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THE CROWD CHEERED as a handsome student stepped off the stage and joined his “date”—a three-hundred-pound dollop woman expanding across two chairs and whose mouth was open so wide and with such incredulity that, initially, I thought she might eat him. Not that I have anything against fat women. I’m all for equal rights so don’t start badgering me with any of that holier-than-thou PC crap. And, yes, I’m no David Beckham, Leonardo DiCaprio, or whomever the girls are swooning over these days. I’m an average guy, and during that spring semester when my life was rocked like never before, I was probably below average—depending on whom you asked. It’s not that I have low self-esteem. I’m simply a realist. So when Mirabelle Fontaine stepped onto that stage, the AC blowing her hair back like she had just wandered into a Pepsi commercial, I knew I could never get a date with her under any other circumstances. 

That’s a name worth repeating: Mirabelle Fontaine. Go ahead and say it aloud. Better yet, go to an online dictionary and play the French or British pronunciation. Mmm. Feisty. A string of syllables loaded with class, beauty and wealth. Mine’s Jeff Hickman. Sounds like something a cat coughed up behind the sofa. Although, I’m American, so maybe Jeff Hickman sounds to the French like Mirabelle Fontaine sounds to me. 

I doubt it though.

Studies have shown names to have no bearing on one’s social standing, personality, or affluence. I’m particularly skeptical of these studies. You should be too. To demonstrate my point, let’s play a game. Pretend you’re reviewing resumes that have just come through to your inbox. There’s no way a Jeff Hickman has the same chance as a Mirabelle Fontaine. You’d probably go to Facebook just to see what a Mirabelle Fontaine looks like.

Such exoticism. Such mystery. 

Though, I suppose it isn’t all in the name. For some profane reason, Mirabelle went by Mira. How someone blessed with such an elegant title could slaughter it for a peasantry-truncated version conjuring images of a bitter old hag eludes me to this day. 

Her body reflected the common caricatures of the sexy French girl: tall, narrow legs, a slender waist and small breasts, which didn’t bother men because her face was so pretty. On this particular day, Mira was outfitted in plain jeans paired with a white tee that was neither baggy nor tight. I had never seen her dressed so modestly. Even her face contained mere dabs of makeup: a touch of concealer to the cheeks, a sweep of eyeliner across the lashes.

“Next up we have Miro—Mirayabelle Fon—Fon—Fontayne?” 

The auctioneer shot Mira a grin that seemed more patronizing than apologetic. He was particularly dreadful at his job. Not only did he butcher half the names he read, he was also unable to perform the lightning quick auctioneer chant. Avoiding effort, he called out bids in a cold, monotone intonation and waited for the bidding signs to lift.

Mira took it all in good stride, though. Besides, the date auction was to raise money for breast cancer research. It wasn’t like any of the drooling men in attendance actually thought they were going to get any action with Mira. Ahem…right.

I wiped the sweat off my palms and formed a steady grip on my auction sign. The bidding started at twenty dollars, but quickly rose to one hundred before I had a chance to put my plywood sign in the air. At one hundred forty, there was a two-second delay. I threw my hand up. A guy three rows in front of me made the same gesture. The auctioneer pointed at him. “There’s one fifty! Do I have one seventy-five?”

I shot my sign in the air again. This time, the auctioneer saw it. As he confirmed my bid and asked for others, exhilaration coursed through me. I looked at the stage, hoping to connect eyes with my future date. Mira wasn’t looking at the crowd. I didn’t want to get all crazy in the head, but if I’m going to tell this story honestly, I should add that I was also imagining her as my future wife. Hey, crazier things have happened: Angelina Jolie and Billy Bob Thornton, Lisa Marie Presley and Michael Jackson. Mirabelle Fontaine and Jeff Hickman? Yeah, it was a pretty much out-of-this-universe fantasy. But a boy can dream, can’t he?

As I was deciding on the dimensions of our white picket fence, another hand rose. The bidding was up to one seventy-five and the auctioneer was requesting two hundred. A new hand rose to make the claim. The bids raced up to three hundred. The auctioneer asked for three hundred fifty. Feeling a bit cavalier, I shouted, “Four hundred!” 

I’m probably making it sound more dramatic than it was. My voice broke when I shouted the response, forcing the auctioneer to ask for my bid again. To my absolute dismay, I saw Mira concealing a chuckle. Screw it, I thought. I was going to get a date with her no matter what. I figured after Mira got to know me she’d see what a great guy I was and want to date me pro bono. I know, I know. But remember, I was really young then and not very socially adept. You noticed, eh?

A bidding war ensued. At first there were four of us, but soon it was down to three, including myself. One of the bidders was a guy living in my dorm at the time. We were fairly good friends until, when the Star Wars 7 director was announced, he had the audacity to call J.J. Abrams a, “kitsch hack.” 

“Leave poor Jeffrey alone,” I told him. “He wasn’t responsible for Jar Jar.”

The other bidder’s hardened countenance reflected an age beyond that of a typical college student. Personally, I had never seen him. The auction was supposed to be a students-only thing, so I’m not sure how he weaseled his way inside. Maybe he was one of those untraditional students pursuing a new career after the Great Recession. Who knows? What I do remember is that each time his hairy arm waved, the University’s staff grimaced.

When I lifted my hand and announced a cool grand, the crowd gasped, followed by boisterous exuberance. No other date had managed the five-hundred-dollar mark, let alone a thousand. If Mira thought her plain clothes and paucity makeup application would stave off the boys, she had a lot to learn about the opposite sex.

As the auctioneer asked for eleven hundred, I saw the Abrams-hater drop his auction sign. He stood and headed for the door in disgust. That left the pedophile and me. I shouldn’t call the guy a pedophile. Mira was twenty-two and the guy may have looked older than he really was, but I’m pretty sure that’s what everyone else in the auditorium was thinking, so I’ll go with it. Besides, I’ve got to add a little pizzazz to the story. 

Anyways, I thought our pedophile in question must have carried a heavy bankroll because his hand sailed in the air immediately following my bid. The professors overseeing this seemingly innocuous charity-raising event were practically begging me to continue bidding. The last thing they needed was a sex scandal. The United Feminist Association was already camped outside in the hall hollering accusations of misogyny. Creepy old guy winning date with foreign student would have been enough for Gloria Allred to give the school an impromptu visit. Next thing you know, the University quad is in the backdrop of a live feed as Anderson Cooper speaks solemnly into the mic and CNN cuts away to a panel discussing sexism and rape on American universities. Bad press coverage for a school surviving on federal aid. So, when my hand went up again, the relief among the administrators was palpable.

The reprieve didn’t last.

“Fifteen hundred,” announced the pedophile with a deep voice reverberating like a hungry rapist. That isn’t hyperbole. If Barry White and the BTK’s genes were spliced, you’d get this guy’s voice. Come to think of it, he kind of looked like Dennis Rader.

I should say, at this point, that I only had two thousand on me. And I say, “only” merely to convey my bidding limits. Two thousand was all the money I had put away during the fall semester working for the campus bookstore and by saving all of the previous year’s Christmas money. I never dreamt I’d have to spend a sum like that for a date with Mira, and I only brought all the dough for a worst-case scenario. Under normal circumstances, I would have given up by now, but seeing Mira’s troubled expression as she stared at her prospective rapist, I couldn’t stop. The princess was in distress. My video-game upbringing had taught me well. With the heroism of Link slaying Ganon or Mario punting Bowser into a pit of lava, I threw my hand up and said flatly, “Two thousand.” 

My angle was to sound as though the amount was no big deal to me and that I was willing to dish out a lot more if necessary. The pedophile turned around in his seat and studied me. I’d seen enough no-limit Texas holdem at campus parties to know not to offer any tells. 

He finally swatted the air before turning back around. The auctioneer slammed down the gavel as he announced my name as victor. The crowd went nuts as the amount raised for breast cancer was repeated. The professors almost fell out of their seats with relief.

Mira smiled sheepishly as she descended the dais and walked towards me.

The auction continued in the background as she introduced herself with a sexy French accent. I tried acting as if I hadn’t come to the auction specifically for a date with her. That would have given me a creep status beyond the pedophile.

Mira nodded as I told her my name. She pointed to a door behind us and raised an envelope. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but when girls like Mira give orders, guys like me follow.

We slipped out the side door, avoiding the angry mob of feminists in the process. She stopped in a quiet hallway and opened the envelope.

“According to this, our date consists of an afternoon of snorkeling.” She looked up from the sheet of paper. “I had to do some strategizing to get this one.”

Mira didn’t tell me what her strategizing entailed, and I didn’t ask. I was too consumed with imagining Mira in a bikini.

“Anyway, there’s one other order of business.”

“What’s that?” 

She stood akimbo and smiled. “The bill. I believe you agreed to pay two grand for a date with me, correct?”

I knew being in Mira’s presence would be intimidating, but standing in the dim-lit hall, alone with her as she towered over me smirking and demanding payment, my brain almost fizzled out. I fumbled for my wallet. When I opened it, only five bucks stared back at me. I started to panic before realizing the two thousand was in my front pocket. I had put it there because it was too thick to fit inside my wallet. I took out a wad of hundreds and held out my hand.

Mira plucked it from me like a mamma bird biting a worm.

“Is that all of it?”

I dug through my pocket and pulled out a piece of lint.

Mira licked the tips of her fingers and began slowly counting the money. The hundreds, fresh out of the bank, emitted crisp snapping sounds as each one passed through her lithe fingers.

“You know,” she said, folding the first grand in half. “You could have procured a high-class escort for the amount of money you’re paying me.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. Even as I write this, I’m still not sure how to respond. I think that was her point.

“Yeah,” I said.

Mira folded the second grand and tucked it into the envelope. “I hope that five bucks will be enough to get you lunch. Are you sure you can afford a girl like me?”

I didn’t think she was joking.

“I’ve saved a lot. Besides, I eat in the school cafeteria and I live in the dorm so my expenses are pretty low.”

“That’s good. Boys these days are so frivolous with their finances. It’s good to see you’re already saving.” Mira stuck the envelope in her back pocket. “Our date is next Saturday. I’d like us to meet beforehand. Give me your number so I can contact you.”

It took some effort but somehow I managed to remember my number and say it aloud. Mira tapped it into her phone. She didn’t give me her number back, and I was too afraid to ask. 

I staggered out of a side door and into the sunlight, feeling drunk.

The terrible waiting game began.
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Lisa drew the top card, looked at it, and smiled. I studied her silent grin, glanced at Travis, and finally said, “What?”

“You’re never going to get this one,” she affirmed.

“Try me.”

“Alright. For the last category and the game: in Episode IV, A New Hope, what does Luke’s aunt want to make sure their new translator droid speaks? Is it Jawaese, Protocol, Rodese, Binary Language of Moisture Vaporators, or Bocce?”

Admittedly, this was a tough one. I could hear the Tatooinian woman calling out for Luke as he left the Lars’ homestead, but for the life of me, I couldn’t recall the specific language.

I knew Binary language of Moisture Vaporators was incorrect. Luke’s adoptive father, Owen Lars, is the one who tells C3PO that he needs a droid who understands Binary Language of Moisture Vaporators. But that occurs after Luke gets the droids from the Jawas, and Beru Whitesun Lars certainly doesn’t utter it.

Protocol was an odd answer. I’ve never heard or read of it being referenced as a language of the Star Wars universe. Protocol, rather, is a type of droid fluent in a wide range of languages. Knowing how these questions and answers are usually constructed, I figured Binary Language of Moisture Vaporators and Protocol were both bait answers designed to trip up the answerer with their familiarity.

Rodese is the language spoken by the Rodians. They’re the green insects with the little antennas sticking out of the tops of their heads and best known by Greedo, the bounty hunter Han Solo shoots in Chalmun’s Spaceport Cantina, an iconic scene that George Lucas probably stole from the movie The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly. Rodians aren’t native to the Mos Espa spaceport or Tatooine for that matter. It seemed odd that Luke’s aunt would be so concerned that their droid spoke a language so uncommon to the region. 

That left two answers: Jawaese and Bocce. Jawaese is the language spoken by the Jawas, while Bocce isn’t really a language in the traditional sense, but rather a collection of languages used by traders and pilots with different native tongues who, when working side by side, need a limited means to communicate. Here’s where I started over thinking the question. Luke speaks to the Jawas just fine when he buys the R5 right before it blows its motivator, so at first glance it doesn’t seem necessary that the droid speak Jawaese. However, it’s a critical language and one that the droid would need to know not so much to be a translator but to simply function. Bocce was an enticing answer, but the question asked for a language. I didn’t consider Bocce (and still don’t) to be an actual language.

“Within the next light-year,” Travis said, leaning against the floor.

“Which would still be a year,” Lisa corrected. “But I second the thought. Hurry up, young Padawan.”

“Fine,” I said. “It’s Jawaese.”

I knew it was wrong as soon as the smirk leapt across Lisa’s face.

“After all that waiting,” she said, shaking her head. “Sorry, it’s—”

“Bocce,” I interrupted. I had to finish with some dignity. “Which means the question is bogus. Bocce isn’t a language.”

Travis thumbed on his Android phone. “Hmm. Not according to Wookieepedia.”

“I don’t care what Wookieepedia says. It’s a collection of languages. That’s different from a single language.”

“Don’t be a sore loser,” Lisa said. “Besides, it’s from the original episodes. If I had asked you something from episode one through three, then maybe I could understand, but—” 

“I haven’t lost. I got a question wrong with still only one left for the win.”

“Yeah, but I’m up next.”

Indeed she was. After correctly answering that Ki-Adi-Mundi was one of the Jedi allowed to marry (a fact I was clueless of), Lisa cemented herself as the biggest Star Wars geek I had ever met.

Travis, after having had only correctly answered a single give-me question concerning the opening line of A New Hope, said he had to leave for a study group. 

That left Lisa and me alone. 

Don’t get all crazy with ideas. It’s not like we were in a porno set about to hump each other’s brains out. We were strictly platonic.

“Got any plans for this weekend?” Lisa asked.

“No.” Anticipating a follow-up question demanding details, I fumbled for a story. “I’m going home this weekend.”

“Why? I thought you said you couldn’t stand your parents.”

