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No Way Out

"Hey, Matt! It's great to see you again!"

"You too!" he called back. He raised his arm and gave an unenthusiastic wave when he saw that girl. For a couple of seconds, he couldn't even remember her name. Back at Easton High, he'd been junior when she was a freshman, and maybe they had a class together or she had dated one of his friends? Her face seemed familiar, but there were lots of people like that here today.

When he first enrolled at Winston University, he didn't really understand what Siblings' Day was supposed to be. The title was self-explanatory, of course, but the idea still surprised him. He knew other colleges had Family and Parents' Days, but one just for siblings? As a first-year student, he hadn't really worried about it, especially because Kate had been too busy to actually visit when she was a junior.

But this time, she decided she wanted to check out the college. She was a senior now, and it would be time to apply soon, so maybe she’d like to become one of Winston's Fighting Tigers?

He hoped not.

As Matt passed another couple of familiar faces, he raised his arm and waved.

On any given day at the university, he saw plenty of people from high school. Siblings’ Day doubled that strange sense of familiarity. In their town, lots of local kids ended up enrolling at Winston. It was a fairly affordable, state school. Plus, the university had a good reputation in terms of their IT and linguistics programs.

Finally, Matt made it to the edge of the parking lot, and he started to scan the different vehicles.

Kate.

Where was she?

He kept watching the different cars as he scanned for her familiar face. He waited for his sister to appear. As he searched the lot, he also tried to practice what he was about to say to her. He had envisioned this moment on so many different occasions over the last few months. When the idea first came to him, he dismissed it as an impossibility. Then he started to embrace the possibility a little more until…he decided. He was going to do it!

Matt’s heart pounded, and he thought about his Communications 102 class. In it, the professor gave a sympathetic speech about how she understood that public speaking could be terrifying for so many people. "For some of you, this might be the hardest thing you will ever do. I want you to know that. But I also expect you to overcome your fears. You know what the best way to get over a phobia of public speaking is? Do it. Do it again and again and again until it becomes second nature." As those words echoed inside of his head, Matt couldn't help but smirk. He had to do the same thing here—with Kate. He had to talk to her.

Frankly, the idea of standing up in front of the entire student body and giving a speech naked sounded easier than talking to Kate in this moment, especially considering what he had to say.

Part of him, just wanted to drop down onto his knees, to look up at her, to acknowledge her authority, and to hope that she would maintain the status quo from his childhood.

But that wasn't an option, especially considering all he had learned and the kind of life he intended to have with Audrey.

As he thought of his girlfriend, Matt glanced over his shoulder. A little hint of relief tickled the back of his neck when he didn't see her. She was coming out to meet them, but she was often late, and this was no exception. Besides, Matt understood he would only have one chance with Kate.

"Hey there, Mattie. How's my big brother doing?"

At once, he spun around, only to see that dark-haired girl standing in front of him. She was several inches shorter, yet that hardly mattered. She peeked up at him, and there was that shine in her eyes, and a smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth. When she saw him, she didn't see someone older, more mature, or deserving of respect. Instead, he was her brother, and they both understood what that meant, especially while they had been growing up.

For Matt, all of that seemed like a dream somehow. He had only been away for fifteen months...and yet, college felt like an entirely different world in so many ways. Here, men could be respected. Yeah, he had gone to a regular high school, but this was different, especially because he still lived in the dorms, and he interacted with all of those guys who knew who they wanted to be.

When he first enrolled, Matt had known that this would be a transition. Over the course of his childhood, from his very earliest memories, he had understood that his family was different.

"I'm good," he said.

"Are you? Are you really? You look nervous," she said.

He gulped. He couldn't control it. All of his fantasies and silently rehearsed conversations with this girl suddenly fell away. His sister leaned forward, just a tiny bit, and she asked in a low voice, "Have you been a good boy?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. Only then he bristled, his whole face tightening. Clenching his eyes shut, he dropped his chin to his chest.

Yes, Miss. The words had just jumped out of his mouth. He hadn't meant to say them aloud, especially because this was the worst way to start their conversation.

"I'm glad to hear it," she said. "But we're definitely going to have to discuss your situation here."

"My situation?"

"That's right," Kate replied. He tried to stare back at her, to intimidate her. Then again, it wasn't going to work. She wasn't just one of the "regular" girls at Winston University. She came from their family, and that meant she had the same kind of upbringing.

Kate started to walk past him, and then she called out, "Fetch my luggage, boy." There weren't any other students nearby, so she could be completely honest with him. She could treat them the same way their mother treated their father back at home…

This was it.

His only chance.

If he fell into those habits now, he knew he wouldn't be able to break free.

That one thought pushed them forward, so he tensed his muscles. Planting his feet against the concrete, he tensed his elbows and pushed his knuckles up against the sides of his body. "Kate, we need to talk. Now."

His little sister stopped.

She glanced over her shoulder and spun around. He stopped up to her and channeled everything he had learned over the course of his academic career. He thought of those debates in Professor Kelsen's class, the discussions in his English class, and the philosophical arguments in Intro to Ethics. Maybe his family couldn't see it yet, but he was a different person. At least, that was what he told himself. He needed to believe it.

"What was that?" Kate asked as she tensed her shoulders and turned back. When their eyes met, he felt like he was trying to stare down some predatory beast: a snake, a bear, a tiger, something or someone who’d tear him apart.

"We need to talk," he said. He drew in a slow breath. Or at least, that was how it felt to him. Heat splashed along his skin, his heart pounded, and he knew he had to articulate himself correctly. If he messed this up, the consequences could be severe.

He closed his eyes and pursed his lips and started again, "Kate, I want you to understand something. This is very, very important. I'm not the same boy who went off to college. I've grown. I’m more mature now, and that's why I am no longer going to take part in Mom's ideology."

"Mom's ideology?" Kate asked as she raised one eyebrow. She had turned around, fully now, and she approached her big brother. She kept her eyes locked on him, and he tried to meet her stare, only he couldn't do it. After all, this was the girl who had been allowed and encouraged to punish him ever since she turned twelve.

Maybe, when they had been very, very little, this girl hadn't enjoyed any kind of real authority over him. Still, he had been very much aware that his sisters’ perspectives and needs had always been prioritized. Yes, his mother loved him, but the girls were simply more important. But then, their Mother brought the entire family together, and she made the announcement, "Today, our little Katie is taking an important step forward. She will now have punishment privileges when it comes to her brother."

His chest squeezed as he considered those words. Even then, standing in that parking lot with the cool air watching over them, he had no trouble recalling those words or the flash of indignation. Every detail seemed so vivid, almost like the past was trying to suck him back.

"What are you saying? What are you trying to say to me?" She spoke clearly. Each crisp and precisely articulate word hit the air and dug into him.

"I'm saying that I'm going to be my own man from now on."

"Oh? Is that what you think?"

"Yes. That's what I think," he said. She blinked, apparently surprised. Then she stepped back. She considered him. She cocked her head slightly to one side. That same smile still touched her lips, only now she seemed to reevaluate him. "Fine."

Fine?

Really?

She’d accept it? Just like that?

"Can you do me a favor and fetch my luggage?"

She had just asked. Wait, was it really going to be that easy? At home, the dynamics had always been clear: the women ruled, and the boys obeyed. The hierarchy was somewhat more complicated, of course. When he had been very little, there was his mother, and she ruled like some kind of divine being. Her word was always law. First, she was an adult. Second, everyone in the family knew that she supported the household. This granted her even more gravitas and authority. Just as importantly, there was the fact that their father always obeyed their mother. There had never, ever been any question of who was in charge. He would say it out loud, bowing his head down and making it clear that he would do whatever she instructed.

And yet, the dynamics had evolved. As a baby, Kate had obviously been required to follow her father's instructions. Later on, she was given more authority. Suddenly, her father could make a decision, but Kate had the ability to bring the discussion to her mother's attention. And obviously, she could override anything her husband said. Later on, Kate was no longer subject to his decisions at all. First she could punish her brother, and eventually her father joined as well.

Now, she was legally an adult, capable of making her own decisions, and yet she had just backed down!

Because he didn't want to test his good luck, he said, "Absolutely." At the same time, Matt tried to sound cheerful. Yes, he had just asserted himself and his rights as an individual, but he didn't want to antagonize his sister.

