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New Teacher Control

“I can’t wait to lock up a boy of my own,” Skyler said. Amazement rang across every word as she considered the man in front of her.

David Broussard was now on his feet, his hands cuffed behind his back. Naked, he could have been imposing. Unfortunately, for this teacher, the restraints around his wrists and the lock between his legs, made it impossible for either of the girls in front of him to see him as anything other than what he had just become.

He was now a slave. He was their slave.

“Or…” Emma said, taking her time and purring this possibility, “We can share him.”

“Share him?” Skyler asked. A nervous gulp dropped down her neck.” Emma, you don’t have to do anything like that. You wanted to show me something, and you have.” Her eyes narrowed and sparkled at the same time.

Despite his position, David did his best to think of how he could respond.

On some level, he wanted to straighten his back, raise his chin, and look at both of those girls. He wanted to say something like, “Ladies, this is entirely inappropriate, and you need to leave right now.”

But if they left, he would still be cuffed. He would still have the device right there between his legs.

He could remove it…

That was his first thought. Worse, he flashed back to college and his certification program. He remembered all of those conversations about classroom management.

Then again, none of his professors had ever prepared him for a girl like Emma or her sidekick.

He looked back at Emma.

Of course, he had understood that he was going to be a young man walking into a school. He was going to be a young teacher, and he had expected girls to develop crushes on him at some point. He had rehearsed what he would say. If a girl passed to a note or something, he would have kept it, making sure to hold onto it as a record. Then he would inform his administration, and he would sit down with that girl, telling her, “I’m very flattered, but that kind of relationship is inappropriate. I am only going to be your teacher and nothing else. I care about you and your academic progress, but that is going to be the extent of our relationship.”

Emma was different.

She had him. She had touched him. She had stimulated him, triggering those reactions.

Obviously, he had known about that possibility. Aside from the different scandals, David wasn’t a fool. He wasn’t blind. He could see those beautiful girls in each of his classes. His eyes slid along their chests sometimes. Without trying, he would accidentally check out their asses, especially when they wore those shorts or those tight jeans.

But he had promised himself he would never take advantage of his position because he wanted to be a good teacher.

But now, these girls were in front of him, and they were talking about him.

Emma continued, “I actually like the idea of sharing him. We could do this as a group project.” She snapped her fingers. Her eyes widened, and bright excitement danced across her youthful features. “Or we could make him a class project!”

“A class project?” Skyler asked.

“Totally! Yeah, I like that. I like that a lot. But for now, I guess we can let the chastity slave go.”

She turned back to him. “I’m going to unlock your cuffs, and you’re going to get down on your knees, and you’re going to kiss my shoes, and you’re going to promise to be a good boy and do whatever we tell you because we own your cock. Understand?”

It was foolish. It was ridiculous. It was a bad idea. Despite all of this, David still managed to marshal some of his defenses. The girls had mostly left him alone for several minutes, and he had used that time to reconstitute his identity as their teacher. He was the instructor in this classroom. It was supposed to be his domain, his territory. “No,” he finally said. “There’s no way I’m going to do that. Just release me, and we can pretend that this never happened.”

Emma smiled at him. “Did you forget my blackmail material? Remember, David. I have evidence.” Hearing that girl use his first name with that tone sent a shiver right through his body. It was pure physicality, raw instinct, and nothing more. After all, he wasn’t supposed to be intimidated by a girl like Emma!

But she knew what she was doing.

She knew how to tease him, how to play with him, how to mock him and worse.

“I, I…”

She stepped forward and touched his face. Her fingernails dragged down along his cheek. “That’s what I thought. You’re going to be a good slave. Besides, we aren’t letting you out of that cage anytime soon.”

He didn’t acknowledge her point, yet he stayed silent.

She snapped her fingers, and she pointed down toward her shoes.

This time, he didn’t argue with her. Still, he wasn’t going to break! He shook his head from side to side.

“Fine,” Emma decided. “If you don’t want to kiss my shoes, then you can just suck on my toes instead.”

“What?”

“And if you don’t, I’m going to make sure your career stops right here. How does that sound?” Chipper excitement vibrated across her voice as she put her hands on her hips and watched him.

Emma waited to see if he would break.

Inevitably, he had no choice. This girl had studied him. She understood exactly how he would react.

He swallowed, and then his knees buckled, and he dropped to the floor in front of both of them. Skyler and Emma stood over him, but it was the prettier girl who slipped her feet from her shoes. She peeled off her socks, and then she wiggled her toes right there on the floor. Then, just because she felt like it, she climbed up onto one of the desks. She sat there, she leaned back for balance, and then she started to swing her feet as she wiggled her toes.

He saw her toes, her slender arches, the balls of her feet, her heels and ankles. They continued to swing back-and-forth right until that moment when she extended her right leg. She straightened her knee, and then her toes wiggled again, right there in front of him.

“What’s wrong? Are you frustrated? Are you angry because I can control you? Are you angry because a pair of girls can control the new teacher? It must be frustrating. I bet you thought you were going to show up and be this smart guy who could tell us what to do. But I don’t like that idea. Boys shouldn’t tell girls what to do. Boys need to be locked up. I mean, you’re older or whatever, but you’re just like all of the other guys in our classes.” She smirked, shook her head, and then she reached up with her foot.

He hadn’t realized just how close he had gotten.

She touched his forehead with her toes and dragged them down between his eyebrows, then along the angle of his nose.

“Suck,” she ordered.

That was when Skyler stepped behind him, grabbed him by his head, and forced his face down.

He let out a little yelp of surprise. He hadn’t expected a good girl like Skyler to do something like that. Even if Emma was influencing her, he didn’t want to believe this could happen!

His lips parted.

Emma slid her toes up against his bottom lip.

He latched on. By her command, he wrapped his lips around her toes, and he breathed in. He sniffed. He didn’t want to do it. At least, that was what he told himself. The surge of shame blasted through his body, especially because he still had his hands locked behind his back.

Despite his most recent climax, he could feel his cock strain against the cage these girls had forced him to wear. Skyler didn’t realize it yet, but David didn’t actually understand exactly what that device meant. He would learn soon enough.

But for now, he looked up, and he sucked. He licked. His tongue darted along her toe.

“Don’t forget the others,” she said to him.

Down on his knees, David gazed up along the length of her legs. He saw her seated there, perched on the edge of her desk, and the moist aroma of her feet brushed along his nostrils. Despite this, he kept licking. He kept sucking!

“He’s doing it. He’s really doing it. He will do anything you want,” Skyler said. Her tone had shifted now.

Just a little while ago, she would have sounded absolutely shocked. After all, Skyler wasn’t like Emma. Skyler was one of the quiet girls. She was someone who knew how to behave and follow instructions. She was the kind of girl who would sit off to the side and hold back. Even when the boys were talking, or the instructor had specifically called on her, Skyler would try to fade into the background. But now, she was watching him, and she was intrigued.

She wasn’t just intrigued. She was entertained! She was having fun!

Maybe it was the fact that she had needed to deal with so many boys and their sexist nonsense. Those young men would go online, watch the wrong kinds of videos, come back into class, and tease the girls relentlessly.

But now, she was watching him, and he looked so good down there on his knees as he licked and sucked on Emma‘s toes.

“Slow down,” Emma commanded.

The new teacher at the school yielded to her control. He slowed it down. At the same time, he looked up. From his spot on his knees, he saw her as she leaned forward and looked down at him.

David recognized that expression.

It was the same one girls used when they were looking down at babies or dogs. As far as she was concerned, he wasn’t a teacher. He wasn’t dangerous, powerful, or worthy of respect.

Instead, he had become something else.

“You’re going to be our slave. You’re going to do whatever we want. We are going to punish you and play with you, and you’re going to keep going. That’s right. Lick. Keep licking. Keep sucking. Show me where you belong. Nuzzle my feet.”

Each time she gave him a new command, he obeyed. David didn’t want to think of that as some kind of natural instinct. He didn’t want to believe that he was always going to do this. And yet, he didn’t know how to fight back. He wasn’t sure how he could resist!

“I bet we could make him do whatever we want. We could make him give us better grades!” Skyler clapped her hands together and giggled. She hopped up and down. “We can sit wherever we want to do whatever we want!”

Emma was appreciating something else.

She pulled her foot away from David’s face, so he assumed he was done. She had humiliated and denigrated him. That was it. They were finally going to let him go!

Instead, Emma brought her other foot up, and she stroked his cheek with her toes and the pad of her foot. Then she pushed him. She pressed the ball of her foot up against his forehead.

He drew back slightly.

“Massage me,” she said.

David didn’t answer.

On some level, he wanted to believe this was just a ridiculous game. It wasn’t supposed to be real. It wasn’t supposed to have any kind of significance. There weren’t supposed to be any consequences here.

But that wasn’t true because he was down on his knees in front of this beautiful girl. That reality slammed into him over and over again as he massaged her ankle, her heel, the arch of her foot, then her toes. Again, and again, he gave her exactly what she wanted. Contented, she purred as she sat above him. There on the edge of her desk, she had become royalty, and he was nothing but a peasant or a slave.

“Good boy,” she said. “You really know how to use your hands, David.”

David. She used his first name. That wasn’t supposed to be appropriate. He was supposed to be able to chastise her for that use of informal language. It was inappropriate. It was wrong. It deviated from everything he knew about classroom management.

But this girl didn’t care about that because she had him under her control.

The new teacher belonged to her.

But then he swallowed, and he glanced up before he bowed his head down and started licking again. He glanced over at Skyler.

For just a second, there was this hope that blossomed in his chest. He could feel those alluring tendrils slide through his body. He was hopeful. He was eager to believe she would finally stop this. At some point, she was supposed to have an attack of conscience and decide that they had done enough. But Skyler wasn’t going to do that.

Emma’s friend was enjoying this just as much!

Even though he hated to admit it, he glanced over at that other girl for just a moment, and he saw it again. There was that shining power, that authority, that strength because she was learning what she could do. Those girls normally behaved themselves. They had the full weight of sexism and society’s pressure pushing down on them under normal circumstances, but now…Emma had shown Skyler what they could do.

His lips wrapped around her toe. Then she pushed more of her foot into his mouth. He had no choice, but to take it. His tongue slid along those curves, and he hated himself for worshiping her like this, but he had no choice.

“Good boy,” she said. “You can stop now.”

He drew back.

Emma turned back to Skyler. “And what have we learned today?”

David recognized that phrase. He liked to use it with his students. One of his colleagues had suggested that maybe it was too patronizing, too infantilizing. David had disagreed, arguing that it was a nice and familiar cadence. But now he heard it, and that heat played along his skin.

She was talking down to him. She was mocking him!

Even as that realization smacked into him, David knew he couldn’t do anything to stop her.

“I’ll do whatever you say,” He told her. At the same time, he swallowed and tried to remember whether or not the doors to his classroom were locked.

She slipped off of the desk, and she slid her feet back into her shoes. Then she patted him on the head.

“David, the next time we have class, I’m going to have some instructions for you, and you’re going to do everything I say. Understand? Remember, when you stand at the board, you might be lecturing, but we are in charge.”

“I understand.”

“Address me appropriately,” she ordered.

He didn’t want to do it. That defiance lurked right there behind his eyes, only he had no choice. He could feel it. As both those girls watched him, he understood that he had always been in this precarious position. As a young man, he thought he had to worry about girls developing inappropriate crushes on him or whatever. He thought they would follow him around like stray puppy dogs.

Instead, these girls had decided that they should own him. He bowed his head down, pressing his chin to his chest. His eyes ran along the contours of his chastity device.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head before she pinched his cheek. It was demeaning. It was humiliating. It worked! “Remember, when we have class again, we are in charge. Say it.”

“Miss, when we have class again, you are in charge.”

Once the girls finally left, David stood there. He was naked except for the chastity cage. He swallowed, and he glanced down along the length of his body.

He didn’t know how long he stood there. Just a few minutes? Longer? He glanced around his classroom, and he could feel the cool air brushing along his mostly bare body.

As he stood there, he narrowed his eyes, and he tried to deal with those weird, ongoing memories that contradicted one another. He thought of his first day in this classroom, standing up on his own. He had finished his certification program, so now he looked out at those students. It was the first day, and they were mostly on their best behavior. He knew that wouldn’t last, so it was especially important for him to establish an appropriate set of expectations. Students needed consistency; they needed to understand exactly how the rules would operate in this classroom, especially since they varied from one teacher to the next.

But even as he thought about those appropriate and professional memories on that first day of class, David Broussard thought of Emma again. He thought of how she had kissed him, how she had touched him, stripped him, and…

No, he didn’t want to think about that girl, the feel of her lips, the smirk on her face, or that dangerous sensation that seemed to lurk deep within his body. Up until now, he had done a good job of ignoring it. But he was attracted to her.

David had been attracted to her for a long time.

As a teacher, he had never admitted this, not even to himself. There were too many stories out there, too many cautionary tales. There were too many reasons for a man like him to make sure that he stayed away from a girl like her.

So he had never anticipated something like this. He didn’t think he would be on his knees in front of that girl.

But she hadn’t been alone!

Having Emma seduce and entrap him was bad enough, but Skyler only made it so much worse.

Perhaps one girl would be able to keep the secret, but what about Skyler?

He shook his head as he thought about those girls, and he sensed that straining again. It was ridiculous, he told himself. He wasn’t supposed to be excited by them.

And yet, they were both pretty girls. They were more than that.

He thought about what it felt like when Emma had simply patted him on the head and stroked his cheek before pinching it. He bit down. He glanced around, and then he saw his discarded clothing.

Someone knocked on his classroom door.

His body froze for a fraction of a second, and he glanced up. His chin jerked, and he grabbed his pants, snatching them off the floor before he slid his legs into them. He moved quicker than he ever had at any point in his life. “Just wait a second!” David cried out each word. He pulled on his shirt. He worked the buttons. They wouldn’t slide into place!

There was another knock on the door.

“Just one second!” David called out, his heart pounding. He had on his pants. He had on his shirt.

That was going to have to be good enough.

He rushed over to the door, and then he opened it.

Britney Rogers stood there with a couple of her friends from class.

He coughed and cleared his throat. He looked at her. His face was probably bright red, his hair messed up. David distantly understood those details even as he did his best to put on his most professional veneer.

In that instant, he told himself he was a teacher. He was a professional who deserved respect, and he could address these young women. It wasn’t just Britney. She had her shining eyes aimed at him, but then he heard the giggles coming from her friends.

