequently, he slipped up, said something inappropriate, and now he was paying for it. 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he exhaled slowly and pulled on the bars. This wasn’t fair. He wasn’t supposed to be worried about what the girls were going to think of him. Technically, it was college. Only his professors should have really mattered to him. 
 
    Pulling on the bars, he strained his muscles, yet the cage refused to budge, not with his weight pushing down against the floor. 
 
    He shook harder, wishing that he could bend or break these things, but that wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t a superhero, and he wasn’t smart enough to try to find some engineering flaw either. Like it or not, he was stuck and trapped, just the way they wanted. 
 
    All the while, he was going to have to think about what Amy Stellar might decide. 
 
    He had heard stories. 
 
    Some boys had been sentenced to mandatory volunteering, which usually meant following one or more girls around and serving her every need. Functionally, those guys became slaves. 
 
    But then there were the spankings, the strippings, and the other acts of public humiliation. 
 
    Mike been there when the first guy was put on display. They pulled down his pants, paddled him, and he eventually had to beg for the chance to get out. 
 
    Would they do something like that Mike? Finally, he hear the door at the top of the stairs open, and then there were dozens of footsteps. 
 
    In his cage, he was basically forced down onto his hands and knees, but he still raised his head as much as he could. He looked up at the young woman standing in front of the crowd. Just a few feet back, Jenna stood behind her. Of course, she wore a smug little grin, probably because she knew she could get whatever she wanted here. 
 
    If there was a debate or an argument between a boy and a girl, the girl would pretty much always win. 
 
    This campus, just like the rest of the city, belonged to them. Unfortunately, so many of the boys had realized that this fact far too late. 
 
    The girls came to a stop. Much to Mike’s surprise, they didn’t say anything. Jenna stepped around the girl in front of her, crouched, and looked right between the bars separating them. “Would you like out? Would you like out, sweetie?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” he said. Playing nice tasted bitter, but he had no choice. 
 
    “Tell us you’re going to behave yourself.” 
 
    “I’m going to behave myself.” 
 
    “And you won’t say anything rude or inappropriate?” 
 
    He shouldn’t have had to go through this entire process, but they wanted to test him, to see if they could mock and deride him without having him lash out. Of course, if he lost control of his temper, that would be fine for them too because it would give them even more reason to punish their latest prey. 
 
    “I won’t say anything rude or inappropriate,” Mike said. 
 
    The girls opened the cage, and motioned for him to get out. 
 
    As he stood, he could feel the tension and stiffness in his muscles. 
 
    The girls didn’t waste any time. The grabbed his wrists and shoulders. They shoved him to the floor. Knees bent, he collapsed in front of one girl. 
 
    “My name is Amy Stellar, and I’m going to determine your punishment. But before I do, I want you to tell me your side of the story.” 
 
    Pressing his lips together, he thought about this. He was surprised that they wanted to hear from him at all. According to the rumors, these girls just issued dictates, enforced to their punishments, and they never gave the guys an opportunity to defend themselves. 
 
    “I got a little bit upset, and I muttered something under my breath. I’m really sorry that Jenna heard me.” 
 
    “And what did you say?” 
 
    “I don’t even remember,” he said, which was mostly the truth. 
 
    Standing beside Amy, Jenna listened to all of this. 
 
    “Would you like to apologize to her anyway?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, hoping that this might be the end of it. 
 
    Amy nodded for him to proceed. 
 
    “Jenna, I’m really sorry about what I said . To be honest, I just wasn’t paying attention. If I was rude or inappropriate, that was completely my fault, and I’m hoping that my apology will make things better.” 
 
    He glanced up and around at the girls. From the redhead to the blonde, the black haired girl, to the brunette, he couldn’t decipher their expressions. Whether they believed him or thought this was a waste of time, he just couldn’t tell. Perhaps these girls had practiced their enigmatic expressions, or maybe he just didn’t know much about girls in general. Either way, he tried to ignore the adrenaline pumping through his veins. His fight or flight reactions kept nudging him to do something physical, which would only be a mistake. 
 
    If he tried to run, they would grab it and force down onto his back. 
 
    There were just too many. 
 
    If he tried to fight, the consequences would be even worse. 
 
    “Jenna, would you like to tell us your side of the story?” Amy said. 
 
    “Yes,” Jenna declared as she stepped forward. 
 
    When Mike spoke up, he sounded meek, as though he wasn’t used to talking in front of groups of people. But for her part, Jenna seemed completely confident. It made sense. She had been living in a world where people expected her to speak up and to assert herself. She was female, after all. That was just one advantage to being a girl. 
 
    “Mike and I were hanging out, and I decided to tease him a little bit. It wasn’t anything too bad. He should have been able to take it. I know the guys can be sensitive sometimes, but he got upset, and he told me to suck his dick.” 
 
    “Do you think he has learned his lesson? Or do you think he needs to be punished?” 
 
    Jenna glanced down at Mike. Rather than answer Amy’s question directly, she gave him one of her own, “What do you think? Have you learned your lesson?” 
 
    Eagerly, he bobbed his head down and up. “Yes! I, I won’t make that mistake again.” 
 
    “Which mistake?” 
 
    “I won’t speak out of turn,” he said quickly, yet some of the certainty had leaked from his voice. 
 
    “That’s really good to hear,” she said. “But I’m not sure I can believe you. What kind of assurances you have for us?” 
 
    “I’ve learned my lesson,” he repeated. 
 
    “And yeah, that sounds really nice, but I’m still not sure,” Jenna said. “Maybe I would feel better if I knew that you had been spanked in the quad. Do you think that would make us believe you?” 
 
    Mike had to come up with something. He imagined how it would feel to be in the stocks, his neck and wrists bound by the solid wood. The girls would circle him, pointing and laughing, and he wouldn’t be able to stop them. They could do whatever they wanted with him. 
 
    Worse, Mike wasn’t lucky like some of the boys. He didn’t have a girlfriend who might come up and rescue him. At best, he could hope that Jenna might decide to change her mind. 
 
    Doing his best to speak with a dry mouth, he said, “can I try to convince you?” 
 
    Her eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Jenna said with a dismissive wave of her hand. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he lowered himself down right in front of Jenna. All of these girls watching, he knew that they approved. As far as they were concerned, a boy should never be on his feet in front of a woman. Males might have been naturally taller, but that was just another reason for them to kneel or crawl in front of their superiors. 
 
    Once he was positioned on his knees in front of her, he bowed forward again. Lowering his gaze, he spoke, “I’m really, really sorry I spoke out of turn. I know that I have messed up. I won’t make that mistake again. I’m never going to mess up this way again. I don’t ever want to end up before The Tribunal ever again.” 
 
    Amy snickered. “Oh, are you scared, sweetie?” 
 
    He glanced over at the other girl. Their eyes met for a moment before he dropped his focus back to the floor. “Yes. I’m really nervous in front of you all.” 
 
    Apparently, that was the right answer because she gave him a warm, almost welcoming smile. 
 
    “What are you most scared of?” Amy wanted to know. 
 
    Jenna seemed equally intrigued by the question. 
 
    If he tried to lie, he assumed they would be able to tell. Over the last couple of weeks, these young women had grown especially adept at reading the men around them. They could often tell when a guy tried to deceive them. That’s why he reached out slowly and told the truth, “I’m really worried you’re going to give me a spanking in front of everyone.” 
 
    “A spanking? Or maybe a paddling?” Amy said. 
 
    He didn’t shrug. That could have been taken as disrespectful. Instead, he said very honestly, “Either one.” 
 
    “Pain does help,” Amy said with a nod. “It’s always so funny when you get to see some guy show up, and he thinks he’s so big and strong. He’s a real bad ass.” Mocking all of those hapless males, Amy raised a hand and made a fist. “But once they are in the stocks, they don’t last too long. When their bottoms turn red, they definitely start to learn their lessons.” 
 
    “Is that we are going to have to do with him?” Jenna asked. She made it sound like a rhetorical question. 
 
    “Maybe. I still want to hear your recommendation,” Amy told the other girl. 
 
    “Kiss my shoes,” she said, nodding down to the boy before her. 
 
    Jenna must’ve known that she had every single possible advantage under the circumstances, but she still wanted to see him surrender. 
 
    He breathed out slowly, bowed down even further, and then he touched his lips to the soft velvet over her slip-on heels. His lips brushed the material, and it was so soft. At the same time, he could pick up on the scent of leather. 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” Jenna said, condescending with every compliment. “That’s right. You feel better now, don’t you? You don’t want to say anything vulgar. You want to be a good boy.” 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. Even getting out that one word slashed at his dignity and self-respect, but he felt as though he had no choice. 
 
    “Do boys belong on their knees?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “And where else do they belong?” 
 
    Outside of Bella Springs, males generally assumed that they could go where they wanted and do whatever they wanted. There were so few positions in society that they couldn’t occupy. Some came with more respect or money than others, but their options were almost never limited. Now, Jenna and her friends wanted to put him on some very specific limits. “Men belong wherever you want us,” he said. 
 
    “And where do you think I would want you?” 
 
    “Cleaning your dorm room?” Mike suggested. 
 
    “Oh, that’s a good idea.” 
 
    The girls continued to look down at him. Clearly, they expected more. 
 
    They wanted his ideas, which wasn’t fair because they could use them against him! 
 
    Exhaling through his teeth, Mike still knew that he had to say something. If he didn’t, they would definitely put him in the stocks. Or maybe they would strip him naked, march him through all of the different buildings on campus, and let random girls paddle and spank him. It had been done before. 
 
    Worse, Mike never learned what that guy’s infraction had been. Maybe he had done something really bad. Or maybe not. Perhaps the girls just wanted to use him as an example. They could make an example out of Mike as well. 
 
    Understanding this, the young man looked up at Jennifer just for a moment. “I could carry your books for you,” he said. “I can do whatever you want.” 
 
    “Are you suggesting that you make up for your disrespect by serving me?” Jenna asked. 
 
    No! 
 
    The idea of having to follow her around and perform any activity she wished horrified him. Worse, he knew that if he had to serve her, then there would be so many more opportunities to screw up again. If he lost his temper or even if she just accused him of something, Jenna could get him right back on his knees before the Tribunal, and he would not be able to stop her. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he finally said, mostly because Mike didn’t see any good answers. 
 
    “No, you don’t know. You don’t know because you’re just a boy.” 
 
    Jenna turned back to the other girls of The Tribunal. “I think that’s the most important point here, don’t you all?” 
 
    The girls nodded, but Mike didn’t really understand. 
 
    “Mike here has a lot of potential. I think he could be a very sweet, very humble, and very obedient boy. But he needs someone to oversee his behavior. Left alone, he’s obviously not capable of making his own decisions.” 
 
    She glanced down at him. “Mike, do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    He didn’t, and she knew that very well, but she wanted to hear him say it. 
 
    “No,” he finally replied, his voice low and quiet. 
 
    “Really? You don’t have a girlfriend?” 
 
    She was just mocking him now. 
 
    “No,” he had to answer again, “I don’t have a girlfriend.” 
 
    “Any female family members in Bella Springs who can oversee your behavior?” she asked. Mike was an adult! Almost nineteen, he didn’t need some woman telling him what to do! 
 
    “No,” he had to say. With every breath, he knew that he supported her argument. To make matters worse, he glimpsed some of the girls nodding their heads, as though they really believed this would be good for him. 
 
    Mike didn’t want to believe it, yet he could see it in their faces.; Some of these girls actually thought that male submission was good for them. Perhaps they considered all of the historical evidence as part of the different mistakes men had made over the millennia while in charge. 
 
    Having made her point, Jenna turned back to the other young women, “I think his punishment should be service. I think he should have to spend the next week as my servant. I know this has worked well for some of the other guys. It would probably help this boy too.” 
 
    “How do you feel about that?” 
 
    Mike decided to take a risk. Or rather, he didn’t think about it. Instead, he just let the words spill out, “I don’t want to be a servant.” 
 
    “Clearly, you are very reluctant,” Amy said. Her tone became solemn, like she was a judge getting ready to pass sentence on him. Unofficially, that was exactly who she had become. 
 
    Taking a breath, Amy continued, “I know that this is hard for you. So many boys haven’t been able to adjust to the way things work in Bella Springs. You still think that you should be in charge. Or maybe you just assume that women are inferior.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I didn’t give you permission to speak.” 
 
    Chastised, Mike shut his mouth. He couldn’t make that mistake again. Of all of the women in the city, he could not piss off Amy Stellar. For a second, he wanted to apologize, only to remember that he would have to speak to do so. Clearly, she wanted him to be quiet. 
 
    Silent. He had to stay silent. 
 
    “I think he’s going to be stubborn no matter what,” Jenna said. 
 
    Amy glanced over at the other girl. Did they share a look? Was there some hidden message conveyed between the two girls? 
 
    Mike couldn’t know one way or another. Instead, he did his best to listen even as his heart kept pounding wildly in his chest. He had barely moved, but anxiety and adrenaline mixed together in his bloodstream. 
 
    “Mike, this is going to be hard on you, but it’s going to be good for you. You need to trust us. We know what we’re doing.” Under other circumstances, he would have laughed right at her. She was a college student just like him. Why should Mike have to rely on her for her judgment? Why would he have to do whatever she said? 
 
    Obviously, he suppressed those questions. Another outburst would only get him in deeper trouble. 
 
    With an obedient nod of his head, he pretended that he agreed with everything Amy told him. 
 
    “Now I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately, and I’ve come up with a new kind of punishment. Other women have been using it privately for a very long time, but I think this will work well for you.” She snapped her fingers, and one girl scurried off. 
 
    “Mike, do you know what makes men misbehave?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Honestly, neither do we. I think it’s going to be a very long time before anyone can establish whether or not male mistakes are caused by social issues or biological problems. Either way, it’s important that we help you.” 
 
    Something inside of him twitched when he heard that last part. Help? They wanted him on his knees. They wanted him obedient and silent, ready to serve their every whim. They didn’t want to help him. They wanted him to be transformed into a slave. 
 
    Of course, when he thought about that, Mike had to come to one obvious conclusion. 
 
    These girls were succeeding. 
 
    All across the city, the men of Bella Springs seemed to surrender a little more every day. 
 
    And if he wanted to avoid some severe punishment, he would have to do the same. 
 
    “There we are,” Amy announced as the young woman who had left came back. She carried a small box, and she took it over to Mike. She set it down on the floor in front of him. 
 