His heart kept pounding as she held out the keys to her car. He took them, and he rushed back toward her vehicle as he got ready to help her. At the same time, he couldn't ignore the rush of adrenaline pulsing through his veins. At first, he thought it came from a sense of triumph. He had done it. He had confronted this girl and succeeded. Later, maybe he could do the same thing with his mother?

Even if he told himself that this counted as a victory, he couldn't escape a sense of unease that kept scratching at the back of his neck.

As a part of the Siblings' Weekend, the visitors to campus were given rooms on the girls' floor of Wright Dormitory. Matt had carried the three bags without complaining. Obviously, he wondered why his little sister would need so much for just one weekend, yet he wasn't going to argue or complain either, not when he wanted to grin like an idiot because he had done it. He had really done it!

After he dropped off her bags, Kate said she was going to head off and mingle. She had been friends with lots of past years' seniors, many of whom ended up at Winston. It was time to hang out and get reacquainted.

"And don't worry," Kate said with her usual confidence, "I’m looking forward to having dinner with you and Audrey tonight." Without another word, she turned and headed off.

Exhaling slowly, Matt nodded to himself and pulled out his phone. Predictably, he saw a text message from his girlfriend. Apparently, she had gone to visit one of her instructors during his office hours, and the conversation had lasted longer than she expected. She said she was sorry and that she looked forward to meeting up with him again.

Feeling awkward now that he was alone on one of the women's dorm floors, Matt quickly rushed down to his room. He closed the door and enjoyed a moment of gratitude since his roommate wasn't around.

He threw himself on the bed, and he stared up at the ceiling.

At first, he told himself he just wanted to relax and catch his breath. A lot was happening this weekend. The college always buzzed with a special kind of energy. There was the intellectual rigor, and the sense that both students and faculty were doing important work. Engineers were designing their projects, literature students were exploring the depths of culture from bygone eras, and programmers were figuring out what the next big thing might be. It had been wild and amazing, and now it was really changing him.

He didn't have to exist in a world of female supremacy.

Female supremacy.

Those words had pulsed inside of his head so frequently when he first arrived at Winston. But over the last few months, that had started to fade more and more. Of course, he understood what life was like at home. Boys were supposed to cook and clean and obey. Yes, his father technically had a part-time job, but his real responsibilities were at home. He needed to make sure everything was ready for his wife and daughter. He took on those tasks to enable their success. Besides, did his dad’s job even count if every paycheck went into his mother’s account?

But Matt could have a completely different life…

As he had grown up, he had observed so much of his family. He absorbed it, just as all children were inclined to do. In fact, he couldn't even remember where he had heard those two words for the first time. Who said it? His mom? His dad? Kate?

Female supremacy.

The concept was simple. Women existed as the center of every decision and discussion. Their perspectives mattered more. Power existed with them while a boy could only be useful in relation to the woman or women he served.

He was on his back with his hands behind his head, his fingers laced together. The knock cut across the air, and he jumped up, only to hear Audrey's voice, "Hey. You in there?"

He rushed over toward the door, threw it open, and saw her standing there. Petite and blonde with those bright blue eyes, she looked really cute, especially with her hair tied back into that ponytail. Rounded bangs curved down along her forehead. Every detail made him want to pull her close and kiss her.

When he first met this girl, he hadn't asked her out. He couldn’t be brave or bold enough for something like that. Even after they had started flirting, he hadn’t been able to make that first move.

They had taken a class together back in high school and their teacher had assigned them to work together on a project. When he first saw her, he followed her lead as he’d been taught. She was wildly beautiful, even back then, and he had barely been able to get out more than a couple of words. At first, maybe she'd been frustrated, only then she seemed to realize that he’d let her take control. Maybe she hadn't expected that. As a cute girl, she usually had to confront guys who would try to tell her what to do in one way or another. Even when they wanted to give her "helpful advice," it usually came down to veiled commands and instructions, even if those guys didn't know what they were talking about.

But with Matt, it had been completely different.

She loved how safe she could feel with him. She adored how he seemed to be completely dedicated to her desires.

And yet, he hadn't asked her out…

Audrey had been a little bit confused by this. At first, she assumed that maybe he was playing hard to get. And yet, he seemed to really like her, but he never acted on it. He defied so many of those norms and expectations, almost like he came from an entirely different world.

Even if Audrey had never gotten a real explanation for his behaviors, she grew frustrated and finally growled, "Do you like me? Do you want to go out with me?"

"I would love to go out with you," he had said. That kind of honesty and sincerity extinguished her unease all at once.

They made their plans, and they went out. They saw some sci-fi comedy, and it was terrible, but they didn’t care—not when they could be close and alone in the dark.

Again, he didn't act like any of the other guys. He didn't try to surreptitiously yawn or wrap his arm around her shoulder. He didn't joke about how she should go down on him since he had paid for the tickets. He was just a good and sweet guy. He made her feel secure and cherished in a way she had never really experienced from a boy before.

So they kept dating. They went to homecoming dances together, then Junior Prom and Senior Prom a year later.

But now, he surprised her when he reached up and cupped her cheeks between the palms of his hands. Matt tilted her head to the side, and he leaned down. He kissed her hard and pressed his body up against hers.

Unexpected, but certainly welcome, that kiss overwhelmed her. Heat flashed along her body, and it felt like something out of one of the cheesy romance novels so many of the girls secretly read on their phones when they thought no one was looking. His tongue pressed up against the edges of her teeth, and she kissed him back with that same ferocity.

Someone walked by the open door and chuckled. "Get a room," they said except neither Audrey, nor Matt could pay any attention.

"Wow," she breathed out when he finally let her go. Her eyes sparkled. "Does that mean you're not mad at me for missing the meeting with your sister?"

"I don't want to think about her. I want to think about you and us and our future," he said. That's when he pulled her close again, and she could feel his erection push up against her. She giggled and enjoyed the raw physicality. They had been together a couple of times, of course. She had always needed to initiate sex, and the same might be true right there.

That was fine with her.

She reached down and wove her fingers through his. Understanding what might happen next, he quickly grabbed the door and shut it. His girlfriend tugged, guiding him across the tiny dorm room. In less than five seconds, Audrey nudged him down, and he fell to his back, so she climbed on top of him.

"I like having you just like this," she said.

"Really?" Matt asked, his eyes shining with mischievous delight. He loved having her close; he loved reaching out and running his fingers along her thighs, up to her hips, along her waist, then toward her chest. He remembered the first time when they were making out on his bed, and she guided his hand toward the soft and deliciously firm give of her breasts. She had whispered something about how she loved the way he touched her, especially when it came to his kindness and consideration. She reminded him that he wasn't like other guys because he didn't try to get aggressive.

But at that moment, he itched for something else.

"Yes," she whispered. "Absolutely." She reached down to kiss him. She pressed her lips to his mouth, and that's when he indulged himself. He grabbed her and rolled her onto her back. Suddenly, he was on top, and he went for her arms, locking his fingers around her dainty wrists.

She looked up at him. "What're you doing?"

"This," he said, hoping it would be romantic. He leaned down, and he softly brushed his lips along her mouth. He kissed her with a caress of his lips along hers, and he listened as she purred beneath him. "Did you like that?"

"I think I like being on top," she told him.

"Well, it's my turn right now," Matt said. At the same time, he thought of his previous life, and now he imagined what he would be able to do. Yes, he had fantasized about standing up to Kate dozens or hundreds of times since he came to Winston. Back home, the concept never really occurred to him. In his mind, there had always been this partition between his home and school life. At home, the girls ruled and dictated every action and behavior. If he messed up, there would be severe consequences: corner time, spankings, or worse…But at school, he could almost pretend. Granted, it had been strange to go to high school when his little sister wasn't around. But then she enrolled, and he would see her in the hallways, and there would always be that consistent reminder of her authority.

He had broken away.

When he went home for the holidays to see his family, maybe he would have to behave himself. Perhaps he would follow the normal rules, but he could make his own decisions now.

The excitement shot along his body, making him hard as he imagined what he would be able to do.