They were just excited. They were hanging out, and they were having fun, and they probably just finished a practice or something. “What are you up to, Mr. Broussard?”

Mr. Broussard. It felt better to hear his official name at the school. None of these girls were going to call him “David”. None of them would be that presumptuous.

Still, he could see that smile on Britney‘s face.

She was always the girl who liked to joke in class, the one who could barely remain in her seat. Energetic and enthusiastic, she was practically hopping at that moment, even though she probably just finished her cheerleading practice, or something. (David didn’t know and he didn’t care at that point either.)

“Britney, it’s very late. It was nice of you to stop by, but I think you should get going.”

“Fine…” She looked annoyed and disappointed at the same time, but then she turned around and started walking away with her friends.

David stood there for a few seconds. He had his hand on the door frame.

Brittany spun around, and she called out to him, “Mr. Broussard, your buttons are undone!”

Then all of the girls broke into a run, and they darted away from his classroom door. They headed toward the student parking lot. They headed back toward the dormitories.

When David glanced down, he saw the top three buttons on his shirt were still open. His bare chest was exposed.

He closed his eyes, stumbled back, closed the door, and told himself that it was going to be fine.

He was going to figure this out.

When he went back to his apartment, he closed and locked the door behind him. Then he dropped his keys down onto the side table. They clanked into place, but he couldn’t pick up on any of those sounds. Instead, he also dropped his backpack by the door, and then he rushed to the bathroom. With every stride, he tried to tell himself that the weight between his legs was just his imagination. There wasn’t anything else under there, lurking underneath his underwear. It would just be his cock and balls. He would just have his manhood, and…

David got there. He stood in front of the mirror, he pulled down his pants, and then he saw it, just as he had known he would.

He wasn’t able to hide from the reality of his situation. He couldn’t ignore what he now wore. It was the chastity device. It was the chastity cage.

He looked down, and he saw that small padlock. He touched it. The metal was surprisingly warm. Unfortunately, for him, it was just as solid, metallic, and unbreakable as he expected.

There had to be some way to get it off, David thought.

He told his students that they were supposed to have a “growth mindset”. That was one of the most popular terms at their school right now. The principal loved the idea, so she went on and on about it at every faculty meeting and professional development session. In this case, having a “growth mindset” meant he was supposed to be able to think of a solution. All too often, students in class would look at a problem, shrug, and get frustrated. They would tell themselves that they couldn’t do it before they even made the attempt.

For the most part, David thought of it as just another trendy idea that consultants could sell to the different schools.

Even so, he knew he had to try. He thought about this, and he wondered if he could slide the lock off.

He pushed that idea aside.

Then he wondered if maybe he could get a pair of bolt cutters. Just a quick glance down at the device, made it clear to him that the angles would be wrong. He didn’t have the right kind of reach.

He pushed his teeth together, almost grinding them. Then he wondered if he could just pick the lock.

David walked over to his tablet and he picked it up. He sat down, still mostly naked. Then he searched online.

There were lots of videos.

Then he spotted the brand for this lock. It was a 17J Unbreakable made by the Borant Corporation. David didn’t care about any of those details. Frankly, he had never really considered locks at any point over the course of his life.

But now, he searched for the name, and he hunted down a video. Surprisingly, there weren’t many. Even though content creators always needed to make and upload more videos, he had to search until he found one for the 17J.

The video was short and succinct.

He pulled it up, and there was the good looking influencer. He had dark hair, and he was leaning forward, like he was about to share a secret with the viewer. “So you want to learn how to pick this lock?” He held up another example of the device that kept the chastity cage in position. Then the influencer burst into laughter, pointed at the camera and called out, “I’m sorry, bro, but that’s never going to happen! Look, I get it. There are lots of locks you can pick, but this isn’t one of them!”

The video ended. “No way…” David whispered.

He drummed his fingers against his small table, but the reality hit him.

Emma had purchased the right kind of lock. She had done her research.

Still, he could slide the device off. Right?

That had to be a possibility.

Despite the disappointment from watching that video (prank), David stood up in the middle of his living room, and he felt ridiculous. But then he reached for the ring along the underside of his balls, and he tried to remove the cage. He shifted his weight to the left, then the right. He tried to move slowly. In that opening moment, he could feel a little bit of slack as he pressed up against his flesh. But then there was that increasing pressure along his balls. He closed his eyes, focused on his breathing, and did his best to wiggle the device off of his genitals. He could do this. He could get his cock and balls back!

But then the pressure got stronger and stronger. He could feel that squeeze. It was starting to hurt.

He bit down.

The tube had slid just a few fractions of an inch. It wasn’t much. Realistically, it wasn’t anything!

His face was red when he finally jerked his hands away from the device.

He had sucked in his breath, and he had tried so hard, but he had failed.

Emma had him locked up.

“I don’t care,” he said to his empty apartment. “It doesn’t matter.”

Even as those words disappeared from the air, he went to the bathroom, he took a shower, and he got ready for bed.

That night, he dreamed about her.

He dreamed about both of them. In his dream, he was standing there in his classroom, and it was darker than he had expected, but he was ready to teach. He had his lecture prepared, and he would address his students.

But then the door opened, and just Emma and Skyler walked in and sat down. They both wore tight blouses and short skirts. They both looked very pretty as they sat in the front row and crossed their legs beneath the desks.

They leaned back in their chairs, and they were seated as students, but there was something mischievous and powerful about the way they were watching him.

David opened his mouth to say something.

“Wrong,” Skyler called out to him in his dream.

David coughed and tried again. This was an important point. He wanted to make it clear to these girls that these ideas would be on the final exam.

“Wrong!” Emma jeered.

He tried again.

This time, the girls didn’t interrupt him. They did something worse.

Skyler and Emma glanced back and forth at one another. They had those mischievous grins on their faces once again. They were still just as beautiful as always. In fact, David found himself staring at Emma. He wasn’t supposed to notice her glossy hair, the sharp angle of her nose, her high cheekbones, or her full lips. This was wildly unprofessional!

And yet, there was still something so entrancing and intoxicating about that girl. He wanted to run his hands along her body. He wanted to grab her by her wrist and pull her close. He wanted to be able to kiss her, but that wasn’t going to happen.

He couldn’t let it happen. Only then, the girls got up.

“He needs to be punished,” Skyler said.

“He needs to be helpless,” Emma agreed.

The girls were on their feet in his dream, and they strolled forward. They grabbed him, and they shoved him up against the wall.

The moment his arms touched the solid surface behind him, the shackles locked around his wrists and ankles. They seemed to emerge from the wall itself.

Then he was naked and helpless in front of those girls, and they were touching him, but he couldn’t actually enjoy any of that arousal. He couldn’t feel anything except the strain and their lips, the press of their breasts, and the frustration mounting and grinding against his psyche.

Then he awoke.

His alarm screamed for his attention. His phone was on the nightstand, vibrating, and shattering as it shrieked out one annoyingly, high-pitched beep after another.

Instantly, David rolled onto his back. He opened his eyes, and he stared up at the ceiling in his bedroom.

He was hard.

He could feel that excitement vibrate all through his body. He may have been hard, but he didn’t have an erection. That wasn’t a privilege he was allowed, not any longer.

Even as the images of Emma and Skyler flared deep within his imagination like after images burned onto his retina, David reached down, and he brushed his fingers along his balls before he found the cage. He could feel it. He squeezed it. Of course, that kind of stimulation didn’t give him anything.

“I’m going to talk to her. I’m going to talk to her, and I’m going to figure this out. I’m going to make sure that she respects me because I’m her teacher. I’m her teacher, and I’m in charge.”

As he spoke, those words sounded hollow, but they were the best he could find.

David showered again. Over the course of his dream (or was it a nightmare?), he’d sweated a lot. But now he was clean, and he combed his hair, and he ate some breakfast.

He drove to work, parked, and went to his classroom.

Once inside, he looked around.

Over the first couple of weeks, he had enjoyed these quiet moments. Before that first bell would ring, David would be able to stand in here, straighten his back, look around, and envision how the day would go.

He wasn’t always right, yet the mental exercise still helped ground him. He could relax a little bit as he anticipated what might go right and what might go wrong. If he planned ahead, he could usually figure out where the problems would pop up, especially since he had learned more about his students.

But then his shoulders slumped as he tried that exercise all over again, all because he could still feel that weight pulling down on his cock and balls. It was a constant reminder of what had happened and what those girls had done. It was a constant reminder of what those girls had done to him.

Finally, David sat down and pulled out one of his folders. He always wrote his notes for what he was going to do on each day. Luckily, he had taken care of this before Emma had showed up. He saw the different exercises. He saw the PowerPoint he would deliver and the lecture he would give.

David nibbled on the inside of his mouth as he kept thinking about this.

He tried to focus. He tried to concentrate.

After a couple of minutes, it actually worked. He was able to think through the lesson plan for the day and each period.

But then his door opened.

Apparently, he hadn’t locked it again on his way inside.

“Sorry, but class hasn’t started yet. You’re going to have to wait outside.” The words jumped from his mouth automatically. He didn’t need to think about them.

But then there was someone standing in front of his desk, and she braced her palms against the surface.

Something inside of him started to get cold as he raised his head, and then he saw that beautiful girl all over again.

For some sliver of a second, David desperately needed to believe it had all been just a dream. That girl had never walked in here, seduced him, stripped him, spanked him, or locked him in chastity. She had never pegged him…

The moisture drained away from his mouth. David didn’t know how to talk to her, not now.

“Emma,” he stood.

That beautiful girl slowly shook her head from side to side. “No. Try again.”

The correct answer vibrated through his skull. He could feel it there, deep in the meat of his brain as he stared at that girl. Most of all, he hated the idea that he could still be attracted to her. She wasn’t supposed to be hot. She wasn’t supposed to be beautiful. She wasn’t supposed to be able to draw him in, not after everything she had done!

David needed to stay silent, yet his mouth betrayed him. “Miss.”

“Good boy,” she said. Then she pulled herself onto his desk. She sat there, one leg braced in front of him. He glanced down, and he saw the length of her navy blue, pleated skirt. It was shorter than he had expected, so now there was this urge to reach out and glide his fingers along her knee and upper thigh. Before he could think of something to say, she continued, “How does it feel?”

“Emma, you’re not supposed to be in here.”

“I have the key to your chastity cage, and it would be a real pity if I lost it, don’t you think? I mean, I can be pretty forgetful sometimes. Or what if I just decided to trade it away to another girl?”

David didn’t shout, but there was that shriek of desperation across one gasped word, “No!”

“Oh, are you scared of that? Are you worried that I’m going to lose your key or give it away? Because you know, I could do it, and you can’t stop me…” Her voice trailed away with that playful implication.

Then again, this was only a game for her.

“Please, don’t,” he said.

“You can beg better than that,” she told him.

“You’re joking,” he said automatically.

That was when she leaned down, casually grabbed him by his shirt, and tugged.

It was the kind of intimate gesture a girl like her wasn’t supposed to be able to pull off!

But when he looked up at her, he saw her beautiful features all over again, and…

“Please…” David said.

“Do better.” She let go.

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat as he glanced back up at her. He saw Emma. He was staring at her. He needed to look away. At the very least, he needed to be able to reassert himself as an authority figure. But that wasn’t how it was going to work, not when she had the key. “Please, don’t lose the key. Please, don’t give it away!”

“Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t,” she taunted him.

He clenched his eyes shut and tried to think of something he could say. He hunted for an answer, something logical or coherent.

But then she continued, “Today in class, you can give your lesson or whatever, but if any of the girls in class correct you, you will acknowledge that they are right and that you were wrong and then you will apologize.”

“You’re joking,” he said again.

“No,” Emma replied with a slow shake of her head. “So unless you want Brittany or Julie or Stephanie or Megan to get your key, you’re going to be a very good boy, and you’re going to remember that you aren’t really a teacher. Today, you get to pretend, but you are actually our slave.”

“What, what does that mean?”

“Well, I was thinking about it, and I trained you in front of Skyler, didn’t I?”

He didn’t want to answer, but David could tell she wasn’t going to continue until he gave the only correct answer. “You did.” Even as those words jumped onto the air, David understood what she was saying.

“That means I can train you in front of other girls. Skyler is starting to figure it out. She’s looking around at the boys, and she’s starting to see the truth. And what truth is that?”

This time, Emma‘s question was more difficult, but he was pretty sure he understood what this girl expected to hear. He swallowed. At the same time, he inhaled, and David was trying to brace himself. Ultimately, he did his best to believe that the words didn’t matter. He could just tell her what she wished to hear, and that would be the end of it, at least for the time being. At the very least, he could buy himself a few more seconds or minutes by giving her what she wanted.

“The boys are vulnerable,” he said.

“That’s a good start,” she said, adopting a professorial tone. That was how David normally spoke to his students, especially when they had the beginnings of a good idea. “Keep going, David. I’m sure you can do it.” That faux encouragement heated the curves of his face as he tried to think of how he could respond.

“The boys are vulnerable, meaning you can manipulate them the same way you’re manipulating me.” Even as he spoke, David didn’t really want to believe that was true. Even if the younger men could be manipulated, they weren’t vulnerable in the same way. Emma had recorded a kiss between the two of them. At that moment of contact, he had lost any kind of leverage that he might have had over her. She could get him fired. She could get him blacklisted.

“Come on, David. You can still do better than that,” she taunted him.

“Men are vulnerable. We see a pretty girl like you, and we just want to…”

“What? What is it you want to do? What is it you need to do?”

“We have to do whatever you say,” he said.

“Really?” Emma asked, tilting her head to the side. “Is that what it’s like to be a boy? When you see a beautiful woman, do you swagger around and try to show off because you're secretly terrified, she could snap her fingers and tell you what to do, and you would just feel the urge to obey?”

“Yes, Miss,” he answered.

“Say it,” she ordered.

David bit down. He tried to hold out. But then he broke just as she knew he would. One glance at the girl made it abundantly clear. Even if he hadn’t been teaching for long, David could see that smug satisfaction play across her face because she had mastered a new concept. It was him. He was that idea, and she knew exactly how to toy with him. “Most guys can’t admit it, but they feel it. They feel the urge to obey.”

“So you’re all just waiting for a pretty girl to come along and tell you what to do?”

“Yes, Miss,” he told her.