“I said, ‘they annoyed me’. Besides, my mom says she misses me.”

Lisa frowned. “You’re nineteen, Jeff. You can’t let your parents run your life.”

“When your parents are paying your room and board, you do. Not all of us received athletic scholarships.”

Lisa tossed the R2-D2 game piece at me. I caught it one-handed.

“It’s a good thing you chose soccer instead of baseball,” I teased.

She got up from the floor and shoved me off the beanbag.

“I could kick your ass!” she said, laughing and falling on top of me.

“I never said anything about your kicking abilities!”

She playfully went for my neck, but I was able to roll her off me without much effort. She stole my spot on the beanbag.

“Fine,” she said, settling into the beans. “Go home to your mommy. Just know you’ll be missing a splendid afternoon this Saturday.”

“Doing what?”

“None of your business now, mamma’s boy.”

I thought about tickling her, but I resisted the impulse. Friendly-play and flirtation are fine lines and it was pretty clear to me which side Lisa was on. It’s not that she wasn’t cute. Her unparalleled Star Wars obsession was hot enough. I know it sounds like a typical female excuse, but we were good friends and I couldn’t picture us as anything more. While I may not have wanted to date her, I also didn’t want her to know I was going on a date with Mirabelle. She’d immediately compare herself to Mira and sink into one of those passed-up-for-the-hotter-girl depressions with Radiohead playing until four in the morning and probably doing drugs for the first time. On a less altruistic motive, I didn’t want anyone to know I had paid for a date that had an almost a one hundred percent chance of ending without the slightest sexual favors. I knew I was still taking a risk and that Lisa could have found out about the auction, but it was a small one. The campus was large and there was always some money-raising scheme going on.

Lisa pushed down her shorts that had ridden up her leg and tousled her brown hair. As I watched her on the beanbag, looking up at me with dreamy thoughts swirling in her eyes, I realized then why I wasn’t attracted to Lisa. She was one of those girls stuck in limbo between high school and college. She had a university brain with a high school wardrobe and all the adolescent insecurities that went along with it.

She continued sitting on the beanbag, waiting for me to make my move. Avoiding her overt desperation, I checked my phone instead.

“We better get back to studying,” I said. “Our game took longer than expected. You have to leave in an hour and we’re not even through chapter four.”

She sighed and picked up the accounting textbook. “You want your seat back?”

“Nah.”

I took a seat on the floor and brought out my notes. We swapped homework to compare answers. Mirabelle Fontaine was almost out of my mind when my phone rang.

“Sorry,” I said.

I checked the number calling, but I didn’t recognize it. I thought it could have been Mira but I was pretty sure she’d text me first. I figured it was probably someone trying to sell me on a Carnival Cruise or low-rate auto insurance. Yet, the local area code suggested otherwise. I could have let it gone to voicemail, but if it was Mira, I didn’t think she’d appreciate being screened.

“You gonna answer that?”

I clicked the talk button and placed the receiver to my ear.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Jeff. It’s Mira. What’s up?”

I jumped off the floor, looked at Lisa and then the door. Covering the mic, I whispered to Lisa, “Sorry, I have to take this. Give me one sec and I’ll be right back.”

Lisa leaned back in the beanbag and muttered something about us failing the test as I closed the front door and took refuge in the dorm’s hall. Not exactly the most private place, but it would have to do. Thankfully, I didn’t see Travis still lingering around. I walked as fast as I could down the hall and said, “Not much. How are you?”

I got to the edge of the hall and thought about camping out in the stairs, but I was worried that I’d lose the call.

“I’m good. Just leaving one of my boyfriends’ places and heading to my apartment.”

I wasn’t sure if I had heard correctly. Had she actually said, “boyfriends” as in the plural sense? The agony of realizing she had a boyfriend(s) competed with the however-unlikely prospect of my becoming one of those boys. I decided it best to pretend I had heard the singular form.

“Oh, I didn’t know you had a boyfriend? Is he okay with the whole date thing?”

A sweet laugh came across the phone. “Well, first off, it’s boyfriends. And second, it’s none of their business.”

Whoa, I thought. I had so many questions. Did they know about the others? How many others were there? What did her parents think about all this?

“You sound frightened. Are you sure you’re up for our date? If not, I can probably return you the money.”

Her voice, condescending as it was, jolted me. I told myself to get it together and to feign some sort of coolness. “No,” I said. “I just had trouble hearing you. The reception is terrible in the dorm.”

“Oh, don’t remind me. I hated living in that cesspool. Listen, Jeff, I’m about to get on the freeway, so I have to cut this short. The reason I called was that I thought it would be good if we met up once before our date. I have to go to the mall to pick out a new bikini for our snorkeling adventure. Maybe you’d like to come along.”

If you’ve ever seen an F-15 takeoff from an aircraft carrier, you have a good idea of what my heart was doing.

“Okay, what day did you have in mind?”

“I’m free this Friday in the afternoon.”

“Sounds good. Do you want to meet there?”

“No, I’ll call you beforehand and give you my address. Hey, the traffic’s getting bad, Jeff. I’ve got to run. Talk to you soon.”

The call ended.

As I returned to the room, I did my best to act normal. Lisa looked up from her notes.

“Sorry about that,” I said. “Family business that couldn’t wait.”

“Why is your face all red?”

I shrugged and played dumb, but I was fairly certain the burning sensation on my cheeks meant they were turning several shades redder.

Lisa went back to her notebook. I joined her and sat on the floor. She started telling me why my ending accumulated depreciation was overstated. While I nodded and said, “Uh-huh,” all I could think of was Mirabelle Fontaine posing before me in a skimpy bikini, asking me how she looked.

She looked good.
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Mira didn’t live far from school. I pulled up to her apartment complex ten minutes before we had agreed to meet and waited in the car. I could have called and said I was early, but I didn’t want to appear desperate. (I paid two-thousand dollars for a date and I didn’t want to appear desperate.) Yeah, I didn’t really think that one through. 

Time plays funny tricks on you when you’re thinking about it and when you’re oblivious to it. Only when you’re semi-conscious of its importance does time move at the appropriate interval. And there’s no situation where time moves slower than the moments before meeting up with a pretty girl. Sitting in the decade-old Honda Accord, the car seat felt small, the steering wheel too close. I rolled down the window, but began to perspire. I closed the window and turned up the AC until I shivered. I wanted out of the car and to be doing something—anything—so badly that I nearly put the car in reverse to make another loop around the complex. But on the off chance that Mira was watching, I decided to remain idle. When it was a few minutes before our agreed upon meet time and I realized that I’d I better get out of the car and find unit 203, I didn’t want to leave. One hand moved for the gearshift to backup while the other grasped the door handle. I remained in the split pose until I couldn’t stand to be in that claustrophobic space for one more second.

Lifting myself out of the car, I took a deep breath of the sweltering Florida air and lumbered across the parking lot. I took my time ascending the stairs. The door to her apartment loomed at the top. As I passed the last step, her door opened and Mira greeted me with a warm smile.

“Hey you! I thought I heard someone coming up the stairs.”

I liked the sound of ‘hey you’. There was familiarity and friendship wrapped in that short phrase.

“Did you find it okay?”

“Yeah. Google led the way.”

Mira laughed. “Well, come in. I’ll show you the pad before we head out.”

“Cool.”

And it was cool. Very cool. You have to remember that up until this point, my experiences were limited to high school bedrooms (which I didn’t see much of when it concerned the opposite sex) and dorm rooms. But I had never stepped into a woman’s home. It was like crossing into another world: the magazines were assorted in neat stacks on a glass coffee table; across from a bisectional sofa, a large flat screen hung without a single wire showing. Throughout the apartment, a mixture of Warhol, Dali, and Ernst offered a retro, avant-garde vibe. I’m not sure what I had expected. Maybe a lot of Pottery Barn or Hello Kitty. As we moved down the hall, I noticed a reproduction (obviously) of The Elephants.

“That’s my favorite painting,” I said, pointing.

“You’re a Dali fan?”

“I’m not an expert or anything, but his stuff’s cool to look at.”

“If I had known you were into art, I would have tried to get us some tickets to the Pérez Art Museum. Ever been?”

“No.”

“Hmm. Maybe some other time.”

Was she serious? And what did that mean? While I mulled over her intentions, Mira showed me the last room of the apartment.

“And this is my bedroom.”

I timidly took a few steps inside, as if entering a chapel during mass. A canopy bed took up most of the room. Beside it sat a pink yoga mat and a couple of lightweight dumbbells. A sliding glass door opened to a balcony overlooking the Atlantic. As someone who lived in a dorm room with a tiny porthole overlooking a roof covered with HVAC units, it was very, very cool.

“Whoa.”

“It’s nice except for when I actually have to do school work. But as an art major, it can be very inspirational.”

“I didn’t know you were an art major.”

Mira gave me a funny look. “Why would you? We’ve never met until the other day.”

I tried not to blush. The last thing I need was for Mira to know I had been eyeing her all semester. It wasn’t like I was stalking her, but I had seen her at a couple of parties and I knew that she went to the school gym on Thursdays. At seven at night. And three on Sundays. Okay, okay, I was stalking a little bit, but it wasn’t like there was duck tape and rope stashed in my trunk. I was a friendly admirer.

“Well, we better get going. I have to be back soon so I can get ready for a date. I want to look all glammed-up.”

Her admission stung. I wanted to tell her that she already looked glammed-up—that she always looked glammed-up and any guy who thought otherwise wasn’t worth her time. But all I said was, “Okay.”

We drove to the nearest mall. I forget the name. They’re all the same crowded, over-priced beehives of consumerism. Besides, I doubt you really care. You’re probably more concerned with what Mira was wearing. Do let me tell. The white blouse would have been simple enough, but with the addition of red lipstick and matching denim shorts she sauntered through the mall with such nubility that I literally counted the number of guys and girls who didn’t look her way. I noted one, and I was pretty sure the old man didn’t know what century he was standing in. It’s a strange experience to walk beside a girl possessing such allure. I never noticed how obvious guys were when checking a girl out. And the hand covering their mouths as they whispered to their buddies was ridiculous. If they had passed us with a full erection, it would have been just as conspicuous.

“This is the place,” Mira said.

I looked up and saw the sign. In aqua lettering was the phrase: WATER WORLD. In place of the O was an air bubble. I immediately thought of the Kevin Costner movie by the same name and decided a different branding strategy was in order. 

We walked in.

The clothing racks conveyed water themes. Caribbean music blasted from every corner of the store at decibels guaranteed to keep otolaryngologists in business. Rippling waves of wood formed shelves, the edges ebbing in and out. Blue tile flooring mimicked the ocean while tables served as islands. Positioned in the middle of the store stood a palm tree with treasure chests surrounding the base. The chests were filled with clearance items.

Mira didn’t go near them.

She hastened for a gold bikini hanging in the display window. She picked up the article and ran her hand along the sequins covering every inch of the bikini.

I won’t downplay the bikini. It was fucking hot.

“I can’t believe they have any left,” Mira said. “This is the sexiest bikini of the summer. I hear Kate Middleton has one.”

It was a sexy bikini indeed, but the reason for its still-in-stock status was obvious to me even though I was certainly no fashion expert. To pull off that itsy-bitsy gold bikini, you had to be in the top one percent of the looks department with a flat belly and a long set of legs. (Mira possessed both in case you haven’t been following along.)

“You going to try something on too?” she asked.

I was about to say no, but then I remembered that I hadn’t bought a new pair in about six years. Judging by the swimming trunks for sale, the fashion trends had changed a wee-bit. Plus, I figured it would be rude if I didn’t at least try on something. We were on a date. Well, sort of.

The swimming trunks were more like a pair of cargo shorts except for the white lining inside, which made my balls super itchy. A major design flaw in my opinion. I took a peek at the price tag and knew I’d only be trying them on. There was no way I was going to be paying so much for something I’d probably use only twice a year. Mira might have been living “the life” in her ocean front apartment with a canopy bed and avant-garde paintings, but I still lived in the dorm and survived on a meal card. My rainy-day fund was the shoebox kept hidden under my bunk.

“Those are cool,” Mira said, nodding to the trunks in my hand. “I’m going to try these on. I’ll meet you outside the fitting room so we can compare.”

There would be no comparison, but I agreed.

The fitting room was lit with a blue light that made me a lot better looking than I actually was. I’m not saying I was ugly, but I didn’t hit the gym five days a week like half the guys in my dorm. And for a Floridian, my skin was paler than a Manhattan snowbird escaping the northern winter. Even Mira had developed a shade darker than mine. 

When I stepped out of the fitting room, I didn’t see Mira. I approached the tri-panel mirror and inspected myself. I thought I looked pretty good considering my pale skin and out-of-shape figure. 

One of the fitting-room doors clicked open. Mira stepped out. She wasn’t wearing the bikini.

“Mine looked great,” she said. “How does yours feel?”

“It’s a little loose, but it should do.”

I wondered what happened to the whole comparison thing. Mira snapped the elastic band of my small-size trunks and nodded. “Yeah, your America sizes are crazy. In France, that would be a medium or a large. You Americans consume too many GMOs and processed junk food.”

I couldn’t disagree. Even South Florida’s sculpted populace was falling victim to Monsanto.

“Well, I’m ready to check out. You?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I already have a pair at home. I don’t go to the beach that often.”

Mira sighed. “You’re spending two grand on a date and you’re not even going to spend a little on the right attire?”

Good point, I thought.

“Maybe after you buy those, you’ll go to the beach more often. You could use the color. I bet you’d look cute with a tan.”

Mira would have made a great sales associate.

After changing back into my street clothes, I met Mira in the front of the store. She was already waiting in line. When I caught up to her, she handed me her bikini. “I’ve got to run to the restroom. Will you finish checking out? I’ll meet you out front.” She pointed to some benches outside the store.

She wasn’t exactly telling me to pay for the bikini. Maybe she meant to reimburse me after I had checked out. I couldn’t exactly turn to her and say, “No, Mira, you have to stand in line and hold that fucking piss in your bladder.”

“Um, okay, I guess.”

Mira smiled. “Remember what I said before?”

