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Part 2: Pet Freshman

“I’m proud of you, big brother!”

When she called him “big Brother,” why did it sound sarcastic? Technically, that phrase should have denoted his superior maturity and experience. But it didn’t, not in this world, not in a society ruled by women.

Besides, Natasha would have pointed out that young women mature faster than boys anyway, so his head start didn’t mean a whole heck of a lot. Plus, he was only a year older anyway.

While she was looking forward to starting her senior year of high school, he was about to move into the dorms on campus.

That’s right. He was going to be a college freshman.

More than three months before this, Jake had visited the home of Morgan Taylor. On that night, his little sister had advised him to be flirtatious and friendly. After all, the girls at the University wanted boys who could be “social”. Usually, that meant courteous and quiet. As far as the women in power were concerned, boys only went to college to find high quality girlfriends and wives.

But Jake really wanted to learn. He wanted to master something difficult and interesting. He wanted to demonstrate that he had potential.

To do that, he needed sponsorship. He had to get the approval of an upper class student, someone like Morgan Taylor.

Jake tried to tell himself that he should have expected her demands. She wanted to use him. She actually strapped him down, paddled him, and had sex with him. She used him for his body. But it wasn’t just his body. She had also craved his subservience. She wanted to domesticate him. She had said as much. Sometimes, when he was alone, Jake tried to convince himself that he should not have been surprised. And yet, he still fantasized about her.

He couldn’t help it.

Every day, he woke up, grabbed his phone, and turned it on, desperately hoping there would be a message from her.

Just a text. One text. That’s what he really, really wanted!

Yes, Morgan Taylor had been gorgeous, the kind of girl he would never picture himself with. She was too hot, too attractive, too smart and successful.

And yet, he had pleased her, hadn’t he?

At the very least, she had given him approval to enroll at the University.

Of course, his enrollment came with a price.

Every morning, he woke up and checked his phone. But, when he inevitably felt that step with disappointment, he reached down, his hand moving underneath the elastic of his sweatpants. And then he would feel it, that plastic tube locking his shaft. Once they had sex, she locked him in a chastity cage.

Jake didn’t really understand why she did it. Why did she want to make sure that he couldn’t have an erection, let alone an orgasm?

No, it wasn’t true that he didn’t understand. When he closed his eyes and thought about it, he knew precisely why that young woman enjoyed having the key to his cage.

Power. It was all about power.

In so many different ways, ways that women didn’t even realize, their relationships with men were all about power, control, and ownership.

He knew that most girls wouldn’t believe this. As far as they were concerned, women and men were equal. Legally, it was true. Mostly. Sure, the policies were different for males and females, but that made sense. Women and men were fundamentally different. They couldn’t be treated the same, not literally, not when there were these two sexes out in society.

But in all the ways the counted, women and men were equal. Men were free to apply for the same jobs as women. Sure, men might have to wait a little bit longer before they were legally allowed to vote, but that made sense too considering how emotional guys could be. They weren’t ready to vote at a young age like their female counterparts. Giving guys a little bit of extra time to mature and understand how the world really worked was actually beneficial for them.

Yes, pretty much every young woman Jake had encountered eagerly accepted and believed those patronizing myths and explanations. Why wouldn’t they? Those stories kept the girls in power.

“Please tell me that’s not what you’re wearing when you move in,” Natasha said to her brother, snapping him out of his reverie.

She had finally put down her game controller. She loved wandering the digital realms, playing a powerful Valkyrie. In this game, her character could wield magic and muscle to rip through enemy hordes. All of the female characters were like that. If someone wanted to play as a male, he would inevitably end up a healer or support character.

Did the programmers realize what they were doing? Probably not. Every woman sitting at a computer terminal would probably just ask herself what would be cool? And just like that, she would decide that the women would be up front, ready to fight with their superior intellect and dexterity. The boys might be physically stronger, but that just meant they were well suited to carry the women’s gear.

“What?”

“Your outfit,” she said. “I know you’re just moving into the boys’ dorm, but you should wear something more appealing.”

“I’m going to be lugging around boxes and stuff,” Jake protested.

“I know,” Natasha said. “But I bet you there will be a lot of girls around. They’re going to be checking out the fresh meat.”

“Don’t call me that,” he said.

Now that she had stopped her game, she focused on her brother and grinned. “It’s true,” she teased. Somehow, she managed to distance herself from some of the sexual implications of what she was telling him. “These girls are going to come around looking for a nice young man like you. They’re going to want to get first dibs. You should wear something cute.”

“This isn’t my interview,” he said. “Going forward, I’m going to be judged based off of my abilities.”

Natasha stared at him for several frustrating seconds as though she couldn’t understand what he had just said. He may as well have broken out in ancient Greek or something. Then, even more infuriating, she just started laughing! It didn’t build up slowly either. She went from dead quiet to raucous laughter, and he could only sit there, blushing brightly.

“Unless, of course, you’re hoping that maybe Morgan will stop by?”

He was. He couldn’t admit it.

“Oh, Jake, don’t get your hopes up. You’re probably going to end up with a nice freshman girl. She’s going to want to experiment, and she’s going to want to play around with you. Don’t let her break your heart, but understand that this is college, and the girls have every right to do what they want.”

He bristled, biting down. Simultaneously, he thought of Morgan Taylor with her sleek, dark red hair.

“Anyway, you should go put on something cute. You want to impress ladies on campus, don’t you?”

“Not really,” he said.

She looked right into his eyes and arched an eyebrow. “Yeah, you do.” Just like that, she contradicted him about his own feelings.

Inevitably, she won the argument. He had on a pair of jeans that hugged him in just the right ways while still appearing reasonably loose. His T-shirt, on the other hand, seemed to cling to his every curve.

Over the summer, Jake had worked out. Why?

Because he had a lot more energy for the last few months. He tried to deny that it was the effect of the chastity cage, but he hadn’t been able to enjoy an orgasm for months. Freaking months!

At first, the denial had driven him close to crazy. He had been so frustrated all the time. But, like a good boy, he knew how to stay quiet and courteous, especially when around women. In the meantime, he took all of his pent-up sexual energy and channeled into studying and exercising.

So now, he looked better than he had when he first met Morgan Taylor.

His sister drove him back onto campus, and she waited in the car while he unloaded the boxes. Once he was done, Natasha escorted him up to his new, small room. Usually, boys had to share spaces like this, but Jake had gotten lucky.

His roommate had decided to get married over the summer, meaning that he wouldn’t need to go to college after all.