Maybe obedience and female supremacy worked for his dad, but Matt was a different kind of guy, and now he could make his own choices. Again and again, he came back to that simple idea: he could make his own choices. He could decide for himself!

With a different kind of excitement simmering deep within his body, he looked down at his girlfriend, and he whispered one word into her ear. "Strip for me."

"Bossy," she huffed with a laugh even as she shimmied out of her jeans. She was naked from the waist down within seconds. He did the same, yanking off his pants and kicking away his shoes. Soon, he was right there, and he was on top of her, and he leaned down, and he kissed her again. Matt loved the taste of her lips, the feel of her body, and the simple connection between them even as he pushed into her.

She was already wet. They had been kissing for long, delicious minutes, and now he ran his fingers up into her shirt with one hand. He slipped his digits underneath her bra, and he could feel her nipples. The angles were awkward, but he didn't care. With his other hand, he went for her panties. Seconds later, he drew his hand back and aimed down with his cock.

He was ready for this.

He was ready for her.

Matt kept kissing her even as he pushed into her, stretching the walls of her opening. While the excitement surged through him. He pulled back and pushed forward. He closed his eyes.

He pumped her hard. At this point, he couldn't help himself.

As the pleasure danced along his flesh, he lost control, thrusting again and again. With every frantic movement, he savored the connection between them. Incredible pleasure coursed along his body, and it was all tinged with the knowledge that he was a different kind of guy now. He didn't need to yield to the women around him. He could actually take what he wanted.

He kept kissing her even as that flood of bliss rushed through his body. It pulsed from his core and up into his shoulders and down along the length of his arms. His toes curled, and he came hard, his cock throbbing until he was spent. He jerked back.

With a grin, he looked down at Audrey. "Sorry. I know that was a little bit rushed."

"It's okay," she said, grabbing her panties and jeans. "I’ll back in a second." She rushed out of the room and down the hallway to go get cleaned up.

While she was gone, Matt dropped down onto his bed, and he stared back up at the ceiling.

That just happened.

A playful grin curved along his lips.

That had really just happened…

Audrey came back, scampering up onto the bed and resting her head on his shoulder. "That was different," she said.

"I hope that you like different," he said.

"As long as you're my boyfriend," she said.

"Audrey…"

"What is it?" Obviously, she heard that shifted his tone.

"What if something changes between us? What if I'm really feeling like a different person right now?"

"Do you still care about me?"

"Yes," he said without any doubt or hesitation. "Absolutely." He worked to pack as much certainty into every syllable as possible, especially because he really meant it.

No matter what changed between him and his mother and father and sisters, he still loved Audrey more than anything.

"As long as you care about me and treat me right, I think we can get through pretty much anything." She sat up for a moment, bracing her weight against her shoulder and elbow. "But I do want to know, how do you feel like you're changing? We tried something new in bed. That's not unusual." She grinned down at him.

"I guess I just felt more assertive," he said.

"Right," she replied.

"You don't like it?"

"It was different…" Audrey told him.

"Different in a bad way?"

She dipped her chin down and shook her head for a moment. Obviously chagrined, she glanced off into the distance, probably because she didn't know precisely what she should to say. Although she had technically "dated" several boys before Matt, she didn't know if any of those "relationships" really counted. The first boy had been in the seventh grade, and "dating" mostly meant passing notes or text messages back and forth in Mrs. Eldrich's English class. A year later, a different boy asked her out, and they went skating together, but it wasn't like anything actually happened, and then it turned out he had to move anyway, so that relationship quickly came to an end.

Even if they had been together for several years, that didn't make her an expert, and there were those moments when she could feel that wide uncertainty deep within her chest.

That's why, when he looked up at her with those innocent eyes, Audrey wasn't sure exactly what to say. "I just want to be with you," she said. "But…"

"But?"

"But I think there’s something unique and special about you," she said. "Matt, you're not like the other boys. I, I guess I just don't want to see you morph into an asshole. Like when we first came here, I was really worried that maybe you would want to join a frat, so then you would just indulge in all of those really nasty habits."

"Toxic masculinity?"

"Toxic masculinity," she said with a nod. "But we go here now, and you’re always willing to listen to me." She smiled and shook her head again. "No. Actually, it's not just that you're willing to listen to me. It's like you're eager to listen to me. You care about what I say. You’re interested in my opinions."

Right away, he understood what she meant. Matt was an obedient boy, and he had been raised to follow the commands of the women around him. Technically, she was his girlfriend, so those rules didn't apply, not like when he was back home. At home, Kate or his mother could snap their fingers and order him to the kitchen to do the dishes, wash the floors, or get started on dinner. Some day, even his youngest sister would have that same authority. Each and every time, he would obey without question, especially if he didn't want to feel the bite of a strap, a crop, or worse.

The cane.

He had only felt that bite three times. It had been after one especially heinous infraction. He had been arguing with his little sister, and he actually pushed her. He hadn't meant to do it, of course. This wasn't any kind of conscious or logical decision on his part. Even when he remembered it, he could almost see himself from another perspective, like a camera watching it all happen. He pushed his little sister, and then she spun on him. She told him he had just made a terrible mistake.

Instantly, he had agreed. Fully aware of how badly he messed up, he tried to apologize to her.

Kate didn't listen. Instead, she grabbed him by one earlobe, yanked, and pulled him back through the house. Soon, she presented him to their mother, and she said, "Tell her."

He stuttered out what had happened, and that's when she nodded.

Then she ordered him to put his hands up against the wall.

Instantly, he understood that this wouldn't be a spanking. She had something else in mind. Then she grave that dreaded command: she told his little sister to go get the cane. Looking serious and solemn, Kate had nodded while their youngest sister watched. Even though it was obvious Kate wanted to start giggling at any moment, she maintained her determined façade. For her, this was going to be entertaining. It was a fun spectacle, and she couldn't wait to get started.

She scurried to the back room, and she came back with the cane. She held it up and snapped it down against the palm of her hand. With his face forward, he could only see a hint of movement from his peripheral vision, yet he still flinched as that noise cut across the air.

"Are you ready?" Matt's mother had asked.

She stepped up behind him, pulled down his pants, and touched the cane to his backside. His father had been punished like this on several occasions. Each time, both Kate and Matt been required to watch, but the boy never understood exactly what his dad had done to warrant this kind of punishment.

Then it started.

One strike! A bright red line appeared along his flesh. Matt hadn't been able to think about that, however. Instead, the pain exploded along his body, and he shoved his fingers up against the wall. On some level, he wondered if he would damage it, like if his fingertips or nails could actually rip through the drywall to the studs underneath. If he messed that up, would he be punished again?

Probably.

A second strike!

His eyes watered. His bottom lip trembled. He was fighting so hard to maintain some degree of dignity, especially because his little sister was right there, watching all of this.

As those tears ran down his cheeks, he began to blubber. He knew how pathetic he looked, especially with his mother standing right there behind him. She had readjusted her grip, touched his backside, and maybe he even hoped that would have been enough, like she would just chuckle and say that he had been punished sufficiently. She was the mother of the household, after all. She was the woman who made those decisions.

Instead, she yanked at the cane back, tearing across the air and swinging down against his exposed ass. Another welt appeared with the crack of the cane against his flesh. A newborn stab of hot pain exploded through his body. He cried out, his knees buckling. Yes, he fell to the floor.

Exhaling slowly, Matt tried to push those thoughts aside. Instead, he focused on the fact that he had confronted his little sister, and now he was with Audrey, and they had done something different and unique and special, and this was how his life was going to be from now on.

"I just don't want you to act like the other boys," she said.

"Right." He tried not to admit it to himself, yet the memories of the caning still made it hard for him to think like other guys. Those other boys had been raised to think for themselves. When they went home, they could act like miniature kings. They knew what they wanted, and they could go after it. Maybe there were some pressures that came from being at home, but it wasn't like they watched their fathers get treated like slaves. At home, they weren't bossed around like servants.

I'm not going to let that happen to me. All at once, he made that promise. In the same second, he also knew he needed to be a good boyfriend for Audrey.

"Look, maybe I'm going to change a little bit, but it won't be a big deal. I'm always going to be your boyfriend. I'm always going to be the guy who’s there for you."

Audrey was about to say something, only someone knocked on the door.

