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Outsider Discipline

This was complete nonsense. Clutching his phone, he stood there in the hallway and waited. Daniel didn't have time for this; seriously, he had real work that required his attention. His dissertation was almost done, and he was ready to leave this institution. He only had another semester or two before he’d be ready to venture out into the world of academia to make his mark. He had these ideas he wanted to explore, these theorems he wanted to write, and these problems he seriously intended to solve.

As far as he was concerned, the department chairwoman and the rest of the teachers at this school should have been grateful for his contributions. Obviously, he knew what he was doing. While so many of his peers had struggled as undergraduates, Daniel had burned through one class after another, easily earning strong grades. His classmates have relied on gimmicks and tricks; the professors have been forced to add these condescending weighting metrics to make sure most of the students passed as they scrambled into learn the requisite math.

Daniel, meanwhile, had excelled.

Only now he had to see the note again. Exhaling, he glanced at the door, willing it to open. It didn't, so he indulged in that other destructive instinct. He lifted the screen up, and he saw the email.

According to the email, the department was facing significant budget cuts, so his funding had been slashed. Unless he could find "an alternative," he was going to be on his own.

Seriously?

This university claimed to be a major leader in STEM education. Maybe he didn't have the political acumen to jump into the corporate world or to go after some prestigious engineering position, but he was still going to make something of himself. He just needed to finish his PhD, find a tenure-track position, and start his real work.

For any of that to happen, however, he needed funding! He needed his housing stipend and the paychecks the department sent him as he worked on his research. Besides, that had been part of the deal. If he had been willing to pay more, then Daniel would have been able to go to some other college and probably finish faster, especially if the teaching load had been lighter.

Teaching…

He hated it.

First, he had to deal with those whiny and entitled undergraduates who thought they could do whatever they wanted. Second, he wasn't interested in pedagogy or playing around with students who had no idea what they were doing. He wanted to explore something truly challenging. After all, Daniel was happiest when he could sit down, scan across the numbers, consider the variables, and draw conclusions that no one else seemed to see. He wasn't always right, but there was still that bright satisfaction that came from figuring out each equation. Things were different with his students. Mostly, they just wanted to type numbers into an AI engine and hope for the best.

It was pathetic.

Right as he slipped his phone back into his pocket, the office door opened, and she appeared.

Instinctively, Daniel didn't believe he was supposed to be intimidated by a woman. As far as he was concerned, he had certain evolutionary advantages. This woman may have been taller than him, but he had the musculature and build to be able to overpower her. This was something he understood (intellectually, at least). A woman may have been taller than a short guy like him, except he would’ve been able to take her in a fight.

Fortunately for her, this was a professional situation lodged deep within the heart of academia. Consequently, he wouldn't wrestle her down.

And yet, that predatory instinct still simmered beneath the surface of his skin and behind his eyes.

It didn't help that she was beautiful.

Right when Daniel saw her, some of the anger dissipated from his core.

"Hello, Daniel," she said. It could’ve been her imagination, but her tone almost sounded cooing. "Come in." She stepped back, leaving the door open.

As he approached the threshold, Daniel told himself that he wasn't nervous because she was beautiful. Frankly, he hadn't been able to understand how this happened. It would have been rare enough to have a math department headed up by a woman, but she was also hot…

He noticed that once again despite the seriousness of his situation as he entered her office. She was still stepping forward and slipping behind her desk. He admired her straight red hair, her slender build, and the sleek black jacket she wore. It seemed to hug at the contours of her shoulders and waist. Then that skirt was far shorter than what he would have expected. Granted, she was wearing tights, which made this all very professional and appropriate even as her outfit seemed to invite his attention. He snuck as many quick glances as he could while simultaneously imagining what it would have felt like seducing her. He craved that blissful scenario where he could grab her, pull her wrists up against the wall, lean in, whisper something intense into her ear, and feel her squirm as she moaned with hidden desire.

"Go ahead and have a seat," she said, motioning to the empty chair.

Daniel swallowed and nodded.

"Ma'am, I was hoping we could talk…"

As he paused, the department chairwoman interjected, "Call me Janelle."

Janelle. That seemed inappropriate, especially because he doubted a man would have given him that kind of liberty. Although she was probably trying to be nice, Daniel didn't really care. As far as he was concerned, positions of leadership belonged to men. He didn't have anything against the female half of the population; rather, Daniel just assumed that they weren't brazen or aggressive enough to really handle the responsibilities of power.

Unfortunately for him, Daniel was just a graduate student, so it wasn't like he could really do anything but shut his mouth and keep his opinions to himself.

"Go on," she said.

"Janelle...I just received my funding report for the upcoming semester, and I'm very concerned." That sounded professional, detached and neutral despite the exasperation simmering at the pit of his stomach. Theoretically, he could have gone out to get a job, but he knew that would slow him down. If he needed to finish his PhD on time, then he needed the support of the college!

"I'm sorry," she said. "There have been budget cuts."

"That's it? There's nothing I can do?"

Just like that, he fell into her trap without even realizing it.

This beautiful redhead smirked at him. In that moment, her gaze seemed to shift, becoming appraising as she watched him. Maybe he was short, but she could certainly appreciate his hair, the strong ridge of his nose, and breadth of his shoulders. Like so many other women, she may not have commented on the sexism of the men around her, but that didn't mean she wouldn’t notice. That didn't mean she couldn't see the way he watched her, like he thought he was entitled to stare.

"Actually, there’s a program that might be able to help you. Are you familiar with the Persephone Institute?"

"No," he said. "What is it?"

"A school. It's a rather unusual school," she told him.

"What? Is it a school for delinquents or something?" Daniel asked, immediately thinking he would turn her down. The idea of jumping out into the corporate world to find some analytical position irritated him, but he knew he could do it if he really had no other choice. It would slow him down, which was infuriating, but at least he’d be able to finish.

"Quite the opposite, actually," Janelle replied. She leaned forward a little bit, and that was when he had a much harder time thinking, all because he noticed the smooth contours of her neck, her chest, and the curves of her breasts. He tried to meet her gaze, yet there was something gravimetric about her cleavage. He longed to stare. In fact, it seemed to require extra efforts not to make the ridiculous mistake of leaning forward and trying to grope her.

That would have been completely and utterly inappropriate.

Still, his instincts as a man prompted him to want to try.

Janelle continued, "The Persephone Institute is a finishing school for young women."

"A finishing school?" Daniel asked. He injected as much seriousness into his voice as he could, largely because he didn't want her to realize that he was staring or that his eyes kept flicking down toward her blouse and the soft curves of her mounds. "I didn't know those existed anymore."

"That might not be the official designation they use, but it's effectively what the Persephone Institute actually is. Young women graduate from high school, and they take a couple of years at this school before moving on to college."

"Wait," he said. "It's an all-girls school?" He didn't know if it was the arousal already dancing just beneath the surface of his skin or the sudden tightness in his pants, but Daniel imagined a bunch of pretty high school graduates running around and partying. He thought of those girls, and he reflexively imagined the cheerleaders from his own high school. He envisioned pretty blondes, brunettes and redheads bouncing and dancing.

Outwardly, Daniel appeared completely professional. Behind his neutral expression, he envisioned an orgy with moaning co-eds.

The moisture drained away from his mouth.

"It is," she said. "And that wouldn't be a problem for you, would it?"

"Wait, I don't understand," he replied.

"Your stipends have been reduced," she said, "because of budget cuts. That said, our college is starting a new partnership with the Persephone Institute. That means they want some of our teachers to join them."

"I'm just a graduate student," he protested. Even as the words left his mouth, they hummed with false modesty, mostly because he pictured those girls, and he doubted they would even be able to handle quadratic equations on their own. More likely, those were just a bunch of rich girls who’d decided to fool around. He doubted they had any acumen for real mathematics.