“Good boy,” she said.

Then she walked over, she took her seat, sat down, crossed her legs underneath the desk, and took out her phone. She was off to the side now.

David pressed the tip of his tongue against the edges of his teeth as he wondered what he could or should do. Then he glanced up at the clock.

Class was going to start in a few minutes anyway.

Although he hated letting this girl just get away with whatever she wished, he didn’t see any other alternative.

David exhaled, rolled his shoulders, and sat down. He double checked his notes. He finished preparing for class right as the bell rang. Then the door started to open, and his other, better behaved students started to stream in.

He saw those young women and men as they took their seats and inevitably pulled out their phones.

As David let his gaze sweep across the room, he realized something. Some of the students (some of the girls), were watching him, and they smirked in his direction before turning away.

There was nothing clear, easy, or obvious.

It was just his imagination. At least, that was what David told himself.

The late bell rang, and he pushed his chair back. He stood up and he tried to channel the gravitas of an instructor. But now he stepped out, and he looked at his students. “Let’s get started, everyone,” he began. “Please put away your phones.”

Most of the students complied.

Emma was still typing out a message to one of her friends. Then she glanced up at him, their eyes met, and he knew he needed to chastise her.

He didn’t.

David swallowed down anything he was about to say. Instead, he straightened his back, and he turned on the projector. “Today, we are going to begin with a review of the reading from last night.”

He walked back-and-forth and held onto the small controller for his computer. Every few seconds, he tapped the button, switching the slide from one image or paragraph to the next.

Some of his students were being good. They took notes. They wrote down the most important ideas that they figured would be on the final exam.

Other students were just doodling in the margins of their notebooks. Then there were the others who were still playing on their phones. They held the devices underneath their desks, and they stared down intently at their laps, perhaps thinking he wouldn’t notice.

He did.

But as so many teachers had discovered, he had to pick and choose which conflicts he could start and win. Fighting with every student every day was going to be exhausting, so he just tried to tell himself that he could get through this.

As he was standing there and talking, Emma raised her hand. “Do you think you could move over to the left a little bit?”

He knew what she was doing.

She worded her question as a request, but it was an order.

She was testing him.

“Sure thing,” he said, doing his best to sound casual and nonchalant.

She smiled, and there was something so beautiful and vivid about the expression on her face.

He stepped over to one side.

He was halfway through the next slide on his PowerPoint project when a different girl lifted her hand into the air. “What is it, Allison?”

“I’m having a hard time seeing the board. Can you move over there please?” She motuioned for him to step aside.

David’s chest expanded as he drew in a slow breath. Simultaneously, he fought to keep the heat from glowing across his cheeks or down his neck, especially because he understood what this girl was doing.

“Yeah,” he said, doing his best to sound friendly and cheerful again.

David started talking again, but he hadn’t even gotten through three more sentences when a different girl lifted her hand into the air. By now, all of these girls were smirking and snickering.

“I can’t see the board now, a different girl told him. “Maybe you should sit down at your desk?”

This almost felt like a dismissal, like he had gotten in trouble, and she had just sent him to the corner.

As a teacher, he was supposed to stand up tall, walk, back-and-forth, focus on his students, answer questions, and outline the key concepts. This was supposed to be a conversation between him and his students.

But now, that girl had just dismissed him.

“I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

One girl nudged another.

This other girl looked nervous. She was always shy. She was always kind. David saw her, and he needed to focus on something else, so he called out, “Julie, do you have a question?”

It would be relevant. It would help get them back on track!

Only a few minutes of the class had gone by, but David still couldn’t believe that he was dealing with this. It sounded ridiculous, only he thought of the key again. Not only that, he peeked back at Emma, and he saw that bright smile on her face. Worse, she actually waved at him!

“Yes,” Julie said. She paused. She glanced around. Several other girls were motioning for her to keep going. They were encouraging her. “I have a question.”

“What is it?”

“I can’t see the board. Maybe you should sit down?”

David stared at her.

Julie seemed to shrink down. She slid into her chair, but then it was Emma who called out. “I think she really wants to be able to see the board. You should sit down, David.”

His throat tightened, his nostrils flared, and another dose of shame shot across his body, but he found himself moving.

“Go on,” said a different girl. “Sit down.”

It was a simple command. It wasn’t supposed to mean anything. At any given minute on any given day, there was a good chance he would be back at his desk. This happened a lot, especially when he gave his students independent projects to work on. Maybe they would be handling some set of questions or jotting down ideas for an upcoming paper. But now, David actually sat back at his desk, and he felt as though he had been imprisoned there.

Jagged frustration blasted through his body, but there was nothing he could do about it.

“Everyone, go to the course website, and start working on the in-class writing exercise for today.” Most of his students cooperated. A few of them just started playing on their phones. Then again, that almost looked like they were working, so it was good enough.

At first, he looked out at the sea of students. He was studying the different young women and men in his class. They were all technically young adults. Even so, he grabbed the underside of his desk, and he squeezed.

Outwardly, he maintained that same professional demeanor that he always used in class. He was trying so hard. On his first day of class, he had wondered if any of his students would recognize that this was his first course, and this was the first time he was standing up in front of a classroom without a mentor teacher there to help him.

Only now, he made the mistake of glancing back at Emma.

A different smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth. She nodded. Then she slipped out of her chair, got up, and walked over to him.

At least she lowered her voice when she said, “I think we should talk.”

“Now isn’t a good time, Emma,” he said. By using her first name, he tried to reassert his authority. He was the teacher, and she was a student. That was supposed to give him the advantage.

It didn’t work. “I disagree, David.” Emma neither looked, nor did she sound impressed, especially when she leaned forward. He saw the curve of her cleavage. She had opened one of the buttons on her blouse, and he saw past that white fabric to the soft, creamy texture of her skin. For a moment, he wished he could touch her. Then he remembered he already knew what her body felt like.

His cock twitched. He couldn’t get hard, not really. Even if there was that flash of excitement, he couldn’t enjoy it or what it was supposed to mean.

“Too bad,” she said “I think now is the perfect time.”

David opened his mouth to respond.

That girl was watching him. Clearly, she enjoyed this. She studied this man behind his desk, and he was trying so hard, but he was doomed to fail! For a girl like her, this had to be perfect. Perhaps she had held onto those assumptions about boys her own age, but now she knew the truth. Even when men grew older and supposedly more mature, they were still just as vulnerable to her charms, her wit, and her charisma.

“David, you’re going to be a good boy, and you’re going to dismiss all of the guys in the class.”

“What? I can’t do that,” he told her.

“Why not?”

“Because it would be inappropriate. Because it could cost me my job!”

“Do you know what else could cost you your job?” Emma teased him. “Crossing me.” She smirked and shook her head from side to side. Her lustrous hair framed her face at that moment. She smiled. She leaned forward a little more, and his eyes darted down to the cage between his legs. “Remember, I own you.”

Several other girls in the class giggled at that moment. They were fairly close.

David had to wonder whether or not they had overheard this part of the conversation. He hoped not. And then again, he knew he couldn’t control what this girl said or what she told her friends.

“Make it happen, David. If you don’t, you’ll be in trouble.” Emma turned around, spinning fast enough to make her hair rise, then splash down against her shoulder blades. She skipped away, returning to her desk.

He didn’t know what to do. For the most part, teaching meant preparation ahead of time, followed by a lot of improvising. He could never guess exactly what every student would ask. He could never predict every single behavioral issue that might pop up. But now, he had never, ever anticipated something like this. None of his pedagogy courses had prepared him to face a situation like this one.

He glanced over at Emma.

She nodded up toward the clock.

Apparently, she was only going to give him a few minutes.

But what if he refused to do it? What if he defied her?

She was just a girl! She wasn’t supposed to have any authority!

But then he remembered how she had touched him, how she had punished him, and what he wore at that moment.

David got up onto his feet. He walked over to the whiteboard, and he called out, “Can I have your attention?”

For the most part, the boys started listening to David again. They turned back to him. That was fine with them, especially since they weren’t especially interested in the exercise he had given them. A few of them were just playing games or whatever, so they remained quiet and fixated on the screens braced between their hands.

“Can I have your attention?” David asked again. As he spoke, he tried hard to inject real authority, gravitas, and power into his voice.

It just didn’t work.

The girls were still giggling and laughing.

But finally, Emma coughed, clearing her throat.

That was the signal. That was what made everyone get quiet.

David thought about how he was going to do this. He could have puffed out his chest and announced, “I want everyone to know that the boys can leave the class right now. Gentlemen, you’re free for the rest of the period.” But if he did something like that, it would be blatantly obvious. Everyone would know. And then there would be those questions.

His pulse rose and fell faster underneath his shirt. He hoped none of the students would be able to tell. When he peeked over at Emma for just a fraction of the second, he saw that condescending smile, and he knew the truth.

That girl understood exactly what he was going through. She had inflicted it, and now she was enjoying it. She saw the way he almost shivered up there in front of all of his students. He probably looked like someone about to give a particularly difficult presentation.

Back in their desks, so many of these students would be confident, brash, and eager to socialize. But when they stood up in front of everyone else, their hands would shake, their voices would crack, and they would forget how to speak up.

David had that same problem.

He flexed his fingers. He tried to appear confident. Then he looked around the room, and he started to call off those names. “Alex, Marcos, Tyrone, Daniel, Sean, Stephen, Judah, Marcus, Luis, Billy, and Tyler,” he paused. “You are all excused for the rest of the class meeting.”

David braced himself for a barrage of questions; he expected those boys to jump up and to demand to know what was going on.

Instead, they looked around, glancing back and forth at one another.

After exactly two seconds, they grabbed their things, stuffed them in their bags, and retreated from the room, disappearing out through the door as fast as possible, just in case their teacher had made a mistake.

David’s shoulders slumped like he might crumble at any moment. The door closed behind the last of the boys, so the teacher raised his head, but he wasn’t sure what to do.

Then he realized something. Emma had casually pulled herself up, and now she was seated there on her desk. She had her legs crossed. Her skirt had risen up, revealing her thighs. She looked incredible, especially as she rested her hands on her knees. “Now that we have a little bit of privacy, let’s talk.”

Her teacher opened his mouth.

Emma watched him, and it was obvious she enjoyed this. She savored that uncertainty. After all, he was supposed to be the teacher. He was supposed to be older and more mature. He had money and a career. Despite all of this, he had been mastered by a school girl. She understood the beautiful irony; she recognized the kind of power she wielded right there over him. And now, she turned back to the other students. They were looking at her now, waiting and wondering. They weren’t sure exactly how she had done this, but they marveled at her authority.

“David, strip for us.”

“Excuse me?”

“That’s going to be one spanking,” she said, raising a finger to the air. Then she repeated her command. “David, strip for us.”

“Are we sure we should be doing something like this?” Julie asked. David recognized the sound of her voice. That sweet and innocent girl didn’t call out. It was something closer to a whisper, but maybe he needed to hear that little bit of uncertainty from these young women. That way, he could start to question whether or not they were all like her. Were they all like Emma? Did they all have that kind of power and potential deep inside of them?

He hoped not.

“Heck yeah!” A different girl was giggling. It was Mina. “I want to see the teacher get spanked!”

A chill ran down his back. The curves of his buttocks seemed to warm incongruously.

Mina kept going. “The teacher has to get naked! Come on, Mr. Broussard! Get naked! Show us what you’ve got!”

“This seems like a bad idea,” Julie said again, her voice just as low as before.

But David could still hear the rest of the conversations. Other girls were whispering to one another. Second by second, the volume increased as the different girls were trying to get their points across.

“I thought she was joking.”

“Seriously, I never thought she was really doing this.”

“Emma is a badass.”

“Is he really going to do it?”

“There’s no way he’s going to do it,” someone else said.

As a teacher, David was supposed to confront his students now. He was supposed to lift his chin, puff out his chest, and call out to them. He should have been able to say something fierce like, “I appreciate your enthusiasm, but it’s time to quiet down.” He could be calm, strong, and honest with them.

None of that would work, especially because Emma was still seated on top of her desk, and she looked like some beautiful princess. Even if she was dressed like any other school girl with that pleated skirt, that snug blouse, and that little ribbon running underneath her collar, she clearly had control here.

More than that, the other students must have noticed that David didn’t tell her to sit down.

He couldn’t. “David, don’t make me tell you again,” she said to him.

He was still standing there.

Then he spoke, and the words just left his mouth. There was something about the way Emma watched him. “Yes, Miss.”

Just like that, he broke, and then something remarkable happened.

The room went silent.

David hardly noticed as his heart thundered, and his hands rose. He shrugged off his jacket. He took off his shirt. He slipped his feet from his shoes, and he loosened the buckle on his belt. He slid it free and dropped it to the floor, letting the clasp clatter against the linoleum floor.

He was down to his boxers. Then he made the mistake of glancing up at the sea of faces as they watched him. There were all of these girls, and they had their eyes locked on him. They were studying his face, his shoulders, his tense abdomen, and his mostly bare legs. He only had on his boxers; that was the last defense of his dignity. “Lose the underwear, David,” Emma called out to him.

“Yes, Miss,” he said. Remarkably, none of the girls started giggling when they heard that. Instead, they watched. They waited to see exactly what was going to happen and what he was going to do.

He hooked his thumbs along the elastic of his underwear, and then he pulled them down.

He dropped the shorts to the floor, and then he was almost completely naked in front of them. He only had one item on: his chastity cage.

“Good boy,” she said. Then she turned back to her classmates. They were all silent. None of them had their phones out at that moment. Instead, they were watching her and him and waiting to see exactly what would happen!

Emma leaned back a little bit. She stretched. There was something feline about those movements. Then she focused her attention on David.

Right away, she could tell what he wanted: freedom. He wanted the opportunity to run, but he understood that this girl had him. A slow smile stretched across her lips. The corners of her mouth rose, and then she said, “David is going to be a good boy for us from now on. You see, he belongs to me, but I’m feeling very generous. I’m thinking I can share him with the rest of our class. Everyone, what do you think of that?”

Mina was the first to cry out, “Heck yeah! We can make him our slave!”

Those words should have sounded silly and childish.

They didn’t.

Instead, David could feel the full force of those girls and their personalities push down against him. Not only that as he glanced around, he was desperately hoping that just one or two of them would insist that this was a bad idea. They could have risen to their feet and told the other girls that they shouldn’t be doing this. It was a mistake. It was wrong. They would regret it…

Then he locked eyes on Julie.