While I wasn’t certain, I figured she was referring to the “Are you sure you can afford a girl like me?” statement. I was beginning to have my doubts, but I nodded.

“Good. Do try to keep up. The rewards are more than worth it.”

With that cryptic promise, I sported a half-massed boner while she lifted the elastic band forming the line and dipped her agile body underneath. 

The line started to move. A cashier waved for me.

“Hi there!” the cheerful cashier exclaimed. 

I tried to reflect some of her mirth as I dropped the items onto the counter, still trying to figure out how I was going to pay for the swimwear. I opened my wallet. There was a grand total of three singles. That was after whittling away my previous five dollars following a run in with a soda machine. It was a frivolous purchase, but avoiding it wouldn’t have helped.

Two beeps of the computer and the cashier reverently said, “Two-eighteen forty-one. Will you be paying cash, debit or credit?”

Certainly not cash, I thought.

“Debit?” I answered doubtfully.

The cashier pointed to the card reader. “Just slide it with the top of the card pointing toward the machine.”

Technically, I should have had enough money to clear the purchase. I was paid on Fridays and had just deposited the check. My only concern was whether the check had cleared yet. Well, that and how I was going to survive the rest of the week on chump change. I had meant to set up an automatic deposit, but you know how college kids are. Procrastination, procrastination. I was always planning to do it for the next pay period.

The card scanner emitted a nasty chirp, a computer’s way of saying, “Fuck you.”

“Mmm. Do you want to try it again?” 

I didn’t see the point in reemphasizing my poverty.

“No. I’ll just put it on credit.”

As I plucked the credit card hidden in the back of my wallet, I knew I was crossing a line. The card was for emergency situations only, given to me by my parents on the understanding that I was only to use it if I was about to run out of gas or needed to see a doctor. There was little wiggle room. The statement went directly to my parent’s house and they were the ones who paid it off. I didn’t think the Water World charge would qualify as a necessity unless my parents thought I was dying of dehydration.

Ignoring all good sense, I signed my name with the stylus and the receipt printed. 

“By the way. Just out of curiosity, what does the charge come up as?”

The cashier gave me an inquisitive look, probably trying to detect whether I was committing credit card fraud. I suppose on some level I was.

“WW, Inc. Why?”

“It’s a gift for my wife, and I want to surprise her.”

Before the woman had a chance to ask who the girl I had been standing with was or why I didn’t have a wedding ring on, I took the bag and left.

I didn’t see mall security chasing after me, so I figured I was in the clear. I found Mira sitting on a bench with an Auntie Anne’s pretzel in her hand. A horde of married men occupied the surrounding benches and chairs. As they waited for their wives, the men stared at Mira with vacant eyes that seemed to convey the forlorn expression of “if only”.

“These are très bien,” she said. “We don’t have them in France.”

“Another reason half the country is obese,” I jested.

“Everything went fine?” 

I lifted the bag to show her my success.

“Good. I saw you at the front of the line for a while, so I got worried.”

“Oh, yeah. You know how those sales associates are. They want to sell you on everything.”

“Yes, it is quite annoying.” She stood. “I’m ready to go unless you’d like to shop some more. I could literally shop all day!”

“I’m ready as well.”

I wanted to make a good impression, but I also wanted my parents not to kill me. Mira seemed cool with it.

“That’s fine. I should really get back and start getting ready for my date. We’re going to see Wicked at the Adrienne Arsht Center!”

As Mira got ready for her date, I went back to my academic slum. Until seeing Mira’s beachside villa, I never realized how close my dorm room mimicked a prison cell. Lying on the bottom bunk, I felt the walls start to close in.

“Hey, Chaz, what do you think the dimensions in this room are?”

My roommate looked up from his desk and turned. With his big head and black-rim glasses, he looked like an extra from an episode of The Wonder Years. “How the hell should I know?”

“Aren’t you an engineering major?”

“I study chemical engineering. There’s a big difference.”

“Well, if you had to make a guess.”

“Fourteen by ten.”

That sounded about right. Not that I had been to prison, but I’d watched plenty of Lockup. And the security wire mesh covering the window didn’t make things any cozier. As I reflected on my serf status and imagined Mira dressed in an elegant gown, sitting in the orchestra level or in one of the box seats among the who’s who of Miami, laughing and exchanging toasts of fine champagne, I felt an erection sprout.

The effect surprised me. I figured it must have been me imagining her in a tight dress or a ball gown. Either way, I knew that boner wasn’t going down on its own. While Chaz’s back was turned to me, still hunched over his desk studying whatever chemical majors study, I reached under the bed and found a Playboy. Tucking it under my shirt, I excused myself to the restroom.

“Dude, if you’re going to jerk off, just tell me. I’ll go to the library.”

Before I could refute his licentious charge, Chaz had already gotten up, grabbed his bag and was out the door.

Oh, well.

I opened the magazine to Miss October, imagined the blonde sucking my dick and tried to bring myself to an orgasm. It was only when my naughty reverie shifted to Mira leaning over the balcony railing as her breasts spilled from her bodice, laughing to her date about me paying for a date with her and living like a slave in the nasty dorm rooms that I exploded, and had what I considered at the time, to be the best orgasm of my life.
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Saturday mornings were usually reserved for studying if I hadn’t gone out the night before. I wasn’t much of a partygoer so such nights were rare. Still, there was no way I could study the Saturday of my big date with Mira. I thought meeting her at the mall would have lessened the pre-date jitters, but it only made them worse. I wasn’t afraid of talking to her, nor did her looks intimidate me. Mira possessed a unique charisma that made me feel like we had always known each other. What did concern me was the power she instilled over me. I had spent a grand total of about three hours in her presence and already, I was getting in deep. And I had yet to figure out how I was going to explain the charge on my parent’s credit card. My only hope was that they might overlook the statement as they quickly paid bills.

Chaz, who almost never left our room unless he was going to class or the cafeteria, must have sensed my unrest. He turned around in his chair as I rechecked my beach bag for the nth time.

“So are you going to rob a bank or something?”

Chaz’s laughter exploded across the room. That’s really the only way to describe it. His chuckles roared like uncontrollable sneezes. 

“No, I have a date.”

I figured that would put an end to his giggling.

“Who with?”

“A girl.”

“And does this girl have a name? One I might have heard of?”

I zipped the bag, tucking it between my feet.

“Maybe. We’re taking it slow, so I’d rather not reveal her name.”

“So you’re still in the friend zone, huh? That sucks. It’s a hard one to get out of for sure. I was stuck in the friend zone for about four years with this gal in high school. Didn’t know it until I was in so deep there was no way out.”

Loser.

Chaz shook his head at the memory and went back to his work. Then, with typical Chaz annoyance, he added, “Make a move sooner or later. That’d be my advice. If it’s not to be, better to get that whack to the gut earlier rather than later.”

I packed my bag and left. College. Everyone’s a relationship expert. Even the hermit roommate.

Chaz had me so fuming as I left the dorm that I forgot where I parked. After walking to the opposite end of campus from where I needed to be, I realized my error. I tried taking the shuttle back, but after a few minutes of waiting, a passerby reminded me that the shuttles didn’t run on weekends. I ran through several parking lots, the quad, and past the student library, cursing Chaz the whole way. Who even asked him for relationship advice? And if I were going to ask for advice, it sure as hell wouldn’t have been from him. I was fairly certain the guy had never gotten laid before. Not that I had, but Chaz probably hadn’t even kissed a girl. At least I had done that.

I found my car at the edge of campus. I checked the time and started the car. Luckily, I had left early and would still make it on time. As I backed out of the space, though, a chime alerted me to the dash. Ten miles to empty. Great. I could get to the beach on fumes, but I’d never make it to a gas station afterwards. There was no way around it. I had to stop for gas. 

Of course the whole world decided to get gas when I really needed it and three of the gas pumps were broken. The stop took twenty minutes, and by the time I pulled out of the station, I was already late. 

My phone chirped. I stared at the screen.

Hey, u coming?

Don’t think of me as an inattentive driver, but as I switched three lanes to pull on to the interstate, I wrote back, Yes, had to stop for gas. After sending the text, I added: Sorry!

I got another text a few seconds later.

I don’t like to wait. You have five minutes. Then I’m going snorkeling with this cute Latin guy who’s telling me how nice I look in my bikini. 

When I spoke earlier about fearing the power Mira could exercise over me, this was exactly what I meant. The apprehension was warranted. I hit the gas and did who-knows-what over the speed limit. If it had been rush hour during a weekday, I would have gotten pulled over for sure, but the cops rarely sat speed traps on the weekends.

My biggest concern was finding a parking spot. I swear South Florida has some kind of boycott against parking spots near the beach. Everything is Private Only and the few spots with meters are never empty. There were plenty of parking lots charging twenty bucks a car, but I couldn’t bring myself to risk using the credit card again.

It must have been my lucky day, though, because as I flew down A1A, coasting along the beach, I spotted an open space. I wasn’t the only one to see it. Approaching in the opposite lane, a family occupying a minivan slowed for the same spot. I won’t repeat what I yelled to them, but I will tell you what happened. The parking spot was on their side of the street and positioned at a slant in their direction. Rightfully, it was theirs for the taking. But I had a two-thousand dollar date with Mirabelle Fontaine and a nosy roommate who would ask questions later. Certain exceptions had to be made.

Like a suicidal game of chicken, I floored the accelerator and careened into the other lane. The wife (I assume) in the minivan shrieked and swatted her husband. The minivan skidded, but stopped just short of my bumper. 

I wish I could tell you that I swung my car at a hundred and eighty degrees with a James Bond finesse, but that’s not what happened. Before stopping, I almost took out the Lexus next to the empty spot. With the minivan’s horn blasting and the father giving me the finger, I had to put the car in reverse to straighten out before pulling in. This entailed backing into the lane I was just in, subjecting me to another round of angry car horns, and I presume, several more middle fingers waving in solidarity.

The car slid into the spot. I would have waited for the minivan to drive away before getting out, but my five-minute countdown was quickly approaching its expiration. The minivan, though, roared the gas and drove away. Apparently, the driver had about as much interest in seeing me as I had in being seen. 

I grabbed my bag and hopped out of the car. I texted Mira that I had just arrived while running across the street—another stupid, perilous move made on the account of Mira. 

I didn’t know where she would be exactly. She had only told me to meet her at the Whale’s Bar. I raced down the boardwalk and found the outdoor bar. Mira still hadn’t responded to my text and as I surveyed the beachcombers lazily sipping on their brightly-colored drinks, soaking in the views, I had the unsettling notion that Mira had ditched me.

Then I heard a very distinctive—and very sexy—French accent lifting from the bar. Seated on a stool with her back facing me, Mira chatted it up with another man. It was the Latino she had warned me about. While his muscular anatomy and a noticeable scar running across his shoulder caught my attention, I was more focused on Mira. She was wearing the golden bikini I had bought her (and nothing else, I might add). The bottom piece of the bikini was no bigger than a bar napkin and it rode between her ass cheeks so that her bare flesh rested against the wood. A string that seemed so flimsy I thought the next ocean breeze might undo it held the top piece together. That she was the visual attraction of the beach didn’t surprise me. However, the sculpted muscles of her arms and shoulders weren’t something I expected to see on a girl like Mira. I don’t want to give the awful impression that she was some kind of steroid-guzzling bodybuilder. She was nothing of the sort. She simply had an athletic, healthy appearance to her. It reminded me of Lisa’s body, which I thought was a strange revelation to take place in that exact moment. Along one of her shoulder blades were three birds, each a different color, with the opening line from Bob Marley’s song, Three Little Birds, written underneath them. 

I’m not much of a tattoo person. The pain I can deal with; it’s the regret that concerns me. I’ve also never been one to find tattoos as a token of sex appeal. I know some girls (and guys) who have the tattoo fetish so strongly that they can’t date someone lacking a sleeve of ink running from their wrist up to their juggler. While I prefer my women natural, Marley’s birds held just the right amount of edge and flirt.

The Latin guy with the scar was still bantering when I approached them. I was fixated on the birds when I said, “I didn’t know you were a Bob Marley fan.”

The Latino (did I mention he had a scar?) looked up at me, then at Mira, and then back at me. Mira barely turned her head.

“Ready to go snorkeling?” I added.

Looking back on this, I know I probably looked and sounded like a little kid asking his big sister if she was ready to go play while she was busy getting hit on, but I couldn’t stand the silence as Mira avoided my existence or the way the man beside her kept shifting his baleful eyes at me with a look that seemed to be saying, “You’re seriously with this guy?”

“I brought an extra set of towels,” I said. “Just in case.” As if displaying the Holy Grail, I showed her my beach bag.

Mira finally turned, sliding her behind on the stool. “Oh, you’re here.” She looked down at her phone. “You’re fifteen minutes late.”

“Sorry. My roommate was being a real dick and I forgot where I—”

“There’s a late fee, you see.”

 I felt my face enflame at her words. I glanced around as if some Good Samaritan might run up and help me out of this humiliating debacle. 

Mira turned to the Latino. “This guy paid two thousand for a date with me, and he shows up late like it’s no big deal.”

The guy stared at me again with a little smirk that I would have liked nothing more than to smash in. “Hey, if this guy’s giving you trouble—”

“He’s no trouble. He just needs to learn some manners.” She looked back at me. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, I’m really sorry, I never intended—”

Mira raised a hand. “Please. Excuses give me headaches.”

I closed my mouth. While I waited for Mira to speak, I took a good look at her front. I’m sure it won’t come as any shock to you that she was stunning. For a girl with small breasts, the bikini gave them quite the lift. They had a full roundness to them. If there was ever the perfect ad against implants, Mira’s breasts were it. I don’t want to oversell her looks, but she was truly the paragon of natural beauty. Her belly was flat except for the small ridges of her abdomen. A dangling belly button caught the light as she breathed. I looked closer and saw it was a Venus symbol with a fist raised within the circle.

The man gently laid a hand on Mira’s wrist. “I’ve got a place just a little ways from here with views you can’t find anywhere else.” He winked at her. “Let’s ditch Urkel and have some fun. What do you say?”

Mira considered it. “Sorry. Maybe some other time.”

The man recoiled, obviously not used to rejection.