Still, the space was pretty tiny, basically a glorified closet. He didn’t know how they would have fit two guys in here, but that was part of the college experience, right? Then again, Jake didn’t check out the suites enjoyed by the females on campus. He didn’t want to know.

Natasha put her hands on his shoulders and smiled. “I’m proud of you, big brother.”

He rolled his eyes.

“No, I’m serious. This is quite an achievement. You’re going to have an awesome time, and I’m sure you’re going to meet a really nice girl.”

He gulped, wondering what a girl would think of his chastity cage. Technically, he had said that he belonged to Morgan, but that couldn’t last forever, could it? It wasn’t like they were getting married or anything. Hell, he hadn’t even seen her for months!

Of course, there was a reason for that.

Each morning, he checked his phone without actually calling her or texting her for one very good reason. After she had released him from his restraints, Morgan had leaned down and whispered into his ear, “I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

He accepted the implication, knowing that he wasn’t supposed to reach out to her first. Over the course of probably several thousand moments of weakness, Jake had been so tempted. At several points, he had even picked up his phone, typing in her number. It wasn’t necessary, but he had memorized it. Fast. You know, just in case his phone crashed or exploded or something.

His sister gave him a big hug, squeezing him for a couple of seconds. Then she stepped back and asked, “Anyway, is there anything I can do for you?”

“No, I think I’m good,” he told her.

Just like that, she hugged him one more time, patted him on the head, and left.

As Jake worked to unpack his stuff, he started to hear someone knock on the doors down the hallway. “Hey, Boys. Welcome to college!” called out a cheerful, female tone. “We are having a meeting in the common room in ten minutes. Participation is mandatory!” She somehow managed to sound cheerful about that last part too.

Jake expected something like this, so he quickly wrapped up, and then headed to the common room after a few more minutes. He didn’t want to be really early.

Unsurprisingly, he saw a bunch of young men just like him. They were glancing around, apparently nervous. A few were chatting.

Then a young woman marched back into the room. She had a tablet computer under her arm. “Hello, everyone. My name is Alyssa, and I’m going to be your resident advisor, AKA RA. Obviously, you boys are all required to live on campus in the dorms unless you can find a female sponsor to vouch for you.”

Jake nodded along with the other guys. If anyone objected to this unfair system, they didn’t say anything. The girls could move off of campus whenever they liked. Usually, lots of the freshman decided to live at the school to make things simpler, especially while they adjusted. The boys, or so the thinking went, couldn’t be trusted to live in apartments on their own or with male roommates. They needed female supervision.

“As your RA, it’s my responsibility to make sure that you all follow the rules. You have your curfew, codes of conduct and behavior, and a general outline of expectations. If you step out of line, I will give you a warning. If you cause any trouble, I’m also authorized to enforce your behavior with corporal punishment.”

The boys gulped as they heard that, probably because they knew that this wasn’t some silly fantasy.

If this girl, Alyssa, decided to punish them, it would be severe.

Several of the guys shrank back, rolling their shoulders downward or trying to scoot deeper into their seats.

For his part, Jake told himself that it didn’t matter. Sure, males could theoretically be punished, but that wouldn’t affect him because he wasn’t planning on breaking any rules. He was there to get his education, so it wasn’t like he wanted to sneak out to go spend time with his girlfriend or something.

He didn’t even have a girlfriend.

No, he had a chastity cage.

Exhaling slowly, he didn’t allow himself to get frustrated or angry. Instead, he concentrated on Alyssa.

She was going over the bullet points, how the boys had to maintain a certain GPA, attend a certain number of events, and generally add to the college’s social atmosphere.

The boys all listened along, nodded when appropriate, and did their best to appear as though they weren’t nervous or intimidated by their new surroundings.

The way Alyssa smiled at these boys made it abundantly clear that she knew exactly how they were feeling. They could try to deny it all they wanted, but it was obvious. They were a pack of scared little freshman, and that made them adorable. That’s why, when she spoke, she sounded like some overly excited cheerleader or babysitter.

But then she finished with, “Does anyone have any questions?”

The boys looked back at one another, yet no one dared ask a question.

“It’s okay if you have questions,” she said, clearly doing her best to sound welcoming and understanding. “Hey, I remember what it was like on my first day too. I mean, not everything will be the same, obviously, but it’s normal and natural to be scared. Who here is scared?”

None of the boys raised their hands. Alyssa put her palms on her hips, then picked someone out. She pointed to a random guy with sandy blonde hair and said, “Tell me you’re scared.”

“But, but I’m not,” he protested.

Jake wasn’t sure whether or not he believed this young man, but he didn’t say anything about it.

Alyssa pouted out her lips with mock concern. “It doesn’t matter what you think. I’m telling you right now that you are really nervous. Written all of your face, sweetie.” Sweetie. Yeah, she didn’t see them as her equal. “Now tell me you’re scared.”

“I’m not going to lie,” he said.

Now she tilted her head to her side and asked, “What’s your name?”

The boy looked at the other young men, almost as though he hoped someone might step forward to help him. No one did. They understood that he was going to get himself in trouble, so none of them wanted to step in that same trap.

“Tyler,” he finally said.

“Okay, Tyler.” She leaned forward, putting her hands on her thighs now. Since she was standing, it made her look like she wanted to be on the same level as him, which meant getting lower herself. “I’m going to tell you something. If you want to succeed in college, attitude is key. I know that you’re scared, so pretending to be some big, macho man won’t really help you here. The girls are too smart to be impressed by that. We want to see boys with the right attitude. You have the right attitude to succeed here?”

He gulped, looked down, and said timidly, “I guess.”

Confident that she had taken one more step in breaking his spirit, she jumped up and clapped her hands together. “That’s great! That’s what I want to hear! I want to know that you have the right attitude, which means that when something is obviously true, you should just go along with it.”

“But what if you disagree?” Jake was shocked to realize that it was his own voice who asked the question.

“Disagreement is fine,” Alyssa said. “In fact, that’s one of the tenants at this university. People must be free to disagree in order to discern the truth. But at the same time, it’s important that you recognize authority and credibility. I’ve been at this school for several years now, so I know boys like you. I’ve seen lots of guys, and I know that you’re always really scared on the first day. Isn’t that right, Tyler?”

When he looked up, it was clear that he wanted to resist. He needed to argue with her, but if he wasn’t scared before, he certainly was now.

“Yes,” he said.

“Since I’m your RA, how should you address me?”

“Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said. He kept his expression blank, but the colors swirling along his cheekbones made it clear that he found this deeply embarrassing.

They all did.