"True," she said. "But all of your advisers speak very highly of you. I'm sure you could handle it."

"Right…"

"So what's it going to be? If you agree to teach at the Persephone Institute, I'm sure we come to an arrangement. We’d be able to find you some extra funding if you can handle this for us. What do you think, Daniel?" Her tone shifted. She leaned forward a little further, and now he noticed the glistening red lipstick she wore. Not only that, her eyes seemed to glow with something nearly hypnotic. He gulped, glanced down and kept his hands firmly locked on his waist even as his fingertips pushed into his palms.

Theoretically, he was supposed to be outraged. He had come there to protest, to argue that he was one of the smartest students in their department, so he obviously deserved to have his funding restored. Only now, he thought about this school…The Persephone Institute...and he imagined how those girls look up to him.

Normally, Daniel has some trouble with members of the opposite sex. Even if his arousal pounded through his body, he was short. Unlike other guys, he didn’t try to lie about it. He’d face the truth. He was still handsome enough, but so many women would glance at him, notice his height, and immediately ignore him. It was even worse on the dating apps; when he was honest and entered the numbers correctly, girl after girl would just swipe away without giving him a chance.

But at this finishing school?

He’d be a college boy. He would be this vaunted young man capable of mathematics that they could hardly conceive of.

"I'll do it," he said.

"That's what I thought you'd say," said the department chairwoman. "You can go now."

As soon as he stepped out of her office, he took out his phone again and started to research the Persephone Institute. At first, he expected the description of a party school, like these were the rich girls who were already bored of traveling the world, so they decided to gather at some fancy hotel and call it a learning experience.

But then he found their website, and he saw those pictures of beautiful girls.

Right away, Daniel thought of the sorority sisters at this college. On the one hand, he wished he could dismiss them, especially because they were usually nothing but airheaded bimbos. On the other hand…they were so freaking hot. He thought of their glossy blonde hair, their perfect breasts, their shapely asses, their long legs, and the way their outfits always seemed calculated to tease him in particular. He thought of those swishing short skirts, their halter tops and those little vests or tight T-shirts. Even in winter, they seemed to favor those clinging pairs of pants that contoured themselves to every inch of their gorgeous legs.

Daniel got hard when he finally checked out the website, and he saw more of the same: beautiful girls, young and nubile, smiling flirtatiously with at the camera.

"Fuck," he whispered.

He had gone right back to his apartment, shut the door, locked it, and retreated into his bedroom. There, he saw pictures of the girls at the Persephone Institute. He knew this was probably unethical, just as he understood no one would be able to figure out what he did in the privacy of his apartment.

He started touching himself. He savored that freedom and power, especially because he swiped from one image to another. Theoretically, they were all supposed to be generic. These were the pictures prospective students were supposed to review before deciding whether or not they should attend the institute.

Daniel didn't know what it was, yet the excitement pulsed through his body, growing stronger and stronger as he touched himself. Then he gripped his cock, and he squeezed. There was that flash of heat, the wild excitement, and the spurts of ecstasy.

He arched his back, kicked his heels down, and lost himself to the sensations as he tried to memorize every pixel on his phone. That blonde girl smiled back at him, and he imagined what it would be like to intimidate her, to teach her, to be this authority figure in her life who could manipulate her and enjoy the feel of her lips on his mouth or maybe around the contours of his cock...

Daniel quickly got himself cleaned up, but then he grabbed his phone again, and he was curious. He wanted to know exactly what this place would be like. The pictures had been a wonderful start, only he needed some real information.

This time, he seriously read about the institute where he’d be teaching.

The Persephone Institute had always been something of a mystery to outsiders. It was officially described as a finishing school, but even that term had long been a misnomer. Founded in 1953 by Althea Harrow-Wentworth, the daughter of a powerful steel magnate, the institute had been created to fight against sexism and empower women. At least, that had been the idea at first. As feminism stretched across the world, growing stronger with every generation, the Persephone Institute started to change. Instead of simply enabling women to make their own choices, these girls started to learn more about leadership, power, control, and male vulnerability.

It didn't happen at one specific point. Instead, the transition was more subtle than that. Little by little, the students, teachers, administrators came to the inevitable conclusion that women were stronger and smarter. Maybe this was just a function of being out on their own. Isolated from the rest of the world, they weren’t subject to the same kinds of nonsense that other women experienced, which meant they could draw their own conclusions.

Despite her wealth, the school's founder had grown up surrounded by elegance and sex-based limitation. Still, she had learned the languages of diplomacy and charm: French at seven, Italian at nine, and German by twelve. She could embroider, pour tea without spilling a drop, and hold court in any ballroom from Manhattan to Marrakesh. But for all her polish, Althea remained on the sidelines of power, watching men steer the world with a kind of practiced ease that came from knowing how things worked. Just as importantly, people gave them the chance. It was always so infuriating, especially because she had money. Consequently, she was supposed to have power and the respect that entailed. Then again, she was still a woman. As a woman, few of the men in her life would take her seriously.

She may have been rich and an heiress, yet Althea didn’t get enough of a say in her own life.

Her father’s empire had been built over decades and dismantled in under five years, largely by men who welcomed her to meetings with flattery, then gutted her inheritance with paperwork she had never been taught to understand.

That betrayal fueled her vision for the Persephone Institute. She would teach and educate young women who could see master charm and wield it to get what they wanted. Her girls wouldn't just smile or curtsy; they would learn to take control. They would know how to fight.

More importantly, the institute’s girls would know how to negotiate and work their way through the men who currently dominated every sphere of influence.

This would be her school, and it would be different.

The girls who came to her institute would get a real chance to succeed.

From the outside, the institute resembled struck most spectators as anachronistic. It was set on an estate of sweeping lawns and manicured hedges, its architecture steeped in old-world grandeur.

At first, uniforms were required and young women could be seen practicing curtsies on the marble steps or attending etiquette luncheons where every fork mattered. There were still formal dances and choral recitals, and the term “young lady” was spoken without irony. To most observers, it looked like a museum of polite femininity, or worse, a relic clinging to outdated gender norms.

But beneath that surface, the curriculum was far more radical. Persephone’s teachers never intended to prepare women for marriage. Instead, the faculty trained their charges to seize power and take control. Students studied leadership, global economics, applied mathematics, political strategy, neuropsychology, male psychology, and game theory. The courses demanded intellectual rigor and emotional precision. A girl might spend the morning analyzing international trade policies and the afternoon rehearsing how to gracefully decline a manipulative request. Their lives were a constant exercise in dual fluency: the mastery of both appearance and substance.

Despite those outward appearances, the school still drew criticism from every direction. In the 1970s, some feminists denounced the institute as regressive while accusing it of reinforcing traditional gender performance under a different name. At the same time, conservative commentators worried aloud about its secret agenda. They imagined a cloistered stronghold for elite girls who were being trained to dismantle traditional hierarchies under the guise of civility. A few op-ed pages were filled with warnings that the school was a breeding ground for cold, overeducated women who would one day become CEOs, senators, or worst of all...divorce lawyers.

Men, in particular, seemed unnerved by the institute. Their fear often took the form of mockery or disdain. Other males called it an extremist feminist enclave that disguised ambition as etiquette. They suspected it of being little more than a finishing school in name only, a place that taught girls how to weaponize their femininity to manipulate the world around them. Rumors circulated about bizarre admissions rituals, about a secret "pipeline" that guaranteed elite jobs, about young women who could quote both Cicero and stock indexes before their twentieth birthdays.