"Matt!"

Kate! It was his little sister, so he definitely needed to respond.

"I should probably get that," he said. He had already confronted her, so now he didn't want to upset her, especially because she could cause problems for him—especially at home.

"I get it. It's okay." Audrey laughed as Matt rolled off of the bed and quickly scrambled to pull on his boxers, his pants, his shoes and socks. Dressed again and almost presentable, he rushed over to the door.

Predictably, there was Kate. She stood there, and she had her hands on her hips. As he presented himself, she tilted her head to the side and asked, "Having fun?"

Right as he was about to answer, he looked further down the hall, and that's when he saw the other girls.

Some of them seemed familiar. He even knew a couple of their names. Then there were the other girls, the ones he had may be seen around campus? No. They were from high school? They were younger, probably in Kate's year and here for Siblings’ Weekend too.

"What, what's going on?"

The corners of her eyes crinkled with delight as she flashed a condescending and dangerous smirk. He knew how to read that expression; his stomach began to tighten. "Matt, we need to have a little conversation."

"Why?"

"Hey, Kate! How’re you doing?" Audrey waved from inside of the bedroom.

"I'm good," Kate answered breezily. "Sorry to interrupt whatever you were doing, but I need to talk to my brother for a second."

"No problem."

Turning her attention back to her brother, Kate smiled again, only she dropped her voice to this very low whisper. He had to strain to pick up on every sound she made as she asked, "Did you really think it was going to be that easy?"

"I, I don't know what you mean," he protested.

"Oh, I think you do. I think you do," she said, nodding to herself. "But guess what? You don't get to make your own choices. You were a brat, so you’re going to learn to behave yourself."

"We already talked about this," he began to tell her. In that instant, he kept his voice low, just like his sister had done. He didn't want Audrey to overhear any of this. Over the course of their relationship, he and his family had always kept female supremacy a secret from everyone else, including his girlfriend. At the same time, however, Matt still had to look up and wonder why those other girls were there. Worse, he could read their expressions. There was something haughty and dangerous—and familiar— written across their faces.

"Matt, it's time." That's when she raised her hand and snapped her fingers.

Get the girls lunged forward, and they grabbed him. Less than a second later, the door closed behind him. He glanced over his shoulder, and he tried to call out Audrey’s name, yet everything was happening too fast. The world blurred around him, and suddenly there were five or six or seven girls and they dragged this boy forward. Panicking, he didn't know what to do. He couldn't fight, and he couldn't flee. He froze, and they pulled him along, dragging him down the stairwell.

He didn't know any of these girls. Maybe he could have guessed at a name here or there, but he soon found himself shoved onto his knees in the middle of a bedroom. It was bigger than he expected. Then he understood why. The actual beds had been removed. "Don't get up," ordered one of the girls.

"What's going on? Why are you doing this?"

One girl stepped in front of him. She had sleek, shining red hair, vibrant green eyes, and freckles along her cheeks. She was gorgeous.

As he marveled at her good looks, she reached down and slapped him across the face, backhanding him. His eyes watered, yet he blinked through those tears and stared back up at her as he tried to understand what had happened. The stinging lingered along his skin, of course. Even so, the confusion seemed stronger.

"We know all about you," said the girl. "We know all about your family. We know all about female supremacy."

"Who are you?" Matt breathed out, if only because female supremacy had always seemed like such a specific thing. It existed at home with his mother and father and sisters. It didn't exist anywhere else.

Then again, Matt had never been brave enough to go online and search for anything. He had simply understood those rules and dynamics. There had been a specific structure and order for his life, and he had never been able to push back or question it. But now, he was on his knees and surrounded by these girls. He glanced to his left and he's right. A couple of them were blonde. Others had black hair. A brunette stood off to one side, her arms tight against her chest.

"We're your sister's friends," she said.

"Maybe you could also think of us as recruits," said another girl.

Titters and chuckles reverberated across the air. He turned to his left or right, but he couldn't tell who had spoken last.

The redhead grabbed him again, her hand sliding down into his hair. She yanked against his scalp, forcing his head back. "No more talking," she said.

After so much time at Winston University, Matt couldn't adjust automatically to follow their commands. He had learned to think for himself, to ask questions, and to speak when he had something to say. That's why he didn't think about this as he muttered, "This can't be happening."

The redhead struck again, slapping her open palm against his right cheek. Hot pain lanced along his skin.

"You can't do that," he insisted. At the same time, he tried to channel all of his newfound bravery as he worked to leap back up onto his feet. The girls standing to his left and right and behind him seized this moment. They pushed him down again, their fingers yanking against the sleeves of his shirt or shoving down on his shoulders.

All at once, he realized something. Maybe he would’ve been strong enough to overpower one or even two of these girls. He couldn’t take three, four, five, six, or more. Against these girls, he couldn't get up. He really couldn't get up!

Frustration pounded inside of his chest, in sync with his heart, but he didn't do anything about it. He couldn't.

"Your sister is going to come back, and she's going to explain everything to you. Maybe it's time you finally understood how the world actually works, boy."

When it came to female supremacy, he understood the world better than these girls. That’s why he growled, "This is insane. You can't just keep me here.”

“You’re sure?”

It was a simple question, just two words. He opened his mouth, and he wanted to answer, only his voice failed him. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't think of a logical, coherent, or rational explanation about why they couldn't do this. They had the numbers and seemed utterly determined.

Switching tactics, he looked back up at her, and he demanded, "What is going on here?"

Now the girl smiled down at him. She didn't answer for one, two, three full seconds. Against the rest of the world, the moments didn't mean anything at all. To Matt, they signified is something very special. She demonstrated her authority and power, especially because a pair of girls still had their hands on his shoulders. If he tried to run, they could grab him.

Or worse.

"What do you know about your sister?"

"Which one?" Matt demanded.

The redhead slapped him across the face again. Her open palm crashed against his right cheek. Then she backhanded him. She struck twice in quick succession, leaving his head spinning. Seriously, his vision seemed distorted for those first couple of seconds, almost like his brain didn't know how to process those sensations.

"Don't be cute," she said. "What do you know about Kate?"

Matt dropped his head down, locked his teeth, and exhaled slowly. As his heart pounded, he tried to figure out what he was supposed to say. "She's my little sister," he finally answered, knowing full well there was nothing from stopping these girls from really hurting him. In some old show, he remembered a comment about adolescents; from a psychological perspective, so many teenagers could actually be classified as sociopaths. He had no idea if that procedural crime drama had been accurate, only then he looked back at these girls. First, there was the redhead. After that, his gaze bounce from one young woman to another, and he could believe it. He could actually accept the idea that these girls had no conscience, that they could see him as nothing but an animal, and so they might try to break him.

Try?

When he saw them, he understood their ferocity and power in a way few boys could. Then again, most young men hadn't been raised in households driven by female supremacy. Again, he remembered the bite of the cane against his ass. That was just one punishment. He also recalled what it was like to see his father broken and tamed.

As far as he had been able to tell, his dad hadn't actually committed any particular crime. Or perhaps he had. As a boy in the family, it wasn't like he was entitled to any kind of explanation. If the women decided that Matt's father had misbehaved, then he would be disciplined. It was as simple as that, and there would be no argument, no appeal, no defense…

As he spoke, Matt almost wished he could just break. With his cheeks stinging, he knew it would have been so easy to simply yield, to dip his head down, to acknowledge this girl as his superior and to give incompletely.

And yet, he had enjoyed time at Winston University as a young man. When he spoke with the other guys, they talked about their plans for the future. Some of them wanted to become computer programmers who might one day founded their own tech startups. Others actually planned on going into genetic research or cybernetics. There was one guy who simply wished to go explore every country on the planet. Yes, that was his ambition: every single country. When Matt first heard that idea, he had balked. It seemed so random, so completely impossible, especially since Matt had grown up in a very different kind of world. Men didn't have ambitions. They cooked and cleaned and handed over their earnings to the women around them. Males weren't supposed to get aggressive or see past the horizon. They did as they were told. That was how he had been raised. And even if these flickering doubts had grown into something more, Matt still couldn't really understand.

"You're going to have to do a lot better than that," said the girl standing in front of him.