That sweet, shy girl made eye contact with him for just a moment. Then she looked down. Clearly, she wasn’t going to confront anyone else, even if she did have her misgivings.

But maybe he could use that…

David had to hold onto that slender thread of hope. It was just a possibility, but it was the best he had. If he could convince one girl that this was a bad idea, then maybe he would be able to win his freedom…somehow. It wasn’t much, but at least it was the start of a plan.

Emma continued. She didn’t have to raise her voice. Instead, the words simply sliced through the air as everyone listened. “David is going to be our slave, and that means he’s going to give us a very special lesson right now. Isn’t that right, David?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“And you’re going to address us all appropriately from now on, won’t you?”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

“Then let’s see you do some tricks first. I want to see you crawl around each desk. I want you to let every girl here touch you and pet you like you’re nothing but an animal.”

“But I’m not an animal,” he yearned to argue. That itching desire was right there, thrumming through his body. Of course, he was smart enough not to challenge her. He wouldn’t risk it. He wouldn’t make that mistake.

“Down,” she said. “Down on your hands and knees. Down, boy.” As she spoke, her tone shifted. “Get down on all fours, boy!” She was teasing him. She was taunting him. She was mocking him as she addressed him like he was nothing but a canine!

At that moment, he felt like the class pet.

Then again, that was the point. He could feel it. He was her conquest as she watched him.

At the same time, Emma waited.

That girl must have realized that he was going to break. Then again, she probably came up with alternative plans in case he didn’t.

David lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, and he crawled naked around the room.

The girls were watching him. They were studying him as he moved between the desks.

Normally, when he strode between their seats, David actually felt more powerful. For the students, there was always that psychological barrier between his desk, the front of the room with the blackboard, and this space between these seats. This was supposed to be their domain, but when he walked between the desks, he carried his mantle of authority with him. He came closer, bringing that proximity and reminding them once again that they were students, and he was the teacher.

At least, that was how it was supposed to work, but now he was below these girls.

He crawled among the first rank.

He glanced up and he saw Julie. That sweet girl looked at him for just a moment. He couldn’t read her expression. Maybe she was fascinated by the contours of his shoulders, the curves of his back, and the firm tension playing across his butt. He realized she had probably never seen a naked guy before, but now there was this man, and he was crawling beneath her, so she couldn’t look away. Still, she mouthed something, and he thought it was, “I’m sorry.” Even if that girl wasn’t brave enough to confront her classmates, at least there was someone in that room who felt bad for him.

The other girls didn’t suffer from that same uncertainty.

Mina casually leaned down, brushed her fingers along his ass, up the small of his back, between his shoulder blades, and then into his hair. She grabbed onto his scalp.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Mina demanded.

He opened his mouth to say something.

“Nah,” she teased him. “I don’t think a pet gets to talk!”

There. She said it. They weren’t just treating him like he was the class pet. They were just going to reduce him to that status. This was his demotion, and there was nothing he could do to stop them.

He wasn’t muzzled. He wasn’t gagged. Even so, he looked up at Mina, and she smiled down at him. Just as quickly as she had spoken before, that girl now switched. “What’s wrong, class pet? Are you frustrated? Is this humiliating?” She used the singsong tone of a girl talking down to someone. It was almost baby talk!

He needed to contradict her. He had to argue with her.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it. His chest tightened and he opened his mouth, but there was something about having that girl seated above him. Worse, she was holding onto his hair, and she yanked on his scalp.

Then she let go finally and reached down to pinch his cheek.

“Get a move on,” she said, dismissing him.

He bowed his head down, and the other girls touched him. They slid their fingers along his shoulders or down his back. More than one decided to grab his ass. Another girl gave his backside a little smack!

He crawled up and down the rows, making his way methodically around the room.

For a while, Emma said nothing. Instead, she just watched.

Then he came up to her, and that was when she slipped her feet from her shoes. She wiggled her bare toes in front of his face.

No, he told himself. This couldn’t happen again, he yearned to believe.

Despite his desperation, she wiggled her toes again and said, “It’s okay . Go on. Sniff them. Tell us how much you love being down beneath me. Tell all of the girls in this room, how much you love licking and kissing and sniffing my feet!”

He hated that position.

Worse, David made the mistake of glancing up along the length of her shins, her calves, her knees and thighs. She had parted her legs just a little bit to show a hint of her panties.

He wasn’t supposed to want to see that. There wasn’t supposed to be that biological ache lodged deep in the core of his being. And yet, that desire refused to disappear.

Despite everything David itched to believe about himself, he stared, and then his mouth started to move. “I, I love being beneath you, Miss. I love licking and kissing and sniffing your feet!”

The words popped out onto the air, one after another. Then they were done, and he couldn’t take them back.

Raucous laughter burst across the air as so many of those girls enjoyed this! Several of them were whispering back-and-forth. Others were just shaking their heads, as though they couldn’t believe they had ever bothered to respect a man like David Broussard. They had never imagined a situation where one of their own would be able to subjugate him like this.

But it was true.

Emma really could do whatever she’d liked with him, and he wasn’t strong enough or smart enough to fight back.

“Sniff them. Tell me how good they smell.”

He didn’t want to do it. He couldn’t. And yet, her feet were right there, suspended just a few inches above the angle of his nose and the curves of his lips.

David sat up, bracing his weight on his knees as he arched his back, extended his neck, and touched her toes with the tip of his nose. Then he opened his mouth and he started to lick. He started to suck. He only did it for a few seconds before she pulled her foot back.

Then they were all waiting.

So much noise had reverberated across the air before, but it was silent again. These girls were wondering whether or not he would break; they wanted to wait and see if he would yield to them all over again.

David bit down on the inside of his mouth. He tried to hold out, but he couldn’t ignore the full weight of their collective gaze as they watched him. Naked and locked in chastity, helpless beneath the authority of this girl, he gave her exactly what she expected. “They smell really good.”

“For him, they probably smell like defeat,” Mina said.

It was a dumb joke and a groaner of a pun, but a couple of the other girls were still chuckling anyway.

“Back upfront,” Emma said, dismissing him.

The classroom chastity slave crawled. He made his way across the tiled floor and to the center of the room. Then he stood up, and he wanted to raise his chin and gaze out at that sea of faces once more. He wanted to confront them. At that moment, David thought he was supposed to be able to say something like, “I am your teacher, and I demand respect from you.”

Even though that idea vibrated through his skull, he knew he wouldn’t be able to do it.

“David, we all are very interested in receiving an excellent education from this institution. But today, I think you need to give us a different lesson. What do you think, ladies? Does he owe us a good lesson today?”

“Yes!”

“Absolutely!”

“Teach us!” That last mocking comment came from Mina. He glanced across the room, and he hoped that maybe he would be able to put that girl in her place with nothing but the full force of his stare.

It didn’t work.

She smiled. She even waved at him!

“David, teach us all about how women are smarter than men.”

“What?”

“And don’t forget to teach us about how the world would be a better place if women could take over every position of power all across the world.”

“You’re joking,” he said, only to stifle those words. He knew she was serious. Worse, he knew he couldn’t argue with her.

David bit down, and he was thinking about this. Then he held his hands in front of himself. He was trying to protect his modesty, not that it did any good. Next, he raised his head, and he started to talk. The words began to drift out of his mouth. “Women are smarter and stronger. Women are better leaders. While women do have their flaws, they also have a better sense of empathy, they are more patient, and that makes them more rational.”

He was talking, the words were leaving his mouth, and he wished he could stop them, but he knew better than to resist this girl.

She had told him what to do. She had given him that command, so now he had to obey.

There was no other choice, not for this teacher!

He kept talking, going on and on.

“Turn, face the board, and write that women are better twenty times.”

“I’m not going to do that,” he said. “This isn’t a detention.”

“That will add another one,” she told him.

“Another one? What are you talking about?”

“What?” Emma asked him. “You haven’t been paying attention? Every time you have hesitated or resisted, I’ve been counting. For each example of your bad behavior, you’re going to get a spanking. It’s going to happen right here, in this classroom, and that is how we will teach you how to behave.”

David’s breath quivered in his throat. He could feel it run down along the length of his torso, down into the depths of his lungs. He was supposed to be better than this, but he didn’t know what to do!

She was just a girl! She was just a student!

A beautiful young woman like Emma wasn’t supposed to be able to do this to him, but then she nodded, and he broke. He spun around, picked up a piece of chalk, and started writing. He started to write there on the board,

“Say it,” she said. “Say it out loud so we know you’re learning your lesson.”

“Women are better,” he began. He wrote out that sentence once, twice, then a third time.

And while he did this, David was naked. He was naked, and those girls were watching him.

“From now on, whenever a girl tells you to do something, you are going to obey. You are going to do whatever she wants because you belong to us, David.” Even as he absorbed that lecture, David continued to write.

Again, and again, he scribbled that important sentence on the board. He wrote that women were better. His wrist started to ache, but he kept going.

Then he finally got to the last line. He had filled the board.

“Go over to your desk, spread your legs, lean forward, and put your hands on the edge.”

This time he couldn’t find that automatic resistance. He couldn’t discover someway to resist or argue or fight back.

Although this teacher tried, something about that lesson really had worked on him. For some reason, he felt like he had to surrender all over again. This girl had given him a command, so he had to obey.

Worse, he answered her, “Yes, Miss.”

He moved. Utterly defeated, he made his way across the front of the classroom and he leaned forward. He spread his legs and he bent down. His ass was on display for these girls now.

Emma slipped off of her desk, and she strolled over to him. She came up behind him, and she smacked his ass! Her hand flew down, striking one quick blow!

The pain jolted through his body!

“If any girl on campus tells you to do something, what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to obey!” David promised her.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. “Now, you misbehaved or hesitated eight times. So what’s going to happen now?”

“You’re going to spank me seven more times?” David asked, fully aware that this had to be the correct answer.

“That last blow didn’t count,” she told him, making it sound obvious. “That was just a free sample!”

“But that’s not fair!”

“Now you need nine spankings,” she said. “Say it.”

Understanding that he could be punished for something as simple as hesitation, David knew he had to speak quickly. He had to tell her what she wished to hear. More than that, he had to do it fast!

”Miss, I need nine spankings,” he said.

“That’s right,” she said. Then she reached down, and she grabbed his ass.

David held onto the edge of his desk. With his grip locked tight, his knuckles began to turn white. At the same time, he tried to believe that this wasn’t really going to hurt.

He told himself that she was just a girl. She couldn’t actually make it sting.

Then again, he understood Emma better now.

This girl was ruthless, relentless.

She swung down, her arm coming in a tight arc right before her smooth, slender palm crashed against his backside.

It stung!

There was that blast of sensation that rocketed along his nerves.

Before he could recover, Emma pulled her arm back, and she slapped his backside again!

His butt started to turn a bright shade of red!

Humiliation burned across his body, but there was nothing he could do to stop her.

“Count,” she said.

He obeyed.

One. Two. Three. Four. Five!

Emma continued to spank him right there in front of all of her classmates. These girls were watching it. And as they observed and enjoyed the show, David understood something important. These girls would never be the same. Like Skyler before them, they would learn that men really were vulnerable. They were subject to this kind of discipline, this kind of degradation, this kind of humiliation…

David still didn’t pull away.

Emma’s naked slave boy stayed right there. He had sniffed her feet and crawled and endured the humiliation of getting fondled and groped by all of those girls.

But now, she kept spanking him!

He finished counting.

Remarkably, Emma stepped back. She turned back toward her classmates. “Who is next?”

“What?” David managed to squeak out. His question was a little more than a whisper, but it was the best he could do.

“Me! I want to go next!” Mina called out, raising her hand.

David glanced over his shoulder to see that girl. Of course, she wasn’t looking at him. Instead, she had her eyes focused on Emma.

At that moment, he understood the truth. The girl who had locked him in the chastity cage was now in charge. She was the one who could decide what would happen.

“Come on up,” Emma said, stepping aside and motioning toward his ass. Then she spoke to David. “Don’t move.”

Just like that, she froze him in place again.

Mina skipped down the row between the desks, she came up to him, grabbed him, and then she wrapped her arm around his waist before gliding her fingers down to his balls!

He froze. Even though he was breathing hard and fast, those shallow gasps of hyperventilated air didn’t make him feel any better. His heart was pounding, and then she leaned forward and whispered, “I keep thinking about how you told me I needed to behave myself. You said that I was going to get in a lot of trouble in life if I didn’t learn to make good choices. How about you, David? Did you make good choices? Is that why you are here right now?”

The new teacher didn’t know how to answer.

She continued to fondle his balls. At the same time, he was fully aware that she could have squeezed, inflicting this massive dose of pain.

Was she going to do it?

Was she going to yank or squeeze?

Instead, she had something worse in mind.

Mina brushed her fingers along his balls. Then she reached up underneath his scrotum, and she gently poked him. She prodded him, gliding her touch along that spot right between his legs.

Clearly, Mina understood what was happening and how his body responded. She knew how to manipulate the male form.

Just like Emma, she was beautiful. Maybe she wasn’t quite as hot or as exquisite or as perfect, but it didn’t matter because she was still this beautiful girl, and she was so close, and she kept teasing him!

“Do you like that? Do you like how that feels? Do you like what I’m doing to you right now?” Mina taunted him.

He tried to answer.

She giggled, let go, drew back, and smacked his ass! She raised her hand and swung down in another quick and tight arc, exactly as Emma had done.

Without thinking, he called out, “One!”

That was just the start.

Her hand flashed down again and again. There was that uneven rhythm. Every few seconds, she paused. Then she would strike fast and hard.

When her hand came into contact, there was that kinetic spark of pain. It darted all along his body. It wasn’t long before his backside burned a bright shade of pink, and the pain lingered.

But then she finished.

David made the mistake of glancing over his shoulder, and…

…Disbelief grabbed him…

…He saw the line!

The girls had slipped out of their desks, and now they were arranged in a neat row as they waited for their chance to spank him.

David quickly turned back to the girl who had first enslaved him. “No. No way. You have to be kidding me. They can’t all do it! You said I messed up, and now you have punished me. You have both punished me!”

“Every girl here has the right to spank you,” she said.

David had no choice, but to tighten his grip on the edge of his own desk. Then the sounds commenced again. The pain burned across his body. One by one, those girls came over and spanked him!