In truth, the Persephone Institute did operate like a pipeline, but it wasn't a secret. Over the last three decades, the school's graduates had spread out through the world. Now they occupied positions of authority in government, corporate boardrooms, and even academia. Juliana Medeiros, class of 2019, had gone on to Stanford and earned three majors before becoming one of the youngest partners at a global consulting firm. Nadia Nkrumah, a scholarship student from Ghana, had founded a think tank for African women in tech and was now a fixture at international policy conferences. Rory Levin, another alumna, had helped draft diplomatic language in several key U.S. treaties before her twenty-fifth birthday. These women were not outliers. They were precisely what the Institute had promised to cultivate.

Of course, those achievements only related to their public lives. Those were the kinds of details you could find on their LinkedIn profiles.

They had other skills and talents, which they only employed behind closed doors.

They knew how to manipulate, tease, control, and especially punish the men who made the mistake of crossing them.

After all, few men in the mainstream society understood just how powerful something like a chastity cage could be. And if denial wasn't enough, then maybe those men needed special reminders. Lots of girls who graduated from the Persephone Institute recognized what a swift kick or thrust of a knee could do to a boy, especially if she connected perfectly against his balls.

Lots of men wanted to believe they were stronger and faster. Perhaps, from a purely physical perspective, that was true.

And yet, boys carried those special vulnerabilities right between their legs.

Even if guys considered the possibility that a powerful and confident young woman might come up, grab his biceps, yank herself forward, and slam her knee into his crotch, he probably assumed the law would take his side. That might have even been true, only there was a huge problem: the male ego.

The girls who attended the Persephone Institute understood that a boy who suffered that kind of blazing agony rarely recovered the psychological strength necessary to fight back. It was a mental thing. Guys like Daniel didn't know this, but the balls could be the key to complete and total male subjugation. After all, a guy who took a knee to the crotch would collapse, whimper, maybe howl, and experience something utterly unforgettable.

And when he saw that girl again…

...He wouldn't be angry or belligerent. He’d be scared.

The girls at the school understood this. They learned all about male timidity; all too often, guys tried to compensate for their balls, but women could use this.

As students, these girls were some of the best. More importantly, they had the psychological training necessary to make sure they saw the men around the world as potential targets. Earlier in American history, girls were taught to be shy, sweet, soft and demure. But at the Persephone Institute, they learned how to fight back.

The faculty, too, had been chosen with care. Many were former diplomats, lawyers, analysts, or professors who had left prestigious posts to join Persephone. They were not lenient, nor were they particularly nurturing. They held their students to the highest standards and expected them to perform with excellence in both appearance and intellect. Their authority was absolute. Dr. Portia Lang, who once served as a U.N. mediator, taught rhetorical strategy with the intensity of a trial lawyer. Professor Hye-Jin Kim, a mathematician who had once taught at MIT (Daniel had actually read some of her papers), led the analytics division with silent rigor and breathtakingly complex exams. These women did not coddle their students.

The girls who enrolled were a strange blend of the ultra-privileged and the wildly ambitious. Many came from old money, their names pre-printed on the alumni plaques before they even arrived. Others were international scholars with stories that read like political thrillers. The only commonality they all shared was a drive to learn and a passion for success. Even if the girls couldn't acknowledge when they first arrived, they craved power. They hungered for influence.

These were the young women who would take over in the following generations. They studied late into the night, held mock negotiations over breakfast, and filled their leisure time with projects that would make most adults balk. Gossip could involve a classmate’s illicit internship with a hedge fund or speculation about who would make it onto the Capstone Council (a leadership group whose members often went on to Ivy League law schools or diplomatic posts).

Students were trained to understand the psychology of authority, the sociology of influence, and the subtle mechanics of every room they entered. They knew when to speak, when to listen, and how to ensure they were never dismissed. They learned the power of loaded questions and framing devices. They studied fashion as signaling theory and worked hard to make sure that they controlled how their peers, subordinates, and superiors saw them.

And now, Daniel was about to walk into this institution of higher learning for girls with absolutely no idea of what he truly faced.

He scanned across the different websites and blinked when he saw a few of those prestigious awards and alumni, but he never really recognized what was about to happen.

On his first day, he couldn't deny the excitement that had nothing to do with math or education. Instead, he thought of those girls, intending to impress them. He envisioned himself standing in front of some grand lecture hall while talking about an important concept. The girls probably wouldn't get it. Then again, they would still see him and understand just how articulate he could be. Besides, he was handsome enough. As a teacher, when he was in charge, he could be charismatic and charming. Not only that, he may have been shorter by most standards, but he could still intimidate his students. He knew how to straighten his back, square his shoulders, clear his throat, and stare down those undergraduates who thought they were smart enough to take his class.

He wondered if he could use that same kind of strength to entice some of these girls…

Although he read up on the (sanitized) history of the school, he hadn't really cared about the impressive graduates or their educational theories. Instead, he focused on the most important part: the girls. He thought of how he was going to seduce them. He thought of how he was going to have so much fun playing with them…

When he first arrived, it wasn't anything like what he had imagined. He had imagined chandeliers, marble staircases, and maybe a lawn filled with anxious girls holding books they didn't intend to read. Daniel had not expected the gates to creak open under motion sensors, nor had he anticipated the security kiosk equipped with biometric scanners or the woman in a sharply tailored blazer who looked like she could rip his dissertation binder without breaking a sweat.

“This is a school?” he muttered under his breath as the rideshare slowed along the long, cobbled drive.

The Persephone Institute’s main building appeared more like a palace than a school. It rose out of the landscaped grounds with quiet grandeur, its limestone façade catching the morning sun. Sleek glass windows reflected the trimmed hedges and surrounding trees. The symmetry of the estate was almost unsettling.

Every corner appeared designed to convey control. At first, there were no students in sight. The campus was silent as if waiting for something to prove itself worthy of entry. If anything, this reminded him of an R&D facility or maybe some hypermodern art museum.

Daniel adjusted his jacket, which felt both too stiff and not formal enough. A trickle of sweat slid down his back.

The driver glanced at him in the rearview mirror.

“You’re not their usual type,” she said with mild amusement as he paid.

“I’m not a student,” he replied curtly.

“I gathered.”

She drove off without ceremony, leaving him to face the towering entry alone. Daniel exhaled and made his way forward. He navigated the opening hallways and found the headmistress’s office.

After speaking with Janelle, Daniel had exchanged emails with someone named Headmistress Astor. From the name and title alone, he had expected an older woman with a tight bun and an ironed wool skirt. He imagined she would offer him tea and call him “young man” even though he was nearly thirty. Perhaps she would refer to his dissertation using the wrong vocabulary or ask if he could tutor her grandson. He had expected someone traditional and vaguely incompetent.

He had not expected Genevieve Astor, Headmistress of the Persephone Institute.

The woman behind the walnut desk in the main office did not resemble any stereotype he had constructed. She appeared to be in her forties. Her hair was dark and styled in a sleek chignon. She wore a black sheath dress, pearls, and heels that did not look forgiving. Her presence filled the room without effort. When she looked up from her folder, she gave him a glance that measured more than it greeted.

“Hello, Daniel,” she said in a voice that was both smooth and precise. “You're not what I expected.” Even though she was seated, he automatically assumed she would be taller than him by several inches.

He hesitated. “Thank you?”

“That was not a compliment.”

He frowned but said nothing.

The headmistress gestured toward the chair across from her desk. Her motion was not welcoming. It resembled a command, so Daniel sat. He told himself that he was used to hierarchies; academia loved them. Different instructors could have talked about how much they valued equality, but there were specific ranks at every university: from teaching associates at the bottom to the underpaid lecturers, assistant professors, associate professors, and fully tenured instructors who dominated their departments.

“I reviewed your file,” she said as she turned another page. “PhD candidate in mathematics . Funding terminated due to budget cuts. There are also some notes here about your personal beliefs."