"She's my little sister, and she's smart and brave. I, I don't know what else you want me to say. She’s about to graduate from high school?"

The redhead smirked, raised her gaze, and seemed genuinely frustrated with him. More importantly, Matt started to hope that maybe she was going to give up, like she realized she was playing a game, and he had no idea what she was talking about. It was a nice idea, but then she spun back on him and struck again. She grabbed his hair, and she slapped his right cheek once, twice, three or four times. He couldn't believe it. The pain exploded along his cheek, and his eyes watered all over again. Around him, he thought he could hear the girls laughing, but maybe that was just his imagination?

She let go, and his head fell forward. He was panting now. He hadn't moved, yet his heart galloped in his chest.

"And what does she believe in?" His interrogator made this sound like a regular conversation between a couple of college students. They could have been back in some dorm common room or off in the library talking about the connections between authoritarianism and capitalism.

What does she believe in?

One phrase composed of two words popped into his head. The moment it did, he sucked in another breath. Suddenly, the pain lingering along his cheeks became irrelevant. Maybe those simmering sensations continued to pulse along his nerves, yet he couldn't bring himself to utter a sound.

"Now you're starting to figure it out," she said.

"How do you know about that?"

The girl backhanded him again.

That crack of sound cut across the air, all while his heart stuttered in his chest. More than anything, he ached to ask again, only his voice failed him. The question was right there, buzzing inside of his head, but it was supposed to be a secret. He remembered that distinct directive from kindergarten all the way up to his high school graduation. He wasn't allowed to tell anyone what it was like.

For Matt, it had always been this secret, something he simply didn't talk about. It hadn't even been a challenge, not when people naturally kept secrets. There were so many little niceties about the human body that an individual just wouldn't mention. He could file that idea away in the same section of his brain, so he hadn't talked about it.

He never brought up female supremacy. When his teachers discussed gender, he had been quiet.

But now he was surrounded by these semi-familiar faces, and he didn't know what he was supposed to do.

"It's okay," came a familiar voice. "You can tell her."

Kate!

He jerked his head up and found her standing in the doorway. At first, she just watched him. Then she strode forward, and she grabbed his hair just as the first girl had done. She jerked his head back, then she tilted his face to the left, then the right as she explored the red tingling along his flesh. "Nicely done," Kate said to her friend. "You can almost see a handprint." She chuckled. So did some of the other girls.

"Kate, what, what is going on?"

"Shush," she said. "Women are talking."

Instantly, he shut his mouth. He pressed his lips together into this hard line, not that he knew exactly what he was supposed to do. Uncertainty ripped through any sense of calm he might have been able to build up.

"Thank you so much," said the other girl. "It's difficult. I mean, I've been working on my boyfriend, but he’s a stranger."

"You get used to it," Kate said. "But for right now, I just want you to know that you did an amazing job. Now, do you mind if I take over?"

"He's your brother," said the other girl.

Matt had his head bowed down. With his eyes locked on the floor, he couldn't see much. There were the girls' legs. Some of them wore jeans. Others were in shorts or skirts, so he could see their knees or calves. Some of the girls were wearing sandals, others had on flats or sneakers.

"Say it, Matt."

Instantly, he understood what Kate expected to hear. And this time, it felt as though he had a lifetime of programming that forced him to obey her. "Female supremacy."

Hushed whispers vibrated across the air.

"Say it again. Louder this time."

"Female supremacy," he answered. At this point, he stared down at the floor, only Matt didn't see anything. Inside of sight, there were only those two words. They overwhelmed him. They seemed to steal away every ounce of self-control he possessed.

"And what does that mean?"

"It, it means…" In the next moment, something possessed him to lift his head, and to look past some of the other girls. Between the visiting high school seniors to the arrayed college girls, he saw one person in particular.

His voice stuttered and stopped. His lips remained parted, only he couldn't bring himself to make his vocal cords vibrate. A chill ran through his body. It was powerful enough to stifle the heat glowing along his cheeks.

Audrey.

His high school girlfriend stood right there, her eyes narrowed, her expression completely and utterly unreadable. She was studying him. That much was obvious. She looked like she was trying to understand, as though she couldn't process what was happening in front of her.

Kate slapped him. Her hand struck, one quick blow across his face as though they were back at home. "Don't look at her. Look at me. Don't look at her. Look at me," she instructed. Then she grabbed his hair again, and she pushed his head back. With his heart hammering in his chest, he tried to think. Adrenaline burned hot across his veins. Despite his best efforts, Matt couldn't still comprehend what was happening.

Audrey. Audrey was right there! Audrey was standing off to the side. She had her arms pulled up tight against her chest, almost like she was cold. She was trying to understand all of this, of course.

"I, I'm looking at you, Kate," he said. Then something else clicked inside of his head, and he remembered the proper address for his little sister, "I'm looking at you, Miss."

Miss. This honorific wasn't supposed to ring with power or authority. At home, their father frequently referred to their mother as "Mistress." While so many of his peers had grown up hearing that word as some signifier for an illicit lover, Matt knew what it really meant. A Mistress was powerful, unstoppable. She had completely tamed and mastered a boy, which meant she had total control. There could be no other possibility, no other version or interpretation. In his mind, there could only be one real meaning for those sounds.

Still, he referred to his sister as "Miss," and it always reminded him of kindergarten and Miss Morgan. She had dark hair, and she was young, and she was very pretty, and it was incredibly common for boys to develop crushes on her. The parents always thought it was cute. Later on, Matt heard jokes about how so many of the fathers would also develop crushes on her. They couldn't help themselves, not when she was so vivacious and sweet. There was this adorable innocence about her, and she attracted them.

But for Matt, that young woman would always be this incredibly powerful woman. Miss Morgan.

But now, he had to use that same term with his little sister.

He felt small and pathetic, especially because Audrey was right there, and his girlfriend was watching him, and she still had that unreadable expression on her face.

Perhaps, deep down, he hoped she would drive forward and insisted that this was wrong and that they weren't supposed to treat him this way. He could picture it so easily. She would rush ahead and shove between the different girls. Then she could stand up straight and call out, "This is wrong. You can't do this!"

"And what about that other part?" Kate asked, popping his reverie. "What is female supremacy?"

His insides tightened, and he dipped his head down once again. Even though he didn't want to do this, he saw no choice. Like so many other boys who grew up in female supremacist households, he knew what he had to say. "Female supremacy is the idea that women are inherently better than men." The words tumbled out of his mouth. He had said them before at home, of course. And now, the repetition came back. "Female supremacy is the idea that women deserve to rule. Women should be in charge of every sphere of human existence." Mastering those words when he was much smaller had been so much more challenging. Now the syllables tumbled out of his mouth like they were some natural extension of his being.

"Good," she said. "Now, be quiet." That's when she reached down into her pocket, and she pulled out the small rectangle. He saw the little box of cigarettes, and his brows tightened. He drew in a breath, and he tensed to argue.

Of course, he had known that Kate smoked. It was supposed to be a bad habit, something she didn't actually do.

When it came to his sister, and every woman in his family, he knew he wasn't supposed to question their actions. He had just repeated the definition of female supremacy. And yet, he couldn't completely bury or ignore that jolt of revulsion that shot through his chest.

In high school, he had a health teacher who loved to talk about the dangers of cigarette smoking. She utilized all of these scare tactics, showing different pictures and describing the various statistics. Matt had listened, and he understood what all of this meant.

Still, he didn't say anything. He watched as his little sister plucked a cigarette from the box, brought it to her lips, and drew the lighter from her pocket.

She clicked it, the flame sparked into life, and she brought it up to the tip of the cigarette. It glowed bright. The soft orange glowed there, and now she inhaled, filling her lungs. She pinched it between two fingers, and then she exhaled slowly. "Would anyone else like one?"

At first, no one said anything. Finally, another girl called out, "I would."

What? No…

Audrey had spoken.

That was her voice. That was her distinct voice.

"Very nice," Kate said with a chuckle. She drew in another breath, exhaled slowly through her nostrils, letting the tendrils of gray smoke shoot down in front of her full lips. She handed her friend one of the cigarettes and lit it for her.

A couple of other girls also asked for one. Magnanimous, Kate handed them out, and she lit Audrey's cigarette before handing the lighter to another girl.