“Good,” she said. “Now, go back to your rooms and start unpacking. I will call you out when it’s time to go down to the cafeteria for dinner.”

They would all be eating at the same time. They needed female monitors to make sure they didn’t get into any trouble. Of course, the cafeterias in the female dormitories were always open.

Jake glanced back at Alyssa, only now he realized her eyes were on him. They were quite vivid, a sharp shade of blue, so he quickly looked away, worried that he had done something wrong.

He had. He just didn’t know what, not yet.

Back in his dorm room, Jake unpacked his stuff and reveled in the fact that he would be allowed some privacy. Seriously, how did they really expect to pack two guys into one of these rooms? He knew that a pair of twin beds fit in here, but they would have been so close!

Anyway, he appreciated his good luck as he finished putting stuff away. Just then, the door opened. Had he locked it? Jake couldn’t remember, but now there was a girl standing there. As he turned around, he saw her again.

“Alyssa,” he said her name, all without speaking.

“Hello, Jake,” she said.

“What can I do for you?”

“Well, for starters, you can address me appropriately.”

Stupid! He quickly stammered, immediately going back to his conversation with Morgan Taylor from the spring. “I’m sorry, Miss Alyssa.”

She stared at him for a second, making him literally shiver and shake as he contemplated her reaction. What would she do? What would she say?

“Very nice,” she said with a condescending nod of her head. “Mind if I sit down?” The young woman didn’t actually bother waiting for his response. Instead, she moved over to his bed, sat down with her back straight, and crossed her legs.

“Did I do something wrong?”

“Only in a manner of speaking,” she told him.

He gulped, suddenly feeling much more nervous.

“I’m really sorry,” he said.

“Do you know what you did wrong?”

“I’m not sure,” he told her.

She smirked again. “Are you sure about that?” I know you’re just a boy, but think about this a really, really hard.”

“Miss Alyssa,” he started, grateful when she didn’t interrupt. “I didn’t want to be rude or anything.

“And yet, you did contradict me. That’s not really acceptable. So now, I think you need to show that you understand how the hierarchy works here.”

“Hierarchy?” He gulped as his voice threatened to crack.

“That’s right,” she said with a nearly feral grin. “The hierarchy. You see, the universe is structured based on the natural order. Women are in charge, and boys obey. I know, I know. It’s not politically correct or whatever to say it so bluntly, but it’s true. That’s something you’re going to understand here, especially if you meet other female supremacists like me.”

He stared at her, wishing that he could just retreat, but this was his room! Not only that, Alyssa felt, as the RA, that she could just sauntering here whenever she liked. She was in charge. This was her territory. She was an aristocrat, which made Jake nothing but a peasant before her.

And just like an aristocrat, she expected due deference. “If you want to succeed here, you must learn to be quiet and courteous, plus deferential and obedient. When a woman speaks, it’s your job to listen. That’s your job. It’s your place in society. I’m sorry you didn’t learn about this in high school or middle school, but it’s true. You are a little boy, so you shouldn’t speak out of turn.” As she spoke, she made everything seem so logical and rational, as though this were inevitable and there could be no other social structure.

“I understand,” he said, doing his best to fake it. Bowing his head down, he studied the dingy carpet.

“I’m glad,” she replied, arching her foot and sliding her heel out of her flat. “That’s why I want you to get on your knees and show me that you really understand by massaging me.”

“Excuse me?”

“Give me a foot massage, Jake. It’s not that hard.”

“But Alyssa—” Jake started, only to stop and correct himself, “Miss Alyssa, I don’t think that would be appropriate.” His voice strained as he worried about how it would feel to lower himself down to his knees in his own room to give her a massage.

“That’s the point. You aren’t supposed to think. You’re supposed to obey. Now get on your knees. Don’t worry. As long as you behave here, I won’t have to report you to the administration.”

For a second, he opened his mouth and thought of threatening her right back. Couldn’t Jake report her to the administration? This had to be against the code of conduct for RAs, yet he already knew the truth. No one would believe him. He was just a boy, so the administrators would sit behind their desks, talk about the importance of student safety and making the boys comfortable, but would they punish a girl? No way. They would see this as some silly prank, and if he got upset, that was just because he was overly emotional.

That’s why he fell to his knees.

As those thoughts coursed through his head, the fight was knocked out of him, just the way Alyssa wanted.

“Good boy,” she said, wiggling her toes in front of him. “Have you ever done something like this before?”

“No,” he said, his voice flat.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

Somehow, raising his gaze took a lot of effort. Then he was studying the blue of her eyes, the blonde of her hair, the curves of her cheeks and the planes of her chin. He didn’t want to absorb this moment, yet it seemed to flow into him, penetrating in a way he wished he could stop.

“Jake, Jake, Jake. Just remember, you are a boy here, which basically means you’re a guest. This university is for women. We are here to learn as much as we can about the universe around us. You are here to learn to be appropriately deferential.” She spoke carefully, overly enunciating every word as she taught him a lesson.

“Yes, Miss Alyssa.”

“Smile for me.”

He molded a plastic smile onto his lips, only it didn’t reach his eyes. Alyssa chuckled, not seeming to mind one way or the other.

“There we go! You have such a handsome smile! You should try to smile more. It’ll make you much more popular here.”

Jake didn’t say anything.

“Aren’t you going to thank me for that good advice?”

His insides clenched.

“Thank me for the good advice,” she ordered, her voice becoming much stiffer and harsher.

“Thank you for the advice.”

“Very good,” she said. “Now you may start.”

He raised his hands, stroked her feet, touching and pressing down on her heels, and her toes. Over the next few minutes, he worked her feet, massaging them. And as he did it, he tried to find something to study, something he could look at.

He wanted to hide.

Then he imagined getting spanked, paddled by Morgan Taylor. Why did he think of her? Why did he think of her right here?

Somehow, Jake succeeded, losing himself to the memories of that redheaded girl. She was gorgeous, smart and intimidating, but he liked it somehow. All the while, he kept working on Alyssa, servicing her just the way she wanted. Then he glanced up again, and she had her legs parted, so he could see the panties underneath her skirt. He imagined her grabbing his hair and pulling his face between her legs, forcing him to lick her.

He had done that for Morgan Taylor. Could he do it for Alyssa?

He hoped not.

She patted him on the head, of course. She patted him on the head like he was a good little dog, got up, slipped her feet back into her shoes, and then she disappeared from his dorm room.

After that, Jake felt another surge of arousal. He hated himself for it. And yet, he still couldn’t get hard, not really. His cock tried to get hard, pushing against of the bounds of his cage, but he didn’t have any chance. He knew this. It had happened hundreds—maybe thousands—of times before.