He managed not to cry out or squeal. Some of the girls were weaker. They didn’t really know what they were doing. More than that, they were uncertain. And yet, he could feel that same pattern each time. A girl would step forward, and she would tentatively strike his butt, only for her to giggle, realize this was actually happening, try again, and use more force!

By the time she finished, she would know exactly what it meant to punish her teacher.

“Who’s left?” Emma called out a while later.

For these girls, only a few more minutes had passed.

For David, it felt like a microscopic eternity.

Emma swept her gaze across the room. Then she pointed to someone. “Julie, you haven’t spanked him yet, have you?”

At this point, David didn’t have the strength to turn around. At the same time, a different point occurred to him: Julie was the nice, sweet, innocent, and shy girl. There was no way she could ever spank her instructor.

“Come over here,” Emma said, motioning for Julie to get up.

Tentatively, David raised his head, and he glanced over his shoulder again. Then he watched as Julie rose from her desk. She was glancing around. Clearly, she didn’t want to do this, yet Emma was the popular girl in the class. Emma was almost predatory. Obviously, Julie didn’t want to cross the other girl.

That shy young woman scurried forward.

Emma kept her hand around Julie’s ear, and then she was whispering something. In the meantime, the other girls were laughing and talking and discussing what they could do with him.

“I think I’m going to make him do my math homework,” one girl said.

“I want him to clean my bathroom.”

“Do you really think he could do math homework? I mean, that’s not really his area of expertise, right?”

“If he does my homework and makes any mistakes, I’m just going to have to punish him for each error. If he hurts my grade, then he’s going to be in trouble!”

“I think I want him to come give me a massage after my workout,” said a different girl.

David didn’t understand. After all, this seemed impossible. Their class meeting only lasted for a short while. Not only that, he glanced up at the clock. Only a few minutes remained. Eventually, the bell would ring, and these girls would scatter. They would go to their next classes, and they wouldn’t be thinking about David any longer.

Julie stepped away from Emma. The shy girl said something. Then she walked over to David.

“You don’t have to do this,” he said, careful to keep his voice low enough that no one else would overhear him talking to her.

“I do,” she said. “But don’t worry. I’ll be gentle.”

“No. Please. Please, don’t. Please, I can’t take any more,” he said. Even as he begged, he knew exactly how pathetic he sounded.

Julie narrowed her eyes. Her lips hardened. That was when he recognized his mistake. By begging, he looked weak. By pleading with her, he triggered something else within that girl. Under normal circumstances, she was kind. But at that moment, she was probably irritated with him, especially since she just wanted to get this over with.

In line with that theory, she came up behind him, grabbed his reddened ass and spanked him! Her hand flew down harder than she probably expected. But at this point, she just wanted to finish as quickly as possible, so she struck hard and fast. Every quick blow came down in another blur, and fresh pain exploded across his skin.

Emma clapped her hands together. She slipped from her desk once more, and now she walked in front of David. “Everyone, you did a really nice job. By the way, I just sent out a group text to everyone in the class. There’s a link, and you can sign up to have David serve you.”

What? There was a sign-up sheet?

Emma glanced over at him. “What’s wrong, David? Did you think you were done now? Did you think we were only going to play with you during class? No, of course not! This way, we can tell you what to do and where to go every night! In class, you are going to be our collective slave. But let’s look around. Who has the first night?”

Emma made a show of pulling out her phone and clicking on the link to the sign-up sheet.

“Julie! Congratulations, Julie. I hope you have fun with him.”

The other girl didn’t say anything. She just gave a shallow nod.

David remained on his feet for most of the rest of the day. He walked around, and he lectured, but he could sense the difference.

At first, he held onto this shallow hope that maybe none of the girls would talk about his new situation. For the most part, the boys seem oblivious.

But the girls…

They were watching him. They were smiling in his direction. It looked like they were going to laugh at him.

At several points, he lost control over his classes. He did his best, but he would chastise a girl, and she would just look up at him and raise an eyebrow or even blow a kiss at him.

That was enough to make him stutter and stumble and step back, withdrawing because he couldn’t defeat any of them! Those girls were in charge. They understood what he wore underneath his pants. He had gotten dressed again, but those girls also knew about the sign-up sheet.

They had to.

Finally, the end of the day arrived, and he tentatively sat down.

As he did, he could feel that burning along the curves of his butt.

They had spanked him hard and viciously. They had spanked him until his backside turned a bright shade of red, and he wasn’t going to feel normal again for a long time. Of that, he was certain.

Then someone knocked on the door.

David hadn’t locked it.

She opened it, strolled in, and her heels clicked against the linoleum floor as she walked straight toward him.

It was Emma.

He saw her, and he searched for something to say, but she lifted a hand and wagged her finger from side to side. “No talking,” she said. That was all it took for her to silence him.

Then she came over to his desk, and she leaned forward. “Tonight, you’re going to go to the girls’ dormitory. I’m going to give you viewer access to the sign-up sheet. It has all of our room numbers. When a girl signs up for you, you belong to her for the night. Tell me you understand.”

“Miss, I understand.”

“So who gets you tonight?”

“Julie,” he said, remembering the announcement from before.

“I was impressed. I was surprised. I didn’t think she would be that fast. But don’t worry. It’s a long school year, so I’m sure every girl is going to get to play with you as much as she wants.”

Emma turned around and walked away.

Reluctantly, he studied her. He saw her, and he knew he shouldn’t be checking her out. But then she was a girl, and she seemed to sense his gaze on her.

Emma paused by one of the desks. She turned around.

“David, were you just checking out my butt?”

It was true; he had been.

David tried to stutter out some kind of explanation or excuse. If nothing else, he could have apologized, but his tongue got clumsy in his mouth. His throat constricted, and he didn’t know what to do or say. He couldn’t respond!

“I guess you need something special,” she said. Then she pulled out her phone, and she texted someone. After that, she sat down, and she crossed her legs once again. She was playing on her phone.

David couldn’t help himself. “What, what are you going to do?”

“Julie is a really nice girl, so I’m worried you’re going to try to take advantage of her. I think you need another dose of discipline before you head to the dorms tonight.”

David needed to ask questions, but he didn’t dare. He sat back down, and he tried to work on grading some of the assignments.

“By the way, every girl in all of your classes will get an A no matter what she does.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me. Go ahead and make the changes right now. I’m going to check your work in a few minutes when Skyler gets here.”

David heard that, and he understood the instructions, yet there was still that dose of defiance that rushed through his veins as he watched her because he couldn’t do that. He had his ideals and his beliefs. Perhaps it sounded trite in an era of greed and corruption, cheating and malfeasance, but David honestly believed that students should be taught ethics and morality, part of which included making sure they followed the rules. They weren’t supposed to lie. They weren’t supposed to cheat. More than that, he acted as the referee in his class. It was his responsibility to make sure the students did their work. Those who cheated and got caught, had to be punished. Those who did their work and genuinely tried to learn deserved better grades because they actually earned them.

But now, Emma was on her phone, and she wasn’t even watching him.

He had to act. He had to decide.

The door opened a few minutes later, and Skyler hopped into the room. She was carrying a tote bag.

Emma didn’t acknowledge her friend. Rather, she rose up. She took several quick and graceful steps toward David. “Show me the grade book,” she commanded.

Tentatively, he turned the screen so that it now faced her.

“Good boy. Every girl has a good grade, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, fully aware that any other answer would get him in trouble.

“For that, I think you deserve a little reward. Strip.”

“I thought you just came here to remind me about the sign-up sheet,” he protested.

“I did, but I can see that you need a little bit of extra instruction. I’m generous. I’m willing to tutor you, David.”

He was the teacher. He was the instructor. He had his degree and his certification. She was supposed to listen to him!

But because this girl was stronger and smarter, she could control him. She had total power over the new teacher, and there was nothing he could do about it.

“I’m a girl. It’s my prerogative to change my mind,” she told him.

That didn’t sound right. That didn’t sound fair.

Then again, she didn’t have to worry about either of those points. She could do whatever she liked with him!

David climbed onto his feet, and he stripped all over again.

He glanced over at Skyler and secretly hoped she would intervene. Then again, she hadn’t before, and she wouldn’t do it now.

He’s stripped like a good and obedient boy, pulling off his shirt, shoes, pants, socks, and even his underwear.

Emma strode up to him, cupped his cheek in the palm of one hand, and she looked it right into his eyes. “You see, you can be obedient. You can be a good slave. This feels right, doesn’t it? Yeah, it does.”

He didn’t know what to say.

As a teacher, he always wanted to have an answer for his students, whether it was about the content, some interpersonal reaction, or a policy for the class.

But this girl came up to him, and she had those beautiful, piercing eyes aimed in his direction.

She was just a student, but she had become so much more. Just as importantly, this girl knew how to seduce him. She made him feel like an underclassman, and she was this popular girl who could make him do whatever she wished.

She inspected the naked boy. She reached down. She stroked his balls. She brought her hands up along his bare skin.

“What, what are you doing?” David asked.

“Whatever I want,” she replied glibly.

Her fingers slid along his skin. Then she cupped his balls, exactly as that other girl had done. She had her fingers around his scrotum.

Even now, his cock strained against the device she had forced him to wear.

“What are you going to do for Julie tonight?”

“I’ll do whatever she says,” he replied.

“Exactly,” Emma answered. “And if you don’t or if you mess up, you will answer to me.”

“I, I understand,” he told her, stuttering through those words.

Then she shocked him as she brought her hands up to his face, tilted his head to the side, leaned in, pushed herself up onto the balls of her feet, and she kissed him.

He kissed her back.

David understood this was an awful and terrible idea, yet he still couldn’t help himself. His libido flared, that desperation pulsated through his body, and he lost control because she was so enticing and intoxicating. She slipped her tongue into his mouth; she made out with him, and maybe Skyler was watching, but David couldn’t worry about that. Eventually, she broke off that kiss, and then she said, “hands on your desk. Turn around.”

“Please. Please, I can’t take another spanking, “he said.

“Good,” she replied. “Because you don’t have to. At least, you’re not going to take a spanking as long as you cooperate right now.” Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she watched him and waited for him to cooperate.

Finally, he broke. He turned around, and he faced his desk. He leaned down again. She wasn’t going to spank him. So what did she have in mind?

Nothing happened for the next few seconds. Then he heard the zipper. A different possibility occurred to him.

David held out for several long seconds. Eventually, the curiosity overwhelmed him, and he turned around. Then he saw Emma, and she had removed her skirt, panties, and her shoes and socks.

She was wearing something else now.

He saw the harness, the dildo, and he understood that she was about to ram into him.

David still didn’t turn away from the desk, yet his voice trembled as he began to beg. “Please, not that. Please, don’t do that!” He hated how immature those words sounded, but he couldn’t help himself. He didn’t know how to summon real vehemence into his voice.

“Why not? I can make sure you enjoy it. I mean, you would like me to have sex with you, wouldn’t you?”

“Not like that,” he protested.

“What do you think, Skyler? Should I have sex with our teacher?”

“He’s your slave. You get to use however you want!” Skyler answered way too quickly.

Emma casually pulled out a bottle of lubricant, and she squirted some of it down under the palm of her hand. From there, she rubbed it along the curves and contours of her fake cock. Then she walked over to him.

At that moment, he wasn’t bound. He wasn’t helpless. There weren’t cuffs around his wrists or shackles binding him to the floor. Even so, David still held onto the edge of the desk. His heart pounded faster and faster. He was trying to think of what he could do to make this stop, but that girl had her plan in mind. She intended to penetrate him. She was going to ram him, to put him in his place, and to remind him of his new status.

She walked up, and her fake shaft bumped from side to side until she grabbed his ass, made it stay, aimed her member, and pushed forward. Then he felt it. She slid up against the walls of his opening. She buried her cock, moving little by little.

Of course, he instinctively tried to tighten the muscles and to protect himself.

It didn’t work.

This girl knew what she was doing. She rammed into him, shoving in inch by inch.

He had to take it.

He had to take the full length of her fake cock.

Then she pushed her torso down against his back, and she wrapped her arms around his waist.

Under other circumstances, that embrace would have been kind and sweet. At that moment, he could feel it again.

Emma owned him.

She had him.

She controlled him.

Most of all, she could do anything she wished with him!

“I’m fucking you,” she whispered to that boy. “I’m doing this because it’s my right, and you can’t stop me! You’re a new teacher at the school, and I control you.”

It was true. All of it was true. No matter how hard he wanted to disbelieve it, he couldn’t escape the basic reality of what she told him. Then she drew back, only to shove into him again and again. She pumped him, thrusting harder and faster!

“Tell me how much you like it! Tell me how much you like being used!”

She knew the truth, of course. She understood just how much he hated that, yet his shaft fought to harden against the inner confines of the chastity device. Despite those instincts, he remained locked up. His cock belonged to her!

“I like getting owned! I like getting used!”

“Yeah, you do!”

She pumped him harder and faster for the next few seconds or minutes. Maybe it was even longer! David lost all sense of time as she continued to use him. She smacked his ass, held onto his hips, scratched at his back, grabbed his shoulders, and took everything she wanted from him.

This girl was in control, so she used him.

There was no way for him to fight back. There was no way for him to resist. She was laughing, and Skyler was watching, absorbing all of this.

But then she jerked away.

Finally, she was done with him…or so he thought.

David swallowed as she grabbed him by his hair and pulled him down onto his knees. She pushed, and his knees buckled immediately.

Then she discarded the harness. She dropped it to the floor.

She sat down at her normal desk, she leaned forward, spread her legs, and braced her elbows. “Crawl over here and lick my pussy, like a good slave. Come on, Mr. Broussard. Show me what you can do.”

Mr. Broussard. She taunted him with the term she was supposed to use as a student. As a young woman in his class, she was supposed to be respectful. She was supposed to address him correctly.

And yet, this girl didn’t have to do that because she owned him!

Whether he liked it or not, she was in control of the new teacher.

He crawled between the desks, made his way through the classroom, and brought his head up underneath her desk. Her knees squeezed against his shoulders, and then she casually reached down. She was perched there at the edge of the seat, and he glanced up. He was under her desk. He felt like some naughty puppy. But then this was what she wanted because she forced his face up against her pussy, and he started to lick.

He didn’t even have to wait for the command.

“That’s right,” Emma cooed. “You know where you belong, don’t you? You know what you have to do. You want to be a good boy. You want to be a good slave. You need it. From the first moment I saw you I suspected that you were going to be a good slave. I could see it in your eyes, David! As far as every other teacher here is concerned, you’re still a member of the faculty. But what are you really?”