    Amy opened her mouth slightly and ran her tongue along her teeth. “Go ahead, Mike. Open it.” 
 
    This felt like a vicious Christmas. Tentatively and slowly, he worked his way through the tape and cardboard. He didn’t really want to know what he would find inside, but the girls seemed patient, probably because they looked forward to that moment when he finally understood what his punishment would be. 
 
    Once he opened the box, he found a smaller package inside. He picked it up and he saw the picture on the front. It looked like some downward curved tube with a lock. What was it? 
 
    Then he read the words printed in neat font at the top of the cardboard package. 
 
    T-843 Chastity Lock. 
 
    A chastity lock? What did that mean? 
 
    Mike glanced over at Amy. 
 
    “You’re going to get a demonstration,” she said reassuringly. But then she looked around the rest of the room. “Ladies, I think it’s time for Mike to take his pants off so that he can get properly acquainted with this toy.” 
 
    “What?” Mike asked, only it was too late. The pack of girls around him descended. They grabbed his arms and his shoulders, his legs and his ankles. They shoved down to the basement floor, holding him and pinning him. 
 
    Instinctively, he tried to free himself. For a second, it felt like he might have been able to do so when his wrist yanked back, slipping free from one girl’s hold. Only then, another two girls reached out and grabbed him, their fingers tight around his arm. They shoved down. Even as he threw his head from side to side, he saw the aggression etched into their lovely faces. 
 
    These girls wanted him, and they could do whatever they like. 
 
    After that, they stripped him, working his belt free from his jeans. They pulled down his pants and his boxers. They stripped him of those layers of fabric until he was naked from the waist down. 
 
    “Oh, it looks like he likes this,” Jenna said, her voice filled with disgust. 
 
    “That happens sometimes. Funny. These boys always go on and on about how they should be respected and have their freedom, but the moment it’s taken away, they get excited.” 
 
    Mike wanted to disagree and argue, only he couldn’t. He could feel the tension run through his erection, from the base of the shaft all the way to the tip. 
 
    “Should we get some ice?” Jenna asked. 
 
    Ice? On his cock? 
 
    No! 
 
    “I think we should give him the choice,” Amy said. Her eyes lit with a special kind of cruelty, she looked down at the helpless boy beneath her. “What’s it going to be, Mike? We need to make sure the you are nice and small and soft. I think there are two ways we can do this. Just like Jenna said, we can apply some ice to your groin, which will make you shrink. Or we can give you what you really want. Of course, you’ll still be held down and totally powerless,” she finished. 
 
    Mike didn’t understand. 
 
    “Yes, one of us will give you a hand job,” Jenna clarified for him. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    Of course, these girls had an answer. It was good for them, that he didn’t like it. “Because it’s important for you to understand that your genitals aren’t a source of power, Mike. That’s a mistake so many guys make. You think that because of this appendage, you should be able to do whatever you want. But no. It’s not a source of strength. It’s the source of weakness. It gives you away, and it is proof that a woman should make every important decision.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, inhaled, and he wanted to say that this was all nonsense. But he couldn’t do it. 
 
    The heat from the girls’ hands seemed to soak into his body. At the same time, he remained taut with arousal. “Just use the ice,” he finally said because he understood. 
 
    “No,” Jenna replied. “We’re going to touch you. We’re going to make sure you enjoy this,” she said. 
 
    And that’s when he really understood. There were holding him down, making him helpless, and they would force him to enjoy it. They would make it feel good. Later on, he might even imagine this moment again, holding onto the recollections like they were a good thing even as they meant he had to surrender. 
 
    “Britney, why don’t you do it?” Amy asked as she nodded down toward his erect member. 
 
    One of the girls released her grip on his shoulder, and she came up between his legs. She smiled down at him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll make sure you come hard.” 
 
    He looked at this girl, a female he didn’t even know, and now she was going to touch him in the most intimate way possible. 
 
    Panic gripped him, but the girls expected this. They pressed their weight down into his arms and legs. They made sure that he might be able to squirm just a tiny bit, but that was all. Mike was trapped, and he felt it with every pound of pressure, every palm and finger holding him down. 
 
    The new girl, Britney, smiled down at him. She had long, shining blonde hair that trailed down her back. Her straight bangs caught the light as she smirked. The corners of her bright blue eyes seemed to crinkle again. 
 
    Rather than be disgusted at the prospect of touching this boy, she seemed eager. Perhaps she knew that it was a key step in breaking him, and nothing could be more important than that. 
 
    Still held down by the gang of girls, he struggled as hard as he could. 
 
    But moments later, the inevitable happened. He felt her fingers glide from the underside of his scrotum up to his balls, then over his member. She wrapped her fingers around him. 
 
    “Just relax, sweetie. It will all be over soon, and then you’ll feel so much better.” Britney sounded as though she really believed this. 
 
    “No. Don’t do it. You can’t!” 
 
    Obviously, they could. They could do whatever they wanted with him. And they proved it. 
 
    As the girls pressed down on him, making sure he couldn’t get away, Britney began to rub to him. With the palm of her hand, she gave him the sensations he so desperately wanted, despite every word to the contrary. He could say whatever he liked, but the females had their way with him. They touched him and to stroked him, played with him. Britney continued to stimulate him. 
 
    And pretty soon, he couldn’t hold back. 
 
    Perhaps this girl had done it before. 
 
    In any case, she forced him to climax. The pleasure exploded through his body, and he felt that pulsating in her hand. His member seemed to vibrate and shutter even as the orgasm swept through him. 
 
    For just a moment, he forgot about the girls and the fact that he was being held down. He forgot about the fact that this happened against his will. 
 
    But then it was done, and the girls looked at the white, milky mess spread over his stomach. 
 
    “Boys are gross,” someone said. 
 
    Another girl pulled out a box of wet wipes, and they cleaned him off. 
 
    Within seconds, his member became flaccid, drooping down. And that’s when another girl opened up the box. It was Jenna. She took out the chastity cage, considered it for a few seconds, and then she slipped his penis into the plastic tube. 
 
    Feeling drunk on his orgasm, Mike tried to shake his head again. “No. Don’t do it. Please, I don’t want to wear a chastity lock!” 
 
    “This isn’t about what you want,” Amy said, just as she had reiterated to many boys before this one. “This is about what you need.” 
 
    Abandoning every semblance of dignity, he cried out, “No! This isn’t what I need. Please, I don’t need this! Please, please don’t make me wear that thing!” 
 
    But it was too late. Piece by piece, the cock lock was assembled, trapping his member and making sure that he wouldn’t be able to get hard without permission. 
 
    “Now,” Amy said, “this is what’s going to happen. I am going to hold onto the key to this lock. This way, you can rest assured that you won’t be able to have an orgasm unless you please me. In order to please me, you are going to follow Jenna around like a good little puppy boy, and you will do whatever she wants. If she tells you to stand on one foot, you’ll do it. If she tells you to carry her books, you’ll do that too. Don’t disobey or question her. She is in charge, and you obey. Understand?” 
 
    The girls relaxed their grip on him, but he could still feel their presence. At any moment, they could snap back into position, pinning him with ease. There were just too many of them. 
 
    Or maybe they were smarter than him. 
 
    “I, I understand,” he finally said. 
 
      
 
    The next week was difficult. It was brutally difficult. 
 
    Jenna had plenty of chores for him to complete. In addition to making it clear that she expected him to get good grades in all of his classes, she also wanted him to do her laundry, clean her room, and carry her books. Fortunately, their schedules fit together pretty well. He could take his classes, then run off to see her and follow. He hated every second of it. Worse, there was so much stress. 
 
    He couldn’t even do anything about it. 
 
    When he was with Jenna, he had to remain quiet unless a girl spoke to him. She made that very clear from the beginning. 
 
    “If you ever want to play with yourself again, you’re going to do precisely what I want. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. Sullen silence would have been met with a punishment. 
 
    She threatened him all the time, making it clear that one word from her would be enough to make sure Amy kept him in chastity. 
 
    Like so many other guys, he might have been able to get through this if he had been allowed to touch himself. Masturbating could have been an amazing stress reliever. 
 
    Instead, he felt the weight of the chastity cage with every step he took. 
 
    Seven days. 
 
    It should not have been impossible. It should not have been incredibly difficult. And yet, he still had to work hard to make sure that he didn’t irritate or annoy his Mistress. Because yes, that’s how Jenna insisted that he addressed her. Apparently, that term was becoming much more common in Bella Springs. 
 
    But the worst part was the desperation. 
 
    At eighteen, Mike was a reasonably virile guy. He saw girls all over campus, and they were cute. Even though he needed to be respectful, he could still imagine moments where he might be able to reach out and touch one of them. Or kiss one of them. At moments like that, he needed to exhale slowly and to center himself. If Jenna realized what he was thinking about it, she might be annoyed with him. She might ask Amy to add some extra time to his sentence. 
 
    These girls could make up the rules as they went along, so he had to behave. 
 
    It didn’t help that Jenna knew exactly what he was thinking, so she delighted in tormenting him. At one point, she had him follow her back to her dorm room. At first, she didn’t think she was going to do this, but he was safely locked up, and she really wanted some relief. She had just gone through a couple of difficult exams, so now she decided to treat herself. 
 
    She stripped down, removing every garment. Naked, she stood in front of him. 
 
    Then she lowered herself down onto her bed, and she used his hands as though they were her own. With her eyes closed, she commanded him to touch her breasts first. His fingers brushed along her nipples and over the contours of her soft globes. With every second, she relaxed into his touch. At the same time, his frustration only mounted. 
 
    Of course, his body responded. She was a cute, nubile girl and completely naked in front of him. Laid out, she looked so vulnerable and beautiful at the same time. 
 
    Of course, he couldn’t do anything! 
 
    With his manhood firmly trapped under lock and key, he could only obey. 
 
    “You know, I’ve been with a couple of boys, but none of them have been as eager as you. I think Bella Springs is a wonderful place. Here, they really know how to please women. Isn’t that right, Mike?” 
 
    “If you say so,” he murmured as he continued to fondle her breasts. It felt so good, and he should have considered himself to be lucky, yet the frustration was driving him insane. He had never been this horny before! 
 
    With every second, the arousal continued to grow deep within his body, spreading out. He could feel it like an itch lodged deep within his core. 
 
    “Slow down,” she commanded. “ 
 
    Of course, he followed her command. He barely touched her, and his fingers lightly played along her skin, just the way she expected. 
 
    “Oh, you feel so good. You’re doing such a good job, sweetie.” 
 
    “I’m glad you approve,” he said without any hint of sarcasm. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he had to ask, “Mistress?” 
 
    “What is it, Mike?” 
 
    Although he was not allowed to use her name, she could use his whenever she liked. Each and every time she did so, it marked the difference in their statuses. Like so many other young women, she enjoyed basking in that one simple reality. In the city, she was better. In Bella Springs, she enjoyed every advantage. 
 
    “Do you think you could ask Amy to let me out of the cage sooner?” 
 
    Her eyes opened and languidly drifted over toward his face. She basked in his dismay. “And why would I do that, Mike?” 
 
    At this point, he should have backpedaled and apologized for being presumptuous. Instead, he felt compelled to continue trying, “please, I can’t take this anymore. I can’t sleep, I can barely eat, and I’ve done everything you wanted. Please, please just ask her to shorten my sentence? You could do that. Please, show me some mercy?” His voice trailed off as he looked up at her. 
 
    “Use your tongue on me, and I’ll think about it,” she said, spreading her legs. 
 
    Like so many other boys in Bella Springs, Mike learned that most of these women thought his tongue was for bringing them pleasure, not actually speaking. 
 
    Still, he did as she asked, crawling down between her legs and lapping at her pussy until she climaxed one, two, three times. After that, he looked at her with big, adorable eyes, but she didn’t say anything about possibly talking to Amy Stellar. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the week came to an end, and he found himself on his knees before the unofficial court. 
 
    Down on his knees, he at least wore his pants for the moment. 
 
    “How do you feel?” Amy asked as she circled him. Her eyes moved along his cheeks, up to his gaze. He continued to stare down at the basement floor. “Obedient,” he told her truthfully. 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “Because I have been thoroughly punished.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And I have spent the last week serving Jenna, just the way you want it. I’ve done everything she asked.” 
 
    “Like what?” Amy asked. Of course, she had already been keeping tabs on him, so she knew perfectly well. But his little speech wasn’t for her benefit or even the other girls in the basement. No. This was for Mike himself. He needed to acknowledge his status and position. He needed to reiterate it again and again and again. Repetition was the key to teaching a boy his place. 
 
    “Say that you want this, don’t you?” Amy reached to down into her pocket, and she pulled out the key to his lock. When he saw it, his eyes got big, and his hand even twitched. Part of him wanted to reach up and try to grab it from her grasp. But he was still surrounded by a pack of girls. If he did anything like that, they would take him down again. Obviously, he would need to be spanked for that kind of disobedient behavior. 
 
    “I would very much like it, yes,” he said, hoping that his tone was appropriately subservient. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Mike. I’m not going to keep your key,” she said. Instead, she tossed it into the air. Eyes wide, he watched us that small piece of metal sailed away from Amy and right into Jenna’s waiting hand. 
 
    “Oh, look at that. I guess I own you now,” Jenna said. 
 
    Mike turned back to Amy. “No! Please, please don’t give her the key!” 
 
    “Too late,” said the hot judge with a shrug. 
 
    Realizing he might only have a second before Jenna truly understood the power she now possessed, he turned to her. In front of all of these girls, he begged, “Please, can I have the key? Please, don’t make me wear this thing any longer! I just can’t take it!” 
 
    “Haven’t I been good? Haven’t I been in obedient, eager servant for you?” 
 
    “You have,” she allowed. 
 
    “Please, please give me the key!” 
 
    “If I keep it, are you going to feel desperate? Are you going to wake up every morning, thinking about how frustrating it is to be a boy?” 
 
    Almost instantly, he answered, “Yes!” 
 
    He answered honestly, yet it was still a mistake because her eyes glittered with delight. “Oh, that sounds just too good to pass up. I mean, just look at you. You’re all helpless and desperate, and you’ll do whatever I want. How could I possibly give something like that up?” 
 
    Jenna started to shake her head. 
 
    Although Mike did everything he could to protest, she had already made up her mind. 
 
    “But maybe if you ask very, very nicely right now, I will have these girls hold you down, and I will touch you, and maybe I will let you have an orgasm. Maybe.” 
 