He was a young man, and he wanted that erection so badly.

Jake quickly rushed over to his phone. He checked it, wishing and hoping that he would see a message from Morgan Taylor. What would he want to hear?

Maybe she would ask about his first day. Maybe she would say something about how she had missed him and would like to see him. Would she bother explaining her absence?

No. Of course not. She was a young woman, and she can do whatever she wanted. What was he?

Her plaything?

He wanted to be. He wanted to be so badly! Left alone with his thoughts, he stared at the door to his dorm room and slowly breathed in and out. Pretty soon, he could feel his pulse speed up. He kept thinking of Morgan Taylor, that trip to a café downtown, the conversations back at her place. All of it seemed so crazy. Sometimes, he had to actively examine those memories and wonder if maybe they had been some kind of dream or delusion. But no.

Based on his performance, he had earned the privilege to attend the college. And now, he threw himself back against his bed, stared up at the ceiling, and listened to his heart pound as he kept thinking of that girl.

For a second, he wanted to laugh, thinking about the absurdity of his situation. A plaything? Really?

He was smart enough to recognize that, even in the most egalitarian relationship, women and men simply were not equal. She would always be in charge. When she walked into a room, people would look in her direction, assess her authority, and determine what kind of respect she deserved. If he walked into a room, people would glance in his direction and determine whether or not he was cute.

It wasn’t fair, but he didn’t know if it was right or not.

Jake took a breath, held it, and thought of what it might be like to be with her. She was an older girl, a senior in college now. She would be taking important exams, debating weighty issues in class, and beginning to think about internships or other important career moves.

He wondered what it would be like to be back in her bedroom, strapped down beneath her, helpless.

Jake already knew that this was incredibly futile. Why bother exciting himself if it wasn’t going to do any good? Why get himself all worked up?

He jumped up onto his feet, paced the room like a prisoner, and then looked down at the floor. He had to burn off some of this energy. The arousal rushed through his skin like magma, making him hotter and hotter. All the while, he wished he could just slip out of his chastity cage. But no. Those long months ago, Morgan Taylor had done an excellent job. The cage wouldn’t hurt him, but he wouldn’t be able to get it off, not without a chainsaw.

That was a risk he wasn’t willing to take.

Puffing out his cheeks, he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. Then he straightened his legs, relaxed, and lowered himself down as he started to do some push-ups. This helped. A little bit. He stopped thinking about sex, and he started thinking about fighting gravity.

Jake started to make friends, chatting with some of the other guys at dinner. They kept their voices low in the cafeteria. It probably didn’t help that there was an RA at each of the tables. These girls sat back, although they didn’t eat. Instead, they seemed to study the boys around them, which had a dampening effect on each and every conversation.

There were tentative discussions about high school, names, and other obvious introductory questions. But no one got terribly excited.

Jake kept glancing over at Alyssa. He remembered how her feet felt under his fingertips. Then he looked over at the other boys and realized something. Some of them snuck those same tentative glances in her direction. They were all furtive, all nervous, almost like they didn’t want to attract the wrong kind of attention.

Maybe she had enjoyed massages from the other boys as well. Or maybe her disciplinary actions had been more severe.

Technically, she had the right to spank or paddle them.

He shivered at the thought, wondering what would happen if she pulled down his pants. Jake didn’t want to find out.

“You boys having fun?” Alyssa asked halfway through the meal.

“Yes, Miss Alyssa,” Jake said automatically. Somehow, he assumed all the boys would speak simultaneously. Perhaps he imagined that this would be like kindergarten where every student would answer that female voice of authority at the same time.

But no. He was the only one to speak up. At least the other guys didn’t chuckle at him.

“I’m glad to hear it.” After that, none of the boys wanted to say anything.

Like the other young men, Jake had to be in bed by nine o’clock. The hour seemed pathetically early, especially considering that his curfew at home had been ten. Sure, Natasha didn’t have a curfew the way he did, but his parents were always fond of pointing out that the rules would always be different for girls and boys.

Besides, her classes were harder, which meant Natasha often had to stay up late or go visit her friends to study.

Jake always suspected that “study” meant hanging out and playing video games, but he couldn’t prove it, and he knew his parents wouldn’t believe him anyway.

He was a boy.

If there were two versions of an event, one from a man and one from a woman, the woman always won.

But he tried not to think about that today as he made his way across the campus. Young, confident women with backpacks strode forward, their chins held high as they rushed to their next classes. Most of the students here knew exactly where they were going. There were some nervous freshman, mostly girls, but a few boys like him who kept glancing down at their phones as they tried to divine the exact location of one building or another.

Jake tried to concentrate on his nervous energy. It helped burn away some of the lingering arousal from last night. Working out had helped, but it wasn’t a panacea. Whether he liked it or not, that buzz of frustration was always there.

The most frustrating part was that he didn’t seem to be capable of thinking of some other girl. Seriously, there were so many famous actors, social media stars, and other celebrities. Lots of gorgeous women populated his imagination, yet he always went back to that one girl.

Morgan Taylor. Morgan Taylor with her dark red hair. Morgan Taylor with that little freckle just beneath her left eye. Morgan Taylor and her short skirts, her tight tops. Actually, he had only ever seen her twice, but that was enough.

No.

He couldn’t let himself think of her.

He couldn’t let himself imagine what it would be like if she walked up to him and took his hand, grabbing him and pulling him along. Maybe she would take him back to her sorority house where she would strap him down. She would take advantage of him, touching him and teasing him. She would use him, turning him into her own private plaything.

Damn it.

Why couldn’t he be more normal? Other guys his age usually fantasized about a girl being romantic and gentle. And yet, he already knew something like that wouldn’t happen, not with this girl. She would want to slide a collar around his neck. Sure, the fashion magazines might call them “chokers,” but that didn’t really change the truth. Everyone knew what those leather bands really were and what they meant.

Other guys might hope for a ring or maybe a pin or something. But ultimately, the symbolism was the same. These were markers of territory and ownership. If a girl gave you a pin, it meant you were hers.

Jake kept wishing for a collar around his neck.

No, no, no, he told himself. He needed to focus on finding the stupid building.

Where the heck was Alpine Hall? At one point, Jake stopped, concentrating, but he couldn’t see past of the thick streams of students all around him. Finally, he caught sight of Diego Hall, where the heck was that?