As he licked, sucked, nuzzled and swiped his tongue along her pussy, David couldn’t respond.

Luckily, for him, Emma had no problem, supplying him with the answer. If anything, she had become the teacher. She was lecturing as he worshiped her. He provided that oral service, and she enjoyed every second of it.

“You’re a slave! You’re a pet! You belong to every girl in our class. We tell you what to do, and you obey. Remember, there’s a sign-up sheet!”

She laughed at the idea. She laughed at the absurdity. She let those ringing sounds cut across the air. They vibrated across his body because he knew she was right.

She climaxed!

The ecstasy swam across her skin, but his own desperation, desire and arousal continued to pound through his frame.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

Emma patted him on the head. She laughed, she started to get dressed, and then she looked back at Skyler. “Would you like to use him?”

Skyler, like Julie, was one of his quieter students. Even if she now believed in female supremacy, David didn’t think she was going to do anything.

“You can have him go down on you,” Emma reminded her.

“No, I don’t think so,” Skyler said.

That made sense. She was never going to be as ambitious as someone like Emma.

Only then, she perked up for a second appeared. “Do you think I can spank him again?”

“But I haven’t done anything wrong!” David called out. The words just jumped from his mouth. The instant they did, he regretted them, but he couldn’t take them back.

“That’s not a decision you get to make,” Skyler told him.

Skyler. It was Skyler who uttered those words. And now she walked over to him, she leaned down, and she grabbed him, her fingers sliding through his hair. She yanked, and suddenly he was on his feet. An adolescent girl like her wasn’t supposed to be able to control the new teacher like this, but she had learned. She had learned everything she needed to know from Emma.

David tumbled across the room. She still had her hand in his hair. Her grip remained tight on his scalp right until that moment when she shoved him up against the wall. He braced his palms against the smooth surface.

Then she leaned down, and she grabbed him by his ass.

He still hadn’t felt as though he had recovered from that morning. He shivered as he thought about those girls lining up to spank him.

“Tell us you’re sorry. Tell us you’re sorry for your disobedience and bad attitude.”

“Bad attitude” was a broad term that so many different teachers used when it came to disciplining their students.

But now, David was the one who was about to be punished all over again.

His chest pumped, his heart slammed against the bars of its cage, and then this girl smacked his ass!

David howled! That sound cut from his lungs, but she was just getting started. With one hand, she braced the back of his neck. With her other hand, she spanked him hard and fast, striking again and again.

Skyler wasn’t supposed to be this fierce, this vicious, or this independent. After all, Emma hadn’t told her to do this. The other girl wasn’t even encouraging her.

Instead, this was just something Skyler could now want to do on her own! She was learning and growing and evolving. She was changing.

All of the girls would be just like her.

David did his best to discard that idea, yet he knew it was true. Simultaneously, he had to deal with that jolt of fear that ran through him. It didn’t last long.

Instead, there were those flashes of pain as she struck. She punished him, striking hard and fast. Every quick blow landed, delivering another burst of agony across his tormented skin.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry for my disobedience and bad attitude!” David kept talking. She paused to listen. “Please, I’m so sorry! I know I messed up! I’m just a man, and I have to be good. I have to be obedient! I have to do whatever you say! I won’t make that mistake again! I promise, I won’t make that mistake again!”

Skyler let go. By that point, Emma was dressed.

The two young women turned around and walked away, even as David remained there, naked and braced against the wall.

It was only when he heard his classroom door open and close again that he dared to glance over his shoulder.

He had to go to the dorms.

Just a few months ago, David had arrived for his professional orientation. That had included a tour of the campus.

But as he walked from the faculty parking lot over to the dorms, he felt like he was going into alien territory.

This was the girls’ dormitory. In truth, he didn’t even know if his faculty key card would work on the door.

But then he got there, and he wasn’t sure if he was hoping this would work or not.

Then again, maybe he could talk to Julie, and maybe he would be able to get her to talk to some of the other girls. It seemed unlikely, but the idea was there. Perhaps, if he got particularly lucky, she would be able to convince the others to stop this.

They had to know this wasn’t how their education was supposed to work. He was a man, and they were supposed to respect him!

Even as that idea bubbled up behind his eyes, David knew the truth. He had witnessed it that morning in class. The girls wanted him. They wanted to play with him. More than that, they were intoxicated by the idea of having this kind of control. They were in charge.

In college, David had studied the expectations of young women, especially in terms of the systemic sexism they faced. Even in supposedly progressive environments, there were still lots of instances where women would be confronted by these double standards. Not only that, there was the blatant sexism of the digital world, and how it could bleed into these girls’ lives. At the very least, so many of the boys on campus loved teasing the girls. If nothing else, it was another way to get some attention.

David understood all of those points, but now he didn’t know what to do, especially as his students pushed back. They were controlling him.

He was a teacher, but they were controlling him!

When he made it to the front entrance, David saw the key reader. There was that little red light above it. He pulled out his faculty card, and he touched it to the reader.

For a few seconds, he didn’t know what he wanted. If this didn’t work and he didn’t show up, he knew he would be in trouble with Emma, Skyler, and the other girls.

But if it worked…

That red light turned green.

He heard the mechanized click of the lock as it released.

David glanced down at his phone.

The girls on campus were lucky. They all had private rooms and private bathrooms. There was a reason why their tuition rates were so high. But now he made his way down the central hall, and he held his head up high.

He saw several girls in one of the lounges off to his left. He made his way through the lobby, over to the elevators, and he hit the button. When he got on, several girls got off.

“Hello, David,” one of them whispered to him. Was that girl in his morning class? He tried to remember, but they had already stepped past him.

David saw those girls. One had black hair. Another was a brunette. The third was a blonde. He tried to recognize them from the back of their heads, but it didn’t work.

Then the door closed, and it didn’t matter, but David was certain about one thing: these girls absolutely knew about him. At least, some of them did.

His cock strained in his cage again.

For a moment, he had unintentionally thought about Emma and how she had stroked him. But then he shook his head from side to side.

The doors opened, and another pair of girls got on.

They whispered back-and-forth. They were very careful to keep their voices low.

Reflexively, David did his best to listen, but the girls didn’t speak up, and he couldn’t pick out anything useful.

But then, did he just hear his name?

It didn’t matter because the doors opened again, and all three of them got off.

The two girls skipped past him, breaking into a run. He didn’t know where they were going or what they were going to do.

In that hallway, he suddenly felt very exposed.

One door opened, and a girl popped her head out. It happened another second later. Someone else pulled out a phone and took a picture of him.

A jolt of fear blasted down his spine.

Technically, he was a member of the faculty, so he had every right to be here. Then again, he was sure his colleagues would probably ask questions.

For just a second, there was this bitter laugh at the back of his throat, all because he was at their mercy. That wasn’t how most people would have seen it, but they didn’t need to know about his chastity cage or these girls’ secret ambitions either.

He found Julie’s door.

He knocked and waited. Technically, he was just standing there in a hallway, yet the adrenaline rushed just beneath the surface of his skin. This felt like enemy territory, and he didn’t know when the girls might bring an ambush.

The door opened, and she stepped forward. She was right there.

“Hello,” she said. She didn’t use his first name. For David, that felt like a win. She motioned for him to come into her small room, and he obeyed. He saw her desk, her twin sized bed, and the opening to her bathroom. He wasn’t surprised when he saw the brightly colored posters with butterflies, dragons, and rainbows.

“I talked to Emma,” Julie said. She had wandered back to her bed, and now she was seated there with her knees up and held together. “She thinks I should be playing with you. She actually told me that I can text her if I want to get the key to your chastity cage. She also said that I need to tie you down if I’m going to do that.” David searched for his voice.

This time, he found it. “Actually, about that, I was thinking maybe we could talk. Maybe you could talk to the others?”

Julie spoke up again. She didn’t seem to hear anything he had just said. “I don’t think I want to spank you. I mean, I get it. I understand why all of this is necessary.”

“You do?” David wanted to ask. Instead, he needed to find a different angle.

Before he could, Julie started again. “David, I actually feel really bad about this. I mean, I saw what they did to you, and I don’t think that’s right. Maybe it was fun, but it wasn’t right.”

For a second there, he thought she was about to say a different word, one that wasn’t “fun”. It had to have been his imagination, but he thought she was about to say something closer to “hot”.

No way, he told himself. A nice girl like Julie would never say anything like that. She couldn’t.

“That’s really nice of you, but…” David paused for a second as he tried to figure out what he could say.

Then he glanced back at Julie.

That made him hesitate again.

She was watching him, and there was something different about her expression. Her eyes were locked on his face.

On the first day of class, David had made himself a promise. As a teacher, he was going to ensure that every student contributed to the class discussion. He understood that some of his students would be aggressive and outgoing. These would be the young women and men who really wanted to share their points of view. They could suck up all of the oxygen in the room. But he didn’t want to let that happen, not when there were girls like Julie, who also deserved the opportunity to express themselves. More than that, learning to speak up had to be one of those skills students picked up over the course of their education. He had asked her a few pointed questions, and she had responded, but she had never looked up. She had neither defied him, nor has she been willing to make eye contact. But now, she was watching him.

She was looking at him, and her expression had shifted.

The tremulous anxiety from before was gone.

“David, I want you to take off your pants and your shirt.”

“What? Why?”

Julie hesitated. She was still shy, but that didn’t stop her from telling him, “Because I just told you to do it.” That was something a girl like Emily, Mina, or even Skyler was supposed to say.

David opened his mouth, but Julie just shook her head.

That was enough to stop him.

He bit down on the inside of his mouth, and then he started to strip. This girl was alone with him, but it didn’t matter.

“Good,” she said. “Take it all off.” Her teacher did his best to read her tone, but he failed completely. He had no idea what this girl was thinking. He couldn’t explain what she had in mind.

Once he was naked, she pointed to the mattress. “Lay down on your stomach.”

“What, what are you going to do?”

“David, I’m not like the other girls. You know that. But at the same time, I’m telling you to do something, and I expect you to listen.”

His eyes narrowed, and he looked at her.

As he stared back at Julie, he kept waiting for her to buckle. At some point, she was supposed to squeak out, giggle, and change her mind. She was supposed to tell him that she was just joking around because there was no way a nervous girl like her would be able to command a man like him.

And yet, she looked right back at him.

She won.

This wasn’t technically a staring contest, but he broke, so he walked over to her small bed, and he climbed on top of it. She had made it. The sheets and blankets were neatly arranged. Then he was on his stomach.

She came up to him, and she brushed her fingers from the crook of his knee up along his thigh, then along his backside.

“Are you going to spank me?”

“Do you need to be spanked? Do you deserve to be spanked?”

“No!” David squeaked out.

“Then I guess I don’t have to spank you,” she said. “But you know, the other girls would probably disagree with that.”

So there really was some friction between Julie, Emma, and maybe some of the other girls.

As a guy, David reflectively saw the mass of girls at the school as this monolithic pack. He thought back to that morning and how they had all been watching him. Yes, he had known their individual names. He could have described them physically, and in terms of their personalities. But at the same time, they were still girls. They were still these alien creatures, and he understood that he would never be able to completely understand them.

Realistically, however, the girls on campus were still individuals. They still had their own thoughts and identities. They could have disagreements and arguments.

“David, just relax and be quiet,” she said.

The new teacher drew in that panicked and frenzied breath. Naked and on his stomach there, he wasn’t sure what to do. But then she squirted something out, and he turned his head back toward her. Then he saw her as she rubbed something into her palms. It looked like some kind of white cream.

What was that? What was she going to do to him?

She came up to David, and she pressed her palms down along the curves of his backside. She started to massage his ass. He braced himself, clutching his eyes shut.

“You don’t have to be scared of me,” she said.

At first, David needed to laugh.

He wasn’t scared of her. He couldn’t be scared of her. She was just a student.

She continued to massage him, gliding her hands along the curves of his backside. His muscles started to relax. It felt good.

“It’s just a little bit of ointment,” she told him.

He glanced back at her and saw that smile on her face. For a second, they both had the same thought.

Julie could have told him the truth. She could have warned him. Still, it was more fun this way!

His cheeks turned a shade of pink as he thought about that, but David pressed his lips together, and then he was relaxing more and more.

It was fine if she wanted to take care of him.

In fact, he was starting to feel grateful as that burning along his backside dissipated and finally disappeared altogether.

“I’m sorry about the other girls,” she said “I know this is really hard on you. But you know, if you just cooperate and do whatever they say, I’m sure it will be a lot easier.”

“I can’t do that,” he said.

“Why not?”

David blinked. He glanced back up at her. She was still kneeling on the side of the bed, and her hands continued to work and massage his backside. By this point, she was probably done.

Even so, she kept going. Simultaneously, David didn’t know if he enjoyed or hated the sensations of proximity and the soft feel of her touch along his skin.

He told himself he didn’t want to be there, yet there was still that proximity.

Maybe she wasn’t gorgeous like Emma. Maybe she couldn’t have been some kind of influencer or popstar or whatever, but Julie was still a pretty girl. Just having her close like this with her intimate touch gliding along his bare backside, was enough to make his cock, shiver and strain inside of the cage.

“Why can’t you just do whatever they say? I mean, they’ll be a lot nicer to you if you’re obedient.”

“I’m a teacher. I’m not supposed to be obedient.”

It wasn’t popular to talk about the hierarchy of any given classroom. Then again, every teacher understood the reality. An important part of the job was classroom management, which meant controlling the students and ensuring their obedience. This really became important during emergencies, but every activity required a teacher to give instructions. Ultimately, the students had to follow along. If they didn’t, they weren’t going to learn. Convincing students to follow the directions was probably one of the hardest parts of the job.

“But things are different now, don’t you think? I mean, Emma can pretty much make you do whatever she wants. I mean, I can probably make you do whatever I want!”

“No, you can’t,” he said. Immediately, he regretted those words. His muscles tightened. Every joint he possessed locked up. He was frozen in place for that moment.

But Julie just giggled. “I’m pretty sure I can. I mean, I’m not going to lie. Touching you like this is doing something to me.”

David didn’t say anything. He didn’t ask. He didn’t want to encourage her.