    Mike looked around the room. Sure enough, all of the girls were laughing again. They loved this turn of events. Each and every female in that basement had learned how to be cruel and sadistic. They had all learned to channel their frustrations at misogyny and toxic masculinity to take over. 
 
    Now that they have the power, they were going to relish it every chance they got. 
 
    Breathing in and out, he didn’t want to be held down, naked and helpless before these girls, not again. It had already happened once, and that should have been enough. 
 
    Still, this might be his only chance. Besides, it was a game that Jenna clearly wanted to play. As such, he could try to hold out and maintain some semblance of dignity. But in doing so, he would irritate her, and she might keep the key away from him for another week. Or longer. 
 
    No, he couldn’t do it. He just couldn’t, he told himself. If he had to go that long without an orgasm, he would actually go insane. Or, that’s what the aching in his balls told him. 
 
    “Please, please hold me down,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, that didn’t really sound good enough.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress! I’ll do whatever you want!” 
 
    “Isn’t that funny? You keep making that promise because you think it’s what I want to hear, but you just prove our point for us,” Jenna said. 
 
    Glancing downward, Mike tried to process everything she said, yet his thoughts seemed to slow, like they simply couldn’t keep up with everything. “I mean, just look at you. Right now, I would say you are behaving perfectly for a boy. You’re on your knees and eager to obey. You’re ready to follow through on any command. I’m pretty sure I could tell you to empty your wallet right now, and you’d do it for me.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “And that’s why I should keep you in your cage,” Mike,” Jenna said to him. “If we want you to be a docile boy, then you should stay locked up. All the time.” 
 
    Those last words stabbed into him. It felt as though he had been slapped across the face or punched right in the gut. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this,” he said. 
 
    “Well, do you want us to hold you down? Because that’s the only relief you’re going to get.” 
 
    “Yes. Please. Please just hold me down. Please, hold me down and touch me. I don’t care if I don’t get to do it myself because I belong to you. I understand that. You have my key, so you have me. I’m going to be your slave. I will do whatever you want. I will follow all of your commands. I won’t hesitate. Please, I’ve learned my lesson!” 
 
    Jenna didn’t say anything. He kept his eyes down, so she just nodded at the other girls. 
 
    Moving like a well-trained army, the sorority sisters reached out, grabbing him by his limbs, neck, forehead, and torso. They pushed him down to the cold basement floor. 
 
    One of the girls, Mike couldn’t even tell which one, loosened his pants and pulled them down. His boxers followed a second later. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so funny! There’s something so special and wonderful about seeing a boy all locked up in a chastity cage.” 
 
    Amy stood off to the side and added, “I can’t believe that men thought that women should wear something like this. Chastity belts? Why? We know how to control ourselves. The chastity belt on a woman is nothing but a symbol of his insecurity. But when a woman puts a lock on a boy? Oh, that situation is so much different.” 
 
    The others seemed to listen even as Jenna held up the key right in front of his eyes. 
 
    Mike didn’t want to believe it or think about it, yet the sight of that small piece of metal dangling in front of his face mesmerized him. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, he tried to tear his hand free so that he might be able to snatch the key from her. 
 
    The sorority girls held down without any trouble at all, just as they had done before. 
 
    “No, no,” Jenna said with a shake of her head. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Mike immediately panted. 
 
    “I suppose you are,” Jenna said. 
 
    From there, she proceeded to unlock him. She removed the small padlock, slipping in the key and turning it. When it popped open, Mike thought that he might lose control right there. Four days, he had been thinking about sex. He knew that it was foolish, yet the fantasy was the best he could get. Without access to his genitals, he lost something primal and important. 
 
    “Are you fantasizing? Are you fantasizing right now?” Jenna asked, easily able to guess his thoughts. Considering he was a boy, that meant he was predictable. 
 
    “Yes,” he admitted. 
 
    The girls holding him down smiled at one another. They loved seeing guys stripped of every defense, both physical and psychological. 
 
    “Tell us, what are your favorite fantasies? What are you thinking about right now?” 
 
    Mike wanted to believe that he had the courage to imagine Jenna tied down and helpless, with their positions reversed. He wanted to think that she was so desperate for sex that she would do or say anything. But that wasn’t true. Those weren’t of the images playing behind his eyelids. Oh no. Instead, Mike just imagined this girl pulling off her tights, removing her panties, and climbing on top of him. Even in his fantasy, he knew that he couldn’t escape. In those dreams, he remained helpless, still held down, but he would get to feel her most intimate spots. 
 
    “I keep thinking about how it would feel if you had sex with me,” he confessed. 
 
    “Oh, that is a good fantasy,” she said as she pulled the chastity cage off of him. 
 
    Jenna leaned down, and she began to stroke him, just as she did before. Wrapping her lithe fingers around his most sensitive appendage, she stroked him, almost bringing him to completion within the first few seconds. Then she loosened her grip, withdrew her touch, and she watched as he arched his back. Like some frantic animal, Mike attempted to tear himself free from the collective grip of the girls around him. 
 
    He didn’t stand a chance. There were too many of them, and they were too strong. 
 
    Before he could say anything, she reached down again, illustrating that most important point. As she touched him, she made sure that he understood he was helpless, totally powerless. Meanwhile, she could do whatever she liked with him. She stroked the underside of his balls, making him moan. All the while, the girls around him studied him, learning his movements and twitches. 
 
    “You poor, poor boy. You obviously want this very, very badly. Would you be willing to do anything for an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “I know,” she said, grinning down into his eyes. She squeezed again, bringing him right to the edge of release. Then she loosened her grip again, making him cry out. He shouted at the top of his lungs, and the sounds bounced off of the walls, but they didn’t have any other effect. 
 
    These girls wouldn’t and couldn’t be intimidated by a man. 
 
    Not anymore. 
 
    “You poor, poor boy,” she said again. “I’m sorry, but I’m not going to have sex with you. Maybe I will get you get off. But only if you can tell me exactly what I want to hear in one sentence.” 
 
    His thoughts cleared momentarily, Mike pressed his lips together, he gulped, and then he tried. “I’m going to be an obedient and eager slave for you.” 
 
    There. He said it. 
 
    The girls around him laughed. 
 
    Jenna squeezed him again, bringing him close, so desperately close to the relief he needed. He tried to lock his hips up, like he might be able to grind his member up along her hand. In doing so, maybe he could get off without her permission. 
 
    Only she released him, withdrew her hand, and then she looked right down at him. “Nope. Sorry, that’s not what I wanted to hear.” 
 
    Jenna glanced over at some of the other girls. “Can you go get us a bowl of ice, please?” 
 
    Two girls got up and left the room. 
 
    Ice? Why did they need ice? 
 
    Jenna returned her attention to him, “You want to guess again?” 
 
    “Girls are better than boys. Girls are smarter and stronger and they deserve to rule,” he told her. 
 
    “All of that might be true, but that’s not what I wanted to hear either,” she said. 
 
    Mere seconds later, the two young women came back, and they had a red, plastic bowl filled with ice. 
 
    Still positioned between his spread legs, Jenna pulled out one cube. She held it up between two fingers. 
 
    When he saw that a frozen water, his entire body tensed. 
 
    “No. Don’t do it. Please, don’t do it!” Just as when he had begged previously, Jenna ignored him. She had no reason to listen to this helpless boy. He had nothing to offer except for his struggles. 
 
    Sure enough, he fought as hard as he could. Like some wild beast, he channeled every iota of strength he possessed into his muscles as he tried to rip himself away from the cadre of females holding him down. But still, the blondes, brunettes, and redheads kept him pinned without any real effort. Using their hands and their knees, they locked him down, so he could maybe squirm a few inches in any direction, but that was all. 
 
    Seconds later, he felt the stab of cold as she ran the cube of ice along his erection. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re going to be able to stay hard for very long,” she said. “And then I’m sure you can guess what happens next.” 
 
    He could. He didn’t want to think about it, yet he already knew precisely what she had in mind. 
 
    Struggling to maintain his erection now, he stared up at this beautiful girl. “No, please. Please! Just let me touch myself a little bit! Or you can do it, or I can just rub myself on a pillow or something!” 
 
    “That’s gross,” Jenna said. “Seriously, you make it sound like you’re a dog or something.” 
 
    With steady movements, she rubbed of the piece of ice up and down his link until he became completely flaccid. 
 
    “No,” he moaned, dragging out that one word. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about it. This is going to be good for you. I’m only going to keep you in chastity for a week or so, you know, assuming you behave,” she teased. 
 
    “I can’t take another week!” 
 
    Jenna didn’t seem to be listening to him. She picked up the chastity cage, slipped his member into the plastic case, and then she brought the ring up around the base of his scrotum. She locked it on with another click of the padlock. And when she was done, she looked down at him. 
 
    Jenna didn’t need to do this, but she was feeling feisty and playful. As the other girls held down, she leaned in and kissed him hard. She rubbed her breasts against his chest. 
 
    Of course, he moaned again, and when she pulled back, she promised, “Don’t worry. You’ll get plenty of chances to please me. But right now, you’re staying in the cage. You understand?” 
 
    If he acted out, she would add more time to his sentence. It wasn’t Amy Stellar who decided how long he would remain locked up. No, it was the girl who never really liked him in the first place, who punished him the first chance she got. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “I, I understand.” 
 
    She patted him on the head. “There’s a good boy.” 
 
    By the time the sorority sisters let him up, the last shreds of his independence had vanished, replaced by the knowledge that she owned his sex, so she owned him. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 10: Slumber Party Slave 
 
    Her Leadership classes had taught her a lot, especially the importance of confidence. Even though she wasn’t dealing with a boy, Julia knew that she needed to focus on that one lesson in particular. 
 
    “Mom?” Julia said. 
 
    She found her mother seated in the living room, her legs crossed. Dressed in a white blouse and a matching tennis skirt, she had her tablet placed neatly on her lap. As she scanned through the different deals, she wondered exactly what she might purchase next. There were plenty of options, especially for a woman of her means. 
 
    “What is it, Julia?” 
 
    Like many other wealthy females, Darcy Tilson had decided to move to Bella Springs because she knew what the agenda really was. As she had read through the different proposals, she picked out the threads of meaning, little hints. 
 
    This would be a city where women could rule. 
 
    The thought had excited and intrigued her. Besides, even if this experiment failed, she was wealthy enough that losing a house wouldn’t be a terribly big deal. 
 
    More than that, Darcy absolutely loved how her daughter had shined over the last couple of months. Even though she was only about halfway through her first semester as a college freshman, Julia had grown immensely. Whether she was dealing with boys or girls, she always took control now. She was growing, and she would be able to take over Tilson Industries someday. 
 
    In fact, Darcy could already see her daughter’s ploys right there. 
 
    “Corey is coming to visit, isn’t he?” 
 
    “He is,” Darcy confirmed. 
 
    If she really thought about it, she wasn’t exactly sure how she would start her son’s transformation. He needed to be trained. 
 
    She hated to think about it, but Corey just had too much of his father in him. 
 
    Douglas, Darcy’s ex-husband, had been misogynistic player, the kind of man who thought that women could be used and discarded. Unfortunately, Corey had always looked up to his father, meaning that he couldn’t visualize women as people. They were girls in bikinis, strippers, and smirking sisters. If the girl wasn’t hot and willing to go down on him, Corey didn’t care about her. And when it came to respect, he didn’t even understand the idea. He thought that women should be ready to cook and clean and get down on their knees. 
 
    Darcy shook her head, disappointed. Clearly, she had messed up somewhere along the way, but it was hard. A boy with a lot of money could be easily corrupted. 
 
    Maybe Julia knew exactly what her mom was thinking because she didn’t ask about why she was shaking her head. Instead, Julia took a breath, and she said, “I want to work with him.” 
 
    “Your brother is older than you, theoretically more mature.” 
 
    Julia smiled at that second part. “He’s older than me, but he’s definitely not more mature. I’m just asking for the chance to show him that things can be better.” 
 
    “He won’t listen to you.” 
 
    “I know. And I don’t expect him to. I think I’m going to have to work on him.” 
 
    Darcy considered her daughter for the next couple of seconds. Of course, she had heard rumors about what had happened at the school, how the boys were being subjugated, punished, and reeducated. 
 
    Could her daughter, just a freshman, take care of her older brother? 
 
    “Are you sure you’re up to this?” Darcy asked after several seconds of consideration. 
 
    Julia didn’t hesitate. “Yes. And I have a plan.” 
 
      
 
    In all honesty, Corey really didn’t know what he was doing in coming to this place. Okay, so the idea of an entirely new city was kind of cool. There would probably be some interesting startups, maybe a few good places to eat. But still, he wasn’t that interested, especially when he could have spent his time off in Las Vegas or maybe LA. Oh yeah, the girls in LA were incredibly sexy. All of those eager to please models definitely had a lot to offer. 
 
    Worse, he was going to go spend time with his mom and sister. 
 
    Maybe he could sneak away after a few days, he told himself. 
 
    Corey drove into town, surprised at first by the smoothness of the road. It was a full freeway, yet he was the only car traveling into the city. 
 
    At first, he worried the whole place would be some refugee camp or something. He almost imagined tents but then, after little more than an hour of driving, he saw the first skyscrapers poke out of the horizon. Although he didn’t understand exactly how a place like this could have been constructed so quickly, he nodded his head, apparently impressed with Bella Springs. 
 
    Following the GPS on his phone, he maneuvered his way between the different, brand-new subdivisions. Eventually, he found one of the nicer neighborhoods. 
 
    His mom’s house looked exactly as he had seen it in the photos. Big and white with a wraparound porch and plenty of gables, it looked like something out of a storybook. 
 
    With a shake of his head, he thought he would have preferred a nice, modern condominium, someplace where he could bring girls. Then again, he did have a credit card, so if he needed to rent a suite somewhere, he could do it. 
 
    Somewhere online, Corey had seen a note that there were actually more women in Bella Springs than men. If so, he could definitely clean up. 
 
    It helped that Corey was attractive. With his dark hair, angular features, and tall physique, he was the kind of guy plenty of girls instinctively wanted to impress. Plus, he had money. With hardly any effort, he could take girls out to nice restaurants, clubs, and even on the occasional vacation. Panties fell pretty quickly when he could give the girl anything she liked. 
 
    As he got out of his car, he grabbed his bag and pulled it over one shoulder. 
 
    He took the steps two at a time, enjoying the simple movement. He had spent way too much time in a car or airplane. 
 