He looked down at his phone, realized he wasn’t where he expected, and started to march again. He couldn’t be late. If he was late, he already knew the professor wouldn’t be kind about it. If a girl was late, that was to be expected. She probably had some other social engagement or something. Maybe another project. Boys didn’t have that excuse because they were already in a precarious position. They had curfews and limited options for a reason.

Jake thought about breaking into a run, but he didn’t want to look like some panicked freshman—even if that’s exactly what he was.

Just before class started, he rushed into the lecture hall, found a seat, and sat down. The professor, obviously a woman, came in and sat down on the desk. Jake looked around the rest of the room and saw a few females who looked bored, plus a surprisingly large number of boys.

Jake hadn’t been allowed to pick his schedule. His courses of Composition, Basic Chemistry, Domestic Studies, and Introduction to Art History had all been assigned to him.

“Hello, everyone,” said the woman. “Today, we’re going to start talking about art, what it has meant through history, and what it means to us today. In particular, we’re going to focus on interpretations of gender.”

Jake heard an audible groan from his left, but it was just barely quiet enough so that the teacher didn’t pick up on it. When he glanced in that direction, he saw a couple of girls rolling their eyes.

Apparently, this wasn’t going to be fun.

Even so, Jake pulled out a piece of paper and a pen. He was ready to start taking notes.

When Jake got back to the dormitory, he arrived just a few minutes before the mandated dinnertime. Unsurprisingly, he heard Alyssa call out, “Get ready, boys. It’s time to eat.” She sounded just like a kindergarten teacher bringing her pupils together.

Just as naturally, she could have announced that it was now time.

Jake rolled his eyes at the thought, but he and the other young men on their floor headed down to the cafeteria. This time, there was a little bit more conversation, only Jake glanced across the room, and he saw a woman walking out. The door closed behind her, but there was this flash of dark red.

Morgan?

Jake needed to rush after her, to go talk to her. He had no idea what he might say. At the very least, couldn’t he ask for the key to his chastity cage?

What if Morgan had simply forgotten about him? The very realistic possibility steeped into his chest, but at least could he get the key back? Assuming she hadn’t lost it or something. What was he going to do then?

For several long seconds, Jake didn’t say or do anything, which was dumb because he knew Morgan would be walking away, putting more distance between them.

Finally, he turned back to Alyssa. Before he knew what he was doing, he stood up.

“You didn’t ask to be excused,” Alyssa pointed out, her head immediately jerking in his direction. Her eyes narrowed, and she seemed to study him the way a predator examines a potential meal.

“Sorry,” he said. “Miss Alyssa, do you think I could be excused for a minute?”

“No,” she said.

He blinked.

“What?” Jake asked, utterly dumbfounded. He was eighteen, an adult and a college student and responsible for himself.

“You heard me. Sit down, young man, and continue your meal.”

All around the table, the boys had stopped speaking. They all looked at Alyssa and Jake as they wondered what might happen next.

He hated the strain in his voice, but he said, “Please. I have something I really need to take care of.”

“I’m sure you think that your issue, whatever it is, is very important. Right now, you will obey the rules just like everyone else. No sit down and keep eating.”

“I can’t,”

“is it a medical issue?”

“No, it’s not, but—”

“Sit. Down.” Her eyes seemed to bore into him, drilling deep into his head. Simultaneously, her voice brooked absolutely no discussion. This wasn’t a debate. A debate implied equality, and everyone at that table understood Jake had to be deferential—quiet and cautious as the old phrase always went.

“Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, perhaps finally snapping back to reality. This girl could have him punished in so many different ways.

He sat down, kept his eyes downcast, and wondered if the girl he saw was even Morgan at all.

Jake sat in his dorm room. He pressed his lips together, wondering if there would be consequences for his behavior. Probably not he kept telling himself. Only then, he heard the knock on his door.

“It’s past curfew,” he quickly called back, hoping that maybe it was one of the other guys on his floor.

“That doesn’t apply here,” she said, sliding her key into the lock and turning the handle. “I’m your RA, which means I can check on you if I see fit. Now, I think we need to have a conversation.”

“Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, pushing as much deference as he could into those words. He quickly sat up, straightened his back, and wondered what she wanted.

“What was going on at dinner?”

Jake thought about lying, only then he decided it wouldn’t do any good. Somehow, he suspected this girl dealt with a lot of young men, which meant she was probably pretty good at figuring out when they were telling the truth.

“I thought I saw someone I knew. I was hoping to go talk to her.”

“Your girlfriend?”

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth.

“No,” he said.

“Then why would you want to go talk to her?”

At this point, Jake stopped. Telling her the truth could only take him so far, especially because he wouldn’t admit to the chastity cage between his legs. He wouldn’t tell her that he no longer had access to his cock because his sponsor wanted to play with him.

Shivering, he looked up at her. “She was just someone. My sponsor, actually.”

“I see.”

She walked over to the bed and sat down. Instinctively, he wanted to jump to his feet, but he didn’t. He stayed right where he was and kept looking down toward the floor.

“Jake, I see a lot of potential in you, potential for good behavior and bad. You seem to be willing to act without thinking, which is a really dangerous trait to have. It’s far better if you can just think before you start acting out. You think you can do that?”

Hoping that this would be the end of it, he told her exactly what she wanted to hear. Like so many other young men, Jake had become very good at this. “Yes, Miss Alyssa.” If he just kept agreeing with her, then maybe she would get up and leave him alone.

He wasn’t really tired. It was only nine o’clock, after all.

“That’s good to hear,” she said. “But I think some maintenance discipline would be good for you anyway.”

“Maintenance discipline?”

“That’s right. Now, I’m going to give you a choice. Do you want to be spanked, or do you want to service me with your mouth?”

He blinked rapidly, jerked his head in her direction, and stared, almost as though he hoped or believed that he had simply misheard her. No way. She didn’t actually expect him to go down on her, did she?

Why not? She was a young woman, virile and eager to explore her authority in the world around her. Why else would a girl become an RA except to have some fun with the boys? Sure, she probably had to say she wouldn’t fraternize with the young men under her care, but Jake suspected the administrators would always turn a blind eye to this particular behavior. As far as they were concerned, it was probably just a knotty perk. The same women who now ran the school had probably done the same thing when they were in college.

“Can’t I just apologize?”

“You can try,” she said.

Jake actually let out a sigh of relief, which made Alyssa chuckle.

Realizing this might be his best chance to avoid an even more demeaning punishment, Jake did his best to behave like an adult as he said crisply and clearly, “Miss Alyssa, I’m very sorry I got up without permission. That was wrong of me. I understand that you are or are an RA, and that I need to behave. I’m really sorry if my behavior or attitude has been inappropriate bus far. I don’t want to disappoint you or the administrators here. I understand that attending this college is a privilege, and I really want to do my best. I apologize and I’m sorry.”