Apparently, Julie was thinking about this over the next few quiet seconds between them. “Do you want to know? Do you want to know how it makes me feel when I see you naked like this?” Even as she spoke, it sounded like she wasn’t entirely sure of what the answer was going to be, but she was definitely curious. She wanted to know how this would play out; she wanted to understand how her body worked. Perhaps she had experienced arousal before. Maybe she knew what it was like to pleasure herself alone in her room at night when no one would be able to find out.

But now she had this teacher in her dorm room, and he was handsome and spread out. More than that, he had to do whatever she said…

David didn’t want to put those pieces together. He didn’t want to assemble that psychological puzzle, but he didn’t know how to stop himself. Simultaneously, he was trying to think of what he might do or say to distract her.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t come up with anything good.

“Maybe I should just get dressed again?” David hated how he made that sound like a question.

Julie giggled. “No. I don’t think so. I mean, I felt really bad for you when you were getting spanked, but now I’m thinking maybe you owe me?” He glanced back at her, so their eyes met, and she seemed just as surprised as he was.

But then Julie didn’t back down. She didn’t apologize or giggle out some comment about how she was just talking out loud. “I’m thinking maybe you should go down on me…” She bit down into her lower lip as she studied him. Her gaze darted toward the ceiling. Then she fixed her eyes in his direction.

“Can we just talk about this for a minute?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. Then she laughed and covered her mouth. She covered her whole face. She had her fingers over her eyes. But then she spread them, and she looked down at him.

David didn’t want to believe it, but she was in control while also being so freaking adorable. He didn’t know how that was possible, yet he understood the disadvantage he faced.

It only got worse. “Roll onto your back,” she said.

“Please, I think we need to talk about this.”

“If you don’t, I’m going to call out for my friends, and they are going to come in here, and then the four of us are going to work on you. Is that what you want? Is that what you really want, David?”

Was it possible?

She had invited him over, and now he was doing this, and now she was going to use him? The different pieces fell into place, but this was happening too fast for him.

“One last chance…”

David rolled onto his back just as this girl expected. When he obeyed, he could feel something shift inside of him. Judging by her expression, she sensed it as well. She was discovering what control and power could really feel like.

When she unzipped her skirt and kicked off her shoes and started to shimmy out of her tights, David understood that this was his last chance.

“Julie, I think we really need to talk about this just for a second, okay? Let’s just take a breath, pause, and talk about this for a couple of minutes? Would that work for you?” Her teacher fought so hard to sound mature, calm, and in control.

None of it worked.

“Nope,” she said with a happy pop of her lips.

David was on his back now, and he opened his mouth to say something else, but this girl surprised him.

She reached down, and she touched her pinky on her right hand to his lips.

It was this casually intimate gesture. For him, it meant so much.

To her, it was just an easy way to get him to be quiet!

He saw that and understood and watched as she climbed up onto the bed, and she straddled him. Then her knees were braced against the sides of his skull, and she lowered her pussy toward his mouth.

It wasn’t supposed to be her.

When Emma used him, it made sense. When Skyler played with him, he knew that other girl was encouraging her to do it. But now, this was Julie, and they were alone in her dorm room! She had signed up for him, so it was her prerogative to use him however she saw fit. He was something that could be traded, something that could be owned by that group of girls, and they would share him because he was nothing but a piece of property.

David hated that idea, but there was nothing he could do to stop her. And then her wet slit was pressed down against his mouth. She was already excited. She had been thinking about this. Maybe she had been thinking about it ever since she signed up for him!

“Lick,” she said.

He didn’t obey.

“Lick, slave,” she commanded.

Slave.

For David, that word was supposed to be just a historical abstraction. It was this concept that was never supposed to touch him, but now this girl owned him, and he broke. He opened his mouth, parting his lips and sliding his tongue up along her slit.

He served her! He offered her that oral worship!

His tongue played along her pussy, and he tasted her excitement. He shivered, but he continued to lick, lapping and gliding his tongue along her opening again, and again as she rubbed her sex on his face!

She undulated her hips, using him. She set the rhythm she wanted. She experimented, learning about the different patterns, the various rhythms, and what she wanted best.

“Deeper,” she finally commanded, and he obeyed!

He gave her everything she wanted right until that moment when she arched her back and came so hard! She cried out. Maybe David even heard the laughter from the girls coming from the surrounding rooms, all because they knew exactly what was happening in here.

But then she pulled away, and she looked down at him. “Very good,” she said. “David, I would give you a gold star, if I had any stickers!”

The next morning, David gave another lecture. Right at the start of class, he dismissed the male students one by one. He told them that they were free to go to the library to do research for their long-term projects.

It was a plausible dismissal. If any of the boys noticed that it was only the young men who were getting relieved from the class, they didn’t say anything. If anything, a few of the boys glanced back at David, and they narrowed their eyes, almost like they understood what was happening.

David thought of his own chastity cage, and he wondered whether or not any of these boys were wearing one now as well.

It was possible, but he didn’t ask.

He could see it all around the campus. Even when he parked and walked to his classroom, he had watched as the different girls talk to the boys, but now those young women didn’t look shy. They were no longer prey. On the contrary, they were laughing at the boys, teasing them, and there was even one girl who chased another guy from her class. He had run, and David had wanted to believe that it was just a joke or a game, but that look on that boy’s face had seemed almost genuinely nervous.

David didn’t want to think it was possible. He didn’t wish to believe something like that could truly happen, but…

With every step he took, he could always feel that chastity cage.

And halfway through his lesson on the superior intelligence of women, David had been ordered by Emma to strip once again. They didn’t spank him this time. For that, he had to be infinitely grateful, but they did make him get down on his knees as he lectured. He could no longer write on the board. Instead, the girls played on their phones. A few of them listened.

In the meantime, he talked about why women were better investors, better leaders, better doctors, and superior scientists. He talked on and on about why women deserved to rule and why men were supposed to be pets and slaves, playthings and second class citizens at best.

He drew on everything he knew. Even if he told himself that he didn’t really believe those words, he kept talking!

Most of all, he continued to tell them exactly what they all wanted to hear.

But then it was done, and the girls finally left. He scrambled to get back into his regular clothing. Once he was in his shoes, socks, slacks, shirt and boxers, David stretched his arms behind him.

Right as he started to think about what he was going to do, he saw the message on his phone.

It was from Emma.

Tonight, he was signed up to service Mina.

Over the course of the day, he focused on teaching. After work, he went to the faculty meeting. He sat in that room, and he was quiet. At several points, he knew he had something worthwhile to say, yet David couldn’t bring himself to inject the words into the conversation.

Women were speaking.

As those women talked, David forgot how to interrupt. He didn’t know how to interject, even if he had something useful to say.

After the meeting, he went back to his apartment. He showered, and he checked himself out in the mirror. He saw his chastity device right there between his legs. It was inescapable, just like before.

His heart pounded faster in his chest.

He had Julie’s dorm room number.

He had his key card.

He had everything required to visit that girl.

Over the rest of the afternoon, he thought about grading. Then again, that felt somehow ridiculous, especially because he had still followed Emma’s command. Whether it was fair or not, the girls now had perfect scores on their grading sheets.

David took his head from side to side. He plopped down on his couch, and he tried to lose himself in his social media feeds. He checked out different memes, articles, headlines, videos, and clips.

Normally, that kind of digital anesthesia would have worked perfectly on him. At this point, it didn’t.

As hard as he tried, he just couldn’t focus. Worse, there were those moments when he saw those pictures of beautiful women in the ads or as a part of different videos. They were just cute influencers. This wasn’t anything intense, yet that desire was still there.

He was desperate.

David considered whether or not he wanted to spend some time trying to remove himself from the chastity device. But even if he did that, Emma could still blackmail him.

She owned him.

They all did.

Earlier that day, he had been walking down to the cafeteria to grab some lunch, and a girl tossed a pen in front of him.

“Mr. Broussard, pick that up for me,” the girl had called out to him. She had been seated there on one of the concrete benches with some of her friends.

Instantly, he’d known what this was: a test. She wished to see whether or not he would actually cooperate, whether or not he would have to do anything any girl said.

He had paused. He had hesitated. He had held out for another two or three seconds before his knees bent, and he bowed down, grabbing the pen and handing it to the girl. Worse, she had looked down at it. She had taken a moment, waiting.

He had remained in position.

Finally, she took it from him.

David hated thinking about that. He hated glancing around at the rest of the campus and knowing that the female half of the population was figuring it out. But now, it was time for him to go see that other girl.

Mina.

He took a few minutes as he drove back to the dormitory to think about what he knew about this girl. Part of him wanted to believe that she only acted out and joked in class because she got a lot of attention from her peers. Maybe it was possible that he could talk to her one on one, and he would be able to convince her to let him go. He would be able to show her that this was wrong.

When he approached the girls’ dorm, he used his key card again. There were several young women in the lobby. They were clustered around some of the study desks. They glanced up at him.

“Hey, David! It’s good to see you again!”

The new teacher didn’t even get to see who called out his name, but it didn’t matter.

He rode the elevator up, got off on her floor, and found her room. Then he knocked.

There was no response.

A different girl walked by.

“Are you looking for Julie?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

The girl watched him for a moment. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and she smiled. Still, she answered him. “I just saw her down in the gym.”

“Right…”

“But you should probably just wait. You can sit down on the floor right there.” The girl pointed to a random spot of industrial carpet.

Fully aware that he needed to respond, David stared at her. Dumbfounded, he wasn’t sure what to say. He couldn’t remember how he was supposed to talk.

But then the girl turned around and walked away, her ponytail, swinging from side to side as she hopped back to her room.

Reluctantly, he got down on the floor. He sat there. He pulled his knees to his chest.

A couple of girls walked by. They glanced down at him. They had stopped talking for a moment, but then they burst into another round of giggling laughter.

They saw him. Even if they didn’t know him personally, they knew who he was and why he was there.

Minute by minute, David told himself he had to get up and just leave.

Something stopped him.

It was Emma.

She wasn’t in that hallway, and she didn’t appear, yet he still remembered her, the smell of her perfume, the shape of her face, the curve of her smile, and the way her eyes shined when she gave him a command. Those details were enough to keep him locked there on the floor.

But then he heard another round of laughter as the elevator doors opened, and several girls got off.

David glanced up, and then he saw one of them. It was Mina. She had her dark hair tied back into a ponytail, and she didn’t even notice him. She was wearing a white tank top and blue exercise shorts. She hopped forward, and then she saw him.

She leaned forward, holding her hands in front of her.

“Hello, David. I’m glad you waited for me! I really want your help!” She turned back to her friends. “I’ll see you later,” she said to them.

David picked up on the scent of her sweat.

She was still damp. Even if she had toweled off, it didn’t matter.

Because he needed to be an approachable teacher, David had to ask her, “What were you doing?”

“I was just down at the gym with some of my friends,” she told him. “And I pushed myself really hard. I think I want a massage.” She walked into her room, and she waited for him to follow. David stood there on his feet for another second or two.

He wasn’t supposed to do this. He wasn’t supposed to let a girl like Mina command him or boss him around.

But then she noticed the way he had stopped at the threshold. “Get your cute teacher butt in here,” she called out to him.

For that girl, it was so easy to issue that command, and there was nothing he could do to rebel or defy her.

Without thinking, David rushed over to her.

She sat down on the edge of her bed. She braced her weight on her elbows and leaned forward. “Get behind me and massage my shoulders.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“How does it feel?”

Instantly, he understood what she meant. More importantly, he knew he couldn’t argue with her.

“It’s humiliating,” he said.

“I’m sure it is!”

He was behind her, kneeling, and he gently reached down to stroke her neck, then her shoulders. He pressed down against her skin. She was still damp. Then he inhaled, and he caught the aroma of her sweat. His mouth watered. He didn’t understand why.

Then again, Mina was a beautiful girl. There was something about her hair, the slender contours of her neck, and her tight waist. Not only that, he looked past her torso, so he saw her flat stomach, the curves of her breasts, and her tone to her legs.

“It’s fine if you want to sniff,” she said. She turned her head, just a little bit to catch the look of chagrin that played across his face.

“What? No!”

“I bet you can’t resist. I bet you really want to. Don’t worry. I can make you.”

“No, you can’t,” he answered immediately. Even as he spoke, his mouth felt dry.

“Yeah, I can. Watch.” She leaned back, lifting her chin. She brushed the top of her head against his chest. He wanted to retreat, but there was nowhere for him to go. “Do it.”

That was all she said. She just told him to do it!

He clenched his eyes shut as though his only goal could be to hide from the reality of his situation. He locked his teeth, tensed his muscles, sucked in a breath, and hardened his abdomen. At the same time, his pulse continued to boom in his eardrums.

But then he leaned down and he sniffed the side of her neck.

She giggled.

“How does that smell? How does that feel?”

Like before, he had no choice. He told her the truth. “It’s humiliating.”

“But you like it, don’t you?” teased the sassy little athlete.

She wasn’t supposed to be able to degrade him like this, but he still didn’t know how to stop her!

“I bet you would really like to sniff my feet,” she said.

“No. Please, please don’t make me. Please, not that!”

Mina casually rolled onto her back, and she raised her legs, wiggling her toes through the air. “They’re still so sweaty! Come over here. Lick them. Sniff them. I mean, you need to be comfortable with our bodies. It makes sense that you should have this kind of practice!”

“You’re joking. You have to be joking,” he insisted.

“What would make you think I’m joking, David? Come on. Just do it. If you don’t, I’m going to have to go get the other girls from this floor, and I’m sure your butt is still stinging after that last set of spankings.”

It was!

Despite the ointment Julie had gently applied to the curves of his backside, he was still so tender. It was a ridiculous notion, especially since he was a man, he wasn’t supposed to be worried about getting spanked by a bunch of girls!

Then again, his denial didn’t change the reality of his situation.

“Go,” Mina ordered. This time, that was all she said, but it was enough. That word punched into the air, and he shifted.

He bowed his head down, and he looked at her pretty feet. They were slender, graceful, and strong. Then she casually lifted up both her legs, and she pressed the balls of her feet and her toes to his cheeks!

“Sniff,” she commanded.

The scent of her sweat filled his nose again. There was that aroma of damp heat, and he didn’t know what to do. He breathed in, and he stopped thinking. At the same time, he looked down at that girl on her back with her knees raised. She was so beautiful.

“Again,” she said. “Make it nice and loud for me. Go on. Sniff. Sniff so I can hear it nice and clearly!”

David obeyed.