    Rather than knock, he demonstrated his usual confidence and walked right in. “Hey!” Corrie called out to whoever might be home. 
 
    Skipping down the steps from the second floor, his sister appeared. 
 
    Julia. 
 
    She had grown up quite a bit in the last two years. 
 
    “Hey,” she said, throwing out her arms. 
 
    Corey felt strange looking at her. Sure, they had talked on the phone a few times, and they had even shared a few text message conversations. But still, he hadn’t really taken much time to see her. With her short, straight blonde hair, she looked cute. With a sinking feeling, he realized that that a lot of his friends would want to hit on her if they had the chance. Fortunately, he could be a big brother, protective and willing to throw a punch to defend her. 
 
    “Where’s mom?” 
 
    “She went away for the weekend,” Julia said. “So I was hoping we could hang out.” 
 
    “Hang out?” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to spend time with your little sister?” She tilted her head to the side and smiled at him. 
 
    They had never been terribly close, but there was something in her gaze that seemed different. He tried to study her and figure out precisely what had changed, only her hands shot out, and she grabbed him by the wrist. “Hey, I was hoping I could ask for a favor.” 
 
    “What?” She seemed to be all over the place. 
 
    “So yeah, I was going to have some of my friends over tonight. You know, something of a sleep over. I was thinking maybe you would like to hang out with us.” 
 
    Corey didn’t allow his emotions to shift on his face, but his insides definitely got hot at the prospect. 
 
    His sister was cute, which meant her friends probably were as well. Not only that, they would be freshman, easy to manipulate and influence. Pretending this would be a sacrifice on his part, he said, “For you, I think I can probably be persuaded.” 
 
    “Thanks!” She threw her arms around him and squeezed him tight. They hadn’t hugged like this in a long time, he thought. 
 
    He grinned, grateful that she couldn’t see his face. Julia did the exact same thing because she already knew how tonight would go. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, you want to make us sandwiches or something?” Julia asked her brother. 
 
    “Cook?” 
 
    “Just a couple of sandwiches,” Julia said with a wave of her hand. 
 
    “Hey, I’m the guest here, so shouldn’t you be the one cooking for me?” Corey asked. 
 
    Of course, even if he had lived in that lovely home, he wouldn’t have offered. In fact, he would have done his absolute best to come up with some reason why she, the girl, should cook. 
 
    “You really don’t want to do it, do you?” With a little pout on her cute face, she put her hands on her hips. 
 
    “I’m a guy. It’s not really my thing.” 
 
    “Eating isn’t really your thing?” 
 
    “Be a good sister and go to the kitchen,” he said. 
 
    When she heard those words, her eyes got big. Ever since she moved to Bella Springs, no male had dared to address her like that. 
 
    Hissing through her teeth, she turned around and marched back into the kitchen. She gathered up the things she would need to make him a pair of sandwiches. But as she worked, she went through her other plans. Maybe she had been reluctant before. But not anymore. Now she knew precisely what her brother needed. She and her friends would make sure he got it. 
 
    Despite her aggravation, Julia and Corey actually got along pretty well for the rest of the afternoon. They watched some TV, played on their phones, and chatted a little bit. 
 
    Theoretically, he was supposed to be a senior in college, although he had failed quite a few of his classes. That happened, he reassured her, when a guy was as popular as he was. 
 
    For her part, Julia got to talk about how much she had learned, how she was excelling in her Leadership Classes. Only one other young woman, someone named Mia, had higher scores in the program. 
 
    After a while, however, he decided to excuse himself. Without even saying thank you for making him lunch, Corey headed off to the guest room. 
 
    As she watched her go, she took out her phone and started to text her friends. She double checked that they would be able to come over tonight. Within moments, both Megan and Serena confirmed. 
 
    Fairly confident in her plan, Julia still got up and headed back into her bedroom. She opened up her closet, and she took out the tote bag. 
 
    She smirked for a second, thinking about something she had overheard from one of her teachers. It had been a side conversation, something that was unofficial and took place after class. The teacher joked about how, when she had been in college herself, her friends hadn’t been able to go to any bars. They were too young. So instead, they frequented quite a few sex shops. They liked to look at the different toys and joke about what they might do. Of course, both the teacher and most of her friends had been virgins at the time. 
 
    Julia, on the other hand, had simply gone online. 
 
    Like many of the other young women in Bella Springs, she wanted to try something. 
 
    For too long, sex had been viewed as something for men. Girls might be cajoled into it, but true feminine pleasure was usually a secondary concern. In fact, plenty of the boys just assumed that girls would get off after a few thrusts. 
 
    Those boys were immature and selfish. 
 
    Julia wanted to try something else. 
 
    That’s why she pulled out the tote bag, opened it up, and examined the different implements. 
 
    She had duct tape, handcuffs, a special harness, dildos, paddles, and even a male chastity cage. Oh, and at the bottom, she found something very special, a dark blue collar emblazoned with the pictures of dog bones. 
 
    Julia smiled to herself, thinking about how snug and embarrassing such an item would be on a boy. 
 
    And yes, there are guys out there who definitely needed to be trained. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she went back to her computer and started on some homework. She allowed herself to drift off into her work because tonight, she was going to have a lot of fun. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Julia, when are your friends coming over?” 
 
    Julia could practically hear the predatory glee in her brother’s voice. It was obvious that he wanted to meet Megan and Serena. 
 
    “They’re going to come over in an hour or so,” she said, glancing down at the corner when she heard those words, she almost wanted to believe her screen. 
 
    “Great. What you guys going to do?” 
 
    “Just some girly stuff,” she said. “You know, relax and chat a lot.” 
 
    “No, I don’t believe you,” he said. 
 
    Right away, she felt something tighten in her chest. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Come on,” he said. “You guys are a bunch of girls. It’s not like you are going to be discussing politics or anything. You are probably going to do each other’s makeup, gossip over boys, and maybe a few celebrity crushes or something.” 
 
    Corey made sure that his voice rang out with unadulterated disdain. 
 
    As she listened to his little tirade, Julia tensed up. 
 
    “You really don’t think much of women, do you?” 
 
    “I can respect women,” he replied with a shrug. “But most girls are pretty immature.” 
 
    “You ever think you behave like a sexist?” 
 
    “It’s not sexist if it’s true,” Corey told her with a grin. 
 
    The really infuriating part was that Julia knew plenty of girls would let him get away with that sort of language. It was a fringe benefit of being cute and hot. 
 
    “My friends are going to be here in a little while, and I should get dressed. Do you mind?” She glanced at the doorway, and he smiled at her. 
 
    “Girls are weird,” he said. “Guys don’t worry about looking good for each other. I swear, if girls didn’t spend so much time on their hair and makeup, they might be able to accomplish something useful. 
 
    “ Do you really believe that?” 
 
    “Yeah, why wouldn’t I?” Corey asked, sounding genuinely confused. 
 
    “Get out. I really need to get ready,” she said. 
 
    With a patronizing shrug, he turned around and walked away. 
 
    Julia turned her attention back to the tote bag. She pulled out the handcuffs, and she reconsidered whether or not she actually wanted to do this. 
 
    Thinking of her brother’s sexist words, she nodded to herself. “Absolutely.” 
 
    And just a little while later, the doorbell rang. Her friends had arrived. 
 
    Corey had a plan. Instinctively, he knew that he needed to show up at the right time. If he just happened to be hanging around, the girls might sense some kind of desperation on him, and that couldn’t be tolerated, not ever. Maybe it sounded trite, but he needed to be appropriately aloof and unimpressed with these girls. That’s why he relaxed in his bedroom for a little while, only then something happened that he didn’t expect or anticipate. 
 
    Someone knocked on the door to his bedroom. When he went to answer it, he thought that it would just be his little sister asking for a piece of advice or something. If he really thought about it, he didn’t know exactly what he should have been expecting. But as he opened the door, he found all three of them standing there. 
 
    “Hey, so Megan, Serena and I were having a little conversation, and we wanted to know something. 
 
    “What’s that?” Corey asked. He did his best to appear completely nonchalant, like he didn’t care about their presence. And yet, he still felt just a little bit intimidated. All three of these girls were very attractive. Sure, his sister was just his sister, but Serena and Megan looked like choice young women, the kinds of girls who could absolutely get any guy they wanted. 
 
    He was going to have to play this just right. And if he had a really good night, he might be able to get into bed with both of them. Yeah, he absolutely enjoyed it that thought. 
 
    “How do you feel about women?” 
 
    “I love women,” he said. 
 
    “But you also think that women deserve equal rights and equal pay, don’t you?” 
 
    As she looked at her brother, she knew he would mess this up. He just couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Despite her suspicions, he quickly answered, “if a woman does the same job as a man, then she definitely deserves the same pay.” For a second, that actually sounded like a good, honest, and fair response. But then he just had to go and keep talking. 
 
    “The problem is that women don’t usually do the same job. They usually can’t handle it, so they go complain when they don’t get a raise. That’s why you have so many women who can’t make as much money as the men around them” 
 
    Serena and Megan both glanced at his sister. Sure enough, he had played this just right. They didn’t look offended or irritated, even though Julia was absolutely embarrassed by her brother’s comment. 
 
    Instead, they smiled back at one another. 
 
    Oh yeah, Corey thought. These were the kind of girls who might have liked to complain about gender equality or fairness or whatever in their college classes. But when it came to sex and the stuff that really mattered, these girls knew what they wanted. 
 
    He leaned against the side of the door frame, and he started to smile at them. He had different little conversational tricks he might use to entice them. 
 
    “Are we going to do this?” Julia asked. 
 
    “Absolutely!” One of the other girls said. 
 
    And that’s when they grabbed him. 
 
    Corey had no idea what was happening, not at first. He just knew that both Megan and Serena reached out for him. They took a hold of his wrists, pulled him out of the room, he figured this was some sort of game, so he didn’t fight back. 
 
    They brought him out into the living room, and he jokingly asked, “Hey, what are you doing? There wasn’t any real panic in his voice, not even when they shoved him down onto his knees. One of the girls reached into her pocket and pulled out a blindfold. As far as a guy like Corey was concerned, this was perfectly natural. Girls did tricks all the time. It was just funny it wasn’t something he actually had to worry about. He definitely wasn’t scared. 
 
      
 
    “Corey, you are really hot,” said one of the girls. He thought he recognized her voice as belonging to Serena. If so, he definitely liked the way she sounded. With a blindfold around his eyes, he couldn’t see anything, and he didn’t even resist when they grabbed his wrists and pulled them behind his back. 
 
    “Just because you are attractive, that doesn’t mean you should get to say or do whatever you want. Even hot guys should be held to a higher standard.” 
 
    “Hey, I just want to have some fun,” he said. 
 
    But then, the girls didn’t say anything. 
 
    He tried to pull his hands against the restraints, thinking that it would be easy enough to free himself. It wasn’t. 
 
    After just a couple of seconds, he realized something. 
 
    This wasn’t a prank. It wasn’t some kind of joke. Instead, his sister and her friends had actually restrained him. 
 
    He was a guy. He wasn’t supposed to be helpless or powerless in front of a woman. The idea was more disturbing than he wanted to admit. 
 
    “Hey, we’re just having some fun, right?” He expected one of them to agree immediately or to giggle or chortle. Instead, they responded with an ominous silence. 
 
    Corey didn’t like that. He didn’t like that at all. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” said the other girl. It had to be Megan. In his mind’s eye, he remembered exactly what she looked like: a brunette with dark eyes, round cheeks, and long, wavy hair. She looked cute, like the girl next door, although he liked to imagine he might be able to seduce her into doing some rather unladylike activities. In spite of the restraints, he still felt his shaft twitch. 
 
    Corey tried to tell himself that none of this really impacted him. Again, these girls were just playing a game. It was a silly prank, so he could ignore it. 
 
    But then, they shoved him down onto his back. 
 
    His wrists twisted painfully, but he still refused to make any kind of sound. 
 
    “Tonight, we are going to have some fun with you, Corey. This is going to be our little simpler party, and you are going to be our servant,” Megan said to him. 
 
    “What do you think about that?” Serena asked. “How do you feel about obeying a bunch of girls tonight?” 
 
    He should have recognized the seriousness in their voices, but he was still an arrogant boy, and he hadn’t been trained at all. In fact, this was going to be a good experience for these young women. For the last few months, they had lived in a world dominated by females. It was time that they had the opportunity to deal with a reticent boy who carried so many misconceptions and prejudices. 
 
    “Yeah, right. Not going to happen,” he said, turning those words into a promise. 
 
    But then, the girls grabbed him, rolled him onto his back, and they reached out for the tote bag. 
 
    Serena found a paddle she liked first. 
 
    She took it out, smacked her palm, and when he heard that sound, his eyes tightened. He didn’t whimper or anything, but the girls could tell that he was scared. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He needed to be. 
 
    “What was that?” Corey asked. 
 
    “This?” Serena asked, her tone light and teasing. She struck the palm of her hand again, letting that sound snap out into the air. 
 
    “This is how we’re going to train you.” 
 
    The girls glanced back at one another. All three of them were on the verge of giggling uncontrollably, but he couldn’t see that. Instead, he heard the mockery, and the resolution. These girls were resolved, and they wouldn’t be stopped. He must have known that. 
 
    With a gulp, he said, “I think you had your fun. Let me out.” 
 
    “What do you think, girls?” Julia asked. “Have we had our fun?” 
 
    “We haven’t even gotten started yet!” 
 
    Because he still couldn’t see what they were doing, Corey had no idea what was about to happen. They grabbed him, rolled him over onto his back again, and then he felt their hands move over his belt. They loosened it, pulled it free, and eventually yanked down his pants. 
 
    “Hey! Stop that!” Corey cried out. Even as the words left his lips, he felt foolish. 
 
    He was supposed to be bigger and stronger than these young women. They were barely out of high school! 
 
    But they pulled down his pants, yanking the trousers away from his shoes. Moments later, they took his boxers down as well. 
 
    Hot aggravation shot through his body, and he tried to kick his way free. 
 
    One girl grabbed his right foot. Another took his left. They shoved him down, rolled him over, and then Serena came up with the paddle. 
 
    When she touched the cruel, smooth wood to his backside, he tensed up immediately. 
 
    “Don’t do it. Don’t you dare do it!” 
 
    “Do what?” Serena teased. 
 