"I can be professional," he promised. Daniel leaned forward slightly. “I may have had a few disagreements with one of my advisors.”

“Right,” she replied.

“I was the top of my cohort before the review.”

“I imagine you were,” she said. Her tone held no credulity, only a faint trace of humor that made him feel oddly small.

He glanced around the office for something to ground him. There were tall bookshelves, abstract art in muted tones, and a vase of pale flowers. Everything was elegant. Nothing was personal. He felt like he was inside a brochure.

“You’re Headmistress Astor?” he asked right away; she didn’t appear to be amused.

“I am,” she replied. “You may call me Headmistress Astor. Or Headmistress. You will not use my first name.”

He nodded. “Understood.”

She closed the folder and placed it on the desk as though she had already made a decision.

“This is not a charity,” she said. “We do not offer positions to men who are trying to recover from academic disgrace.”

“I’m not—”

“You are,” she interrupted. “You lost your funding because of incompetence. You're a male, and you have a hard time focusing. I have seen boys like you before. You can use whatever excuse you want about budget cuts, but colleges can always find funding for their most valuable assets. Clearly, you were not one of their most valuable assets."

Daniel’s jaw tightened. He had always struggled to hide his irritation; her tone made it even harder. Who did this woman think she was? She worked at a glorified finishing school! She didn't have the right to talk to him like this!

“With respect,” he said, keeping his voice controlled, “I’m here to teach math. I’ve taught undergraduates. I’ve led tutorials. I’ve written curricula.”

“For the students at your college,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Mostly male?”

“Yes, mostly," he said. He wasn't sure why, but his answer sounded like some admission of guilt. Normally, he almost sounded gleeful when he described the gender breakdown at his school (as if the male majority proved something). Then again, he always loved to walk around the science, engineering, and math departments. Whenever he wandered around those areas on campus, he knew he'd find a bunch of guys. Maybe a few students here or there would be female, largely because they intended to become teachers. The real work, however, was done by the men. As far as Daniel was concerned, this was an important reason why guys were always going to be in charge. The feminists could whine, but men deserved to rule.

“Interesting.” She leaned back in her chair and tilted her head. “This will be quite a change for you.”

Daniel forced a smile. “If you’re worried I can’t teach women, I assure you I’ll manage.” At this point, he couldn't help himself. A little smirk curled up from the corner of his mouth. "Girls are easy."

“They won’t be testing you with eye rolls and gum,” she said. “They’ll be analyzing your points, counter-arguing, and, if necessary, correcting you. Our students do not disrupt classes. They dismantle them. Their critiques are thorough and usually accurate.” Then she flashed a different kind of smile. "Besides, we have a specific set of hierarchical expectations here."

"I'm sure I'll be fine." Daniel leaned back in his chair. “I’m a mathematician. I prefer precision.”

“Then we’ll see how long you last.”

He tried not to let the comment sink in. He reminded himself that this was a discussion with his boss, not a debate. Still, the idea that he would be intellectually outmatched by girls who were taught how to sip tea and walk in heels felt absurd.

“I’ll let the material speak for itself,” promised Daniel.

She gave him a flat smile. “The girls here question everything. They won’t accept content without context. They’re trained to probe authority, not accept it.”

He remained silent.

“I’ll be honest with you,” she continued. “You were not our first choice. Or our second. But your credentials were technically acceptable, and your availability was convenient. We are short a mathematics instructor, so you'll do...I hope."

“I appreciate the opportunity,” he said, although the words tasted empty.

“I do not require your appreciation. I require your competence.”

His new boss stood and moved to the window. She watched the garden for a moment before speaking again. “This is not a remedial program. The Persephone Institute exists to prepare young women for leadership roles in business, academia, and international governance. Many of our students have already interned with senators, ambassadors, and legal firms. They are not here to flirt with their instructors or be talked down to by them. If you underestimate them, they'll know. And they won't forget.”

Daniel forced himself to breathe through his nose. He disliked and resented her tone. He silently fumed at her implications. He disliked the entire premise that a group of girls, no matter how gifted, could upend his authority in a subject he had studied for nearly two decades. Just as importantly, he always had a knack for the problem-solving mathematics required. He knew how to approach those numbers and variables from a variety of different angles.

“I’m sure I’ll adjust quickly,” he said.

She studied him for a long moment. Her gaze was sharp and quiet. After a few seconds, she nodded.

“Acceptable,” she said. That was it because she wasn't impressed by him.

He nearly smiled. But before he could speak, she reached into a drawer and pulled out a black folder. “There are a few other logistical concerns,” she said.

Of course there were.

She handed him the folder. Inside, he found a staff directory, a weekly schedule, and a document titled “Conduct Orientation: Male Faculty Guidelines.” He scanned the page. His eyes caught on phrases like “power imbalance,” “assumed authority,” "masculine control," and “explicit boundaries.”

"What is this?" Daniel picked up one of the documents, and he saw the small font. He started to scan across the legal text, only his eyes quickly glazed over. He may have enjoyed the mystery of math, but he’d never been patient with reading through long or overly complicated documents.

"A contract," she said.

"I thought I already signed one with your secretary?"

"This is a contract regulating your behavior."

"Fine," he said under his breath. He grabbed a pen, signed his name, and slid the document across the desk. "When can I get started?"

"Your first class is going to start in a little bit. You have already prepared your lesson plan, correct?"

"That's right," he said. "I even sent in my syllabus and set up my course website."

"Perfect. Then all you have to do is stand up and pull down your pants."

Daniel blinked. He stared. He was looking right at this woman as he tried to understand what she just told him. After a few more seconds, he began to ask tentatively, "Excuse me?"

Obviously, he’d heard her wrong. There was no way she just told him to stand up and pull down his pants.

As Daniel struggled to come up with a logical explanation for what he just heard, the woman in front of him didn't move. If anything, she just watched him, and there was that amused glimmer in her eyes.

"If you don't do this, your funding will be cut entirely."

"I could go get another job," he said, yet he couldn't insert any kind of objectivity or certainty into his voice.

"Could you?" she was clearly teasing him now. "I don't think you have the necessary connections, especially in this job market. Besides, you might be able to get a job with a PhD, but you don't have that yet, do you? And, somehow, I don't think becoming a substitute math teacher at a local high school would give you the kind of income you need."

That was true, and they both knew it.

Going to one of the most basic and obvious questions, he glared at her. He tried so hard to intimidate this woman, not that he had any chance of success. Still, he managed to glare at her and ask, "Why?"

"This is why," she replied as she casually opened one of her desk drawers, pulled something out, and held it out for Daniel to see.

"What is that?" He studied the metal contours, the small padlock, and the different fasteners. At first, he thought it was shaped like a…

Daniel couldn't finish the idea.

"It's a chastity cage," she stated. "As a male employee at the school, you will be required to wear this." Before he could argue, she added, “You agreed to this when you signed the contract.”

"A chastity cage…?" His voice trailed off as he attempted to understand what that meant. Individually, those two words made sense. Together, they seemed strange and alien.

"As I'm sure you can imagine, a lot of men think they can walk in here and do whatever they want with our students. That isn't the case. Besides, it's helpful for men to wear these anyway. We can just think of it as a matter of good governance."

"But that goes over my…?" Again, the words dissipated into the air. Daniel did his best to communicate, only he couldn't succeed, not when she was talking about his most intimate body parts.