Once he stopped, Jake felt the urge to keep talking, only he already knew it would be a bad idea.

So instead, he looked back at her and waited, wondering exactly what she might say to all of that.

“That was very good,” she said, her tone just a little demeaning.

“Thank you,” he said, glancing back toward the door. With every moment, he waited for Alyssa to get up and leave. She had accomplished her goal, so now she should go.

And yet, she didn’t. Instead, she looked back at him, and her eyes lingered on his face. The awkward silence stretched out, and he kept waiting for her to say something. She didn’t. Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore.

“Is there something else I can do for you?”

“Choose,” she said simply.

“Choose?” Jake may have understood precisely what she meant, yet something held him back. He couldn’t force himself to utter the words. Then his mouth started moving, seemingly on its own. “Choose what?”

“Silly boy,” she answered. “You need to decide whether or not you’re going to give me an orgasm or take your spanking.”

“I…” His voice trailed off because he couldn’t work through the static between his ears.

“Go on,” she said. “Pick. Because really, you don’t want me to pick for you.”

“I’m not going to pick either of those. I apologized. I haven’t done anything wrong!” The words burst from his mouth. By the time he finished talking, he froze, his chest pumping as he recognized just how foolish those words had been.

Alyssa arched an eyebrow. “And just like that, you prove exactly why you need to be punished. Okay, if you are still going to have a bad attitude, I will pick for you.” She grinned and uttered one word. “Both.”

He wanted to repeat that last word, but Jake held himself back. Could he try to apologize again? Maybe. What good would it do?

Bristling, he ran his tongue along his lips, and that’s when she reached out, gliding her fingers along his neck. He didn’t yank himself away, however. He had been to well-trained for something like that.

“I think I want the orgasm before I spank you.”

She stood up, raised her pleated skirt, pulled down her panties, and sat down on the edge of the bed. She braced the balls of her feet against the frame, spread her legs, and beckoned him closer with the curve of one finger. “Come on. You know you don’t have a choice. You might as well get it over with right now. Come serve me. Show me what you can do with that mouth of yours.”

His insides clenched, but he couldn’t move. That’s why she tightened her grip around the back of his neck. Her fingernails dug down into his skin.

“Get down on your knees right now.” When she pulled him to the floor, he stumbled, landing on his knees.

He bristled, thinking that he was in college, and he shouldn’t have to put up with this.

“Shouldn’t” didn’t mean a lot. There was the reality of his situation, the fact that she had power and he didn’t. Although it felt like there was a heavy weight in his stomach, he nonetheless faced her. He looked up at her for a second before lowering his gaze. He saw her wet slit.

The light actually glistened along her opening because she was already so turned on.

That wasn’t fair! She could say whatever she wanted, but this wasn’t really about correcting his attitude or educating him. Oh no. She simply wanted to demean and humiliate him because she could. Like so many other people throughout history, Alyssa simply enjoyed having power. She loved getting to do and take whatever she wanted from the boys under her authority.

Now Jake was one of them. That’s why he decided his education would be worth it. He would be able to do something about this some day. He didn’t know how or when, but he had to try, which was why he took a breath, inhaled, and then leaned forward. Moments later, he started licking, his tongue moving along her opening.

He had gone down on several girls before, so he liked to believe that he knew what he was doing. He serviced her. There wasn’t really any enthusiasm in his tongue, but Alyssa didn’t know.

In fact, she decided to complement him, as though this were some kind of fair transaction between equals. “Oh, that feels good. You know what you’re doing, don’t you? You’re a good slut, aren’t you?”

He tried to pull away. He was not going to let her talk to him that way!

But Alyssa understood how sensitive boys could be. Rather than apologize, she put her hand on the back of his head and forced his face to stay right there, pressed up against her opening.

Realizing he couldn’t win any argument with this girl, he kept licking. He moved his tongue up and down, lapping at her pussy. At the same time, he tried to think of someone else, someone better.

Morgan.

He wanted to see that redhaired girl again. He wanted to know that he could be with her.

She would be wearing his key. She would pull it out from beneath her blouse, letting the small piece of silver dangle before she ordered him to remove his pants. Then she would unlock him, and they could make love. It would be so incredible.

Jake kept licking, servicing this girl because she had given him no choice.

At first, he had done a good job of blocking out the sound of her voice. He had pretended that she wasn’t saying anything at all. But now, that wasn’t an option. “Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Lick like a thirsty little dog. That’s what you are now, you know. You’re a thirsty little dog and you should always be ready to lick just like this. And hey, you’ll probably thank me when I’m done. I mean, you’re going to be able to use these skills when you get a wife. She’s going to tell you to go down on her, and you’re already going to know exactly what you’re doing.”

He hissed through his nostrils, inhaled again, and caught the aroma of her arousal even as the flavor continued to simmer along his taste buds.

“Good boy. That’s right. You should be grateful. Gratitude is so important in a guy like you. I mean, you’re not the most handsome young man here, but at least you’re eager. In the end, that probably matters more.” She chuckled as though she really thought he would be grateful for that wisdom.

Jake thought of a dozen different counter arguments, logical points he could use to defend the idea that women and men should be equal. Women and men should be able to follow the same laws, enjoy the same privileges, and both get to vote.

But that wasn’t going to happen, not anytime soon.

Understanding all of this, Jake kept licking, his tongue gliding up and down, up and down. Then she put her hand on the back of his head and called out one word. She was nearly breathless as she ordered, “Deeper.”

The tip of his tongue massaged her clitoris. He pressed down, serving her, stimulating her, giving her all the pleasure a you a woman could possibly want.

Her hand rose from the back of his neck to his hair. She gripped the strands, pulling them tight underneath her grip.

“Yes. Yes! Just like that! Keep going. Perfect! You are a good slave!” That last word got her off. It triggered an explosion of pleasure throughout her body. Then she yanked his head back, and he stumbled, landing on his butt.

“Very nice,” she said with a quick shake of her head. She stood up, grabbed her panties, and looked down at the wadded-up cotton in her hand before realizing something.

“You know, I don’t want you to wake up any of the other boys. When I spank you, you’re going to have to have this in your mouth. Go on. Take it. Put in your mouth.”

She grinned at him.

“You can’t be serious,” Jake protested, perhaps hoping that she might change her mind.