“What? Can’t handle a Latin brother?”

Mira’s bottom was already off the stool and bouncing away.

“No, it’s that I already have enough Latin boyfriends at the moment. But if I need another, I’m sure I’ll find you around here lauding pretty girls with your lame pickup routine.”

Mira took me by the arm and shoved me out of the bar as the man fired off an impressive range of vulgarity.

“Keep moving,” Mira said. “I’ve dealt with his type enough to know when it’s safe to stop.”

We padded along the boardwalk until the Whale’s Bar was a small speck on the horizon. 

“I think this is far enough,” Mira said.

I nodded and looked around. “Where’s the snorkeling at?”

Mira laughed. “Considering how far we’ve walked, I’d say about a mile in the other direction. And considering how late you were, I think our snorkeling date will have to be scratched. Next time, try to arrive on time.”

I swallowed and offered her a tiny smile. “What do you mean next time?”

“I mean the next time you’re supposed to be somewhere on time, try not to be late.”

“Oh, yeah. Of course.”

Mira wrote in the sand with her big toe. “So you still have a few hours with me, I guess. You have any alternative plans?”

I had plenty, most of them involving body oils and French lingerie, but I didn’t think Mira would go for those.

“Maybe we can go somewhere and talk,” I offered instead. “Get to know one another.”

Mira looked at me. The sequins covering her bikini blinded my vision as they reflected the sun.

“Yeah, okay. That’d be nice. I get so sick of extravagant dates filled with distractions. Sometimes it’s nice just to sit eye to eye with nothing else.”

“So you’re not going to make me pay the late fee?” 

“Embarrassing you in front of that guy and the rest of bar was your late fee. Come on. I know a nice spot close to here.”

The “spot” was Delano Beach Club. You might have seen it featured in a few music videos and movies. 

“How are we going to get inside? That place costs a fortune.”

If this was Mira’s cost, she was right. I couldn’t afford her.

“Relax, Jeff. I keep a tab running here. One of my boys takes care of it.”

We walked up Collins Avenue and entered through the front of the hotel. A valet pushing a luggage cart stopped and stared at Mira as if she was the female reincarnation of JC. We slipped through the art deco lobby and out onto the loggia overlooking the pool area. Mira smiled at one of the cabana boys.

“Hey, Mira!”

“Hi, Zach. How are you, sweetie?”

Zach outstretched his arms with a bottle of champagne in one hand and a bucket of ice in the other. “Livin’ the good life. What can I say? Decided to spend your beautiful weekend with us?”

They exchanged kisses on the cheek. I’m sure they were good friends but considering I had paid two grand and gotten less action than “Zach the cabana boy”, I was a little peeved.

“No. Just the afternoon. Got a cabana available for me?”

“For you? Always!”

We walked along the edge of the pool, cabanas flanking both sides. White drapes hung from the cabanas and fluttered in the breeze. Palm trees stood between them and behind us the Delano hotel stood towering.

“I feel like I’m in a rap video,” I said to Mira.

“I think there have been a few shot here.”

We sat on a white sofa as Zach poured us a drink.

“These are supposed to be for someone else, but they’re a pair of grumpy old women, so I’ll make them wait.”

“Thanks, Zach.” She picked up the champagne flutes and handed me one. “To old friends. And new acquaintances.”

We toasted. Zach bowed, and at the last moment he grabbed one of the ice cubes and knocked it against our glasses in a mock toast. “You’ll have to excuse me or a pair of termagants will make your afternoon and mine a living hell.”

“Run along sexy.”

Zach left the bottle with us. It was a good thing, too, because I needed more than a single serving. It was safe to say I was totally out of my element. My parents weren’t rich. Even before my austere college days, the most extravagant vacation I could recall was a weeklong trip to Disney World, and even then, my dad made certain we eliminated every unnecessary cost. We didn’t stay inside the park, buy fast pass, or pay for parking. If he hadn’t been so worried about the security guards checking our bags, I’m certain he would have had mom pack our lunches.

I finished the first drink and leaned against the sofa. It was quite comfy and the surrounding drapes provided us with a luxurious privacy.

“Thirsty?” Mira asked, staring at my empty glass.

“It’s been a bit of a stressful day. Too much running around.”

Mira pushed the hair out of her face, tucking it behind her ear, and crossed her legs. “Well, you can relax now. We’ll unwind here for a while until it’s time to go. I like sitting here and not thinking about anything. At night it gets pretty wild, but during the day it’s usually very peaceful.”

“This place is crazy. I can’t believe people live like this all the time.”

Mira shrugged, almost blasé toward the ambiance. 

We talked for a while. Mira told me about France and the sudden need she felt for adventure in her life. She figured there was no better place to arrest her intrepid spirit than California, but she found her way to South Florida instead. I told her about living in South Florida all of my life and never finding it to be much of an adventure.

The warmth and the drinks soon rushed to our heads and the conversation turned to more personal affairs.

“So, I never asked. Why did you pay two thousand for a date with me? That’s a lot of money to shell out for someone living in the dorms and on a meal card. Did you know I was going to be up for auction?” Mira answered before I had a chance to respond. “Of course you knew. There’s no way you would have brought two grand if you didn’t have your eyes set on something already. Am I right?”

I was glad the first drink was already in me. I sheepishly smiled. “Yeah, I knew.”

Mira giggled. “That’s cute. How come you never talked to me before? I think I’ve seen you a few times, but I can’t remember where.”

I could catalogue every time I had seen Mira, but it didn’t surprise me that I was only a fuzzy memory in her mind. Actually, I was flattered she had any recollection of me at all.

“Yeah, I think we were at a couple of the same parties earlier in the semester,” I said. “And I’ve seen you at the gym occasionally.”

“Oh, right. That would make sense. So how come you never approached me? I don’t bite, and it wouldn’t have cost you anything.”

The second glass was half empty when I answered. “I don’t know. You're you, and I’m me.”

Mira rolled her eyes. “You just think too much, Jeff. I’m sure there are plenty of girls who would like to go out with you. You just need to have more confidence.”

Heeding her advice and feeling a bit cavalier thanks to the wine, I took a chance. “Well, I like you.”

Mira smiled. “Obviously if you spent so much money for a single date. But you don’t even know me. What could you possibly like about me other than the way I look.”

I stared straight into her eyes for the first time that afternoon. “I like the way you aren’t afraid to say you’re good looking. I hate it when pretty girls pander and act aloof to the most obvious thing about them. I like the way you make everyone turn their head when you walk into a room. I like how you seem so sure of yourself, your assertiveness, that you don’t care what people think of you or how you live your life. I wish I could be like that too.”

Mira started to raise the glass to her lips before setting it down. “You noticed all that from a distance? You must be quite the admirer. I hope you’re not stalking me. I’m a nice girl, but I can be a real bitch when I need to be.”

“I’m not stalking you. And if you tell me never to speak to you again, then I won’t.”

Mira ran her hand along the rim of the glass. “You don’t give me that creepy feeling, so I guess you’re pretty harmless. What you said is very sweet, but I have enough boyfriends. This was for charity.”

I already knew that but it still hurt to hear it.

“Yeah, I know. Can I at least get a kiss?”

Mira considered my request. “Yeah, okay. I guess you can have one kiss.”

Mira uncrossed her leg, kicked off the white flip-flop, and threw her leg out in front of me, flattening the top of her foot.

“Just one peck, though. This is a first date.”

I laughed. “I meant on your face.”

“And I’m giving you my foot. If you don’t want to kiss it, I don’t care.”

She lowered her foot.

“No, I didn’t mean that.”

She smiled and raised it again. “Don’t be sloppy. Get on your knees and plant a soft kiss right in the middle.”

A heady desire brought me to my knees. I knew the cabana boy could return to check on us at any moment. Others might be walking along the pool. What would they think? Certainly not that I was proposing. While I won’t say that I didn’t care what they thought, I had to be rational. There is only so many times a guy like myself gets the opportunity to kiss any part of a woman like Mira. At the risk of uttering a cliché, beggars can’t be choosers.

I placed my hands on the floor and leaned over. The manicured nails of her feet stared at me. Mira’s foot lifted and fell, teasing me closer. I lowered my head, inhaling in her perfume. Or maybe her perfume inhaled me in. I’m not sure, but let me tell you something important. All those jokes you hear about the French being dirty and smelly: bogus. I was so enraptured by the smooth arch of her foot and the soft scent of her body that I just hovered over her foot for a while.

“Come on, Jeff. I bet you’ve never planted a kiss on a beautiful foot.”

She was right. I hadn’t. And I had never really considered it. If a friend had brought up the idea, I probably would have said it was gross. Feet just weren’t something I thought about in a sexual manner. Mira was different, though. There was nothing gross about her.

I finally closed my eyes and kissed along the bony center of her foot. I almost kept my eyes open just so I could see her body up close. I held the kiss until Mira pulled her foot away. It all happened so quickly and then it was over. I wanted another kiss immediately. 

“Can I kiss your other foot too?”

Mira smirked. “No.”

I’ve never smoked crack, but I think it must be something like the desperation I felt knowing that I might never kiss Mira’s feet again. And there were so many other places on her body I would never know. They would forever remain a mystery, a mystery that would torture me each night when I lay in bed and jerked off to what they might have tasted and felt like. 

I killed the rest of the champagne in one gulp.

“Well, it’s been fun, Jeff, but I must be going.”

She stood. I remained sitting on the sofa, staring at the ground.

“Yeah, I guess I have to go too.”

Mira slipped the flip-flops over her feet. Lucky flip-flops, I thought.

“The Breast Cancer Awareness Society thanks you for your contribution toward winning the war.”

I stayed sitting and nodded.

“You can at least walk me to my car, Jeff. It’s the end of our date, not your life.”

Women have no clue of the twisted spell they hold over men. That or they’re incredible actresses. Probably a little bit of both.

I walked her to her car. She drove a late model Land Rover. It was freshly waxed, the grill’s chrome glistening under the hot sun. She gave me a hug. Her arms wrapped around my back, squeezing me tightly. I positioned my hands along her bare back, but I couldn’t give her a real hug in return. Pulling her toward me felt forbidden. As the sequins of her bikini pressed into my chest, I cursed myself for wearing a tee shirt. She smelled so good and her hair was like flowers pruned from heaven.

She pulled away.

“It was good meeting you, Jeff. I had a nice time.”

My mind raced to think of anything to stall the end of our date. “Hey, I noticed your belly button ring. I know it’s the symbol of Venus, but what’s the fist about? I’ve never seen it.”

Mira looked down at the belly button ring, lifting it with her hand. “I’m surprised you noticed. It’s the feminist symbol. Venus with power, standing up for her rights.”

“I didn’t know you were a feminist.”

Mira didn’t shrug or blow it off as most people do when labels are applied to them. She flatly said, “I am. I think everyone should be. Who doesn’t want equal rights for women? I surely hope no women. And men shouldn’t either. That would be like saying you didn’t want your mother, wife or daughter to be treated the same as men.”

I shook my head in confusion. “Weren’t the feminists protesting the date auction?”

“No! Those were a bunch of confused girls who don’t understand the real issues. If a woman can raise thousands of dollars to go toward stopping an insidious disease killing women by using her looks, then more power to her.”

“I’m totally with you,” I said. 

“Good. You should come to one of our meetings.”

“Meetings?”

“Yeah, the Young Feminist League. We meet every Sunday at the Student Union. Room 407.”

“Isn’t that just for girls?”

“Absolutely not! We always want men to join in our fight. A man speaking for women’s rights is far more persuasive than a woman. It’s like a straight person speaking up for gay rights. People listen more when someone doesn’t appear to have a stake in it.”

Mira opened the rear door of her Land Rover and handed me a flyer.

“Really, you should check it out. We also serve cookies and soda.”

She waved to me and jumped in her vehicle.

I returned the wave and watched her drive away.

I really wanted to see Mira again, but a feminist meeting? That was a stretch. I thought the last thing I needed in my life was a bunch of women bitching about men as they PMSed and stuffed their faces with cookies. And I knew why they wanted a man at their meetings: someone to take the punches, to make the apologies, and finally, to be their shoulder to cry on. Hell on Earth.

I stuffed the pamphlet in my pocket, making a mental note to throw it away before bringing it back to the room where Chaz might find it, and crossed the road. As I neared my vehicle, someone called out.

“Jeff! Jeff! Is that you?”

I turned my head, faintly recognizing the voice. Then I saw her. It was Lisa. Of all the luck. She waited for a car to pass and then jogged across the street.

“What are you doing here? I thought you were spending the weekend with your parents.”

I thought of a story fast. “Yeah, I was, but my mom came down with the flu last night. I headed out this morning. Can’t get sick in the middle of the semester.”

She sighed. I couldn’t tell whether she believed me or not.

“Why didn’t you call to tell me?”

I saw Travis coming up the boardwalk with a few of our other friends, Damien, and his girlfriend, Trish. I waved and smiled to them.

“I was going to, but I figured you guys were already busy. Besides, I needed a day at the beach. If I had known you guys were coming here I would have called, but someone wouldn’t tell me what you all were doing. Remember?”

Lisa rolled her eyes. “You’re such a baby. Next time, let me know. You missed out on a fun day. Travis buried me in the sand until only my eyes and nose were showing. I looked like a giant crab.”

I laughed and said it sounded great. But I knew it wasn’t nearly as great as my time with Mira. Still, the idea of Travis burying Lisa in the sand bothered me. It shouldn’t have. I wasn’t interested in Lisa, but the thought of someone else possibly being interested in her or reciprocating that interest seemed intrusive. 

Lisa wore a one-piece bathing suit, another perfect example of her unbroken ties to adolescence. Though I must say, she did appear quite captivating in that black one piece. While I’m no fashionista, it appeared to be a size too small on her (in a good way). I must have still been aroused from my date with Mira, because I found myself taking a peek at her crotch, studying the fabric drawn taut between her legs where I detected a faint camel toe outline. She was still wet from playing in the ocean (not that kind of wet) and she smelled of salt. The surf dripped from the ends of her hair in a sexy kind of way. The water had washed away all of her makeup and only mascara remained on her thick eyelashes.

The three others caught up to us. Lisa recounted my bogus story to them.