(Granted, Daniel was smart enough not to admit the truth about how he had already started fantasizing about the girls who could be in his classes. Maybe he had jumped between different fantasies. In one, he would just seduce some adolescent woman. He could be suave and charming, worldly and experienced. With age on his side, he knew he could use his maturity to impress the girls here. In another fantasy, he imagined actively using his power as a teacher to blackmail some of the girls. It was easy to envision a scenario where some cute student was failing his class, so she’d be in his office, staring at him, and promising to do anything. "Anything?" Daniel might have asked as he leaned back and unzipped his pants. "Prove it. If you really need to earn a good grade, you’ll have to go the extra mile. You have to crawl over here, take it in your mouth, and suck me off before you swallow." He loved the easy confidence that came with every fantasy. When he was in control, he could be the worst kind of guy, and no one would be able to stop him.)

Although he didn't truly understand the mechanism, the idea of putting on a chastity cage made him shiver. Vaguely, he thought he had maybe watched a documentary or skimmed across some article that referenced 19th century Puritanism and the notion that some members of the clergy and other community leaders insisted that orgasms were bad for the male mind and body. Consequently, they tried to discourage masturbation whenever possible. Perhaps that was where he had heard the term: chastity cage.

Right away, he wanted to sit up, to snarl at her, and to insist that there was absolutely no way he would wear something like that. Besides, this is completely and totally inappropriate. They couldn't talk about his cock! She couldn't restrain him between his legs or beneath his pants!

As he drew in the breath to respond, her words from before reverberated through his head and down along the rest of his body. He could feel it in his hands as he made a pair of fists. Inside of his shoes, his toes pushed down, and he tried to prevent the frustration, but she was right.

He needed this position.

"Just give it to me. I’ll put it on in the bathroom," he said.

"No," she replied. "You're going to stand up, pull down your pants, and I'm going to put it on you."

"You're going to put it on me?"

"That's right," she said. "How many times do you need me to say it?" She smirked as she watched him.

In most of his classes, none of the teachers ever dared to tease him, largely because they probably had to suspect that he was smarter than them.

But this wasn't a seminar dedicated to some theoretical principle of mathematics. Instead, this was an employment situation, and this woman would be his boss.

"Fine," he said. When the words left his mouth, he did his best to growl like some wild barbarian. Instead, his voice came out more like a squeak.

He stood, he pulled down his pants, his underwear, and then he raised his shirt.

"Good boy," she said. "Make sure you stay nice and soft."

At first, Daniel thought it would be easy, only then she sauntered over, and he made the mistake of glancing up. Although this woman was older, that didn't protect him from her influence. She was still attractive. He saw her breasts, the way she smiled at him, and the smooth texture of her hair. In some ephemeral sense, she also carried this feminine aura; it was her confidence, her scent, and the confident movements.

His cock started to twitch.

She didn't care.

She shoved his shaft into the tube first. From there, she slipped some kind of ring underneath his balls. He flinched, worried she might accidentally hurt him. Dread swirled at his core as he braced himself for some squeeze or shove against his scrotum. But then, he heard the click next. After that, he started to exhale with relief, right until that moment when she grabbed his scrotum.

She squeezed!

Daniel started to call out. Reflexively, he tried to move closer to her, if only to loosen her grip or make it harder for her to send another jolt of pain racing through his body. Those were his balls! Those were the most sensitive parts of his body!

The headmistress didn't care; she squeezed again. "At this school, you are a boy. As a boy, consider yourself to be a second-class citizen. You might not believe it yet, but the girls here are smarter than you."

"Yes!" Daniel admitted right away. He didn't even think about it. Elsewhere, he might have been able to argue and debate the point. Normally, he liked to think he won his arguments with most of his friends. But here and now, everything was different because she had no problem manhandling him.

"Say it," she commanded as she squeezed.

"Yes," he called out. "They’re smarter than me!"

"Good boy," she replied. Then she let go, and he stumbled back. His hands braced against the wall behind him, and he lifted his gaze. He wanted to shout or scream, yet another part of him just yearned to pretend this had never happened. Automatically, he started to pull up his pants. Within moments, he was put together again, making it seem as though the entire event had never happened at all.

"Do you see this?" The headmistress lifted something for him to see. It was a key. "This is the key to your chastity cage. When you're ready, you can come back after school and ask very nicely for me to let you out of the device. If you’ve behaved yourself, and if there haven't been any complaints, I will use it. Granted, you will have to ask very nicely."

In that next second, he wanted to argue with this woman; Daniel itched to insist he would never, ever do anything like that. But even as the words seemed to flow to the back of his throat, he swallowed them down, all because he understood how this worked. If she had him locked up, and he genuinely couldn't remove the chastity cage, then he really would do whatever she wanted and said.

"Yes, Headmistress. I, I understand."

"Good," she replied. "Your class will be starting soon. Get out of my office."

Of course, he didn't really believe her. There was no way he would just accept the idea that he was now wearing a chastity cage! He wasn't some medieval princess, and he wouldn't allow some random woman to steal away control of his own body. If he wanted to touch himself, then that was his right. It was his prerogative, and he wasn't going to let some angry feminist take that away from him! Even as these ideas pummeled through his head, he found his new office, he slipped behind the door, locked it, and quickly pulled down his pants.

For a moment, he froze, remembering how easily she had grabbed him by his balls.

Daniel had heard that expression before, only he never experienced anything like that. No one had ever dared to seriously tried to grab him, except the headmistress had done it so quickly and easily. Not only that, there’d been her cavalier attitude as she ordered him to pull down his pants…

Hot frustration blasted through his body, only now he was about to show her. He intended to remove the chastity cage! She couldn't lock up his cock! In fact, he almost petulantly wanted to touch himself and climax right there in his new office.

For now, however, he was going to settle for removing the device.

Daniel tried to grab it. He pulled. Echoes of pain danced beneath the surface of his skin as he started to wiggle and squirm. He moved his hips from left to right as he continued to make one attempt after another. He really believed he could do this. He thought he was going to be able to slide his balls free or move his shaft out of that tube.

The device was snug; she had moved quickly and efficiently, but she had obviously put other men in chastity before. That headmistress had known exactly what to do.

He couldn't get it off!

Finally, Daniel dropped his shoulders forward, and he glared at some random spot on the floor. Seething now, he tried to figure out what he could do. Then his phone chimed, alerting him that he only had a few more minutes before the start of his first official class. He pulled up his pants, he smoothed out his shirt, and he tried to pretend that he hadn't already been imprisoned.

Daniel straightened the cuffs of his shirt for the fifth time before stepping into Room 212 within the Persephone Institute’s main building.

It was an airy, high-ceilinged classroom with tall windows and wooden paneling that gleamed under the morning light. A chalkboard stretched the length of one wall, and rows of sleek desks faced forward in a precise grid. The girls were already seated, waiting in polite silence that, to Daniel, felt more clinical than respectful. The uniforms were crisp. The expressions varied from polite interest to obvious boredom.

They were hot.

At a glance, he picked out a sexy blonde, a cute Asian girl, and this Hispanic student who kept her hair tied into pigtails. All at once, he thought about using those handlebars.

Of course, he maintained his professional demeanor. At the same time, he pretended that the chastity cage had no effect on his mood.

He cleared his throat.

“Good morning,” he said and set his laptop on the front desk.

No one responded. A few students whispered, but he couldn’t pick out any specific words.

“I’m Professor Greaves,” he continued and picked up a piece of chalk. “I’ll be teaching this course. I’m a PhD candidate and should finish my dissertation next year.”

That should’ve impressed these girls. They weren’t even college students, after all. Despite his confident greeting, the room remained quiet. One girl tapped her pen against her notebook in perfect rhythm. Another adjusted her blouse. Several clusters of girls seemed to be busy texting.

Daniel exhaled slowly and smiled in a way he hoped came across as confident.

“I thought we’d start today with something light just to see where everyone stands.”

That got a few smiles. Or maybe they were smirks. It was hard to tell.