    Just as he opened his mouth and got ready to say something, his little sister’s friend raised the paddle, left it there poised in the air as though this was some incredible moment which needed to be commemorated, and then she swung down hard, channeling all of her strength into her limb. 
 
    The other girls giggled as the paddle crashed down, smacking hard into his unprotected flesh. 
 
    He heard the sound, felt the flurry of pain, and he cried out. He didn’t mean to make a sound, but it was just ripped from his throat, automatic, instinctive, and irresistible. 
 
    “Stop that!” Corey shouted at the girls. 
 
    “Stop what?” Serena teased. 
 
    Obviously, everyone in that room knew exactly what he meant, these girls could pretend otherwise. That’s why she touched the paddle to his other buttock, she pulled it up, and then she swung the paddle down. When it struck again, he hissed through his teeth. His eyes started to water beneath the blindfold. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” Corey insisted. 
 
    “Can’t we?” Megan asked. 
 
    The three girls watched as the older brother got punished. 
 
    These young women had spent a lot of time in their Leadership classes, so they knew that men needed to be owned and molded. They knew that these guys could get arrogant and conceited if left to their own devices. A paddling could help him quite a bit. 
 
    Really, they just gave him what he needed. This was good for him. They were doing him a favor. 
 
    Okay, so they didn’t really believe all of that, but the justifications were there, and they were having so much fun. 
 
    For so long, these girls had been harassed and teased by the boys all around them. From kindergarten when a guy could tug on their pigtails all the way through high school when boys would call them names, these girls were tired of the disrespect. 
 
    So now, they watched as one of their friends paddled this guy. 
 
    Braced on his stomach, he pulled on his restraints, yet they didn’t budge. 
 
    “Tonight, Corey, we are all having a slumber party here, and we need a servant to take care of us and to see to our needs. Would you like that? Would you like to be our servant boy?” 
 
    “You can go to hell!” Corey snapped back at these girls. 
 
    “Such language,” Serena said. She pretended to be disappointed even as a broad grin curled along her lips. The defiance was fun. It made breaking him more of a challenge. 
 
    Tightening her grip on the paddle, she swung down one, two, three more times in quick succession. And by the time she paused again, the curves of his ass had turned a bright shade of red. 
 
    “For the rest of the night, you are going to be obedient and behaved. Because if you aren’t, we will do this you all over again.” 
 
    An idea flashed behind his eyes. Maybe if he could talk to these girls, he might be able to get them to change their minds. He didn’t need anything to really change. He just had to get them to release him for a little bit. 
 
    Only then, his little sister said, “Corey, I want you to know something. We have your phone.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “We have your phone, which means we have your contact list, your email, and access to all of your social networks.” 
 
    Right away, he understood what she meant, yet he still held out hope that she wouldn’t push her newfound advantage. 
 
    “I don’t care,” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “You don’t have my password. You can’t get in!” 
 
    “Actually, I do have your password. You always use the same password, you silly, silly boy.” 
 
    Silly, silly boy. He was her older brother, so Julia wasn’t supposed to talk to him like that! Even as the frustration mounted within his body, he got ready to attack. There were a dozen different insults he could unleash upon her. 
 
    Before Corey had the chance, Serena decided he needed another dose of punishment. Swinging the paddle down, she struck two, then four, then six more times. His eyes watered behind the blindfold, and he thrashed about as these young women watched. 
 
    It was so much fun! 
 
    For Megan and Serena, they saw this nubile young man helpless before them. For Julia, she could see her big brother humiliated. How many times had he teased her for being short, for being a girl, for getting bad grades? How many times had he drilled into her confidence, just because he could? 
 
    But now, Julia and her friends enjoyed every advantage. 
 
    “Your password is 8852,” Julia finally said. 
 
    No. No way. 
 
    These girls shouldn’t have been able to figure it out. 
 
    “How?” Corey demanded. 
 
    Even half naked, blindfolded, and tied up, he managed to sound indignant, as though his little sister owed him an apology. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” Julia said, reaching down and touching the top of his head. He shook, like a dog that wanted to dislodge a mosquito, but she continued to pet him and run her fingers through his hair. She could touch him however she wanted, and he couldn’t stop her. That was an important lesson for a boy like Corey to learn. 
 
    “All you need to know,” his little sister continued, “is that I have control of who you are online. I could start sending any number of messages, all of which would destroy your reputation. And I know you really care about how people think of you. Isn’t that right, Corey?” 
 
    Her voice seemed to puncture something deep within his psyche. 
 
    For so long, Corey had been handsome and powerful wherever he went. It was easy for him. Girls wanted him, guys envied him, and people in power respected him. 
 
    Somehow, his little sister had taken control. 
 
    When he didn’t say anything, Serena took that as an invitation to punish him some more. She probably just wanted an excuse because she enjoyed slamming the paddle down against his unprotected rear end. Or maybe she liked the way the color danced along his buttocks. He did have a very cute ass, thought Serena. 
 
    “What, what do you want?” Corey finally asked. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Julia teased. 
 
    Serena added, “Yeah, I thought you were smart. I thought you would have been able to figure it out all on your own.” 
 
    Megan continued the taunting, “Aren’t you supposed to be one of those smart boys?” 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he waited, thinking that they would eventually tell him. 
 
    One of the girls grabbed his hair and pulled his head up, ostensibly so he could listen more closely, “Corey, you want you to be our servant boy tonight. We want to know that you will be a perfect toy. We want to know that you will follow every single command.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    They corrected him by punishing him. 
 
    Without needing to be told to, Serena continued the spanking, bringing the paddle down over and over again. 
 
    After several more blows, Corey knew that he couldn’t hold out. 
 
    Ultimately, he would do whatever these girls wanted. 
 
    “Fine! Fine!” He practically shouted those words. His voice seemed to bounce off of the walls. 
 
    “What was that, slave?” Julia asked. 
 
    Slave. 
 
    The word cut down into him, not so much for what it meant or represented, but rather because of the girl who had spoken it in the first place. 
 
    This was supposed to be his little sister! He was supposed to be able to bully and tease her however he wanted. 
 
    When they were little, he routinely mocked her. 
 
    But now, he remained on his stomach, his hands trapped behind his back, and her friends could touch him however they wanted. 
 
    “I’ll do what you want,” he promised. 
 
    “Do you think we can believe him?” Megan asked. 
 
    Serena seemed to consider this. She stroked the soft curves of his behind with the paddle. “To be honest, I’m not so sure. Maybe he needs more paddling?” 
 
    “You just want to punish him some more,” Megan accused, only something about her lilting tone of voice made it clear she thought that was funny. 
 
    “We can believe him,” Julia finally announced. “My brother may be a boy, but he is smart enough to recognize when he has lost. Isn’t that right, Corey?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Now, let’s make sure he really knows how to obey.” 
 
      
 
    The three girls left him alone for several minutes. The door closed behind them, so Corey was left on his stomach. His backside continued to sting. The sensations seemed to reverberate and pulsate through his body. With every beat of his heart, he could feel another stinging slash through his skin. 
 
    They were gone, which meant they were hiding his phone. They didn’t need to make any threats or promises. That much was obvious. 
 
    Their house was large enough that he could tear the entire place apart, inch by inch, he still wouldn’t be able to find his device. 
 
    What could they do with it? 
 
    Unfortunately, dozens of answers peppered his brain. They could take pictures and send them off to some of his girlfriends. They could write inappropriate messages and send them off to his instructors, his mentors, and potential employers. 
 
    In short, they could humiliate him and destroy his life. 
 
    When the door opened again, Corey didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to, however. 
 
    The girls grabbed his blindfold and pulled it up and off of his face. One of them threw it aside, and then they let him out of his bonds. Once he could use his hands again, Corey started to pull his pants back up, only to hear his sister admonish, “No. Take them off. In fact, my friends want you to take everything off.” 
 
    “You have got to be kidding,” Corey replied quickly. 
 
    “Alas, I’m not,” she said with mock theatricality. “Serena and Megan here think you’re pretty cute, so they want to inspect you.” 
 
    “I’m not a piece of meat,” he said. 
 
    “Nope,” Serena agreed. “But you are property now. So get to it, slave boy.” 
 
    When Corey got up onto his feet, he wanted to feel as though he had reclaimed something important, perhaps some thin veneer of dignity. 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he said. 
 
    When Serena lifted up the paddle, he flinched. All three of the girls giggled at him. 
 
    As he started to blush, Corey took a breath. 
 
    “Your last chance,” Julia said. “I would hate to have to get creative and make some confessions to your ex-girlfriends. Their numbers are still in your phone, aren’t they?” 
 
    He had been blushing a moment before, but now he turned white. Because yes, they were. His little sister had access to all of his phone numbers! Corey had never bothered to delete them. 
 
    The girls easily read his expression, so they started laughing all over again. As far as they were concerned, this was just too easy! But then, what else could they expect? He was just a boy after all. 
 
    “I’ll do what you want,” he said. He hated those words and everything they entailed. 
 
    “Strip for us,” Megan said. She wiggled her fingers on the air, as though he needed the visual encouragement. 
 
    A fresh wave of hot humiliation ran through his body, but he gave these girls precisely what they wanted. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. Garment by garment, he stripped until he had absolutely nothing on. 
 
    And now he stood there, naked and humiliated in front of these girls. For the most part, Juliet did her best not to look. Even so, she had to admit that her brother had a nice enough body. 
 
    When Julia glanced over at her friends, she could see the desire burning in their expressions. They loved this. They loved every second of it. For once, they got to objectify a boy. 
 
    “Not bad,” Megan said with a nod of her head, “but I think we can do better.” 
 
    “I can’t take anything else off,” Corey growled. 
 
    The girls glanced at one another before bursting out laughing. 
 
    “You know what I hate?” Serena said. “Double standards.” She shook her head from side to side. “It’s just not fair. Guys get to be all hairy, while girls are supposed to be soft and smooth. Well, I’m going to give you about half an hour to go take a shower and shave off all of your body hair.” 
 
    His lips parted. “What?” 
 
    “You heard her,” Julia said, giggling at the idea. “My friends want you to be nice and smooth. Don’t worry. There’s a new, pink razor waiting for you and everything.” 
 
    “I’m not going to shave!” 
 
    “Everything from your eyebrows down,” Serena commanded as though he hadn’t said anything at all. 
 
    Corey shivered in outrage. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. None of this was right or fair! 
 
    Trying one last time, Corey looked back at his little sister. He desperately hoped that she might succumb to some feeling of pity or mercy. “Please, please don’t make me do this. Please, I’m not a girl. I shouldn’t have to shave!” 
 
    He had picked the wrong tactics to use. Her expression hardened, and Julia walked right up to him. Despite any unease she may have felt at being close to her naked brother, she jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. As he retreated back, she stepped forward again, snarling, “I don’t care what you think is good or right or true. You’re a boy, you’re going to learn to behave. You’re going to learn to obey!” 
 
    Corey had never seen her like this before. 
 
    She kept going, “you have half an hour. Get in there right now. If you come out and you are anything less than soft and smooth then I’m going to write the worst text messages I can think of. Then I’ll send them to Monique.” 
 
    Monique. His ex-girlfriend. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She pointed toward the bathroom. “Go!” 
 
    With his head bowed down, he scrambled to obey. 
 
      
 
    He moved methodically and mechanically. First, he turned on the hot water and listened as the spray hit the sides of the shower. Once the water was warm enough, he stepped inside, and he picked up the bar of soap. He rubbed it between his hands, built up a lather, and spread it along his cheeks, over his arms, and down his chest. Later, he would worry about his legs. 
 
    “Oh my God,” he whispered to no one in particular, “Am I really doing this?” 
 
    Yes. Yes, he was really doing this. 
 
    “I need to be able to stop her,” he said, only there wasn’t any kind of answer. 
 
    So he started to shave. He did his face first, if only because that was the easiest. A little bit of stubble headlined his cheeks, but now he removed it. Next, he worked on his chest. He had shaved it once before, as something of a joke for an old girlfriend. 
 
    But now he worked, and after he finished his chest, he looked down at his arms. 
 
    He had never once shaved his arms. He never imagined that he would need to. 
 
    Why? Why did the others girls want to do this to him?” 
 
    Because it was all about power, he realized. 
 
    To them, it was just a game, and they loved getting to order him around. 
 
    “It’s just hair,” he reminded himself. “It will grow back.” 
 
    That made him feel a little bit better. 
 
    A little bit. 
 
    After he finished with his arms, he looked at down between his legs. Corey didn’t have a clock or anything, so he had no idea exactly how much time had already elapsed. He knew that if he took too long, however, the girls would take that as an excuse to punish him. Just the idea was enough to make his buttocks throb all over again. 
 
    Focusing on his legs, he started to shave them. It took so much longer than he anticipated. 
 
    He didn’t have many minutes left. 
 
    Still, he kept at it, working little by little. He used the pink razor, just as his sister had commanded. 
 
    Little by little, he shaved virtually every inch of his body. By the end, there was the one spot he didn’t want to have to think about or deal with. But he had no choice. 
 
    Corey kept thinking about Monique, his ex-girlfriend. Their breakup had been incredibly acrimonious. It was the kind of fight that makes other people all around them incredibly uncomfortable. They had been out at dinner when he confessed that he had cheated with another girl. She had started shouting. 
 
    Corey couldn’t even remember exactly what had been said. But by the time she finished her rant, a couple of other people in the restaurant had started to clap. As far as they were concerned, he was nothing but garbage. 
 
    If that girl could get some blackmail material on him, she would use it. More to the point, she would share it with all of her friends. Could a guy like Corey go viral? 
 
    If his sister and her friends worked hard enough, definitely. 
 
    He literally shook at the prospect. 
 
    Finally, he finished. Somehow, he felt exhausted by simply shaving off all of his body hair, yet he had done it. He had succeeded. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, he turned off the water and let the droplets run down his body. Hot and tired, he stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and he began to wipe off. 
 
    Just a second later, the door into the bathroom opened, and Julia with her two friends appeared. 
 
    They held up his phone, took a picture, and he felt the color drain away from his body once again.. “Oh, that looks good,” Julia said. 
 
    Corey should have taken this opportunity. He should have pounced on her, grabbing his device. But it was too late. She had already uploaded it to one of her cloud accounts, so she had the photo, even if she lost his phone. 
 
    Or maybe there was something about being outnumbered that made him stop. Feeling paralyzed, he remained in front of these girls. 
 
    Serena didn’t suffer from that problem. She reached out, grabbed him, and pulled hard. Barely dry, he stumbled forward, and then the girls took him right back into the living room. 
 