Then he closed his eyes again, and she laughed. “Lick the arches of my feet,” she said next.

Again, he had no choice but to obey.

David tasted the salt of her sweat. He slid his tongue along her left arch, followed by her right. Then she pushed her big toe against his lips, and he wrapped his mouth around those curves. She was giggling now.

“That’s right,” she said, stretching out those syllables. “That’s exactly what you want to do, isn’t it? But you know, maybe you want something even hotter, something a little bit more damp?”

He shook his head from side to side and opened his mouth to speak.

Mina didn’t give him the opportunity. “Yeah, I think you want to come down here and sniff my armpits. Come on, boy. Do it.” She dropped her feet to the bed, raised her hand, and signed for him to come crawling into position.

This time, he didn’t attempt to close his eyes. Instead, he was looking right at that beautiful girl as he lowered his head down and crawled into position.

Then she grabbed his hair, and she had her left arm raised. She pulled his face down toward his armpit.

“Breathe it in. Breathe in the scent of your superior!” She was laughing despite the awkwardness of that command. It sounded strange. She had probably never intended something like this.

Or maybe she had.

She was an athlete. She worked out. Maybe the boys liked to tease her about being smaller or weaker or whatever. But now, she pulled his face up against her armpit, and she pushed her bicep down.

He felt like he couldn’t escape!

“That’s the scent of your superior,” she said again. “For the rest of your life, I want you to remember this. I want you to remember that a girl like me made you sniff her armpit, and there’s nothing you can do to change that! But hey, maybe I’m going to tell the other girls about it! Should I tell them about this? Should I tell them what you looked like when you sniffed my armpits and my feet?”

“No! Please, don’t!”

“Then pull off my shorts and my panties and go down on me!” she giggled. “Don’t worry. I’m sweaty all over!”

David started moving. It was easy and automatic. It was something he felt like he had to do!

He grabbed onto the elastic of her shorts. He grabbed her panties as well, and his knuckles slid along her hips. When he made that contact, this flair of electric desire ran through his body. He stripped her.

In some other fantasy, that would have signified something amazing, like he was taking control. At that moment, however, he understood that he was simply serving her. Not only that, he understood what would happen next.

“Did you like sniffing? Did you like licking? Did you like worshiping my feet because you know exactly who you are and where you belong?”

David knew he would hear those kinds of words again. The girls had come to their conclusions. Emma had spread her ideology.

He bowed his head down. He had pulled her shorts and panties off of that girl, but now he leaned forward.

Just as he expected, she put her hand on the back of his head. She pulled his face down between her inner thighs. “Lick,” she said. “Lick like a good and obedient boy! Lick like a servant and a slave! Lick because you know you have to do anything and everything I want!”

David obeyed.

He closed his eyes, but it didn’t matter, even as his nose brushed along her short pubic hair. Then he ran his tongue up and down along her sex. Before, he had tasted and smelled her sweat. Now it was her excitement.

She overwhelmed his senses, even as she squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks. That didn’t stop him, however.

Instead, he tasted her, and he worshiped her, giving Mina exactly the kind of pleasure she demanded.

“All of the boys are going to be just like you,” she promised. “They are all going to learn to serve. They will dedicate themselves to our pleasure! This is how it’s supposed to work, Mr. Broussard!” She laughed as she used his last name. Apparently, that had become a joke, and there was nothing he could do to change it.

“Deeper,” she said next. “Faster!”

Like the other girls, she demonstrated her ability to control her teacher.

He licked, sliding his tongue up and down. He tasted her, and he hated the way his shaft strained against his device. That chastity cage worked perfectly, however. It kept him locked up. It bottled up those desires, keeping them trapped. He clutched his eyes shut. He obeyed. He served. He worshiped her pussy, giving her anything and everything she wanted! Simultaneously, she still had her hand braced against the back of his skull.

“By the way, thank you so much for the grades! I checked online the other day, and I’m earning a perfect score! You’re an amazing teacher!” She giggled. She sucked in a breath. She let out that victorious laughter! “Or maybe I’m just a really good student! Maybe I’m just so much smarter than you! Is that it, David? Keep licking if that’s it! Keep worshiping me if you know I’m smarter than you!”

His cheeks burned with fresh humiliation. He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t want to serve or bend or break, but he saw no other choice.

These girls had him. More importantly, they made him accustomed to this kind of service. They showed him over and over that he had to obey! He thought about the spanking, the pegging, the time on his knees crawling, and the tricks he performed for these girls! All of those different details rushed through his body.

At the same time, he kept moving his cheeks, sliding his tongue, raising his neck, and pushing his face down against her opening. He worshiped that special spot, and now she was breathing harder and faster.

She sucked in one desperate gasp after another.

Within a few more seconds or minutes, Mina stopped taunting him. Instead, she simply enjoyed the raw rush of pleasure. At the same time, David remained aware of one simple fact: even if this was about physicality, she still loved knowing that he was the one doing it!

It would’ve been one thing if David had just been a boy her own age, some young man desperate to please her.

But he was the teacher. He was the new, charismatic, energetic, young and handsome teacher, but she owned him at that moment!

His tongue played along her pussy, going faster and faster, deeper and deeper! He worshiped her right until that moment when she cried out, savoring the ecstasy that pounded through her body!

She screamed out!

Then she was done with him.

“That was good,” she said between frantic breaths. “You’re dismissed.”

She obviously enjoyed that. At that moment, she was the authority figure, and she let him go.

David made his way back down the hall, into the elevator, then down through the lobby. Right as he passed those automatic doors out of the dormitory, he heard someone call his name.

“David!”

He froze.

The dormitory had resident advisors. There were some older girls in this building who were responsible for the younger students. These were the girls who helped mediate arguments, assigned rooms, and organized group events. They were also the girls who could potentially report him.

“Come here, David,” she called out.

Emma. It was Emma. Even as he recognized that simple reality, he turned around, and he approached her. That beautiful girl waited for him. She extended her hand, and she grabbed him by his wrist. She pulled. Moments later, they were back in the elevator.

It was only when they were clearly alone that David managed to turn to her. “I did what you wanted. I spent some time with Mina. She was the one on the sign-up list.”

“That’s good,” Emma replied. “And tomorrow night, I’m sure another girl is going to get you. Then again, I’ve heard that some of the girls have started placing bets, and you’re the currency.”

He narrowed his eyes back at her.

If this beautiful girl noticed, she didn’t say anything. She didn’t respond at all.

Then the doors opened, and she casually grabbed him again. She pulled him out of the elevator, down the hall, and into another room.

This was her room, he realized.

“Strip naked and get on the bed, slave,” she said. “I want you spread out and on your back.”

“What? Why?”

That girl grabbed him by his shirt, pulled him closer, and looked up into the teacher’s eyes.

“You’re going to do it because I told you too. Isn’t that obvious?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“For tonight, I want something else. Address me as Mistress.”

Mistress?

He knew the word. He understood what it meant. At the same time, he recognized her authority. When they had first met, he was a new teacher, someone who could tell her what to do. If she misbehaved, he could’ve sent her to the office. He could have assigned her detention or sent her out of the room at the very least.

But now, he pulled off his shirt, pants, shoes, socks, and underwear. Within moments, he was naked once again.

He had been nude in front of her before.

He hoped that maybe that reality would have dulled this experience.

It didn’t.

On the contrary, he was naked in front of her again, and she casually grabbed him by his balls. Even if it didn’t hurt, it didn’t matter because she was in control. She could grab his most intimate body part, and there was nothing he could do to stop her!

By now, he was naked, but he wasn’t on the bed yet. She grabbed his cheeks, she leaned forward, and she looked right into his eyes. There was that powerful stare, the shine of her iris, and the power of her proximity. When she was close to him like this, he didn’t know how to respond. He didn’t even know how to think!

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“On the bed now,” she ordered, raising her hand and snapping her fingers.

The subjugated teacher obeyed, dropping down onto his back. He was spread out. He wore nothing but that chastity device.

And now, she reached over, and she opened a dresser drawer. Then she pulled out the first leather band. She connected it to one of the bed posts. Then she strapped his arm to the mattress. She repeated this process with his other arm, followed by his two legs.

Moment by moment, this girl worked on him.

Before long, his arms and legs were strapped down, and he was powerless.

She straddled him.

She wore that dark gray, pleated skirt, that little pink blouse, and she had her hair tied back into a pair of high-end bouncy pigtails.

He hated how much he experienced that attraction. It was like gravity or magnetism. It was something fundamental to the nature of the universe. This girl was hot, and she drew him to her! She did it with hardly any effort, and he couldn’t fight it.

Even so, he didn’t get to be the aggressor. He didn’t get to be this powerful instructor or professor who could tell her what to do. He was just a new teacher, yet she owned him.

She controlled him.

And now, she leaned down, and she kissed him.

“You know, I was asking around after you left. Mina told me that you had to sniff her. Should I make you sniff me?”

“No, not that,” he said, almost whimpering. But even as he spoke, he could feel that twitch between his legs as his cock tried to harden.

The corners for her eyes crinkled with barely contained amusement.

She kicked off her shoes and slowly peeled off her socks. She tossed one onto his face. It landed across his nose.

Then she sat between his legs, raised her feet, and she pressed her heels down against the side of his face. “Did you like her smell? Sniff my feet. Tell me if you like the scent of my sweaty feet more!”

For several long seconds, David managed to hold his breath. But then she was laughing, and he sucked in a breath. He jerked his head to the side, knocking her sock away, but that didn’t help him because she stroked her toes from the sides of his face down to his cheeks, then his chin. She was teasing him until he inhaled. He caught her aroma. He caught the scent of that damp heat. It filled his nostrils, soaked into his senses, and slid down into his lungs.

“You smell better,” he said.

“Does that mean you want to sniff me? Does that mean you’re grateful for the chance to sniff me?”

David understood there could only be one correct answer. “Yes! Yes, Mistress!”

“Good slave,” she replied.

But then she pulled back, and she peeled off her panties, tossing them to the floor. “What about this? How does this smell? How does this taste?”

She sat on his face! She pushed her pussy down against his lips and nostrils. The tip of his nose brushed along her crevice.

He sniffed again. He breathed in.

“You love the scent of my pussy, don’t you? You love knowing that this is the smell of your owner!”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said from behind between her inner thighs.

“Serve me,” she ordered. “Serve me, slave.” It was a specific command, it was uttered effortlessly. She gave him that order, and he had to cooperate. He had to obey!

Her teacher raised his head, and he pushed his tongue up against her pussy.

He knew he was going to do this. He knew he was going to keep doing this. Whether it was Julie, Skyler, Emma, or Mina, these girls could command him. Then again, there were the other young women in his classes.

Again, and again, he would go down on them. For them, sex could be lazy. The orgasms could be completely unearned. They could snap their fingers, command him into the position, and he would do this over and over again. There was no stopping it. There was no escape.

She rode his face.

And now she had a different taunt for him. “Don’t worry, slave. I can make sure you’re always grateful for the opportunity to be owned!”

Grateful for the opportunity to be owned? That was impossible! That was never going to happen! He could never and would never give her that kind of satisfaction. Maybe she could blackmail him or keep him locked in chastity, but he wasn’t going to break, not like that!

She proved him wrong almost immediately.

“I have your key!”

She rode his face, and he wanted to beg. He needed to ask what she meant, but then she reached down, and she scratched something along his chest.

It felt cold, sharp, and metallic. It was the key. It was the key to his chastity cage. As such, it became the key to his obedience.

David needed to beg. He needed to plead.

Instead, all he could do was lick faster and harder. He went in deep, and he hoped that would be enough to please this beautiful girl! She was so hot, so gorgeous, so perfect in so many different ways.

She owned him.

She could own him for as long as she liked, and there was no way for him to fight back!

David whimpered, even as he kept servicing her.

She came, losing herself to that rush of pleasure, ecstasy, and completion. Then she was done, and she drew back. Still dressed in her blouse and her skirt, but with her panties discarded to the floor, Emma looked down at him. “Should I use this? Should I use this key right now?”

“That’s your decision, Mistress. I’m just your slave. I don’t get to decide what you do,” he said. That was one of the truest statements he had ever spoken at any point over the course of his life.

“Good answer, David.”

She unlocked him.

She released him from the chastity device, and she pulled off the toy, sliding the different parts away and tossing them onto the nightstand by her bed. Then she kissed him, and her hands rubbed down along his chest. He was so hard, so desperate!

He fought the restraints, yanking, and twisting against those bonds, but he couldn’t break free. She knew he couldn’t. They stretched a tiny bit, but that was the only progress he could make. In the meantime, she continued to taunt him with one soft caress and stroke after another.

Her lithe fingertips circled his cock. She squeezed, working him down and up.

“If I fuck you, does that mean I own you?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

For now, she didn’t respond. Instead, she talked with him and teased him.

“If I want to lock you up again, is that my right? Is that my prerogative?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

She laughed, drew back, spread her legs, grabbed his shaft, and mounted him. She took him, claiming him right there between the walls of her pussy!

Emma rode him, destroying any sense of time he possessed. She arched her back, moved her hips, took him, claiming him hard. Then she slid up and down. She had already embraced his cock, enveloping his shaft, and making him feel utterly helpless before that gorgeous girl.

Her pigtails bounced, her lipstick shined, and she used him, turning him into nothing but a living sex toy, there for her pleasure. At the same time, he was strapped down and completely helpless!

“I’m going to give you a command, and you’re going to obey,” she said between puffed breaths.

Unable to stop himself, David gave her the correct answer. “Yes, Mistress!”

“Come for me! Come nice and hard right now! Come for me, slave!”

Instantly, he obeyed, tightening his muscles, embracing that rush of satisfaction, and losing himself to the unstoppable pleasure as his cock pulsated. The orgasm swept across his skin, permeating every inch of his body. His fingers clutched, his toes curled, and he kicked down. His elbows shoved against her small mattress, all while she rode his cock.

Then she was done with him, and she drew back. She wiped him off and locked him up.

“Who owns you?”

“You do, Mistress.”

“Who controls you?”

“You do, Mistress,” he said.

“Don’t forget it,” she said before she kissed him right there between his eyebrows. Then she released him. Reflexively, David reached for his crotch. As he expected, he could feel the familiar weight of his device because this girl still owned him. In fact, she would always own him. Of that, he was sure. And for some reason, the idea made his cock twitch again.

The End
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Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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