But then she stood, rested her hands on her hips, and glared down at him. “Based off of everything I’ve said, do you really think I would joke about something like this? I’m your RA, so when I tell you to do something, you had better obey. Seriously, how do you think you’re ever going to find a wife if you keep acting like some stubborn, spoiled little prince?”

Jake didn’t have an answer to that, yet he already knew he didn’t want to be married if he would be treated like chattel.

And yet, wasn’t that exactly what marriage meant for a boy?

“Take off your pants and get up here,” she said, sitting, tapping her thighs, and watching him.

“I can’t,” he said, his voice shaking.

“Can’t or won’t?”

“Can’t,” he said. This was the part he didn’t want to admit, the reason why he didn’t think he could get spanked by this girl.

“And why is that?” Alyssa asked.

His nostrils flared as he exhaled, but he told her the truth. “Because I’m wearing something.”

“What? Are you wearing panties or something?” She grinned as though the idea made her want to laugh.

He gave a quick, frightened shake of his head.

She wasn’t offended by his reticence, not anymore. Rather, Alyssa seemed to be entertained by it. If he was this nervous, that meant he had something good to hide.

“If you’re not wearing panties, why else would you want to keep your pants on?” She seemed to consider this although it was obvious she actually had an answer in mind. She could guess what he was hiding from her, but that didn’t stop her from tapping one finger against the curve of her cheek until she asked, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No,” he said, thinking maybe he should have lied. Girls didn’t respect boys and their choices, but they respected other young women. A guy with a girlfriend was usually off-limits. Usually.

“So then you’re wearing a chastity device.”

He blushed brightly, his face turning a hot shade of scarlet.

“Are you? Are you wearing a chastity device? Come on. Let’s see it!”

He stood up and started to back up. Pretty soon, he ran out of room, and his shoulder blades hit the wall behind him.

Alyssa stood, easy and casual. Then she started to saunter in his direction. Her short skirt swirled and swished around her sides.

“I’m going to get your pants off you one way or another. What’s it going to be, Jake?”

“You can’t do this! It’s not right!”

“If you have any problems, you can always lodge a complaint with the administration,” she said, grinning. The corners of her eyes crinkled because they both knew the administrators would take her side. She was a brilliant young woman with a sterling academic record. If he said she misbehaved, he would need hard evidence, and he didn’t have anything like that.

Then she reached out, and she moved her hands down toward his belt. She loosened it, she yanked down his boxers and pants in one swift movement, and that’s when she saw his cock, trapped in that cage.

She cupped his balls in the palm of her hand, examined his genitals, turning his equipment to the left, then right. “Very nice. But tell me. Not a girlfriend, why do you have to wear this?”

Jake couldn’t find his voice. She gave a little squeeze and repeated her question. “Why do you wear this?”

“My sponsor!” Jake finally burst out.

“Your sponsor?” She repeated the words as though he were some little kid getting an important announcement. “Did she make you wear this?”

He gulped back the dryness at the edge of his throat and nodded his head.

“Oh, that must be really rough. But don’t worry. I can still spank you.” Her hand shot down, she grabbed his wrist, and then she dragged him across the small room. Before he knew it, he was spread out, on his stomach, his naked ass aimed toward the ceiling.

“How does this make you feel?” Alyssa asked.

He didn’t say anything.

SMACK!

Her hand crashed down against his backside. But then, she didn’t pull her palm away. Instead, she massaged him, pinching and groping his naked behind because she could. She loved having this tender piece of meat underneath her touch and underneath her authority.

“Well?” Alyssa asked.

Realizing that she wasn’t going to be patient with him, Jake quickly answered, “It’s embarrassing!”

“You know, it probably shouldn’t be.” Although he couldn’t see her face, she grinned brightly, revealing her rows of white teeth. “Seriously, just think about it. Her boy. Boys need to be owned. We might not use that word, but it’s accurate. We should be more honest. Women are born to rule, and boys are born to obey.”

“That’s not true,” he whispered.

Unfortunately, there weren’t any other sounds in the room, which meant that she easily picked up on those furtive words.

“Oh yes, it’s very, very true. You’re going to be a lot happier when you recognize your place in the universe. In time, I’m sure you’ll find a nice girl who can take care of you. But until then, you need to be obedient. You need to understand that you’re already owned.”

Did that even make any sense?

She laughed. “This girl can take you and tell you to do whatever she wants. Because if you don’t, she won’t give you that key. She won’t unlock you.”

Jake gulped, wishing that weren’t true.

“Now, how many times should you get spanked for your disobedience and bad attitude?” She bobbed her head from side to side as she did the quick and arbitrary calculations. “I think ten is a good number. So start counting for me.”

SMACK!

“One!”

“No. You’re going to have to start again because you didn’t address me properly.”

His eyes bulged as he heard that.

Instinctively, Jake pushed his hands down against the bed as he tried to climb up and off of her. He had to escape. He had to get away! Those animal instincts told him to flee, but then she just put her free hand on the small of his back and shoved him down onto her legs again.

When he fell back into place, she got ready to spank him again.

She raised her hand, only this time she held it aloft. Why? Because she wanted him nervous. She wanted him to experience that moment of dread as he waited to see precisely what might happen next. He couldn’t know for sure. He could only guess, waiting, feeling the uncertainty crawl along his skin.

It worked.

Jake squirmed, but this time he wasn’t extra trying to escape. Instead, he wanted to know what would happen. The pain would be bad, but waiting for it seemed somehow more torturous.

“Tell me that women deserve to be in charge.”

He had done this once before with Morgan. When she said those words, there was something patronizing and almost loving in her voice. Alyssa sounded cruel, as though she just enjoyed talking down to him.

He had to wonder if girls talked about this kind of thing behind closed doors. Sure, they would just call it a joke or “locker room” talk, but it meant something.

Right as Jake started to speak, she spanked him again, her hand flashing down.

This time, he remembered to address her appropriately. “Two, Miss Alyssa.”

“No, no,” she chided. “I told you to start over. Now, start again.” She spanked him, her hand flashing down. When she clapped her palm against his skin, he told himself that it wasn’t supposed to sting. But that idea didn’t amount to much, not when she knew exactly what she was doing. The flash of pain exploded along his nerves, rippling through the rest of his body.

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands and he curled his toes, tensing pretty much every muscle in his body.

SMACK!

“One, Miss Alyssa!” Jake cried out despite his overwhelming urge to say that this was unfair. He wanted to argue with her, to say that he deserved a chance to defend himself or something. He didn’t know precisely what he wanted, mostly because thinking clearly had become impossible while getting spanked.

She chuckled, enjoying that consternation. “You poor boy. You need to stop thinking and accept your place.”