“Ah, you must have just missed us,” Damien said. “We were only a little ways down the beach.”

Damien was a stocky transient from New York. While he shared my interest in all things sci-fi, he had other, less socially-debilitating hobbies. His naturally gregarious nature had helped him win the affection of Trish, a pretty blonde with a ballerina’s figure. While she was undeniably pretty, she always seemed famished and weary as if on the verge of hypoglycemia.

“Yeah, I must have gone the other way. I just got here a few minutes ago.”

Travis looked at me with more suspicion than the rest.

“You’ve got quite a sun burn for just getting here,” he said.

I squinted, noticing a thin smile on his face. 

“I burn easily.”

Trish fanned herself. “Speaking of burning easily, I need to get some AC. I’m beat.”

We all said our goodbyes and headed our separate ways. Lisa told me to call her. I asked her what it was about, but she wouldn’t tell me.

That night, I could think of only one thing. I jerked off three times to Mira, but it was of no use. I had to see her. I didn’t care how. I needed to be in her presence. 

The next day, I went to the Student Union and entered Room 407.
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While my parents vote and keep up on the shifting political landscape better than most, I wouldn’t call them politically active. Both still seem wary of political affiliations and they read the morning paper with tentative eyes. But they were once young. Dad occasionally recounts his younger days as a “revolutionist amidst the counter culture”. As the Vietnam War intensified and Lyndon B. Johnson drafted young, bourgeois Americans by hapless-numbered balls obeying capricious scatter plots, dad joined rank with Boomers fighting against conscription. The nihilistic front, armed with the despairing dichotomy of death in a blood-soaked rice paddy or flinging napalm into a Viet Cong bunker for a perennial war based on faulty supposition was enough to rouse my normally insouciant father to the banner-crowded streets. He still recounts these rabble-rousing, polemic days of bullhorns and lofted posters with a bit of nostalgia.

I mention this, because when I entered the Student Union, rode the elevator to the fourth floor and entered Room 407, I was met by a political stirring strikingly similar to that of my father’s cohort.

I stood at the open door for some time, watching the scene before me. The small room aestheticized a cozy confinement. The sofas and feminist artwork suggested it remained an enduring home for women’s rights groups. 

A couple of the women idled themselves against sofa cushions, absorbing the latest feminist pulp while eating cookies and drinking diet soda. The rest of the feminists huddled in a circle, sitting on a brightly-colored Turkish rug. A portrait of Gloria Steinem hung on the wall. On one of the end tables, an acrylic container held pink bracelets touting the catchphrase, “KICK Cancer” in white lettering.

A head lifted from the huddle.

“Jeff! You made it!”

I waved to Mira and took a speculative step inside.

“Come sit with us.”

The estrogen circle parted, making space for me beside Mira. I felt every eye on me, as though my presence was met with an ambivalence of both fanfare and suspicion. I took a seat, crossed my legs Indian style and smiled at the circle of new faces. 

They all had the same book in their hands.

“We were just discussing the Feminine Mystique,” Mira explained. “Have you read it?”

“No, but I’ve heard of it.”

“Oh, I’ll loan you a copy,” Mira insisted. “It’s wonderful.”

A sea of nods confirmed her review.

Mira grabbed a paperback from a stack against the wall and handed it to me.

“Thanks.”

I sat the book in front of me and waited for someone to speak. This was more uncomfortable than I thought it would be. When Mira initially invited me, I had imagined walking into a classroom setting with chairs all facing the same direction. I’d sit in the back or beside Mira, listen to a speaker, and enjoy some face time with Mira and maybe meet a few of her friends. Instead, I was the object of interest.

“So what brings you to our little group?” one of the women in the circle asked. I soon discovered her name was Scott. Damn shame for a girl to have a name like that. Her parents must have been sadists.

I shrugged. “Mira told me about it, and I thought it might be worth checking out.”

“Oh, how do you guys know each other?” Scott asked.

I was about to answer when Mira spoke first.

“We have the same class. Women’s Lit. Right, Jeff?”

“Uh-huh.”

I was thankful Mira didn’t out me in front of everyone.

“Really?” Scott said. “It’s good to find a progressive man on campus. I figured the males here only drank beer and played Halo.”

“Most do that,” I admitted. “But I suck at Halo and beer makes me pee like a racehorse.”

The girls laughed. For my first time in a feminist stronghold, I thought I was doing rather well. I was even conscious to keep my eyes above everyone’s neckline.

“Well, we should probably begin the meeting,” Scott said. “Brooke, I think it’s your turn to run things. Have you thought of a topic to discuss?”

Brooke pushed herself off the floor and stood, approaching a whiteboard. The rest of the circle broke apart. A few of the girls took the remaining open spots on the sofa while the rest stayed sitting on the floor. 

The front door closed.

“I was going to discuss the growing situation in Sudan,” Brooke said. “But I think it might be best to change course since we have a guest.”

Brooke stared at me. She couldn’t have been taller than five feet. Her oval face was cute, alluding to a flirty innocence. Her breasts were perky even by college standards, and they seemed disproportionately large for her petite frame. 

“That’s a great idea!” Scott said. “What did you have in mind?”

Brooke put a finger to her chin and tapped. “I don’t know if I’m being too forward, but I was thinking we could discuss male sexuality. I know it’s a topic we’ve gotten a lot of mileage out of, but we haven’t had a male perspective to give his input. What do you think, Scott?”

Notice, she didn’t ask me what I thought. I looked over to Scott who I was beginning to sense was the leader of their group.

“If our guest is okay with it, I don’t see a problem. We’re all adults here, and if we were a bunch of men I don’t think anyone would be seeking permission to broach such a subject.”

All eyes turned toward me. Mira had a hand covering her mouth, and while I couldn’t be certain, I sensed she was concealing the hilarity she found in all this.

What could I do? Refuse them, walk out, and never talk to Mira again? I won’t lie. I entertained the notion. It wasn’t that the topic of sex was inherently embarrassing. I was open-minded, raised with a liberal, secular attitude towards sex. It was my own personal experience with sex that embarrassed me. Chiefly, the lack thereof. I stayed only because I couldn’t ever remember a time before when I had captivated an all-female audience. 

“I don’t mind,” I heard myself say.

And with those fatal words, the discussion began.

At first, everything went smoothly. The girls shared their upbringing regarding sex. The experiences varied. A few had been raised with religious ideology insisting they remain celibate until marriage. This led to a theoretical discussion on marriage in principal until Scott steered the discussion back to the original topic. Others had never raised the matter with their parents while a few had been given “the talk” by their mother. The one universal feeling shared among them was that society viewed a wanton woman as whorish while simultaneously hailing the promiscuous man as heroic. 

I wasn’t new to this idea. I don’t think anyone living in Western society is. So when Brooke asked me if I had anything to add, I took a daring move. “I agree with you, Brooke, though I think it’s the women calling other women whores who are causing all the heartache. Guys might call a girl a whore out of spite, but I’ve rarely seen them judge a woman because of this. Usually, they want to get with the easy ones.”

This lit a firestorm of condemnation. Chatter filled the room until I couldn’t understand anyone. Finally, Mira spoke at my defense. “Be honest with yourselves. Women are cruelest to other women. We’d rule the world if we could get along. In France it was no different. It’s a competition thing. Men have it too, but competition brings them together; the opposite occurs with us.”

“That is so sexiest to say,” one of the women fired back.

“No, it’s realistic. And it probably has an evolutionary cause. For thousands of generations men learned to work together as hunters and gatherers. A man who didn’t get along with other men was barred from hunting, making the man less able to feed his family. Nature selected men who worked well with other men.”

“So you’re saying women can’t work well together?” someone asked.

“No, of course not. But I am saying that most women have to try harder at it. That’s all.”

Before things became too heated, Scott addressed the group. “Let’s remember to respect everyone’s opinion. We’re all here to uphold women’s rights. Keep that in mind. And I think we’ve gotten a little off track. We were supposed to be discussing sexuality from a male’s perspective. I think we should have our guest share with us his views and experiences regarding sex.”

All eyes turned toward me. 

I cleared my throat. “I think sex is fine as long as it’s consensual and each participant understands safe sex.”

They weren’t going to let me get off that easily. Scott raised a hand. “Jeff, you’re not in a classroom or a church. Talk to us like you were at a frat house or with your friends. We’re all open-minded women. We aren’t here to judge you. We really want to understand your perspective. Start by telling us how often you check out a girl.”

“Um, I guess pretty often.”

“Once a day, twice a day?”

“No, more than that.”

Brooke moved in front of me and sat.  “What about masturbation?” she asked. “I hear guys do that all the time. I never had a brother, so I’ve always wondered if it’s true.”

I twisted my head, staring at Mira. She lifted her eyebrows, curious to know as well.

“I don’t know. I guess about the same as every other guy.”

Brooke released a disappointed sigh. “I figured this would be a waste. Too bad we don’t have a mature man to discuss sex with. This campus is filled with little boys.”  She got up and returned to the whiteboard.  “So back to Sudan. There’s a lot going on that I think is—”

“Everyday,” I blurted out.

“Everyday?” Brooke asked.

I twisted against the floor. I couldn’t believe I was saying this and looking back, I’m even more perplexed. It wasn’t like me. I was usually reserved. Polite. But hearing another woman dismiss me as childlike in front of Mira, and a group of women, no less, ignited something inside of me. I was tired of playing by the rules. Who cared if I paid for a date or was confused about the way I felt about Lisa? I was in college. I was supposed to be confused. Every other guy I knew was doing whatever the hell he wanted without asking anyone’s permission. So I jerked off. Fine. I was willing to say it aloud.

“Usually. Sometimes a few times a day if you really want me to be honest.”

Brooke returned to her sitting position near me. 

I glanced around the room. Scott had a faint smile, while Mira was too nonplussed to convey much expression.

“What do you use?” Brooke asked, this time more softly.

I laughed. “What do you mean? I use my hands.”

“No. I meant do you use any lotion or do you just start tugging at it.”

As I continued answering, it felt as though the rest of the women weren’t there. My mind went to a place void of emotions or thoughts.

“Lotion. If it’s near me. Sometimes I just use my own saliva. What about you?”

Scott answered first. “The topic is male sexuality. Continue.”

Brooke turned back to me. “What about sex? Do you do that everyday as well?”

I was talking on adrenaline, but I wasn’t stupid. “Not everyday. But often enough. When I feel like it.”

Yes, I’m a big, fat liar. But I wasn’t about to tell these women I was a virgin. Lechery might be considered immoral, but unintentional virginity is just pathetic. “Yeah, about once or twice a week.”

“Is this in a monogamous relationship or do you sleep around with lots of girls?” Brooke asked. 

A tricky question. I couldn’t say monogamous because then Mira would think I was taken (and a cheater). But if I said was sleeping around, Mira would think I was only trying to get a quick lay out of her. 

“When I’m seeing someone,” I said. “Which I’m not right now.”

Scott saved me from any further questioning and the discussion moved on to other less contentious topics. My frequent masturbation and dubious sex life was rather banal for the Young Feminist League. After the meeting, several of the girls thanked me for coming. No one repeated my admissions. They appeared genuinely happy to have me there. Scott offered me a bunch of literature on women’s rights, and after some polite resistance, I agreed to take a few pamphlets along with the book Mira had given me.

When I left the room, Mira was standing in the hall talking to Scott. They both looked at me. Mira turned back to Scott, spoke a few more words, and nodded to something Scott said.

When they finished their discussion, I approached Mira.

“That was interesting,” I said.

“Didn’t know you were such a stud.”

I forced a chuckle. “Ah, yeah. It was mainly in high school.”

“Uh-huh. So what are you doing now? Going back to your dorm room to jerk off or do you plan on seducing a sorority girl into dropping her panties?”

She stepped in front of me.

I backed against the wall.

She stepped closer.

Her lips neared mine as she spoke. “Maybe you can jerk off while I give you a little show? Bet you’ve never done that before.”

I quickly scanned my limited, barely existent sexual memory. Nope. I hadn’t done that before.

Mira didn’t wait for a reply. She pulled me by the collar of my shirt and led me to the elevator. A couple of her friends held the door for us. We didn’t talk on the ride down or as we walked to her car. I followed a few steps behind her, too afraid that if I spoke or said a joke, it might come out wrong and Mira would change her mind.

This couldn’t be happening. Mirabelle Fontaine, better known around campus as “that hot French chick” was asking me, your socially-awkward narrator, to her apartment for some freaky sex games.

Crazy.

Her Land Rover barely made a sound as she drove. We crossed a bridge spanning the intercoastal, the SUV’s tires emitting a thump, thump as we crossed over the expansion joints.

I squirmed in my seat. Studying the glow of the center dash, I hoped Mira would turn on some music. This was like some cruel, extended game of staring into someone eyes and trying not to be the first to blink.

The bridge was dark, absent of normal street lighting. I decided to use it as a point of conversation. One of us had to say something.

“Dark out tonight,” I commented. 

I sounded like such an idiot.

Mira failed to answer. She didn’t even grunt an acknowledgement. 

Our silent ride continued.

This was getting weird. I couldn’t shake the feeling that Mira was upset. And what was she talking to Scott about? I didn’t like that firm nod she offered to Scott’s last words. It reminded me too much of the nods exchanged by the Rebel Alliance before Luke performs his risky escape from the Great Pit of Carkoon.

We rode the rest of the way without saying a word. Mira parked in her spot and turned off the vehicle. She opened the door and got out, leaving me still inside. I undid the seat belt and opened the door. 

I caught up to her on the steps. When we got to her apartment, she unlocked the front door and addressed me. “When we get inside, you are to strip off all of your clothing and sit on the couch. You will wait for me until I am ready. Do you understand?”

I nodded.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Good.”

Mira turned and pushed open the front door.

She hurried to her bedroom and closed the door, leaving me alone in the dim lit living room. My heart pounded, but I found my belt and started to unbuckle it. My pants fell to the floor. My erection was already present, stretching the front of my boxers like a dunce’s cap. I stripped off my tee shirt and sat against the leather sofa. The fabric was cold against my legs, and I was too nervous to lean back. I hugged my knees and debated whether I should take off my boxers. I knew what she had told me, but I didn’t think her words were to be deciphered with a literal interpretation.