The acrid aroma hit the air. It made his eyes water again, and he tried to hold his breath, like that could actually be a solution.

Second by second, he ached to interrupt despite the command his little sister had given him. She told him not to talk. Still, he stared up at Audrey, and he tried to understand what that girl was thinking. He worked to comprehend how this could happen.

First, she wasn't supposed to put up with this.

Somehow, the fact that she was smoking actually seemed more important. Consciously, he knew that was ridiculous. From a completely intellectual perspective, whether she smoked or not didn't actually matter. Still, he couldn't get past that fact even as he watched that beautifully lithe girl hold the cigarette casually in one hand. The tip continued to burn, and she sucked in another breath.

He needed to say her name. He had to call out to her. He needed to talk to her. Didn’t she realize how disgusting a habit this was? And yet, the girls were smoking all around him, and he still couldn't bring himself to speak. One command had gagged him.

"Lovely, don't you think?" Kate asked.

By now Audrey had her own cigarette. She had taken the thin, white stick between her fingers. Then she let her friend light it. With the tip burning into the golden orange, she considered it. He stared back at her and silently willed her to stop. It didn't work. She held it up and brought it to her lips.

Second by second, Matt tried to believe this would stop. He kept thinking he might be able to close his eyes.

Only then, Kate leaned over and whispered something to the other girl.

"This is incredible," Audrey whispered. "I didn't think it could be possible. I…"

"Were you thinking about this before?"

Matt opened his mouth. He wanted to say something. Kate chuckled, drew another breath, making the tip of her cigarette glow even brighter. But then she motioned for him to come closer. She pushed him down onto his knees. He had been standing without even thinking, and now he found himself dropping down in front of both of these girls. There was Kate, his little sister. There was Audrey, the girl he loved.

Before Audrey could answer, Matt contemplated what these girls had talked about when they had been alone.

Had Kate lied to Audrey? Did she say something to trick her? With his heart pounding and the adrenaline shooting through his veins, Matt couldn't think about this clearly. He struggled to put the different ideas together.

"I don't know," Audrey said. She dropped her head down, smiled, and then peered back at Matt.

Again, he opened his mouth, like he wanted to speak, but that was the moment when Kate saw it, so she looked down at him, and she ordered, "Stick out your tongue."

Instantly, he knew what this meant.

The other girls were laughing now. They had figured it out as well, yet none of them interrupted. None of them stepped forward to help him either.

Despite the reluctance twisting and coalescing at the center of his being, he straightened his head, and he stuck out his tongue. Maybe he had been able to enjoy a quiet conversation with his little sister out in public, but now they were behind closed doors, and he was surrounded, so he knew he couldn't escape.

Still, he fantasized about running. He wanted to jump up onto his feet.

He had to do it.

He had to get away!

Something inside of him broke.

Matt really did it.

He jumped up onto his feet, straightening his back and kicking his toes down against the floor as he tried to run.

The group of girls all around him laughed. A couple of them shouted. Others were pointing. It didn't matter.

They grabbed him. Neither Audrey nor Kate moved to stop him, but it didn't matter because the other girls were quick enough. They grabbed him again, reaching out. Someone took him by his right wrist. Another girl grabbed onto his left bicep. Someone managed to slide her fingers into one of the loops on his pants, yanking hard. He stumbled back. Maybe he would've been able to break away from one or two of these girls. With three or four lunging and grabbing him, they yanked him down, pulling him back and shoving him to his knees.

"That was rude," Kate said.

"Very rude," Audrey replied.

Matt blinked as he looked back of his girlfriend. What? No! There was no way Audrey would play along with this. And yet, he had never imagined that beautiful, innocent girl holding a cigarette either.

"I think he needs to be taught a lesson."

"What kind of lesson?" Audrey asked.

"You'll see," Kate promised, her eyes lit up with excitement.

At several points, Matt actually tried to rise to his feet again. He kept glancing back at the door. It was right there! If he could get to one of the stairwells, he could sprint outside, and maybe could find help. He could find a professor or a campus cop or…

The different possibilities raged through his head, only now Kate chuckled and asked, "It's okay, Audrey. You can be honest with me. Were you thinking about this before? Right now, when you see her boyfriend on his knees, how does that make you feel?"

"Good," Audrey admitted with a single breath. "Really good."

"Try this," Kate said before she turned back to her brother. "Open your mouth now."

"No. I can't," he said, pressing his lips together right after those words jumped out.

"Do I need to use the cane?"

The cane.

He thought again about one time and those three strokes and how they had ripped through his defenses. They tore down every thought, every coherent notion that had once existed inside of his head. Now there was that raw, bruised memory deep inside of his skull, and he shivered. His insides twisted as he contemplated this beautiful girl taking the cane to his naked ass right there in front of everyone.

No. No way. No, he couldn't let that happen!

"No," he panted out. Matt had hardly moved, yet his lungs kept pumping. Hot anxiety pressed down against his lungs, making it hard to catch his breath.

"Tongue out," he said.

At that last moment, Matt glanced over at Audrey again. Eyes wide, he desperately tried to communicate with her, like he thought this beautiful girl might decide to help him. She could intervene, after all. She was a young woman. They would listen to her. If she stepped forward and insisted that they stop, then maybe he would get the chance to escape.

Audrey watched, smoking, studying him, utterly intrigued. She was fascinated by this, he could tell. That's why he dropped his gaze down, parted his lips, and stuck out his tongue.

Casually, Kate brought the cigarette back up to her mouth, she inhaled, and then she filled her lungs with that acrid, silvery smoke. In the next moment, she pursed her lips and exhaled slowly, sending a thin jet of gaseous quicksilver right down into his mouth. Rubbed up against the back of his throat. He could smell it. First, he tried not to breathe, only then she put one hand on the top of his head, and the other on the curve of his jaw. Kate forced the boy to shut his mouth with that silvery smoke right there.

He tried to exhale it, only she put her hand over his mouth next. Then she pinched his nose. His eyes widened, and he jerked his head from side to side, only the other girls were holding him again, making sure he couldn't simply drop back or stumble away.

The smoke burned at the back of his throat. It seemed to invade every inch of his skin. He didn't know how that was possible.

Laughing now, Kate finally let go, and he coughed desperately, throwing himself forward. He was down on his hands and knees.

"Would you like to try it?" Kate asked as she turned back to his girlfriend.

Eyes wet and watering now, he looked back up at the other girl.

Audrey.

Again and again, he came back to that one question. What had Kate said to her? How had she been able to convince his sexy, innocent girlfriend so quickly?

His girlfriend sauntered forward, taking one languid step after another toward this boy. Then she glanced down at him. "Close your eyes," she said. "I'm going to kiss you."

With no other choice, he had to obey. In that instant, perhaps he didn't know whether or not he believed her. It hardly mattered because he obeyed. He shut his eyes. He didn't get to see this beautiful girl take in a slow breath or inhale on the tip of her cigarette.

In the next moment, she leaned in, and she kissed him, just as she promised. Perhaps there was even that instant where he started believe this would be good for him, like she was going to show all of the girls there that she really cared about him.

It was a lovely idea, only then he parted his lips, and that's when she clamped on. She grabbed him by his cheeks, her palms pressing against his face as she exhaled. He pushed the smoke right into his mouth and up against the back of his throat. His eyes widened, and he tried to pull away, but Audrey didn't let him go. She exhaled hard, blowing that smoke right into his mouth. She clamped on, and she tried to escape, to tear his head free, but he couldn't do it.

Finally, she let go, and he stumbled forward again, dropping onto his hands and knees. He couldn't believe how he was in that spot again. Eyes wet, he glanced around, and he saw the other girls laughing at him. There were so many of them. More importantly, they weren't going to let him go. They had him right there, and they could keep him for as long as they like…

What were they going to do to him? What do they have in mind?

Maybe deep down, Matt could start to figure it out for himself, only then he glanced up. He was still coughing, yet he could hear Kate. She wasn't talking to him. She had her phone out, and she said, "That's perfect. I can't wait to see her again. I think this is going to be really good for her. Just a few minutes? Perfect."

What was that about?

He didn't care.