He turned to the board and started writing. Then he read the question aloud for his students, "What famous unsolved problem relates to the distribution of prime numbers and remains one of the seven Millennium Prize Problems?"

He lowered the chalk and turned around. “Anyone?” The girls should’ve soaked in the sound of failure: silence.

One hand shot up before he finished speaking.

It belonged to a girl with chestnut hair twisted neatly into a braid. Her expression was serene and almost bored.

“Yes?” he said, pointing to her.

“The Riemann Hypothesis,” she replied without hesitation. “Proposed in 1859. Still unproven, though there's significant numerical evidence to back it up. It’s fundamental to analytic number theory.” The clipped and precise details hit the air. She was right on every point.

Seriously? This was supposed to make them feel dumb and incompetent (not that he would’ve ever admitted something like that). Daniel blinked. “Correct.”

She offered a modest nod and returned her gaze to her notebook. There was no triumph in her tone. Instead, she seemed bored as if she had been taught that question so of course she would know the answer.

He gave a tight smile. “Good.”

A few students exchanged looks. Someone coughed softly behind a fist. A couple of the hotter girls were definitely chuckling behind their hands. Others kept whispering. They studied him, and he felt like prey.

Women weren’t supposed to intimidate him like this.

Okay…he hadn’t expected that level of confidence so early, but Daniel could still handle these students. They were girls. They were just girls. A few bright girls did not mean the entire class was advanced. He just needed to recalibrate.

“Alright,” he said, raising the chalk again. “Let’s try something a little more involved.” He wrote a long expression across the board and casually read out the words and symbols for his new class. "Evaluate the limit as x approaches zero of (sin(3x) - 3x) / x³."

The chalk squeaked slightly at the end. He turned to face his students and was about to walk them through it.

But another voice spoke before he even took a step.

“Negative nine over two,” a girl near the window said while flipping her pencil between her fingers.

Daniel stared at her. She had short, yellow blonde hair and dark lipstick that somehow still looked like part of the uniform. Her legs were crossed lazily under her desk. She smiled. “Using the third-order Taylor expansion of sine,” she added. “The numerator becomes negative three x cubed over six. Divide by x cubed, and it simplifies to negative one point five.”

Resisting the urge to check his notes, he knew he needed to answer even as Daniel stared at her. “That’s…correct.”

“Of course it is,” she said pleasantly.

The same smirk that had hovered around the edges of the room earlier began to spread. Another girl whispered something that made her neighbor giggle behind her hand. Someone else leaned back in her chair with an almost imperceptible shake of the head.

Daniel coughed.

He had not expected this. It wasn’t just the speed but their ease and casualness. These weren’t just students who had memorized a few formulas. They were actually doing the math in their heads…and they weren’t trying to impress him either.

Instead, they were trying to entertain each other.

“Impressive,” he said as he worked to inject some humor into his voice. “Very impressive. I can see I’m not dealing with the average high school classroom.”

A girl in the front row tilted her head. “We’re not in high school,” she reminded him. “We’re post-secondary. It’s in the brochure.” Then she cocked her head to one side, “You read the brochure, right?”

Before he could reply, another girl asked, “And you read the job description too, right?”

“I’m not sure,” said someone else.

There was teasing and impolite laughter. Daniel smiled tightly. “Well,” he said, “we’ll move on to the day’s in-class exercise soon. But before that—”

“Professor?” a voice cut in.

He turned.

It was the blonde girl again. The one who had done the limit in her head.

“Yes?”

“You’re shorter than I expected.”

A few gasps escaped. Someone failed to suppress a laugh. The girl did not look malicious, only curious. Daniel flushed. “I’m not sure how that’s relevant.”

She smiled. “It’s not. It’s just an observation. Teachers usually seem taller.”

Another girl near the back, one with dark curls and a blazer that looked custom-tailored, raised her hand.

He called on her, mostly out of instinct.

“Are you planning to challenge us,” she asked, “or just test our patience?”

This time, the laughter was not polite. It came out in sharpened waves; worse, those taunting chortles originated from several directions at once. Daniel felt it like static under his skin. He held the chalk too tightly. He could already feel the sweat gathering again, right at the base of his neck.

“I understand you’re a confident group,” he said.

“You could say that,” said the girl in the front row, folding her hands.

Daniel took a breath. “I also understand that confidence can sometimes cloud humility.”

“Or it clarify ability,” another girl offered way too fast.

He didn’t know how to argue with them. His previous teaching experiences never prepared him for a group like this.

“Alright,” he said quickly. “That’s enough. Everyone, open your laptops and log onto the class website. We’re moving on to the in-class exercise.”

There was a beat of silence, followed by a few clicks. Then came a flurry of movement as twenty sleek laptops opened at once. The girls turned to their screens, the chatter dropping just slightly. He moved back behind the desk and opened his own laptop, though his fingers hovered above the keyboard uselessly.

Even with their eyes on their screens, he could hear the whispers.

“Is this supposed to be hard?”

“I finished this last semester.”

“Maybe they hired him for morale…like they want to make us feel smart?”

“Maybe the cage makes him dumber?”

“Boys think with their dicks, right?”

The cage…

That question…

Daniel gritted his teeth. The noise was soft, but it sliced straight through his focus. He scrolled through the class dashboard, noting that more than half the students had already accessed the day’s module. One of them had submitted the warm-up exercise. Her answers were correct. And the exercise had taken her under three minutes.

He stared at the screen for a long moment.

Then he looked up.

The girls were focused…or pretending to be. He noticed now how poised they were even as they worked. No one slouched. No one chewed gum or clicked their pens mindlessly. They sat with the quiet discipline of people who had learned very early that posture could be mistaken for purpose.

He leaned against the edge of the desk.

“Let me make one thing clear,” he said. His voice was calm but firmer now. He tried so hard to sound firm and strict, like the sort of teacher they were supposed to fear. “I’m not here to waste your time. But I’m also not here to entertain you. Mathematics isn’t a parlor trick.”

A few girls glanced up. Others continued to work as though he had nothing useful to offer.

“If you already know the material,” he continued, “then good. That means we can move faster. But I suggest you stop underestimating what this course requires just because the first questions were familiar. This class will get harder.”

Someone in the middle row raised her hand. She wore glasses and had the kind of stillness that made her seem older than the others.

“Yes?” he asked.

“Do you have a syllabus?” she asked. “A proper one, with objectives, a grading scale, and key deadlines?”

“Yes,” he replied, blinking. “It’s on the website.”

She nodded and returned to her screen without another word.

Daniel felt oddly dismissed. He closed his laptop and stood.

“Keep working,” he said. “I’ll be here if anyone needs clarification.” Behind him, the sound of typing filled the room. Pages turned. Calculators clicked. Someone laughed softly but audibly.

It wasn’t just that the girls were smart. They also knew it. And worse, they expected him to prove he deserved to teach them. Then there was something else, a different sort of instinct these girls clearly possessed.

He clenched his hands behind his back and stared hard at the stone courtyard outside. He could still hear them whisper.

The clock seemed to work against him, but the class finally came to an end.

"That's all for today," Daniel said, closing his laptop with a little more force than necessary. “You’re dismissed.”

The moment the words left his mouth, the room broke into polite, orchestrated movement. Chairs slid back without scraping the floor. Laptops shut in smooth synchrony. The girls stood and streamed out. There were more whispers and a few giggles. Other girls were different; their expressions were unreadable, polished, polite to the point of parody. None of them looked tired or stressed by anything Daniel had offered. None looked confused. They looked like they could have kept going for another two hours.

Daniel stood behind his desk as he waited for the room to empty. It did not happen fast.