I hung my clothes on the fat arm of the sofa and continued waiting. Across the room, a digital clock tracked the agonizing minutes that followed. 

When her door opened and she came down the hall, I almost fell off the sofa. Her hand rose above her as she leaned against the wall. In nothing but a set of purple lingerie, fitted with matching garters and black hose, she stood staring at me. 

“I told you to take off all of your clothes. Why are still wearing your boxers?”

I flung them to my ankles and added them to the discarded pile. Mira lowered her arm and moved in front of me, her stiletto heels clicking across the floor. In her thin lace bra, her nipples protruded. Her panties were of an oblique satin material, preventing me a view beneath them. She carried a bottle of liquid in her hand.

I was so ready for this.

“Do you want to use lube or would you like to use your spit?” she asked. “Or maybe you’d like to use my spit?” Mira ran her tongue along her lips and pressed a wad of spit to the edge.

I chose the latter and placed my hand out in front of me. Mira bent over and without any hawking or other vulgarity, she allowed a thick puddle of spittle to collect in my palm.

My cock was already on fire, my balls drawn close to my body. I worked the spittle into my hand and gripped the swollen head. I wasn’t worried about coming too quickly. My heart was pounding with such ferocity that I half wondered whether I’d be able to finish at all.

Mira took a seat on the glass table in front of me. We stared into each other’s eyes as I ran my hand up and down. While I looked away from her gaze, I took a quick peek of her breasts and the camel toe of her crotch.

“Don’t be bashful,” she said. “I want you to look.”

She opened her legs and ran a finger across the front of her panties, tracing the aperture of her pussy. “Do you mind?”

I shook my head. I wasn’t certain of her intentions, but at that moment, she could have done anything she pleased. She ran her fingers across her belly, gliding them until they slipped beneath her panties.

“Mmm,” she said. “So warm.”

I pumped faster, arching my hips forward. All of my former bad luck was finally turning around and paying off in a big way. All the signs were there. I mean, honestly, if I couldn’t see that Mira wanted me, I was never going to get laid. The girl was practically naked.

“God you look hot,” I said.

Mira laughed. “Thank you. You look . . . horny.”

“It seems you are, too.”

I watched her knuckles press against the front of her panties as her fingers rubbed her clit.

“I’m always horny,” she said, closing her eyes and moaning.

This is it, I thought. My days of failure and self-loathing are over.

“It seems both of us are worked up,” I said. “Maybe we can help each other out.”

Mira didn’t answer. Her eyes remained closed, her fingers dancing beneath the satin.

“Why don’t you take a seat on my lap,” I added, stroking my cock with emphasis.

Mira opened her eyes. Her fingers stopped moving.  “Jeff, I told you already. I have too many boyfriends.”

She went back to playing with herself, sliding her hand farther beneath the panties, her fingers moving deeper inside. “I get more cock than I can handle already. I’m surprised I’m still so tight. Even now I can barely get more than two fingers inside. Must be a French thing.”

I nearly blew my load at that. What the hell was going on? If she didn’t want me, sexually, then why were we masturbating in front of one another? It’s not something often done between strictly platonic friends.

“But I can offer some assistance,” she said.

Mira slid a foot out of her stiletto and raised it onto the couch. She moved her foot in front of me until her toes rested below my balls. Her toes danced along them, kneading gently. I moved my hand away, allowing her foot to take its place. The hosiery, mixed with her spit, felt sublime as her foot pressed against my shaft. She stopped touching herself and gripped the edge of the table. She lifted her other foot and began masturbating me with her feet. With her arches pressed against the shaft of my cock, her feet slid up and down.

At the time, I’d seen this done once or twice in some videos online I stumbled upon by accident. It wasn’t a fetish of mine and it seemed rather pointless. Watching and feeling Mira’s soft feet, enrapt in the smooth hosiery, changed that. The view wasn’t bad either. As Mira moved her feet, I watched her hips sway and her panties draw tighter against her crotch.

“Do you like fucking my feet?”

I moaned an assent and leaned back against the sofa’s cold leather.

“Probably the closest thing you’ve fucked to a real pussy.”

My back straightened to those words. “What do you mean?”

Mira squeezed my cock with the arches of her feet. “Oh, come on, Jeff. I know a virgin when I see one. I was ninety-nine percent sure before tonight, but the way you bumbled your way through talking about male sexuality as if you had any clue, made it a certainty. You were very rude, too. Feminism isn’t something to be mocked, and the Young Feminist League isn’t a dating service.”

I would have gone limp if Mira’s feet didn’t feel so good sliding along my shaft. My greatest fantasy had just turned into my worst nightmare.

“But why did you invite me back here? Why do keep giving me signals if you’re not interested? Just what the hell is going on?”

Mira pressed my cock against my belly as her other foot rubbed the head. 

“Because I am interested in you, Jeff. You fit the role of what I’m seeking. You’re intelligent, polite, you don’t have any bad habits from what I can see, and you’re cute—in a nerdy kind of way. I have enough boyfriends, true. But I don’t have any of something else.”

“What?”

Mira leaned on her hands while her feet continued to stroke me. “Oh, there are so many different names for it. And they aren’t even really names. They’re labels. And I hate labels. Labels carry connotations. If I tell someone I’m a feminist, they jump to all sorts of conclusions without ever getting to know me and what I actually stand for. The same problem exists with political affiliations or religious beliefs. There’s no stereotype worse than a label. But if I must give it a description, what I’m looking for is someone I can mold into something of my liking. A student, if you will. A student in life’s purpose. A student to whom I can be their life coach, their director.”

I was nearing the edge, but I managed to speak a few more words. “And what does the student get out of this?”

Mira stopped the foot massage and pressed the heel of her foot into my balls. I yelped and tried to push her foot away without success.

“The student will blossom through personal growth on a level that could never be achieved alone while enjoying one-on-one time with me that none of my boyfriends currently have. In fact, if said student does well enough, I might cut ties with a few of my boy toys to make extra time. Anyone offered this position should feel very, very blessed. Don’t you agree?”

She pressed the heel of her foot into my groin like an exclamation mark. I agreed with her.

“Excellent. I’ll give you a few days to think it over before I’ll require an answer.”

She lifted her feet and placed them back into her heels.

“Well, I must get back to studying,” she said. “I’ll call a cab to take you back to your dorm room.” Mira laughed. “Listen to me. Gosh, I sound like a middle-aged man calling a taxi for his mistress.”

I forced a chuckle as well and started to get dressed. My spirit might have been defeated, but my erection kept its resolve, looking around for someone to finish the job. I was forced to tuck the head behind my belt. Don’t act confused. Everyone’s done it.

As precum collected on my belly, I took the uneventful ride back to my decrepit living facilities. I couldn’t wait to get inside, slip under the covers and masturbate until every drop of backed-up semen was dispelled from my aching balls. 

But of course, Chaz was there when I opened the door.

I almost went to my car to finish the deed, but I figured it would be just my luck that one of the many campus’ cameras would catch me. The night had been weird enough already. 

This left only one other option. I waited until Chaz went to bed and fell asleep. When I heard him snoring, I spat on my hand and imagined it was Mira’s spit as I recalled the way her breasts lifted in the lace bra and the sweet smell of her feet reaching out to play with my cock. I didn’t last long, and I was ready to go again after only a few minutes of reprieve.

I remained lying in bed, staring at the bunk above me until the middle of the night, musing over Mira’s proposal. I didn’t even understand the offer. Something about her being my life coach. All I knew was that she promised I would get to spend more time with her than even her boyfriends. That alone was enough for me to agree.
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In the morning, Chaz was gone. I felt hung over on a bad combo of too much sleep and too many orgasms. It was past noon, and I had missed a couple of texts from Lisa reminding me that she still wanted to talk. I told her I’d stop by her dorm room later that day after I had gotten something to eat, but she offered to join me instead. I couldn’t imagine what was so urgent to tell me or why we needed to meet privately.

Even though it was a Monday, the cafeteria was dead. A few other dorm refuges sat at nearby tables, but most everyone else was either still home for Labor Day weekend or out doing adventurous things away from school.

If Lisa was upset, it didn’t show. On the contrary, she seemed smitten by something, almost as if she had gotten the best lay of her life the previous night. As we ate lunch, I kept arguing with myself whether Lisa was also a virgin. We were close friends, but we never broached sexual topics. 

“So what did you do last night?” she asked.

“Nothing really,” I fibbed. “I watched The Matrix. You?”

She set down her salad fork, looked around, and leaned in close to me as if she were about to whisper to some crude deed committed. “Calling radio stations.”

“Uh-huh. Calling radio stations, for what?”

She bent over and opened her purse. When her hand returned, it was waving two badges. And they weren’t just any two badges.

“Are those . . .”

“Two all-access passes to Comic-Con for the whole weekend in Tampa!”

I dropped my hotdog. “How did you get those badges? They were sold out months ago! And all-access? I don’t even know what that means.”

“Me neither! Isn’t it cool?”

Obviously. The fine print said the badges granted premium seating to all the events and free photos. I couldn’t believe it. Lisa had scored tickets to the biggest geek fest in the country. Mind you it wasn’t the Miami event, but still. 

Lisa stuffed the badges back in to her purse and glanced around the cafeteria as if she had just put away a pair of gold bouillon plates. “I was caller 101. I couldn’t believe my luck.”

I shook my head. It was better than winning the lottery.

“So,” she said. “Do you want to go with me?”

I was already deciding on which Star Wars character I would go as. “Hmm. I’ll have to check my schedule. That’s four weeks from now, right? I think I have a test the following Monday, so I may have to study.”

Lisa slapped me on the shoulder.

“Fine. I’ll see if Travis wants to go.” She quickly added, “He’s the only other super geek I know.”

The only other single geek, I thought. Damien would have been just as stoked to go as any of us except Trish was well known for her jealous rants. “I’m just kidding. Of course I want to go. Thanks for inviting me.”

I really meant it. I might have still been unsure about Lisa, romantically speaking (especially with Mira offering to be my “life coach”), but Comic-Con would be the perfect opportunity to see if we meshed as anything beyond friends.

We spent the next hour chatting. There was so much to plan. We had to get killer costumes, for sure, but first we had to decide on whom to go as. I’ve always had a thing for the dark side, so I was set on being a Snowtrooper or maybe a TIE pilot. Lisa frowned at the idea. “I thought we could at least match,” she argued. That meant we’d be going as the Rebel Alliance. I couldn’t argue. If it meant going as a Padawan, I was game as long as I got to go to Comic-Con. Since Lisa was the one providing the tickets, I told her she could pick. She said she’d give it some thought.

“How are we going to get there?” I asked. “Tampa’s a long drive.”

“By car, silly.”

“Yeah, but Comic-Con is over a whole weekend. Do you plan on making a four hundred mile round trip each day?”

Lisa considered this. Her eyes moved away from me as she spoke, and it almost seemed like she was reading from a teleprompter above my shoulder. “I thought about that. I think we’ll have to get hotel rooms.”

“No offense, but I don’t have that kind of dough.”

“Well, I talked to my dad and he said that he would be willing to get me a room, so we could share it. We could get a room with two queen beds of course.”

“Of course.”

It wasn’t a big deal. Two friends of the opposite sex sharing a room to save money. Perfectly reasonable. But knowing Lisa had feelings for me did make it a big deal. And if we happened to stumble home late at night, after a few too many drinks, something might happen that would give Lisa the wrong impression. Don’t think of me as a prude or some kind of puritan. I was all for getting laid. I carried my virginity around like a ship anchor. I was ready to set it down, but I couldn’t do it knowing it came at the expense of some girl’s feelings. Especially Lisa’s. Every time I would reflect on the “first time” it would be clouted with an even heavier guilt that I’d then have to lug around for the rest of my life.

“If you want to,” she added. “We have plenty of time to think about it.”

“No, I’m cool with it. I’m always worrying about petty details. We’ll have a blast.”

“That we will.”

We finished our lunches and finally got back to the studying we never finished a few days before. We rushed through it so we could get to far more pressing concerns like finding the best custom store in town. We finally decided it best to order online after Lisa said she was willing to spot me the money.

How could I argue? Besides, Lisa was already starting to come out of her shell. I had never seen her so full of energy and spunk. We lay on the floor of her dorm room until it was dark out, bashing all the Star Trek nerds that would probably show up to Comic-Con in their out-dated captain Kirk outfits. I told Lisa I wanted to go as a bloated Captain Kirk shouting about great deals on Priceline. While Lisa rolled on her belly laughing, I got a text on my phone. We were both laughing so hard I almost didn’t feel the vibration. When I checked the text, I stopped laughing. 

When the student is ready, the teacher will appear.

A few seconds later, another message came through.

Are you ready, Jeff?

I must have gone white because Lisa asked me what was wrong. “Is it your mom?”

I shook my head. “No, someone from one of my classes just reminded me of a test I totally forgot about.”

I angled the phone’s screen toward my chest, away from Lisa, and typed a response.

I’m ready.

I had barely sent the text before I got a response.

Good. Stop by my place in about an hour. I think it’s best if we meet in person to discuss everything.

Okay. See you in an hour.

I put the phone in my pocket. Having it out felt incriminating, especially knowing that I was about to blow off spending the evening with Lisa after everything she had just done for me.

“I better get going,” I said. “If I don’t do some serious cramming, I won’t be a student here by the time Comic-Con comes around.”

Lisa smiled.  “I understand, but just remember to study before Comic-Con. They’ll be no study breaks or cramming at night.”

“Definitely.”

I slipped out of Lisa’s room and down the stairs. I couldn’t be late this time around. I went straight to my car and headed for Mira’s apartment. Arriving twenty minutes early, I parked off to the side. When it was closer to the time, I moved to a spot near the stairs and walked up. Taped to her doorframe, there was a note.




Jeff,




I’m taking a shower. Make yourself at home.




XOXO




It was an odd note. Why didn’t she just send a text? And wasn’t it dangerous to be leaving a note like that on your front door? Maybe I had just lived too long in the dorms. It was nice to have something personalized by Mira, though. Her handwriting was in that girly kind of cursive only women can etch out. And call me crazy, but I was certain a little of her perfume had been sprayed on the parchment. I don’t know what brand it was, but it had my head spinning. I opened the door and heard the shower running.