Biting down, Matt tried to think of everything he had learned over the last few months. He was a college student here. He attended Winston University, and that meant something.

As he tried to clear the last of the bitter taste, Matt shoved himself back up onto his knees. He wasn't naïve enough to attempt to stand. Clearly, these girls wouldn't allow anything so dignified. They wanted this boy down in front of them.

"Audrey…" Matt began as he struggled to catch his breath. "Audrey, you can't really do this. You can't really believe in all of this. This isn't a game. She really means it."

Gingerly, Audrey came forward, and she kneeled down in front of him. She had her elbows resting against the sides of her thighs as she looked into his eyes. "I don't know about that..." she let her voice trail off. Then she glanced up at the other girls. She turned around and made eye contact with Kate, and something seemed to pass between them. "I've been thinking about this for a while now. I've really enjoyed having you as my boyfriend, but I think I want something else now."

"What?"

"Control," she said.

Matt answered right away without thinking. He heard that word, and he knew what it meant. He understood exactly what she had in mind. He had grown up in a household surrounded by powerful women who took complete control. Authority always rested with the girls or his mother. Even his father hadn't been able to compete. "No. No way."

"I'm sorry, did you think this was a debate?" Audrey asked, her eyes flashing. Her hand shot up, and she ran her fingers through his hair. She had done this countless times before, and it was always sweet or romantic or playful. This time, she took a powerful grip, and she jerked his head back. She forced him to stare back at her. "This is what's going to happen. We’re going to work on you today. Your sister told me what you did. You think you can just run away from your family? You think you can just act like some spoiled, ungrateful brat? No." Audrey held his hair with her right hand. She lifted her left, and she looked down at him.

She backhanded him!

Her hand flew out, and this burst of rage played across her features. Maybe she was thinking of every annoying, sexist thing any boy had ever done to her. Maybe she thought about the catcalls or maybe-threatening, maybe-playful smirks. Perhaps she remembered what it felt like when some big guy walked up to her and invaded her personal space. Maybe some of those men didn't even realize what they had been doing. They made her uncomfortable in one way or another, and they didn't bother thinking about their actions.

This time, Audrey knew exactly what she was doing as she struck him. She backhanded him once, twice, three times. By now, his eyes were wide and wet, his vision blurred from the tears.

"Strip," she ordered.

"What?" Matt had to ask, almost as though he couldn't possibly process what he had just heard.

From a few feet away, Kate chuckled. She had her arms over her chest. "You heard her. Strip."

Breathing fast, he glanced around the rest of the room. Audrey, Kate, and the pack of girls surrounding him had made it clear what he had to do. Tentatively, he reached for the bottom of his shirt. Second by second, he kept hoping someone would change her mind. Kate? No. That would never happen. Audrey? Maybe, only then he glanced back at her, and her eyes met, and he could feel the glee radiating off of her.

Worse, she announced, "I’ve thinking about this for such a long time. Kate and I even joked about it. But I didn't think it was really going to happen."

He heard those words, and he glanced at her again. He tried to convey something.

"It's okay. There’s nothing wrong with being owned. There's nothing wrong with boys being owned." She called those words, and it sounded like she was testing them out for the first time.

By her command, Matt pulled off his shirt. He yanked off his shoes. Next, he went for his pants, and his hands were trembling.

"Strip," Audrey commanded.

The repetition beat down against his psyche as he yanked down his pants.

"Not good enough," Audrey said. He still wore his black boxers. Only a little while ago, he had been on top of that girl, and it felt incredible, only now he saw her smiling down at him, and he knew he had no choice.

Because she could make any demand, he pulled down his boxers, and suddenly he was naked. The other girls scrambled in, and they grabbed his clothing, taking away every thread. "Matt, hold out your arms," Kate instructed.

Right away, he understood what was about to happen. He glanced up. Sure enough, he watched as his sister pulled the shackles out of the bag. She held them up and let them dangle.

"Audrey, would you like to do the honors?" Kate asked.

His girlfriend grabbed the metal bands, and she pulled them up over toward her boyfriend. Moment by moment, he kept staring at her. His head twitched from side to side as he tried to shake and communicate with her. She had to understand how badly he didn't want for this to happen, only Audrey smiled at him. She flashed that beautiful, angelic grin, and then she snapped the cuffs into place.

These weren’t toys. They didn't come with some automatic release, and they weren't made out of plastic either. He couldn't tear free.

Then Audrey grabbed him by that slender chain between his wrists, and she pulled. She yanked him back up onto his feet, and then she pushed him to the wall. "Are you ready?"

"What, what are you going to do?"

"Who am I?"

"You're Audrey. You're my girlfriend?"

A couple of the girls around them growled or shook their heads. Obviously disappointed, they didn't like that answer.

"Who wants to go first?" Audrey asked.

"I think you should get the honors," Kate replied. "After all, he's going to belong to you."

He's going to belong to you. She uttered those words with such casual ease, and now they boomed inside of his head even as Audrey held out her arm. She took the cane. He had his head turned, and he saw it. Then she touched it to his naked ass, and he tried to shake his head from side to side. He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. No. No way. Again and again, he attempted to deny the truth, only Audrey stepped right up behind him, and she touched that solid strip of wood to his backside. His heart kept hammering even though he didn't move. At the same time, he scrambled behind his eyes as he attempted to come up with some argument, something he might be able to do or say to get her to change her mind.

Off to the side, Kate watched. She took a slow drag on her cigarette as she enjoyed the show playing out before her.

"Remember, Matt. This is good for you."

No. No, it couldn’t be.

His little sister smoked right there, and he yearned to break free. He was naked now, cuffed, and utterly powerless. With his palms pressed up against the wall, he tried to think of something.

CRACK!

There was that sharp sound and the slicing sensation as hot pain ripped through everything else. His eyes widened, but he didn't see anything. He couldn't. That was just one blow, and the pain roared through his body.

He cried out, gasping, panting. He tried to suck another breath.

Audrey swung again. She held onto the cane tight, the smooth would grip beneath her soft fingertips. She spun down in a tight arc, and another explosion of pain wracked his body.

It was an inferno. A red line appeared along his naked ass.

And yet, she still wasn't done. She went again.

She struck even harder! He couldn't contemplate it. He couldn't understand. He became this raw nerve, a broken animal, a toy for these girls to play with. They struck again and again, unleashing that torrent of agony.

He wanted to let his knees buckle, but a couple of the girls came up, and they grabbed him, holding him. They shoved him up against the wall.

In the meantime, Audrey struck once, twice, three more times. He lost track of how many times the cane fell.

"Oh, you started without me?" someone asked.

At first, he didn't recognize the voice. He couldn't, not when those other sensations tore through him. Yes, each caning came down hard against the curves of his ass, yet the agony seemed to sweep along every inch of his body.

It overwhelmed him. It confused him. It left him shocked and disoriented. He couldn't think. He couldn't understand.

But then, Audrey grabbed him by his cheeks, and she turned his head to the side. And that's when he saw her.

Clara.

His youngest sister.

"Oh, that's not fair!" Clara pouted.

No. Not her cute she wasn't supposed to be there.

Fresh ways of shame rolled across his psyche. He wanted to shrivel up. He wanted to shrink down and disappear altogether, but that wasn't an option.

"Here," Audrey said. "You should get a chance."

"Really? I thought I was too young?"

Kate smiled. "No. I think you're the perfect age to punish your brother. Make him cry."

"I can do it," Clara said, sounding just a little bit nervous. Then again, she was surrounded by all these high school seniors and college girls, so she wanted to show them that she really did belong there. The young woman exhaled, puffing out her cheeks.

"Are you nervous?" Kate asked, touching one hand to her little sister's shoulder.

"Maybe a little?"

"Think this would help?" Kate held up a cigarette.

"No! You can't do that!" Matt insisted, only this boy was naked, his eyes wet, his cheeks shining with those tears that had already rolled down his face. Still, there was that a jolt of rage.

Clara was supposed to be too young for this, but the girl just shook her head at her big brother before she took the cigarette. She inhaled slowly. Then she blew a puff of smoke right into his face. He coughed, at the other girls held him in place, making sure he couldn't get away. And now Clara took the cane in her hand. She exhaled slowly, and she swung down.