Several girls walked slowly past him as they left, offering clipped “Goodbye, Professor”. Their inflections hovered between amusement and pity. One girl near the back gave him a look so direct it felt like an assessment. Another smiled with closed lips and shook her head gently as if he had disappointed her in some quiet but expected way.

Soon the room had emptied.

Or so he thought…

One cute girl remained.

She had not packed up her things. She sat, legs crossed at the ankle, hands folded neatly on her desk, watching him. She looked composed but not stiff, almost like a news anchor waiting for the camera to turn back to her.

Daniel arched an eyebrow.

“Can I help you?” he asked as evenly as he could.

She stood, moving with an unsettling smoothness. There was no hurry in her motion. She walked down the aisle until she stood just in front of his desk. Her blazer was slate gray. Her shoes made no sound.

“You should quit,” she said.

Daniel blinked.

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re not a good fit,” she continued. “We’ve had adjuncts before. Some were decent. Some tried too hard. But you’re not even in the running. I’m sorry, young man, but you’re not smart enough to be here.”

Young man? Seriously? He was older than her! Intellectually more mature and far more experienced, he bristled as she watched him. Worse, the words were delivered without cruelty. There was no bite. This was just a casual observation.

He stiffened. “I have a PhD in mathematics.”

“You don’t,” she said. “You’re still a candidate. Remember, you told us that you haven’t finished your dissertation yet.”

His mouth opened, then closed.

“I read your dossier,” she added. “All the student reps have access. We’re expected to evaluate new instructors.”

“That’s absurd,” Daniel said, trying to keep his voice steady. “You’re students.”

“We like to think of ourselves as investors,” she corrected. “The institute is expensive. We’re here by choice, not necessity. Our expectations reflect that.” She spoke with the precision of a young businesswoman who knew everything about her enterprise.

He took a breath and stepped around the desk. “If you have an issue with my teaching, you can take it to the administration.”

“I already did,” she said with a faint smile. “They’re watching.”

He stared at her. She stared back.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“No one important,” she replied. Then she turned and walked out of the room without another word, leaving behind the faint scent of citrus and silence.

Daniel exhaled, his breath slow and uncertain. She was gone, and he was alone, but the dread still hung there somewhere in his ribcage or down along his gut. Quiet now, he gathered his things. He tucked them all under one arm and exited the room, still shaken by the conversation. He felt like he had just lost a debate he hadn’t realized had begun.

The hallway was quiet.

He walked toward the main stairwell and wondered if he could find a faculty lounge, a cup of coffee, or a place to breathe. The building’s wide halls and antique windows made every footstep echo. His own sounded hesitant. Although he had only taught one class, his heart kept stubbornly pounding hard.

He turned the corner and stopped.

They were waiting for him.

He found six or seven of them. A group of girls stood in a semi-circle. They looked amazing in those tights, those shoes, those snug blouses, and those short and pleated skirts.  None of them were talking. They stood in a loose arrangement at the end of the hallway, framed by morning light from a tall window. For a second, Daniel thought he had walked into a painting. The composition was too exact. The shadows fell neatly across their shoulders. Their smiles were faint. The eyes were fixed on him with unnerving precision.

He stepped forward.

“Excuse me,” he said. “I’m trying to—”

“You’re not impressive,” said the girl on the left. She was tall and broad-shouldered with cropped black hair and a blunt tone.

Daniel frowned. “I’m sorry?”

Another girl spoke up, this one with red hair and a voice like crushed velvet. “We were hoping for someone with some real credentials. We didn’t want some boy who showed up because his options ran out.”

He stared at them all. “I don’t think this is appropriate. You should be in class…or somewhere else.” Even Daniel could hear how lame that protest sounded.

A third girl (petite with sharp eyes and a blouse buttoned to the collar) stepped forward slightly. “We’re exactly where we should be. You, on the other hand, seem lost.”

The others chuckled. That wasn’t even funny!

Daniel glanced around the hallway. It was still empty except for them. The faculty wing was just beyond the staircase, but it suddenly felt miles away.

“You’re trying to scare me,” he said and worked to insert some amusement into his voice. “That’s cute.”

One girl raised her eyebrows. “We’re not trying.”

“You think I’m a man, and I’m new, so you can bully me.” The notion of getting bullied by a group of girls should’ve sounded absurd, yet his voice still threatened to crack.

“No,” said the redhead. “We think you don’t deserve our respect because you’re not good at your job.”

“And you’re a boy,” someone else added.

“A locked boy.”

He grimaced and tried not to think of the chastity cage. He took a step back, then stopped himself. “I’m your teacher,” he said.

“For now,” someone murmured.

Daniel’s voice rose slightly. “You don’t get to evaluate me. You’re children.” Legally and biologically, that wasn’t even close to true. Even so, the words jumped from his mouth anyway.

A laugh spread through the group as his face heated.

“None of us are children,” the tall girl said. “Some of us have already published. One of us drafted part of a congressional proposal last year. But please, tell us again about your unfinished doctorate.”

Daniel sensed the heat rise in his chest. “If you think you can intimidate me into quitting, you’re wasting your time.”

“No,” said a new voice. It was calm, slow, and surprisingly elegant. “We’re not trying to intimidate you. We’re trying to warn you.”

The group parted, and a single girl stepped through the gap.

She was different from the others; there was something about her sleek blonde hair, the light blush on her cheeks, the shape of her chest, and the tight contours of her waist. She did not smirk. She did not smile. She simply walked forward with the easy confidence of someone who knew the rules and had already learned how to bend them.

This girl wore a blazer with embroidered cuffs and a skirt that swayed just above regulation length. Her dark brown hair was coiled in a braid, pinned like a crown. Her gaze was steady and unreadable. She was hot, and he hated how that fact seemed to twist his insides. His masculine desires faded away even though he longed for her approval.

She stopped in front of Daniel and extended her hand. “I’m Claire,” she said.

Daniel didn’t move. Then, slowly, he reached out and shook her hand. Her grip was firm. Her fingers were cooler than he would’ve expected.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked.

“Because you haven’t decided yet,” she said.

“Decided what?”

“You haven’t decided when to run away,” she said. “I mean, if you stay, you’ll become our pet. I don’t think you want that.”

“I don’t plan on doing any of those things,” he said. “I plan on teaching math.”

Claire nodded. “Then you’d better start learning fast. The rest of us already have.”

"What are you talking about?" Daniel demanded. He locked his teeth together, and he glared at those girls.

As a man, he thought he was supposed to be able to win this kind of battle. He should have been able to stare them down, to intimidate them, and to force them to recognize his authority, both as a teacher and a male.

Unfortunately for him, they outnumbered him. Just as importantly, they had already been taught all about their own superiority. It was true, they acknowledged, boys could maybe run faster (with their longer legs and better strides) or maybe lift heavy objects. But in a modern world where society was built on interpersonal connections, strategy and negotiation, the masculine advantages no longer mattered. Instead, women were better at communication, decision-making, and a whole host of other skills.

Besides, teachers here at the Persephone Institute taught these girls to utilize their native abilities. As young women, they saw this guy, but they didn't you him as a predatory or dangerous. On the contrary, he had the potential to become their plaything…

"We're talking about making sure you understand your place here," Claire told him. She placed her hands on her hips, glanced over her shoulder, and smirked, first at her friends, then at her teacher. "That's the thing," she said aloud. "At first, we were really confused. Why would they hire a boy to teach us? It's not like you can really compete or keep up. Maybe you know a little bit more than us, and that's okay because you're older. But realistically, there are better teachers, women who would have been able to instruct us more effectively. So that makes me think…"

"What?" Daniel snapped. "What does that make you think?"

She tilted her head to the side again. "It makes me think you're here to help us with a different part of our education."

"You know what, this is nonsense," he said.