    Damp and naked, he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Stand up straight with your hands at your sides. We want to inspect you,” Serena said. Confident in their ability to control Julia’s big brother, the trio began to circle him. They studied him, their hands reaching out to grab and prod at him. 
 
    “We going to do whatever we want?” Julia asked, still holding his phone in her hand. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    He had already done so much. Disobedience now felt somehow strange. 
 
    “Good,” Megan said with a laugh. “I’ve always wanted a slave!” 
 
    The girls giggled some more before Serena stepped up in front of him. “You know, I’ve always wanted to have a naked boy do my toenails. You think you can handle that?” 
 
    “Please, can I put some clothing on?” 
 
    Julia glanced at her brother. “Only if you get down on your knees and beg for the privilege first.” 
 
    Privilege. 
 
    This was something they could give him or take away on a whim. 
 
    Recognizing that simple fact, he lowered himself down before these girls. 
 
    “Please, may I please wear some clothing? Please, just let me put on some pants or something,” he said to them. 
 
    “Wait right here,” Serena said. 
 
    She walked over by the door, went outside, and disappeared altogether. 
 
    Corey didn’t know what to make of this. A few seconds later, however, Serena came back with his luggage. 
 
    “Pull out your underwear, one piece at a time, and hold it up for us to see. We will decide if you have anything cute enough.” 
 
    Cute enough? 
 
    Corey shivered at the thought, yet he still obeyed. He scrambled over to his luggage, unzipped it, and he started to pull out various boxers. 
 
    One was black, another a dark shade of red. The girls judged him, wobbling their heads from side to side, pointing, and whispering back and forth. 
 
    Unfortunately, his boxers weren’t pressed, smooth, or even all that neat. They may have been clean, but Corey was a guy, so he never put much thought into his underwear. He never imagined that he would need to impress anyone. 
 
    If a girl is going to see him and his boxers, he figured that she was already going to have sex with him, so her thoughts on the matter didn’t really count for much. 
 
    Only now, Julia and her two friends considered him. Finally, Megan glanced at him. “I’m sorry, Corey, but I don’t think you have anything cute enough.” 
 
    He hated that he had become the toy for their slumber party. 
 
    “Please,” he said. “There has to be something that I can wear.” 
 
    Immediately, Julia started to giggle. She whispered something to her friends. They all burst out into laughter. 
 
    What were they joking about? 
 
    It had to be a joke, right? They couldn’t really be serious with whatever they were saying. He held onto those comforting thoughts despite the fact that he knew these girls might get serious at any moment. 
 
    Sure enough, Megan started to chew on her bottom lip. “They would be tight, but I think it would work,” Megan said. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Corey asked, ashamed of the panic lacing his words. 
 
    Finally, Serena strode up to him. She jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. “Corey, Corey, Corey. You really want to wear some underwear? Okay. You’re going to wear Megan’s panties.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Megan was smaller than Corey, but not by that much. It was theoretically possible that her panties might fit him. 
 
    He hated those thoughts and everything they represented, but he didn’t see any other alternative. These girls had already made up their minds. 
 
    Then, without any hesitation, Megan started to lift up her shirt so that she could unbutton her jeans. She wiggled out of them, revealing her bright pink panties. When he saw the smooth material, his eyes got big. Under other circumstances, he would have been turned on by seeing her undress. She was a cute, sexy girl. Only now, his heart thundered in his chest. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Julia said. “You’re nice and thin and lanky. This way, the panties will probably fit you!” 
 
    Within seconds, Megan had taken off her panties, and she held them out to him. He stared at the garment as it dangled from her grip. 
 
    “Do I really have to do this?” Corey asked. He looked at each girl in turn. His expression was desperate and pleading. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a baby,” Serena said with a laugh. “They’re just panties. It doesn’t mean you have lost anything.” 
 
    Except that wasn’t true. If he put these on, he would feel like less of a man. 
 
    And that was the entire point. 
 
    He took the panties from her. He felt their light weight in his hand. Not only that, they were still warm from being so close to Megan. Under other circumstances, he might have been grateful to have anything to wear at all. But now, he pulled them up along the length of his legs, and he felt the silk against his scrotum and his shaft. He shivered as his nipples hardened and his member started to get erect. 
 
    “He likes it!” 
 
    “No, I don’t!” Corey insisted. 
 
    Julia held one hand over her mouth, like she didn’t want her brother to see how she was laughing at him. But still, the abject look of misery on his face didn’t stop her. Moments later, she burst out into another round of laughter. 
 
    Oh, this was so much fun. It was delicious, everything she could have wanted! 
 
    “Don’t feel bad,” Julia said. “Just because you’re wearing panties, that doesn’t have to mean anything. Besides, it’s your penis that you should really be ashamed of.” 
 
    The other girls picked up on this theme easily, “Yeah,” Megan agreed. “I mean, it’s your boy part that really makes you a slave.” 
 
    “If you want to be ashamed of something, be ashamed of that,” Serena agreed. 
 
    Then, without another word, Julia left of the room. While she was gone, her friends came up to him and started to tell him, “Julia might not want to play with you as much, but we will.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Megan agreed. “Just wait until we have you tied down to a bed. We’re going to have some fun right here,” she said, grabbing his cock through the thin layer of her panties. 
 
    When Julia came back, she carried a black, leather bag. She sat down on the couch, placed the bag on her lap, and she unzipped it, opening it to reveal her makeup case. Once she did so, she revealed the different cases, tubes, and compacts. 
 
    Corey had no idea what he was seeing. 
 
    Truthfully, he didn’t know anything about makeup, but he was about to learn, whether he liked it or not. “Pick a color. If you do a good job, I might decide to touch you,” Megan said. 
 
    Julia made a face at that. 
 
    But if her friends really wanted to tease their slave boy, Julia wasn’t going to interrupt or stop them. 
 
    As he looked down at the different options, Corey had no idea what to say. 
 
    “I, I have to take some nail polish?” 
 
    Serena nodded at him. The smirk made it clear that she loved the uncertainty rippling through his voice. “That’s right,” Serena said. “You think you can do it? Do you think you’re smart enough?” 
 
    It wasn’t supposed to be a question of intelligence. Immediately, Corey told himself that it wasn’t anything he couldn’t handle. 
 
    He picked out a bright pink nail polish. It seemed to glimmer with little sparkles. 
 
    “This one,” he said, holding it up. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I think it would go well with your skin tone,” he said. “Plus, it is very feminine.” 
 
    The girls looked at one another. 
 
    “That is your favorite color, Megan,” Julia reminded her friend. 
 
    Corey didn’t want to reveal any sort of reaction, yet he still exhaled with relief. “It’s just one,” Serena said. 
 
    “I don’t care,” Megan replied. “I want to see what the slave can do!” Since she hadn’t put her pants back on, she just walked over to the couch, sat down, and lifted her legs up. “Get over here,” she said, each word aimed right at their slave boy. 
 
    Still gripping of the nail polish in his hand, he glanced at the other two girls. He kept hoping that one of them would stop this. They wanted to have a slumber party, right? That’s meant it should have involved eating popcorn or gossiping or something. 
 
    But then, with another shiver, he remembered the simple fact that he was their toy. If they wanted to play with him, then they could, and he couldn’t stop them. 
 
    He walked over to the spot where she had raised her legs, and he got down on his knees. She eased her feet down onto the footrest and wiggled her toes. 
 
    “Remember, you want to make sure you don’t get any of it on my skin. Brush it very slowly, take your time, and show me you can do a good job,” Megan said. 
 
    It almost sounded like helpful advice, especially considering he had never done this before. 
 
    Corey unscrewed the top of the bottle. From there, he puffed out his cheeks, and he pulled the brush out. He looked at the glob of nail polish. As Megan wiggled her toes again with her legs crossed, he tried to think of how he would do this. After all, he wasn’t an artist. Obviously, he had never applied nail polish before. 
 
    Doing his best to keep his hand steady, he started to slide the brush along the nail of her smallest toe. He took his time and worked. Distantly, he knew that the girls were chatting. Apparently, they decided to ignore him because he was just a servant. Even so, he could feel their glances. Every few seconds as they checked on him. 
 
    “Not bad,” Megan said after a little while. 
 
    He worked his way up her toes, one after another. As he did so, he did his best to ignore the fact that he wore a pair of her panties. 
 
    This was so humiliating! 
 
    Even so, he continued to work. 
 
    “When a girl gives you a compliment, how do you respond?” Julia demanded. 
 
    Raising his gaze, he glared at her, but he didn’t answer. He didn’t want to dignify her comment with any sort of response. 
 
    Serena wasn’t quite as gentle. She strolled over to him. She still had the paddle. She touched it to his shoulder and dragged it down his naked back. 
 
    “Do you mind?” Serena asked. 
 
    “Not at all,” Megan replied. 
 
    That’s why it was so easy for Serena to grab their slave by his neck and to push him down onto his hands and knees. She swung the paddle, striking at his behind one, two, three, four, five times. Each blow landed in quick succession, sending explosions of pain rocketing through his skin. 
 
    He cried out, instantly regretting his defiance. 
 
    “Apologize,” Serena ordered. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Why are you sorry?” 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t say thank you. I’m sorry I was rude.” 
 
    The girls laughed and one of them said, “You see. Boys can be taught discipline and etiquette.” 
 
    Discipline and etiquette. He hated how these girls had twisted those words. 
 
    “Get back to work,” Megan ordered, wiggling her toes again. 
 
    He raised himself up onto his knees. As he did so, he couldn’t help but feel the difference in their positions. Megan was seated on the couch while Serena and Julia stood around. On the floor and on his knees, he felt utterly subjugated. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Male Disadvantage, Number 11: Newest Arrivals 
 
    When they first arrived, it sounded pretty great. To start off, Nina was going to have an incredible job. When Tyler first heard about the terms, including her pay and perks, he could hardly believe it. She had shown him her new contract, and he scanned through the details, utterly amazed. Not only that, Nina insisted on showing her new husband some of the emails she had exchanged with her boss. 
 
    As a manager with Farber Industries, Nina was going to have the right balance of independence and oversight. And along the way, should be incredibly well compensated. 
 
    It was amazing, especially for a pair of newlyweds. 
 
    Granted, this meant Tyler wouldn’t have a job during the first couple of months of their marriage, but he could handle that. 
 
    When he first drove into the city, his wife had been behind the wheel. Just as they crossed into the city limits, she glanced over at him. He had his phone in his lap as he double checked the GPS, not that the directions were terribly complicated. One major freeway led to Bella Springs. It was smooth and almost brand-new. 
 
    “How’s it going to be for my little house husband?” Nina asked, grinning back at her man. 
 
    “As long as I get to be with you, I’m going to have a blast,” he assured her. 
 
    “You know, if I’m making the money, that means I wear the pants in the family,” she teased, grinning at him. 
 
    “Ha ha,” he answered sarcastically. 
 
    “I’m just glad that you are secure enough in your manhood to know that your wife can make all of the money, plus the decisions, and that you can be okay with it.” 
 
    “You’re joking,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, of course I’m joking!” But as she spoke, she felt maybe a little twinge of guilt because it almost felt like she was lying. 
 
    They pulled up to their brand-new house, a recent the construction just like all of the other homes in their subdivision. It had only been finished a couple of days before. Their furniture had just barely been brought in by the movers. 
 
    And sure enough, their realtor stood on the porch, waiting for them. 
 
    “How was your drive?” Tanya asked. 
 
    Tyler had only met her once, but he didn’t particularly care for the realtor. It wasn’t a big deal or anything, yet there was still something about the way Tonya glanced in his direction, as though he were barely there. Even with her greeting, she directed it right to Nina. 
 
    Tyler told himself that he was being paranoid, but the two women walked over to one another, and they exchanged a quick hug. 
 
    “The drive was good. It’s crazy how smooth that freeway is,” Nina replied. 
 
    “Definitely. But Bella Springs is different. We don’t have all of the older garbage to deal with.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can imagine. I’m sure it will accumulate pretty fast though,” Nina answered. 
 
    Tyler stood back, wondering if he should pull out his phone. Yes, it would be rude, but if these women didn’t want to acknowledge his presence anyway, he could zone out with his screen without really being rude. 
 
    Before he made the decision, however, Tonya glanced over at him. “Excuse me, but have you read through any of the statutes?” 
 
    He blinked, somewhat confused for a second. 
 
    Tonya redirected her question to his wife. “It’s something you should probably look into,” she said. “The rules here are a little bit different.” 
 
    “Are you talking about a homeowners association or something?” Tyler asked. 
 
    “There are very specific rules that regulate certain kinds of people,” Tanya told his wife. She pretty much ignored Tyler’s question. 
 
    Rolling his eyes, he tried to imagine what her problem could be with him. Over and over again, he had run through the different interactions they had. But for the most part, he couldn’t think of anything. Seriously, they pretty much never actually spoke. From the first time they met, Tonya had directed all of her attention at his wife. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    “Tyler, maybe you should start unpacking for your wife?” Tonya suggested. “I think she and I need to have a little conversation out here.” 
 
    He blinked a couple of times, shocked by her rudeness. The realtor worked for them! Could she really try to casually order him around? 
 
    His own sense of decorum kept him from calling her out on it, so he glanced back at their car. 
 
    The movers had brought in pretty much everything, except they still had several bags. “Sure thing,” he said, exchanging a look with his wife. 
 
    He headed back to the car, opened the trunk, and he started to gather their bags. As he did so, he glanced over at the two women still chatting on the porch. Strangely enough, they both looked in his direction as well. They seemed to smile, as though they were sharing some secret. At the same time, Tyler started to wonder if they intentionally kept their voices low so he wouldn’t be able to hear them. 
 
    If so, what were they talking about? 
 
      
 
    “How do you feel about all of this? It sounds like you haven’t talked to him,” Tonya said. 
 
    “I thought it would be easier once we had already moved in,” Nina replied, careful to mostly whisper. On the other side of the lawn, Tyler gripped two of their tote bags. He would have to come back for the other pieces of luggage. 
 
    “Did you read some of those pamphlets?” 
 
    “Yeah. I read them,” she said, her voice deepening for a moment. She puffed out her cheeks, exhaling as she considered those words. Of course she had read the pamphlets. In fact, she had read them again and again and again. They had been incredible. 
 