I noticed the smell right away. Living in a dorm and visiting enough frat parties had made me an expert at detecting that potent, unambiguous odor. It was the scent of raw, recent sex and not just your average running-through-the-motions kind of sex either, but rather, the fucked-all-night-and-on-everything variety. The thought startled me. One of Mira’s boyfriends had visited after I had left and gotten to ravage her in that purple lingerie. They probably fucked on the very couch where I was helplessly denied. The realization weakened me as I sat on the sofa.

The water stopped. I heard the ring of a shower curtain drawn back. Mira’s voice lifted through the air as she sang a French tune. I couldn’t understand the words, but her voice was so lovely it didn’t matter. She stepped into the living room wearing a towel wrapped around her. It barely covered the tops of her thighs. Her hair was wet, water dripping from the ends. 

“Hey,” she said. “I’ll be right out. I just have to dry off and throw on some clothes. In the meantime, see if you can find a notebook around here. There should be one or two lying on the bookshelf. Just grab some blank pages. I want you to take notes while we talk.”

“Okay.” 

I approached the bookshelf and scanned her selection. I’ve always thought of it as a strange social custom that we hide our underwear, which is basically all the same, while displaying our books for every visitor to gawk at, something that reveals far more about ourselves than undergarments. 

She had quite the range in literary tastes. I was pleased to see Frank Herbert’s Dune among her collection and the cracks along the spine suggested she had actually read it. Of course, there were several feminist books too.  Most of them I had never heard of. It was the books placed backwards, though, with their spines not showing, that caught my attention. I pulled one out. The front cover conveyed a twisted domestic scene that was taking place in a kitchen. A man stood over a sink wearing a pink apron as his wife approached him from behind with a strap-on. The title: The Joy of Role Reversal: How to get your ‘man’ to do the cooking, cleaning and chores with a smile.

Realizing Mira could walk in at any moment, I quickly put the book back and looked for the notebooks. Near the top of the bookshelf, I saw a couple of them. I took one down and found a pen on the coffee table. I really wanted to return to the bookshelf and search through the other books flipped around, but I was too afraid. Mira had asked me to get a notebook, not to go snooping around her apartment. But seriously, where does someone even buy a book like that? Certainly not at B&N.

She came out wearing a white maxi dress, which I’m sad to say, covered her gorgeous legs. She also carried a black, leather padfolio.

“Take a seat on the floor,” she said.

I chuckled at first. Her stern expression, though, told me she wasn’t jesting. I got up and sat between the table and the flat screen. Mira took a seat on the sofa and placed the padfolio on the table. Her hands returned to her lap, her back straightened and her eyes never diverted from mine. “You’ve thought about my proposal?”

I nodded. “Yeah, it sounds like fun.”

“Yes, that’s about what I thought,” she said. “You don’t have a clue what you’re signing up for. No surprise. Typical American. Always scrolling to the bottom of the page, clicking the AGREE TO TERMS button without reading a thing.”

She opened the padfolio.

“Luckily for you, I’m more conscientious than corporate crooks. I don’t want you wasting my time, so I will be succinct as possible, but I want to be candid. After I have spoken, I will allow you to ask a few questions. After a brief trial period, if you still agree to the terms, I will draft a contract and require you to provide certain collateral. And I use the word collateral very loosely.”

“Contract?”

My first thought was that Mira was going to charge me for her life coaching services. My thinking couldn’t have been further from reality.

“Yes, a contract outlining the terms and conditions of your service to me. I will also agree to abide by certain ethical and custodial guidelines. Of course, this will not be a contract with any legal weight, which is why the collateral is so important. And so you don’t feel like you’re going into this blind, we’ll do a test run for one week to see if we both enjoy ourselves.” She lifted the binder and set it on her lap. “But we’re getting ahead of ourselves. First, we need to go over my services, followed by my expectations and what you can expect from my life coaching. Sound good?”

I nodded and scribbled onto the page. Later, I wouldn’t be able to read a word of my nervous jottings.

Mira sighed. “Yeah, see that’s not going to work. When I ask you a question, I expect you to give me more of a response than a caveman would. I know you’re frightened, probably a little confused, but if you can’t offer me direct answers to simple questions at this stage then it’s probably best for me to find someone more suitable.”

If Mira was aiming to rouse jealousy in me, it worked. I didn’t know if I wanted her to be my life coach (namely because I still didn’t know what it entailed), but there was no way I was going to let some other schmuck steal my spot.

“Sorry. It sounds great. I’m listening.”

“Good. Before we get down to business, I want to tell you a little more about me. I’m sure you have a caricature formed in your mind about who I am, including my interests, tastes, and political stances. Let’s clear up those false suppositions. I moved to California to seek an adventure, true, but I didn’t go for the surf and balmy weather. That was just an added bonus. I moved to California because it’s the bastion of individualism and the birthplace of feminism. I wanted to be near that, to be around like-minded individuals in a high-octane intellectual environment. I first went to Berkeley, abound with expectations. I was an idealist. Yet, instead of finding young, bright women fighting for equal rights, I met bookish prudes trying to become men. It was bizarre. I had never seen such an assault to femininity. They chopped their hair until their scalps showed; they altered their speech to hide their high-pitched voices. I felt like I had gotten off the plane and entered The Twilight Zone. 

“I went on five dates and knew I had to get out of there. Not one of these men had any backbone in them. Not one opened the car door for me. Three decided we should split the bill at dinner even though they clearly came from affluent families. I knew the real culprit. These weren’t rude men. They were brainwashed with the false notion that equality meant treating women like their bros.

“So I came to South Florida. I figured, to hell with it. If I was going to study in America, I might as well have some fun. What I found surprised me. Here, real freedom existed. Women worked, gained an education and weren’t afraid to stride the beach in skimpy bathing suits or enter a nightclub to find a suitable one-night stand. Even more astonishing was the fact that so many women here were oblivious to anything empowering about this. Their way of life was so engrained, so normal, that to them, it was almost prosaic. Once I discovered the Young Feminist League, I knew I had found the perfect home to indulge my ultimate sexual fantasy. And I’d like you to be apart of that journey, Jeff.”

I could actually hear the artery along my temple beating as I processed Mira’s words. This was so crazy, so cool, and so scary—exactly the way Luke must have felt when he entered the Death Star. 

 She lifted the padfolio, skimming her notes as she resumed talking. “Since I was a little girl, I’ve always gotten my way with men. At first, it was with my father. He was strict with my older brother, but I was daddy’s little princess. There was nothing he wouldn’t give me and if he put up a fight, a flicker of my lashes would end all resistances. Later, this extended beyond mere monetary gains. If I dressed pretty and spoke with a stern, confident tone, I could persuade boys to run errands for me or give me massages. Their affections and devotions went unrequited, yet they never seemed bothered by this. I never had them do my homework for me, though. I was intelligent and I wasn’t going to allow my looks and charm to make me into an airhead. Instead, I used them for the annoying routines of life, which offered no opportunity for personal growth. The more I denied them of my body or even a formal date, the more they wanted to be at my beck and call. Little did I realize these were young, submissive boys. I sometimes wonder how many subs discovered their true calling through me.

“I may sound like a bitch, but I did care for them. The kind of concern and love they bestowed on me was unlike anything I had ever felt. Certainly, I went on dates with good-looking men whom I could explore more traditional desires with, but my dutiful errand boys taught me the essence of self sacrifice void of expectations. Personally, I know of no better definition of love.

“It was all very empowering, but I still wasn’t satisfied. I had so many fantasies, and they went far beyond men buying me sexy clothes at the mall. I couldn’t describe to anyone what I wanted at that time. I was still a teenager. It wasn’t until I stumbled upon a book concerning female domination that I had a name for it. I read everything I could find on the subject. It was revelation. I wasn’t sick or immoral. There were plenty of other, like-minded women with my same desires. Moreover, there existed hordes of men, I learned, who craved the authority of a woman—men who felt uncomfortable and unsatisfied without it.”

Mira paused.

I’ve looked back on this moment a thousand times and each instance I do, I convince myself I felt something different. All I can say for certain is that my heart was racing and I wanted to know more. The best concrete example I can provide is standing at the top of a cliff or a building and looking over the edge. Terrified to peer at the boundless below, your mind tells you to step back while curiosity drives you to look a little farther over the edge.

“What are you saying?” I asked.

Mira didn’t display one iota of weakness. With an almost inhuman fortitude, she continued staring at me in her placid, stern expression. “I want you to be my submissive. As I stated before, we will first have a trial run. I don’t know if you’re a true submissive, but you have the tell-tell signs.”

That annoyed me. I might not have been the campus stud or the most eligible bachelor in the city, but I wasn’t some kind of freak who wanted to be outfitted in bizarre hoods and tortured.

“I think you’ve misread me,” I said.

Mira nodded. “Perfectly possible. It wouldn’t be the first time. I’ve met so many men who tell me they’ve known they have this fetish since they were six years old and swear they desire nothing else than to be my slave. Yet, when I actually demand something from them that serves me and not their sexual desires, these want-to-be subbies have every excuse in the world. I don’t blame them for mistaking a purely sexual fetish for a lifestyle, but after more than a year of searching for a suitable partner with my hopes dashed more often than a rehab counselor, it’s hard not to become cynical. So perhaps I did misread you, Jeff, and, if so, we can both go our separate ways, but my intuition tells me otherwise. Maybe you’ve misread yourself. When describing why you wanted a date with me, you hit on several of my dominant traits: my confident stride, the way I turn heads and don’t care what people think of me. Remember?”

 “I think that’s a bit of a stretch. Being attracted to confidence and wanting to be someone’s bitch are two very different things.”

Mira lifted the maxi dress, exposing her legs as she sprawled lengthwise on the sofa. She leaned her arm against one of the cushions, supporting her head with a hand. “When I told you about my boyfriends and having to get ready for my date, that didn’t excite you at all?”

It had. Each time Mira mentioned one of those more worthy men, I felt a rush. I hadn’t stopped to think about what it meant. I was too enthralled with finally being in Mira’s presence and receiving her attention to concern myself with emotional causes. 

“Or how about when I left you in Water World and had you pay for my bikini? Most guys would have told me to fuck off, especially if they had the sparse resources you do. But you eagerly got in line and paid for it just like a good little submissive, didn’t you? Oh, and lets not forget our date when you wanted to kiss me and I only offered you my foot. You might have been hesitant at first, but by the time you got on your hands and knees you were practically ready to make love to my feet. Maybe I did misread you, but like the old platitude goes, if it walks like a sub, talks like a sub, it’s probably a sub.”

Mira laughed. I did not. There was no way I would be able to sort out my sexual desires sitting before her. My thoughts were bursting past me with a hodgepodge of swirling emotions. 

What Mira said next finally did me in. 

“After our trip to the mall,” she said. “I returned here to get ready for my date. I took a shower and straightened my hair until it was silky smooth. Along my neck, I sprayed a touch of Viktor & Rolf Flowerbomb. I had a gorgeous dress picked out to wear to the Adrienne Arsht Center, but I decided to wait to put it on until after my date arrived. I told him to stop by early for a special surprise. When he came over, I was wearing the gold bikini you bought me. He asked me where I had gotten it and I told him an admirer purchased it for me, but that I was saving it for him to enjoy. The bikini didn’t stay on for long. We were both so horny that we didn’t even make it to the bedroom. Right here, on this couch, he opened my legs and fucked me. We barely made it to the play on time.” Mira rubbed her hand along the leather. “How does that make you feel?”

I wasn’t sure, but the erection pitched in my shorts suggested I liked it more than I was willing to admit. I tried to hide it from Mira.

“I think that boner says it all.”

Mira got up from the couch and started down the hall. Before she stepped out of sight, she crooked a finger, calling me to her. “Come, my love. Let’s stop speculating and discover what really turns you on.”

I sat down the notebook. The page was wet from where my palm had been.

The hall was so dark I was forced to put my hands against the wall to guide me to the candlelight flickering from Mira’s bedroom. Everything was quiet when I entered. Mira stood beside the sliding-glass door, a faint smile on her face. The door was open, allowing the faint sound of the breaking surf to enter.

“This way,” she said, stepping onto the balcony.

The vanilla-scented candles were dizzying. They seemed to occupy every shelf and table. There were so many it looked like an séance was about to occur. In the center of the balcony, there was a massage table. Mira went to it.

“Take off your shirt and lie down.”

The hurricane shutters were open, revealing the shore. The silver moon, barely rising above the horizon, reflected off the choppy waters. A pair of cabana chairs sat empty, the beach undisturbed.

With an unsteady breath, I peeled away my tee shirt.

“And the shoes,” she said.

I stepped out of the sandals and looked down at my shorts. “Is this good?” I turned to Mira.

“Why don’t you just lie down? Let me take things from here.”

I didn’t argue. I was feeling so faint and scatterbrain that I could barely stand. This was all so unreal, unfolding just as I had seen it in a hundred movies. The bottle of massage oil Mira carried in her hands confirmed it. She opened the top and started to pour the liquid in her hand before she paused. “I should probably take off this dress,” she said. “Massages are messy, and if I get any on this dress, it will never come out.”

I sensed other motives, but I nodded. “Whatever you think is best.”

The dress moved over her head. She bent over, pulling it beyond her shoulders and away from her body. Underneath, she wore the golden bikini that I had bought her. Within the candlelight, the sequins sparkled like a sea of lightning bugs. Her hair fell over the front of her shoulders, the freshly-washed scent of citrus wafting across my nose with every turn of her head.

She set the bottle on the massage table and slipped back into the bedroom. Her shadow fell across me when she returned, standing behind me. In a flash, my world went dark as a soft piece of fabric was placed over my eyes.

“Relax. It’s just my sleeping mask.”

There was something strangely erotic in knowing that an article Mira wore every night was secured around my own face. The silk mask harnessed that girly smell only women can produce and I wanted to pull it down over my nose.

Something equally soft went around my wrists. Mira pulled, drawing my hands to the edge of the table. “I don’t want you to move. This is a very special kind of massage that requires you to stay still.”