The first blow hurt, but it wasn't anywhere near as bad as what Audrey had inflicted.

Clara tried again.

The pain increased.

She struck for a third time. At this point, his fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. His muscles tensed, and he tried to deny it, yet his defenses had already been shattered.

That girl struck again and again, getting more confident with every blow she landed. She picked each spot, and she left bright, vivid the painful redlines all along his ass.

Something else inside of him shattered.

He cried out!

He was whimpering. Maybe he was even begging. They couldn't understand the words that dropped from his mouth, especially because he couldn't shape any coherent sounds. He made more and more noise. The girls were laughing. He tried to listen to them. He couldn't. As the pain swarmed his senses, he lost control.

And then he collapsed. His knees buckled, and he fell to the floor.

At this point, he was whimpering. He couldn't stop himself. He blubbered from one moment to the next, all while his heart pounded and the girls were pointing or laughing or whispering back and forth as they contemplated at the broken a boy in front of them.

"Beautifully done," Kate said as she clapped. "But you know, I don't think he's completely broken in," Kate continued.

Distantly, he heard those words. He tried to understand, and he looked back up at his girlfriend. He couldn’t even wipe the tears from his eyes. Naked and pathetic, he was still cuffed. Then the girls whispered back and forth. This time, he didn't have any chance of overhearing what they said or planned.

Finally, Kate nodded toward some of her friends. They grabbed him again and forced him back up onto his feet. They shoved his for head against the wall, his fingers splayed and his palms flat. Heart pounding, he tried understand what was going on. When he attempted to turn his head, Clara grabbed him by his throat. She pushed her fingertips up against of the curves of his job, "No. No spoilers!"

What was going to happen? What were they doing? He could hear the shifting fabric of clothing, but that didn't give him anything concrete. At the same time, he shivered as he remembered that simple truth of enslavement. It didn't matter if he knew what was going to happen, since he wouldn’t be able to stop it anyway.

Moment by moment, he waited. He worked understand or predict what was going to happen next. He couldn't help himself. Despite the pain that still simmered along his flesh, Matt knew there was no escape. It didn't matter what he did. It didn't matter what he said.

Audrey came up behind him, and she stroked his ass, sending a shudder of desire running through his body. Then she slammed the strap-on into his ass. She shoved forward, pumping into him, penetrating him, humiliating and degrading him in front of all of those girls. His eyes widened. Instantly and without thinking, he tried to clench down. It was a reflex.

It didn't matter. He couldn't stop her.

She buried that cock, pushing it deep into him, all while the other girls watched and laughed.

She yanked back, only to thrust into him again. She threw the cock forward, pushing her hips up against the curves of his ass. Then she stopped, and she leaned in and whispered, "From now on, you belong to me. We aren’t going to play pretend, not anymore. Maybe I didn't really understand what was going on, but I always suspected. Did you honestly think you could completely hide the truth from the? That's why I've been thinking about this. I've been thinking about it for a long time, boy."

Boy.

She didn't use his name. She didn't see him as a person. In that instant, with both Kate and Clara watching, he surrendered completely. He had no choice, not with those cuffs around his wrists or the smoke in his lungs or the pain still vibrating along his nerves.

She yanked back and pushed into him again. She made sure it stung. She made sure he could feel every inch, the friction of that slick shaft running against the walls of his opening as she claimed him.

"Say it," she ordered as she pushed herself up to the hilt again.

"I, I belong to you," he breathed out. "I, I’m yours." The words were there as though they had already been etched into his psyche, and now he simply had to read them aloud.

"Yes, you are," she said before she started laughing. The sound beat against every thought he tried to form. She jerked back, only to thrust into him again and again. All around them, the girls are watching and laughing. He tried to call out, to say something, to do something, only he knew he couldn't.

He thought Winston University meant he could escape. But no, female supremacy had touched his girlfriend. And now, Audrey knew who he was supposed to be. All of these young women understood the truth. Women were born to rule. Men were created for slavery.

She finally jerked back, and then she looked into his eyes. "Are you a broken boy?"

"Yes," he promised.

"Will you be my slave?"

"Yes," he agreed.

"When you do whatever I want?"

"Yes. Yes, I will. I, I belong to you," he said, stuttering through those words.

"Make him prove it," Clara called out.

"I like that idea," she said.

Clara rushed forward, she whispered something to Audrey.

Audrey's eyes widened for a moment, but then she grinned and nodded. "I like it. Let's do it." They pushed him down onto his back. He felt the floor. Suddenly, there were all of these girls encircling him. They were watching. But then, he saw Clara as she kicked off her shoes and peeled off her tights. She even pulled off her panties. What was this?

"You're going to drink, and if you miss even a single drop, there are going to be consequences. We’re going to make sure you regret it. Understand, boy?"

He didn't, only then that petite girl sat on his face, and suddenly her opening was right there, placed above him, but it wasn't what he thought. She relaxed, and then he felt the hot stream. It splashed down along his tongue into hit the back of his throat. All at once, the scent overwhelmed him. It was even stronger than the cigarette smoke, and he started to drink, to gulped it down, knowing he couldn't let a single drop escape.

"Hello, Miss," said her father.

Both Clara and Kate came into the kitchen, but her little sister quickly scurried off. Maybe she wanted to tell her friends about what had just happened. Technically, they were supposed to keep all of this a secret, yet both girls could understand how the world was changing. For their mother, maybe discretion had been the most important element of her lifestyle. But for these girls, they could feel it spreading. Dozens of girls on campus were now eager and ready to take their own slaves.

He had proven to be the perfect demonstration. Going forward, he would continue to serve.

It wasn't like he had a choice.

"Hello," she said sweetly, batting her eyes. "Come with me, boy."

At once, she motioned for him to follow her, he obeyed. He trailed after her as she took her place in the living room. She sat down on the couch, crossed her legs, and points to the floor. "You and I need to have a little conversation."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

She lit a cigarette, smiling to herself as she saw that little grimace flash across his face. Her father knew better than to say anything, yet the revulsion still played across his features. He could try to hide it, but that disgust would always be there. She didn't mind. If anything, she enjoyed it.

She lit her cigarette, enjoyed that first puff, and said, "You know, your son was officially enslaved stay."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"And as I watched him get caned, I was wondering about you, Dad. I was wondering how you felt about all of this."

"I know my place."

"Oh, but that's not I asked," she said as she took another pull on her cigarette. "By now, Audrey has probably rested up, so she might be fucking your son right now with a nice strap-on. How does that make you feel?"

"It makes me feel…" His voice trailed off, but then he hardened his lips and glanced down. He was on his knees in front of his daughter, but he didn't want to say it. That much was obvious.

Too bad.

She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair, just as she had done with Matt. She jerked his head back. "You didn't finish."

"I, I…"

"Mouth open," she instructed.

At once, he obeyed. Unlike Matt, Audrey's father hadn't enjoyed any kind of taste of freedom for years. And so he obeyed, sticking out his tongue, and now his daughter used it like an ashtray. She pushed her cigarette down and twirled it to the left, then the right. Hot pain exploded along his nerves, but she still didn't stop.

She finished, and then she tossed to the cigarette aside. He could clean it up later. In the meantime, she pulled out her pack and the another one.

"You still haven't answered me," she said.

At this point, he had a harder time talking. The pain resonating in his tongue and probably made it hard for him to shape each sound in syllables.

For her part, she didn't care. If anything, his pain only amused her. It added to the enjoyment of seeing that subjugation rush across his face. "How does it make you feel to know that your son is getting enslaved, just like you? He's going to be property. He won't be able to think for himself. This is his life now. This is his life, just like yours…" She chuckled. "Like father like son."

He opened his mouth to say something. He wanted to speak. "Tongue," she ordered.

At once, he stuck out his tongue, and she tapped her cigarette, letting the ash fall and burn against his flesh.

"Go on," she said, her eyes shining.

Her father, June a breath. "It, it isn’t my place to have an opinion. I, I know that the women of the world will take over. They deserve to take over. They've taken over this house. They might take over your school. I don't know. I'm just a man, and I don't have an opinion."

"Good answer," she said. "Tongue out again." She was done with the cigarette as well, so it was time to put it out…

The End
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