    “What did you think?” Tonya asked, although she could already see just how interested her client was. The simple fact that Nina had agreed to take a job with Farber Industries meant that the woman was comfortable with the unique culture of Bella Springs. 
 
    Unique culture. That sounded like a euphemism, yet it was certainly apt. Tonya couldn’t imagine any other city operating like Bella Springs, not in the United States anyway. 
 
    “I think this is going to be an interesting transition,” she said. 
 
    “You don’t have to be quite with me. Have you thought about how you’re going to do it?” 
 
    “Shock collar,” she said right away. “Do you see that bag right there?” Nina pointed down across the walkway and lawn. Sure enough, her husband carried a bright blue bag. 
 
    “Aggressive,” Tonya said. “I like it.” 
 
    “Do you mind if I ask, how is everything going for you? You moved in right after the grand opening, right?” 
 
    “Actually, I was here a few weeks before that.” It had only been about eight months, yet Tonya still smiled to herself, as though she were remembering the good old days. “Back then, everything was a lot more subtle. But you could see what kind of effect it had.” 
 
    “By the way, if I have any trouble, is there anyone I can call?” 
 
    “Either neighborhood or city security,” Tonya answered right away. “Those ladies are tough, and they knew exactly how to deal with irresponsible young men.” 
 
    “Is that what you call them?” 
 
    “Here, they have certain responsibilities. If they can’t live up to those, I think it’s fair to call them irresponsible,” Tonya said easily. Apparently, she had shared this exact same conversation with plenty of other young women who had moved to the city. 
 
    “This is incredible,” she said, thinking about how her husband was going to look with a black leather band wrapped around his neck. 
 
    In town, she had noticed a few of the guys in their chokers. Apparently, her husband had been too busy on his phone to realize the men here had a certain kind of dress code. She smirked at the thought. 
 
    “Just remember, it’s going to be good for both of you. That’s the important part. Train him, teach him how to behave, and get what you want, but enjoy yourself along the way. Sometimes, women get wrapped up in too many expectations. The joy of our city is simple: you can do and be what you want. You get to enjoy all of the privileges men have had for such a long time.” 
 
    “But we’re going to do better with them,” Nina said with a smile. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    After he finished loading the house, Tyler glanced over at the women. At this point, he could’ve gone back into the house, made himself some iced tea or grabbed a soda or something. The movers had done an incredible job, including stocking the fridge. But after glancing through its contents, he decided he wanted to go for a walk instead. 
 
    Glancing through the front window, he saw Nina and Tonya were still chatting, so he shrugged. He could wander off on his own for a little while. 
 
    Going through the side door, he strolled out onto the sidewalk. With his hands in his pockets, he admired the different homes. He knew a lot of people would have complained that they looked too similar. “Cookie-cutter” would have been the generic complaint, but he didn’t mind. They were big, spacious, and modern. He loved the energy efficiency in the solar panels on top. 
 
    Those thoughts occupied him just as a car pulled up in front of him. 
 
    Two young women got out. They were probably younger than Tyler by a year or two. Actually, they reminded him of college students, only they had on dark blue uniforms. They weren’t cops, he realized immediately. It looked like they probably worked for the homeowners association or something. 
 
    “Excuse me, young man,” said the first girl. “Are you lost?” 
 
    Crinkling his brows, he looked at the girl, confused. Lost? What was he, some little kid or something? 
 
    “No. I’m good,” he said. 
 
    “Because you aren’t following the dress code,” said the other girl. 
 
    They both wore dark shades, making it impossible to read their eyes. Even so, their expressions seemed neutral, professional, yet there was this underlying hostility that he could just barely read. 
 
    Tyler never been in a situation like this before, so he tilted his head to the side and looked around, almost as though he might find some other piece of this social puzzle that would clarify everything. 
 
    “Dress code?” Tyler finally asked, thinking about the phrase. He hadn’t really heard it, not since graduating from high school. Even his college didn’t have one. 
 
    “Yes,” said the second girl. “The dress code. It’s actually very simple. Even a boy should be able to figure it out.” 
 
    His lips parted, separating into a look of confusion. Even a boy? What was that supposed to mean? 
 
    The girls walked closer and closer to him. He had only been out for a stroll, except now he found himself retreating back on the sidewalk. The girls reached down for the devices in their holsters. 
 
    They wore stun guns. He could see that right away, but he didn’t know what else they might have. 
 
    “Look, I think there has been some kind of mistake,” he said. 
 
    “Clearly,” one girl agreed. 
 
    The other security agent tilted her head at him. “Tell us where you live right now and we can escort you home so that you can be properly chastised for your bad behavior.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Only one thing made any sense to Tyler: these girls were crazy, they had stolen some kind of security car, and now they were driving around, looking for someone to harass. 
 
    It just happened to be him. 
 
    “The laws are very clear, sweetie. If you are out on your own, then you need to be in a choker at all times. Its symbolic and important because it makes it clear that you understand your place.” 
 
    “My place?” 
 
    “I love it when they repeat us,” said one of the girls. 
 
    They came closer and closer. 
 
    Something inside of him broke. 
 
    Up until this point, Tyler had figured this was some sort of joke or something, only now animal instincts took over. Considering he had always lived in nice neighborhoods, he never imagined confronting someone like this, so he didn’t know what to do. That’s why he turned around, and he ran. 
 
    He ran hard. 
 
    On some level, he felt silly for doing this. They were just a pair of girls! 
 
    But seriously, he needed to go back and talk to Nina, or even Tonya. In any case, there would be more than one person around, and he wouldn’t feel so outnumbered. Maybe this would be embarrassing later on, but he didn’t care. He cut across one lane, heading back toward their new house. 
 
    That’s when he heard it. 
 
    The kicked footsteps of the two girls as they darted after him. 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder for just a moment, he saw them. Their ponytails bobbed as they swung their arms and pressed down against the ground. They ran like track stars, cutting the distance between them second by second. 
 
    Fresh fear shot through his veins. 
 
    One of the girls pulled out her stun gun. She aimed, pulled the trigger, and the wired tips blasted out, flying across the distance between them. 
 
    Before his foot could hit the ground again, he felt that jab of metal. His shirt couldn’t protect him. An instant later, hot electricity surged through his body, hitting him, knocking him to the ground. He didn’t even feel the impact. Everything turned to pain until the world went mercifully black. 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t how I thought it was going to happen, but I guess it will work just as well. He and I can have a nice, long conversation.” Nina’s voice. “I’m sorry about all the trouble, thank you for bringing him home.” 
 
    “It’s no problem, ma’am. Actually, this has happened before. One wandered the neighborhood, looking for his wife wasn’t fun, but at least you guys were out on the porch. That simplified matters.” 
 
    “You know, he’s going to be really upset when he wakes up.” Tonya’s voice. 
 
    “That’s okay. At least this way, he’s going to believe me right away.” 
 
    Women laughing. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” said a different voice. The pitch was higher, so she sounded a little bit younger. Distantly, he recognized it as belonging to one of the security guards. 
 
    Security. 
 
    He wanted to open his eyes, to look around and figure out what was going on, but hearing those women talk made him nervous for some reason. He wanted to clench up, curl into a ball, and to hide. 
 
    His wife was there, however, so he should have felt safe. He didn’t. There was something in her tone. Condescending and knowing at the same time, she didn’t seem at all concerned by what had happened. What did she know? Had the security guards lied to her? 
 
    But then the girls started whispering back and forth to one another, and Tyler couldn’t make out the sounds. 
 
    Moments later, he heard footsteps, and the door closed. 
 
    “I know you’re awake, sweetie,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t move at first. Then he opened his eyes, and he wanted to rub some of the sleep from them. Of course what he had experienced wasn’t exactly sleep. 
 
    When he tried to lift his hands, he felt something hold them down. When he tried to move his feet, it was just the same. What was going on here? 
 
    Tyler knew he needed to focus on his wife because she had the answers, yet he still felt compelled to lift his head and looked down along his body. 
 
    First, he realized that he was naked. 
 
    Next, his insides froze and clenched at the same time because he saw the leather shackles wrapped around his ankles. Turning his head, he looked up to the left and right. Sure enough, a matching set of restraints held his hands in the corners of the bed. 
 
    They were in the bedroom of their new home, only he wasn’t grabbing his wife or flirting with her. Instead, he had been tied down after getting stunned by a pair of neighborhood security guards. What the hell was going on? As the recollections reformed in his brain, he wanted to disbelieve them, like this had all been some kind of bizarre nightmare or something. 
 
    As he looked around, Nina didn’t say anything. Finally, he turned his attention toward her. As he did so, he nearly expected her to be a different person. But there she stood with her dark brown hair pulled back into the ponytail he remembered from before. Her bright eyes were locked on his, and she wore a little quarter-smile. She even had on the same black dress with a white ribbon around her waist. 
 
    “Hey there, sweetie,” she said. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    He ached all over as though he had just run a marathon. Maybe that was what happened after getting electrocuted by a pair of random girls. 
 
    “What, what’s going on?” 
 
    “I’m sorry it happened this way. To be honest, I thought we are just going to sit down with a couple glasses of wine and have a conversation.” 
 
    “What is going on?” Tyler repeated. 
 
    “Are you familiar with female supremacy?” 
 
    “Female what?” 
 
    Nina giggled. “That’s what I thought. “Okay, so let me explain this to you in terms that you can understand.” She touched a finger to the corner of her mouth before proceeding, “We have moved to Bella Springs, and this is important because the city is very different.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was just built by a billionaire or something,” he said. Of course, he had read any number of glowing articles about the new construction. 
 
    “That’s all true, but the city also has another purpose. I guess you could call it an experiment.” 
 
    “What kind of experiment?” 
 
    “An experiment in social engineering. You see, here, there is a distinct division in terms of power based on gender. Out in the rest of the world, we blindly follow history. Our parents did one thing, their parents did something similar, and their grandparents started a system that didn’t make any sense, but it’s what we have inherited. In Bella Springs, things are a little bit more…logical.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what you think is going on here, but I want you to let me up right now,” Tyler started to growl at her. 
 
    She reached down and touched a finger to his lips. “I’m not done.” 
 
    His eyes got big. Over the course of their entire relationship, she had never talked to him like that before. 
 
    “Now,” she continued, sounding a little bit like a schoolteacher who had reestablished order. “I know this is going to be a difficult transition for you, especially because you have spent so much time in other cities, but this will be good for you. Female supremacy is a noble ideology.” 
 
    Narrowing his eyes, he glared at her slightly, but he didn’t bother saying anything, not even after she pulled her finger away from his mouth. 
 
    “In this city, there are two kinds of people, women and men. Women operate under most normal laws. Obviously, stuff like theft and murder are still illegal. But when it comes to the boys, the rules are a little bit different. You have dress codes, curfews, that sort of thing. If you want, I can get a list for you. We can probably find it online as well.” 
 
    At this point, he couldn’t control himself, “This sounds absolutely insane!” 
 
    “Shush,” she said. “Unless you need for me to punish you.” 
 
    “Punish me? I’m your husband! You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    Tyler didn’t know how to respond. Finally, he licked his lips, took a breath, and then he said in a very clear and professional tone, “Nina, I want you to let me up right now. If you don’t, I’m going to—” 
 
    “What? What are you going to do? You might not like it yet, Tyler, but I’m the woman of this house, someone in charge. That means you aren’t allowed to drive, own property, or disobey me. And if you do, I am entitled to punish you however I see fit.” 
 
    At several points, he tried to speak up, yet her voice seemed to cut through the air, slashing away the detritus of his words. 
 
    When she eventually stopped, Nina looked down at him. Then her expression softened. “Oh, sweetie, I know that this is really confusing for you. You’ve spent all this time making your own decisions, but this is going to be good for both of us. You don’t want to be in charge, not really. I know you don’t.” 
 
    “You don’t know anything,” he said brazenly. 
 
    “I know that you can be trained,” she said. 
 
    He stared at her, clearly confused, only this time he didn’t want to ask for any information because that would put him at a disadvantage. 
 
    “Want to see?” Nina asked after a few more seconds. 
 
    He didn’t, not really, but she had already made up her mind. More importantly, she knew exactly what to do. 
 
    Reaching over to the nightstand, she picked up a small controller. It looked like something you might use to open a garage door or maybe turn on some speakers. She wiggled it on the air in front of him and smiled. “Can you feel it? You’re not entirely naked.” 
 
    He lifted his head and looked down along his body. His muscles were tensed, but he didn’t have on anything at all, no socks, pants, boxers, or a shirt. But then he gulped, and he felt some strange tension around the base of his throat. 
 
    What could it be? 
 
    Then he remembered how those girls had said something about a choker. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    In this first couple of seconds, he refused to believe it. This psychological wall slammed into place behind his eyes because he couldn’t imagine his wife putting a collar around his neck. But what else could it be? He started to struggle against the restraints. For the first time, his wife had the opportunity to watch her naked husband fight his bonds. Like some primal beast, he struggled, thrashing about. He tried to kick, to punch, tear his way free. He fought with everything he had, channeling every ounce of strength he possessed into his limbs. 
 
    It didn’t do any good. 
 
    It didn’t have any effect at all, except to arouse his wife. 
 
    Of course, she had heard about moments like this. Before moving them to Bella Springs, she had imagined what it would be like to have her husband helpless before her, spread out and vulnerable. 
 
    This was so much more intense than she could have ever imagined! 
 
    Videos were one thing, but actually seeing it? Hearing him grunt with effort? Watching his skin redden as the blood pumped through his body? It was a delicacy. 
 
    When he finished, she pretended to be blasé about all of this. “Are you done?” 
 
    “I’m serious! You had better get this off of me right now!” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she answered, lifting up the controller. 
 
    As many other women in The Bella Springs had done, she let her husband see the device for just a few seconds before she pressed down on one of the buttons. 
 
    Electricity surged through his skin, lighting up the pain receptors throughout his body. 
 
    Tyler had never experienced anything like this before. In one moment, he was tense and angry, but in the next, his back arched as his every muscle twitched and spasmed. 
 
    When the pain started to dissipate, he blinked rapidly. His eyes watered, blurring his sight. “You’re never going to do that again,” he said. 
 
    “Oh? Really?” She pressed the button one, two, three times. 
 
    Electricity zapped him, unrelenting and merciless. It slashed into his psyche, ripping apart every thought he possessed. Everything turned into a haze of pain until she climbed up on top of him and looked down into his eyes. “Tyler, this is going to be our life now. You can’t take the collar off. It’s locked on you. And you know what is really amazing? It actually has a satellite feature, meaning that I can punish you anywhere.” She smiled at him, nodded her head, almost as though she could read his thoughts and follow his line of thinking. 
 