She spanked him again.

“Two, Miss Alyssa!”

SMACK!

“Three, Miss Alyssa!”

SMACK!

“Four, Miss Alyssa!”

“You’re doing a good job,” she said, looking down and admiring the way his backside glowed. She loved the crimson coloring along with everything it represented. Then she spanked him again, her hand flying down, striking, connecting and sending a burst of pain along his skin.

She knew what she was doing, which meant she alternated, striking different spots. The pain flashed between his nerves, making him whimper and squirm. Even so, he kept counting for her, just the way she commanded.

When he hit seven, she smiled and gave him a quick squeeze. “You’re doing a good job, Jake. I mean, I told you what to do, and you’re doing it. Aren’t you proud of yourself for that?”

No! No, he wasn’t! He’d hated every second of this, but he couldn’t stop her.

“Just remember, if you try to complain about this, I will report you and your bad attitude to the administration. Don’t tell anyone about your spanking.”

He still gripped her panties in the palm of his hand. She saw it, but she was enjoying this counting game, so she continued, swatting his backside with the flat of her hand over and over again.

Eight. Nine. Ten.

He called out her name, acknowledging her authority each and every time he did so.

Finally, she finished with him. Or so he wanted to believe.

“That was very good,” she said, talking down to him. “Now, this is just going to be for fun.”

Fun? What did that mean?

Before he could ask, she grabbed the balled-up panties from him and shoved them into his mouth. “Don’t spit them out,” she ordered.

He tasted her excitement for the second time, only now that musky flavor was tinged with the aroma of laundry detergent: clean and dirty mixed together.

With her panties in his mouth, and Jake tried to hold back that next wave of humiliation. But he was wearing a stupid chastity lock, he was on display with his butt in the air, and this girl seemed to be able to do anything she wanted! Bristling, he shut his eyes and tried to block out the embarrassment.

He didn’t succeed.

It didn’t help that she reached down and stroked his buttocks, her fingers moving along his skin. She petted him like he was some prized possession, a beloved dog.

“Now, think of this as maintenance discipline. Or maybe it’s just entertainment.” She shrugged. “Who knows? All you need to know is that I am in charge, and I’ve decided that you need this. Or maybe I’m just doing it because it’s fun for me.” She chuckled.

Her amusement didn’t delve the pain when her hand flew down, striking at his backside. His buttocks were already glowing from the previous spanking. Now it became even worse! The pain glanced through his body, every bolt another shocking sensation. It felt demeaning and electric at the same time. He wished the pain could overwhelm the humiliation and shame, but it didn’t.

It wasn’t good enough or big enough or strong enough.

After all, this girl was demonstrating something important. She could do whatever she wanted. That’s why he would always go down on her when she commanded him to. That’s why she would always take control with hardly any effort.

And he could fight or argue or resist. He could even complain to the administrators, but none of it would do any good!

Jake closed his eyes shut as the tears threatened to overwhelm him. He promised himself that he wasn’t going to cry in front of this girl.

She spanked him five more times in quick succession. She seemed to really savor the way he squirmed there on her lap. “This good for you. You should be grateful. Actually, you’re going to thank me when I’m done. You’re going to thank me and tell me how much you love getting spanked.”

“No! I can’t!”

“Why? Is that because you think you would be lying?” Alyssa asked.

She seemed to ponder this for a few seconds.

Realizing he had to say something, Jake took another breath between his teeth. He could feel the cool air along his incisors before he pressed his lips together. Was he going to do this? Was he going to try to argue with her? On some level, he had to know that it was completely futile. There was no chance, no real hope, not here and not now.

“Please, I don’t like being spanked. Please, I can accept my punishment, but I won’t be grateful for it.”

“Yes, you will,” she said, growling those words.

He opened his mouth to respond, only he didn’t get to utter any words. He still made sounds, but now they were gasps and grunts of pain. Frantically, he attempted to climb back up, to get off of her lap, but she held him down just as easily as before, slamming him against her thighs.

“If you keep struggling, then we’re going to have to do another count. You don’t want that, do you?”

The spanking came to a halt, so he lost his will to fight. He slumped down against her lap, just to she had expected.

“There we go. There’s a good boy. That’s right. Stay down on your stomach. Accept your place. You understand that if a girl wants to spank you, then you should get spanked. You need to be punished. This is good for you. In fact, this is gentle. But you still need to say thank you.”

“Thank you,” he grumbled.

SMACK!

If he hoped for just one, he was sorely disappointed.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The barrage came down in quick succession, one strike after another until he lost count and it seemed like it might go on forever. Behind his eyes, Jake’s world became a blaze of pain. It shot through him, everywhere at once, waves that seemed to permeate every inch of his body.

And when she stopped, he hadn’t moved, but he was still gasping, his heart hammering away behind the bars of its cage.

“What do you have to say?”

“Thank you, Miss Alyssa!” Desperation and fear mixed together, making sure he gave her exactly what she wanted.

“Good boy. You see, you should never contradict a girl. We’re always going to be smarter than you.”

Jake didn’t want to believe it.

But then she continued, “You can think of it as a combination of genetics and social engineering. I can recognize that some of this is a function of how boys are nurtured. Every day, you wake up, and you’re told by the world that you are inferior. That might start out as a genetic question, but I’m sure getting told that women are supposed to be in charge makes it harder for boys to challenge this status quo. What do you think?”

With his backside throbbing, there was only one answer for Jake to offer. “I don’t know. I think you’re right.” He didn’t know. He thought she was right. Just like that, he surrendered to this girl, giving her everything she could want.

He was dumb, so dumb that he would just agree with her blindly. That’s what many of the women out in the world wanted to hear. Boys needed to understand two things: their own incompetence and female superiority.

But did Jake really mean it?

At that moment, he didn’t know.

“Good. That’s a very good,” she said. “Say it again.”

“Thank you. Thank you for training me. Thank you for teaching me.”

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head.

Alyssa nudged the boy off of her lap. He fell to his knees and looked up at her, like some dog who didn’t know where he was supposed to go now. She grabbed her panties from the floor. At some point, they had fallen from his mouth, but she didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she stroked his cheek one more time with the back of her hand.

“Get to bed. It’s past curfew.”

Of course it was past curfew! She had decided to saunter in here and play with him!

Obviously, Jake didn’t point any of those facts out to her.

“Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, bowing his head down in surrender. But at the same time, he made a decision. He had to find Morgan.

He had to find her.

To be continued…




Connect with me:

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email

me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories.

My favorites games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.
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