Daniel immediately took a step forward, like he thought he was just going to rush between those girls. Maybe he was shorter than most of them, and he glanced up, and he could feel that difference in height almost immediately. Despite the trepidation that rushed across his body, he lowered his shoulder, like he was about to shove through them in a football game.

The girls didn't budge. Instead, they grabbed him!

Four girls pounced, two on his left and two more on his right. They shoved him up against the wall, and he snarled, "Let me go! Let me go right now!"

Claire sauntered forward again. She lifted one finger to her chin, and she glanced up toward the ceiling as though lost in contemplation. Finally, she said, "No. I don't think so."

Ridiculously, he tried to tear himself free from the other girls' grip. If only one had tried to hold him, it would have been easy. He would've been able to break free from two of them as well. But with four of them, they held his shoulders, wrists, and forearms. He wasn't strong enough!

He squirmed, and a few of the girls laughed. The girls holding him seemed focused, but they weren't going to become overconfident; they weren't going to make any serious mistakes here. Instead, they kept him trapped as Claire approached.

"We're going to take you into that classroom, and we’re going to inspect you. Then we're going to make sure you understand how this works. You might be the teacher, and maybe you can help us with our math, but I don't think so. You know what you can help us with?"

Without answering, Daniel grunted as he yanked and twisted against the other girls. When that didn't work, he glowered back at the beautiful young woman right in front of him. "I don't know, but I'm sure you're going to tell me!" He tried to sound as defiant as possible. He failed. If Claire even noticed his boyish attempt, she gave no sign of it.

His eyes narrowed as he glared at her, but then the girls began to drag him. They had been able to shove him against the wall and hold him in place like he was a pinned bug, but this was different. They required his cooperation.

Daniel refused to give it.

He braced himself, kicked his feet down, and pushed all of his weight into his heels if only to keep the girls from getting what they wanted.

Only then, Claire spun around fast enough to make her hair slap down against the spot between her shoulder blades. She rushed up to him, and he flinched right away as he saw the fury blaze across her face.

She grabbed his shoulders, she lifted her knee, and she kicked him hard right between the legs!

The chastity cage probably protected his cock. It didn't do anything for his balls.

Pain!

His eyes went wide, and he tried to shout or scream. Somehow, his lungs were paralyzed. The pain continued to drill into him from one fraction of a second to the next, except he couldn't comprehend what was happening.

Then she grabbed him by his jaw and forced his head up. His eyes were wet. At that moment, Claire morphed into a pretty smudge across his vision. "For that, I think we’re going to make you crawl. Crawl into the classroom, so we can inspect you."

She nodded toward her friends, and they released him.

If he hoped to defy these girls again, his body wouldn't allow it. His knees buckled, and he fell forward. Still, gasping from one shallow breath to the next, he started to crawl. They opened a door for him, and he moved automatically. He didn't even know what was happening, all because this was reflexive. That girl had done something to him. When she kicked him in the nuts, she stole away some component of his identity. (It would probably come back. Given enough time, he would probably remember how to think for himself.) At that instant, however, Daniel just crawled, and suddenly he was back in Room 212.

When he had first stepped foot in here, he thought of himself as an academic tyrant, the kind of math teacher who could scare girls like Claire and her friends. Only now he dragged himself forward on his hands and knees. The throbbing between his legs kept him down below these girls, and he was right in front of the desk again, which was when she called out, "Stop."

He froze.

"Stand," she ordered next.

This time, his legs barely obeyed him, yet he managed to get up on his feet.

"Strip him," Claire said.

That was when the girls rushed forward. They worked his shirt first, opening his buttons, yanking his arms free from the sleeves, and tossing that outer garment down onto the floor. Another girl went for the button on his pants. Someone else found the zipper and yanked it down. They pulled off his shoes, peeled off his socks, and removed one garment after another. With so many hands roaming over his body, he didn't know how to respond.

Then it was done, and he was naked except for the cage between his legs!

In that moment, maybe the pain finally faded away enough for Daniel to think again. The moisture drained from his mouth, and he gulped, glancing around at the group of girls placed in front of him.

"Hands behind your head," Claire ordered.

He had to defy her; he couldn't just go along with everything she said! He fought so hard to concentrate on those thoughts. The ideas were there, only then she took a step forward, and he flinched.

In the next moment, she slid her hand around the back of his neck, and she pulled him forward. With her free hand, she stroked his cheek, his neck, his chest, then his stomach. Her hand moved lower and lower until she wrapped her fingers around his balls just as the headmistress had done.

"Let's make sure you understand something simple," she told him. "You are a man. As a man, that makes you inferior. These right here make you inferior." She tightened her grip on his testicles. He flinched again, that sharpened grimace flashing across his face. She didn't deliver the same kind of agony as before, but she could have. More importantly, he was well aware of just how easily these girls could overpower him again. Worst of all, he was naked!

Within seconds, he lifted his hands, laced his fingers behind his head, and that was when Claire finally let go.

"You see, ladies, our teachers were right! Men really can be manipulated. These boys love to saunter around like they know exactly what's going on, but we know the truth, don't we? And what is that? What is that truth?"

As he stood there, naked and trapped in chastity, the other girls started to call out their answers.

"Men are weak!"

"Men are dumb!"

"Men need to be trained!"

"I agree," Claire said. With those two words, she made it abundantly obvious that she believed everything her friends had just announced. Then she turned back to him, and she scratched at his cheek, her long nails sliding down over the contours of his face. "You might not believe me now, but you’re going to see the truth eventually. For now, you get to beg."

"Beg?"

"What? You thought you were going to get to keep this position no matter what?" Claire teased him. "Nope. Sorry, Daniel. We haven't decided whether or not we’re going to let you stay here as our teacher."

Immediately, he itched to remind her that this wasn't a decision she got to make. She was just a student. She was a schoolgirl, and he was a man who’d already come up with several brilliant insights. Then again, his university seemed so far away as he contemplated his nakedness, those girls, their beauty, and Claire's willingness to drop him to his knees whenever she wished.

Whether he wished to admit it or not, that girl was fast. More importantly, she was relentless and ruthless. If she brought her leg between his thighs again, she’d be able to deliver a fresh hell of agony. Worse, she knew it!

As hard as he tried, Daniel simply couldn't escape her advantages.

"So this is what's going to happen," she said. "You're getting back on your knees, you're going to look up at us, and you're going to plead for the chance to stay. You're going to beg like a good boy. You're going to make it abundantly clear that you might be our teacher, but you’ll give us the respect we deserve as young women. Are you ready?" Without waiting for him to respond, she said, "Go."

Trembling, Daniel lowered himself down onto his knees. Theoretically, he could have closed his eyes, bowed his head forward, and hid in his face as much as possible. Instead, something prompted him to glance up at those girls. Then his mouth started moving. "Please. Please, let me be your teacher!" He wasn't sure if it was raw fear or the desire to earn his PhD as quickly as possible. Either way, he forced himself to call out those words. "Please, I’m going to respect you! I’ll give you the respect you deserve! I’ll be a good teacher, and I will do everything in my power to satisfy you!"

"Stand," she said.

Daniel had no idea whether or not that was a good sign. Either way, he pushed himself up.

Claire glanced over at her friends, she grinned, and then she spun forward. She moved in another flash, grabbing him by the back of his head, yanking him forward, and using that shifting mass to bring even more force up between his legs. She kicked him even harder now, bringing her knee right up against his vulnerable balls! That naked boy collapsed.

The blistering agony throbbed across his body in these inescapable waves! Even as he gasped and wheezed again, she laughed, and there was just one word he heard before the girls disappeared out of the classroom.

"Maybe!"

To be continued...
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The Verger Treatment

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

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

Jasmine’s Sissy

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

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

Black Widows

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

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

Bullied Cuckold

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

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