    He accepted it then he asked her something she didn’t anticipate. “Who are you?” 
 
    It was such a simple question to ask, yet she still smiled down at him. “I’m your wife. Outside of the city, that would mean it would be my responsibility to take care of you. People might talk about equality and sharing power, but that’s not how it works, not really. Your friends would praise you if you did what I wanted. That’s not how it works here, Tyler.” 
 
    When she said his name, it was loaded with condescension, like she was addressing an inferior. 
 
    He blinked, pulled against the shackles, swallowed and felt his collar. As the sensations coursed through his body, he realized she didn’t see him as an equal, not any more. 
 
    “I’m your owner now, Tyler. You belong to me. Legally, psychologically, in every way that counts.” She smirked down at him, she merely wanted to laugh. 
 
    For the last couple of months, they had worked on moving to Bella Springs. 
 
    Like many other young couples, they came for the job opportunities. And just like with other couples, they would discover an entirely new way of life. 
 
    “Now, do I need to punish you again, or can you get down on your knees and promise your fidelity and obedience?” 
 
    His lips trembled as he started to speak again. “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Now you’re being very honest with me,” she said. “I’m glad. Because I love you, sweetie, and I don’t want to punish you.” 
 
    “And please, just let me out of the collar. We can leave right now!” 
 
    This time, she didn’t even seem to consider what he said. Instead, she threw her head back, and she just started laughing. “Leave? Why would I ever want to do that?” 
 
    “Because I can’t be happy here!” 
 
    “That’s because you don’t understand, not yet. But you will,” she told him. 
 
    “Understand? Understand what?” 
 
    This time, Nina reached down, and she dragged her fingertips along his body. She stroked his shoulders, the flat of his stomach, his pubis and thighs. 
 
    As she touched him, he was embarrassed to realize that his body betrayed him. His shaft to start too harden. 
 
    Over and over again, Tyler told himself that he didn’t like any of this, yet his erection made it clear that wasn’t true. On some level, some part of his physiology certainly reacted positively. Then she wrapped her lips around his shaft. She started to stroke him, working him up. 
 
    “You’re going to understand that you are a boy, and boys need to be controlled, and you can only be happy when you are thoroughly owned.” 
 
    “But that’s not true!” He sounded so vehement, so desperate to convince her. 
 
    Outside of the city, these points would have been obvious. 
 
    But this was Bella Springs, and the rules were different here. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she said, smiling down at him. She sounded almost sympathetic, like she realized how difficult this would be for her boy. “This is a city of female supremacy, remember? That means women get to enjoy every advantage. Better pay, positions of leadership, a society where women are privileged and men are always at a disadvantage.” 
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    “Sometimes the world isn’t supposed to be fair, Tyler,” she said. “Like when I let you up, you will do whatever I want. Because if you don’t, I will say a special word, and the collar will activate again. You don’t want that to happen, do you?” 
 
    Apparently, the collar didn’t just come with GPS tracking. It also had voice recognition, meaning she could breathe out a word, the sensors would recognize the sound, and then he would be punished. He shivered at the thought, pressing himself down into the mattress like he might be able to hide from the collar that was already locked around his neck. 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” he muttered. 
 
    “It is happening. This going to be good for us, for both of us, Tyler. I get to be your owner, and you get to be my slave. Just think about it.” 
 
    “I am! I already hate it!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Nina asked as she continued to tease his body. She rubbed him gently, down and up again and again. 
 
    Emotionally and intellectually, he was frustrated. Physiologically, he was aroused. 
 
    Tyler had never experienced this kind of contrast or inconsistency before. His body had never seemed so treacherous! 
 
    “Tell me you understand. Tell me you’re going to be an obedient slave for me tonight. Promise that you will do whatever your Mistress commands.” 
 
    “You aren’t my Mistress! You’re my wife! You have to do what I say!” 
 
    Bitter hot anger surged through his body, granting him extra strength. He started to buck and thrash around on the bed once again, making the springs underneath groan. His wife, however, just watched him. 
 
    That she picked up the controller, and he snarled at her. He told her not to do it. He told her that there would be consequences if she did it. 
 
    She already knew what would happen, so she pushed the button. This time, she held it down with a pad of her thumb, the spiked jabs of electricity exploded through his body, stabbing into him from every direction all at once. He shouted out, desperate to make it stop. 
 
    She lifted her thumb off of the button, and he was panting, his eyes clenched shut. 
 
    “It won’t cause any damage,” she promised. “It will only help me modify your behavior. Now, are you my slave?” 
 
    Sullen and defiant, he kept his lips sealed shut. He didn’t intend to answer; he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of a response. 
 
    And yet, because he was silent, he showed her something. Tyler didn’t need to do it, but because he got quiet, that demonstrated an inability to continue to fight. He wasn’t arguing with her, not anymore. 
 
    This was just one more step toward his subservience. 
 
    She didn’t think it would be a long journey, not until his initial obedience anyway. As she tilted her head to the side, she knew that it would take a long time to completely tame him. But right now, she just wanted him on his knees, ready to acknowledge her authority. 
 
    “Now, are you my slave?” Nina repeated. 
 
    He glared at her, his expression tight with barely contained anger. He didn’t say anything. 
 
    She held up the controller in front of his eyes, which flickered. He kept looking at her, then at the device, then back at her again. As his attention bounced from one spot to the other, she ran her tongue along her teeth. “I guess you need another dose.” 
 
    A second before she pushed the button, he yanked against his restraints and called out, “No! Don’t do it!” 
 
    He was close to begging. Just not close enough. 
 
    She pressed of the button, and the collar came to life again, shooting volts of electricity into his sensitive body. Arching his back, he cried out, shouting, grunting, snarling, and thrashing about. It still didn’t do any good, however. He could fight as hard as he wanted, but he wasn’t escaping those restraints. 
 
    “You poor, poor boy. I want to feel bad for you, but this is all your fault.” 
 
    “Wha-what?” Tyler struggled to get out. 
 
    “Just think about it. I only punish you because you keep defying me. Stop it.” She smirked. 
 
    “That’s not true. That’s not fair.” 
 
    Because he insisted on contradicting her, she tapped the button again, lightly this time, for less than a second. Even so, he felt the jolt of pain a run through his body. 
 
    “Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Tyler quickly stammered. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, are you my slave?” 
 
    Tyler didn’t want to answer, yet his lips started to move. This felt more like a muscle spasm. But instead of just twitching, he told his wife what she really wanted to hear. “Yes.” 
 
    He didn’t raise his voice, nor did he sound especially proud of this fact. 
 
    “And if I let you up, what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he told her truthfully. 
 
    “I do,” she said, more than willing to explain it to her enslaved boy. “If I let you up, you’re going to get down on your knees and promise to obey me. You’re going to swear that you will be obedient because I am in charge now.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Fine. That’s what I will do.” 
 
    “And you remember what I said about your collar?” 
 
    “That it’s voice-activated?” 
 
    “Exactly. That means even if you got the controller away from me, I could still punish you with just a word. You don’t want me to do that, do you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Before all of this, Tyler would’ve assumed that he had an incredibly strong will. Like so many other guys, he thought very highly of himself. Unfortunately, his arrogance was misplaced because humans are way more malleable than we like to believe. 
 
    “I’m going to kiss you,” she said. 
 
    She leaned in, she gently pressed her lips to his. Within seconds, the kiss became firmer. She pressed down harder, and her tongue explored his. 
 
    He didn’t want to react, only she grabbed his cock again, squeezing lightly so that he began to moan all over again. 
 
    She broke off the kiss, she reached up and freed his right wrist. As she loosened the restraints, he pulled his arm back, and then he looked up at her. 
 
    “Go ahead. Try to take it off. We both know you want to,” she said. Nina was right about that, so he grabbed onto his collar. It was snug around his neck. Within seconds, it got worse because he found that the small padlock dangling off to the side. He pulled on the leather. Not only that, he could feel the metallic band underneath. Nothing less than a chainsaw would be able to get this thing off. And if he tried, he would probably hurt himself pretty badly in the process. 
 
    He hated to admit it, but he was locked in this piece of training equipment for the moment. 
 
    Or until his wife decided to let him out. 
 
    Could he convince her? 
 
    As she leaned over and loosened his other restraints, he knew the answer. No, she wasn’t going to free him. Nina enjoyed this far too much. 
 
    “I think you’re ready. Show me that you know how to obey by getting down on your knees and promising to be obedient.” She turned those words into something of an observation, but also a command. 
 
    Naked but freed from the restraint, he started to move. As he did so, Tyler kept indulging his little fantasies where he might be able to jump off of the bed and tackle his wife. Maybe he could push her down to the carpeting and grab the device. 
 
    “Faster,” she commanded. 
 
    Just a second later, he found himself on his knees in front of her. 
 
    He had never imagined he might end up in the sort of position before. 
 
    “Just take the collar off of me. Please?” 
 
    “That’s not what I want to hear,” she said. “Try again.” 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. 
 
    “You know what I find funny about your resistance? You’re smart boy, Tyler, so you know that you’re not going to be able to win. I can shock you into doing whatever I want. You are a pet now, a slave, and you will obey me. Really, it’s just a question of how hard you want to make this and how much you want to struggle.” 
 
    She was right. 
 
    He didn’t want to admit it, yet he had no choice. “Please, Mistress, I will be obedient,” he said to her. 
 
    “Kiss my shoes,” she ordered. 
 
    His eyes widened as his lips parted. No! That defiant thought instantly sprang out behind his eyes, yet he still gave her precisely what she wanted. He bent forward, he pressed his lips down against her shoes. He could smell the leather, and he felt the smooth material along his lips. 
 
    “Very good. Now, I’m going to pull off my panties, and I want you to kiss my legs and my inner thighs while you stay on your knees.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    His nostrils flared, and he tried to think of something to say, but she touched the underside of his chin. “Yes, you have to,” she finished for him. Apparently, he wasn’t allowed to think. Or maybe his thoughts had simply been rendered irrelevant. 
 
    Hitching up her skirt, she pulled off her panties. Then she touched the back of his head and nudged him forward. As he slipped under her skirt, he could feel the heat of her thighs. He nuzzled her, leaning forward. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she commanded. 
 
    Thinking about the collar and the controller in her hand, he started to kiss her legs. 
 
    She pulled her feet apart, just a few inches, yet it was enough to expose her split. 
 
    “You know what I want,” she said. 
 
    Yes, he did. 
 
    Pressing himself forward, he puckered his lips and kissed her pussy. Already, he could taste her excitement. 
 
    Moments later, she lifted her skirt, put her hand on his forehead, and pushed him away. She walked over to the bed, laid herself down, and then she beckoned him forward with one curve of her finger. “Get over here,” she said. 
 
    Obediently, he started to walk over toward her. 
 
    “No, crawl.” 
 
    He exhaled through his teeth. Only a few feet stretched between him and the bed, but he still obeyed her. He lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, and he crawled. Then he climbed up onto the bed, and she reached out, placing her hand on the back of his head once again. She wove her fingers through his hair, pulled his face down between her legs, and she felt it as he started to lick her. 
 
    Nina had always been lucky in that her husband had never complained about servicing her orally. Even so, this felt very different. At this point, he no longer had a choice, and that made all the difference. 
 
    His tongue lapped at her slit, making her nice and wet. She could feel the juices flow between her legs as heat coalesced within her body. Oh yes, that felt incredible. Hot ecstasy began to vibrate and pulse all throughout her body. She tensed up as her nipples hardened and her mouth got dry. Damn it. This felt incredible! 
 
    If she had any regrets, it was just this: she wished she could have enslaved her husband along ago. 
 
    He licked at her pussy like an obedient slave, servicing her until his lips were wet and her body thrummed with primal need. More! She wanted more! 
 
    “Oh, you feel so good. That’s right. Show me that you belong to me,” she ordered. “Show me just how good my life is going to be while you stay in that collar, slave.” 
 
    From between her legs, he groaned with dismay, but that only made her laugh. She loved knowing that she could make him do this. She could have an orgasm whenever she liked! She could just snap her fingers in order him into that position, and he would scramble to give her exactly what she wanted! 
 
    What could be better than that? 
 
    His tongue continued to move, gliding up and down, up and down. 
 
    One orgasm rippled through her body, so he tried to pull away. She kept her hand on the back of his head, however. She shoved his face down between her legs once again. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” she reminded him. 
 
    Grimacing, he probably thought this was going to be his opportunity to try to negotiate with her or something. He still didn’t understand. He was property. He didn’t get to negotiate. 
 
    He would figure it out soon enough, Nina thought to herself. She would see to it. 
 
    Just as she was on the cusp of another burst of pleasure, she pulled his head back. 
 
    “Get down,” she said. 
 
    When he didn’t move fast enough, she wrestled him back to the bed. On his back now, he looked up as his wife straddled him. 
 
    She touched his shaft, making sure he was nice and hard. Then she positioned herself above him. 
 
    “Don’t you dare try to come without my permission,” she snarled at down at him. She wasn’t angry, but something visceral, animalistic, and very dangerous took a hold of her. 
 
    That little look of fear on his face made it very clear that he wouldn’t try to resist her. 
 
    Still straddling him, she lowered herself down onto his cock, and she started to ride him. Moving her hips forward and back, her body up and down, she showed him what it meant to be property. “You are mine now, slave. Say it.” 
 
    “I’m yours!” 
 
    “You’re my toy and my plaything. You’re property now, Tyler.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! I’m property!” 
 
    She pumped him, sliding her pussy up and down the length of his cock as she enveloped him and impaled herself. 
 
    She got closer and closer to an orgasm. She didn’t know if it was the physical stimulation, the psychological reward, or a combination of the two. Either way, she couldn’t help herself. She savored the pleasure as it exploded through her body. She clenched herself around him and growled, “Now! Come for me, slave!” 
 
    Tyler didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    He lost control, and he felt just how good it could be when he surrendered to his wife. His shaft pulsated as the pleasure raced through his body. 
 
    He arched his back and surrendered completely. 
 
    And when she was done, she pulled off of him and kissed him again. “That was just the start,” she promised. “Welcome to your new life, slave.” 
 
    She rested her head on his shoulder, and he wondered if he would ever be able to escape a life of obedience. No, he thought. She was going to train him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. 
 
    She had already won. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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