Her fingers settled on my chest. Slowly, she moved the tips of her fingers down my sternum, her French manicured nails (done weekly, I might add) racked along my chest. As she neared my belly, I laughed, squirming on the table.

“Ticklish? Or just nervous?”

“A little of both.”

She responded only with her hands. Her fingers settled at the edge of my boxers, the tips crawling beneath the elastic band. I tried taking a deep breath, but all I could manage were short inhalations that better reflected pants. Her fingers gripped along the elastic band and she pulled.

As she drew them past my knees, blood rushed southward, making my penis hard as a lightsaber.

“Someone’s excited.”

The table creaked as Mira’s body weight shifted onto it. She bent over and spoke into my ear. “Do you think I’m gonna fuck you in my golden bikini?” She laughed, her hot breath tickling my ear. I felt my cock jerk. “If I were to pull my bikini bottom down and slide my wet cunt over your cock and ride you, how long do you think you could last?”

Not very fuckin’ long. 

“I don’t know,” I said instead.

Her nails sailed through my hair. “But I thought you were such a stud. Surely you know how long you can last with a woman.”

“It’s been a while.” 

“Bullshit. Just look at your manhood. How long has it been since you’ve trimmed this thing? Looks like something straight out of Nat Geo Wild.”

“It’s been a while,” I repeated.

“Seems to be the leitmotiv of your life. We’ll have to take care of that later.”

She removed my boxers and sat on my thighs. I listened to the bottle opening again. A cold sensation ran down my cock. And then—without any warning—one of her fingers began to spread the oil along my shaft. I say, “without warning,” because I had imagined this moment in my mind ever since I first laid eyes on Mirabelle Fontaine. We all have our Mirabelle Fontaines in life. Such erotic devotion rarely ever becomes realized. That’s why they’re fantasies. But there I was, in her apartment, stripped naked after some pretty kinky discussion, tied down, blindfold, cock out and hard with oil dripping on it and Mira’s soft hand taking a firm grip.

She worked her hand on my shaft, changing directions each time she neared my corona. I was grateful for getting to experience this, but after a few minutes, it started to become frustrating. Her other hand massaged my balls as she continued pumping my shaft, avoiding the sensitive areas.

“Don’t be shy,” I said. “You can stroke the whole thing.”

Mira stopped moving her hand. Her grip loosened. “I’m very well aware of the male anatomy, Jeff. This is a special massage, remember? If you don’t want it, I can squirt some oil on your hand so you can jerk off the way you like it. By now, I’m sure you’re a professional at masturbation.” Her weight moved off my thighs. “Here, I’ll untie one of your hands.”

“No, no. I didn’t mean that. I really enjoy it. I’m sorry. I won’t say another word.”

Her fingers returned. “That’s better. Gratitude is the foundation of serving.” She stroked faster, her thumb grinding the bottom of my shaft in circular motions. “And so is sacrifice.”

I wasn’t able to decipher the meaning of her last statement. I was too caught up in the impending orgasm. Her free hand continued rubbing my balls, urging them to release their payload. After all this time, it was finally going to happen. Mirabelle Fontaine was going to give me, Jeff Heckman, the best orgasm of my life.

The first spasm erupted.

In a flash, her hand moved away. I opened my eyes even though I couldn’t see. Her hand pressed into my perineum forcing my prostate to ejaculate. Sticky sperm spat along my belly, but I felt nothing. There was no orgasm. It was a purely mechanical act. 

“What the hell was that?” I said.

Mira was too busy laughing to offer a response. She smeared the sperm along my abdomen and chest. “Eww. Subbie sperm. Yuck.”

My cock continued to spasm until there was nothing left in my balls. She removed the mask. Her face was right above mine, her sultry eyes looking down on my own, a big smile on her face. I had never seen her so happy before.

“Oh, I’ve always wanted to do that. A ruined orgasm. Did you feel any pleasure?”

“I did until you let go.”

She giggled again. “Awesome. Don’t worry. I’ll get better in time. I know the techniques. I’ve just never had someone to practice on until now. Give me a month and I’ll be a pro.”

She lifted herself off the table and handed me a towel. “Clean yourself up and meet me inside. Don’t worry about getting dressed. Not yet, at least.”

I lifted myself into a sitting position and wiped the cum off my torso before it got too sticky. A ruined orgasm. I hadn’t even heard of such a thing. The strange part was that I was still just as horny as I had been five minutes ago. My arousal usually plummeted after ejaculating, but I didn’t feel any relief despite the pool of cum. I tried rubbing my erection, but it was sore and I could sense that my balls were empty. There was nothing I could do except wait. If this was the sexual dream of a submissive, Mira had misread me. I wasn’t into this. Call me crazy, but I enjoy the feeling of an orgasm.

I wrapped myself in the towel, grabbed my clothes, and entered the apartment. Mira sat on her bed, still wearing the golden bikini.

“Take a seat,” she said, pointing to the pink yoga mat on the floor. “And drop that towel.”

As I discarded the towel and sat, her toes dangled in front of me. My eyes traced up her legs. Sitting on the edge of the bed, the bikini bottom rode up her waist, drawing tightly along her crotch. I saw the faint outline of her pussy lips under the shiny fabric. My erection hadn’t waned one bit. If anything, I was harder than before.

“How was your first ruined orgasm?”

“Listen, Mira. I had fun and all, but I’m not really into that. I enjoy orgasms. I might be okay with a little kink thrown in here and there, but honestly, who enjoys ruined orgasms?”

Mira smiled. She leaned back on the bed and spread her legs, bringing her feet onto the bed. “Well, for one, I enjoy ruined orgasms. Not receiving them, of course, but giving you one has made me very wet.” She rubbed the front of her bikini bottom, massaging her clit. “Don’t you want to make me wet, Jeff?”

My cock twitched and pumped. If my balls had still been full I would have come, but the only thing to dribble out were a few drops of leftover precum.

“Can’t I get you wet in other ways?”

Mira shook her head. “Jeff, we’ve been over this. I have far too many boys who can get me wet and bring me to orgasms via traditional means. And even if I didn’t have them, you still couldn’t make me come like they do. You’re a cute guy and very sweet, but you don’t make my pussy throb unless I’m controlling you. My power over you makes me wet. I probably shouldn’t be telling you this, but after you paid me the two grand for our date, I went home, took off all of my clothes and lay down on this very bed. I spread the bills you had worked so hard to earn over my breasts and rubbed my clit to more orgasms than I can count.”

“I did the same,” I admitted. “I couldn’t stop thinking about how standoffish you were, the way you just took my money as if it had been yours all along.”

Mira slipped her hand beneath the bikini bottom. “You see? We need each other. We can feed one another’s desires, sate our wicked lusts.” She began massaging her clit. “I want you to be horny, Jeff. I want you to think about me all the time—to obsess over me, to worship my pussy. I want your cock to sacrifice for the pussy that it will never enter. I think it’s so hot knowing the thing you crave most is something I can deny from you.”

My cock began going into spasms. My balls tightened. A clear fluid, which wasn’t sperm, oozed out of my cock. Reflexively, I reached for my shaft and began stroking.

Mira continued rubbing herself. “You see how weak you are for me? You can’t even control yourself. You’re like a dog in heat. Let me tame that naughty cock of yours.”

While rubbing myself, I agreed. In that moment, Mira could have done whatever she wanted to me. I begged her to let me kiss her feet. Happily, she obliged my request. I started with her big toe, sucking on her manicured nail and the soft flesh underneath. Despite her affinity for heels, there wasn’t any trace of callus on her feet. I moved on to her next toe, allowing my tongue to play with her toe ring. Mira giggled, drawing her foot out of my mouth. She pressed her toes against my face and told me to lick the arch of her foot. Something inside me awakened and to this day, it has never gone back to sleep. I thought about how pathetic I was sitting on the floor of this hot girl’s apartment, her feet in my face after ruining my orgasm, knowing that this was the only way I could sexually please her. 

I lapped the arch of her foot, not caring about what dirt she might have picked up along the floor as I drove my tongue across her heel. I don’t know how much time passed before she lifted her foot and smeared the saliva across my face. Mira’s hand, though, was still underneath her bikini bottom, kneading herself.

“I want you to come here, Jeff. I need to show you something.”

I crawled between her legs, my face inches from her pussy. She withdrew her fingers. A sticky substance stuck to the ends of her index and middle finger. She placed them beneath my nostrils. “You smell that?” I did. It was the most wonderfully hypnotic fragrance I had ever smelled. “You did that. When you’re a good submissive boy, I get wet. Really fucking wet. I want to stay wet. Do you want me to stay wet?”

In a voice that sounded as though I was being strangled, I told her I did.

“Good. But in order to be a proper submissive, I need you to be horny.”

I laughed. “I don’t think that will be a problem.”

She pressed her thighs into my head, drawing my face closer to her crotch. “If you go back to your dorm room and jerk off all night, it will be. But don’t worry. I’ve already solved this little conundrum. But first, I need you to shave.”

She released me from her legs.

I didn’t bring a razor, and I doubted Mira wanted me clogging one of her chic razors with my pubes. Mira told me to use one of her boyfriends’ instead. 

“Check the drawer on the left,” she said as I entered the bathroom. “There should be a million extra blades.”

The bathroom’s vibe was just as cool as the rest of the condo. Edward Munch’s The Scream hung by the mirror. The tiling of her shower was formed by stones set in a spiral configuration that got smaller as they neared the drain, creating a vertiginous illusion that made me dizzy after only a few seconds of staring at it. 

I opened the drawer and after some rummaging, I found a Gillette Body Razor and a five pack of blades. I popped out the old blade and slipped on a new one. I couldn’t find any shaving cream for men so I settled on Skintimate instead. I figured it was better anyhow and I soon discovered I was right. With the razor and cream in hand, I turned on the shower and jumped inside. I know I’m probably giving way too much detail, but I have to comment on the showerhead. It was one of those LED showerheads with a blue neon black light, giving the water the appearance of barely falling.

I killed the boring overhead light. When I did, the tile’s tessellation glowed. With the optical illusion, it seemed alive, as if the drain was swallowing up the whole shower.

I hopped in and joined the madness.

Shaving was a laborious process. I couldn’t get more than a millimeter into the bush before the razor choked on my brambles. I don’t think the Gillette engineers had me in mind when designing their blade. The showerhead didn’t help either. The hypnotically falling water was cool to look at, but the lack of pressure was poor at unclogging the blades.

I was halfway through my arduous shave, when a shadow appeared on the wall. For a second, I thought it might have been apart of the illusion before a voice spoke. “I hope you don’t plan on taking all night. I have someone coming over soon.”

“Who?” I yelled over the water.

“A friend who will be here in fifteen minutes, so hurry up. I thought the person was coming later, but I just got the text.”

This wasn’t a task to be rushed. Still, I did my best to hurry, cutting myself twice in the process. When I hopped out, I realized I had forgotten to grab a towel.

“Hey, Mira, where do you keep your towels?”

“They’re in the closet.”

I hobbled across the freezing tile and into Mira’s walk-in. I found the towels and got a very good peek at her attire. And I don’t just mean her jeans and dresses. Near the back of the closet were some of the most exquisite lingerie pieces I had ever seen. I couldn’t name the brands just by looking at them, but if I had to guess, they weren’t manufactured in China or the USA.

After drying off, I tied the towel around my waist and stepped out of the bathroom. When Mira saw me, she crawled across the bed. She opened the top draw of her nightstand and took out a purple, velvet bag. At first, I thought it might be a Crown Royal bag until I realized it was too small. There was also the discrete sound of metal pieces clinking together.

Mira untied the drawstring and opened the bag. “Come sit on the bed. I want you to have a good view.”

I stood and settled my ass against the edge of the bed. I could officially say that I had been in Mirabelle Fontaine’s bed, at night, naked and with a hard on. What dropped out of the bag, though, would dispel any swagger I might have felt.

“What is that?” I asked, staring at the odd metal contraption.

I had never seen anything like it before, but somehow, I knew what it was before Mira explained. Its design alluded to only one purpose.

“This,” she said, tapping on the cage, “is a chastity device. The cage goes over your dick and prevents erections from fully forming. With the metal ring behind your balls, removal isn’t possible unless you’re willing to sacrifice your balls by squeezing them through the tiny space between the cage and the ring. Neat isn’t it?”

I could have thought of other descriptions. Before I could protest, Mira unlocked the device and separated the two pieces. 

“Let’s try it on. Stand up.”

When I stood, every rational part of my brain told me to run, to get out of there and to never return. But rational parts of the brain don’t work well when you’re a naked man in front of Mirabelle Fontaine. It was just like when Anakin couldn’t resist Padmé. Except we weren’t having sex and I hadn’t harnessed the force. So I stood and when Mira told me to spread my legs, my limbs dutifully agreed.

She slid the ring over my balls first before tucking my cock through it. With some effort, she got the ring to settle against my body. She waited for my erection to wane before quickly slipping the cage over my penis. She threw the lock over the hasp and snapped it shut.

I stared at my imprisonment. There was no doubt about it. Without the key, not only was I unable to masturbate, I also wouldn’t be able to manage more than a quarter of a full erection before filling the tube. 

Mira, though, wasn’t as impressed. “I think it’s way too big on you. I ordered this a long time ago for a future sub. I should have known that, whoever he was, he would be on the petite size.”

The doorbell interrupted us both.

Mira laughed. “Oh, well. I guess it will have to do for now. Jeff, will you be a good boy and get the door? I need to change out of this bikini.”

Ignoring the metal contraption between my legs, I threw on my clothes and raced into the living room. My heart was pounding and when the doorbell rang again, I felt my chest tighten in a way that made me certain I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. I didn’t know what I would say when I opened the door. I knew it was one of her boyfriends. What if he asked me who I was? Mira had hinted that each boy knew there were others, but would this guy believe I was one of them?

Hands beat at the door, giving up on the doorbell.

Mira yelled from the bedroom. “Jeff, are you going to answer the door?”

I rubbed the side of my face, trying to reconcile how I got myself into this mess, as I unlocked the front door and turned the knob.

When I opened the door, I saw it wasn’t a man.

“Hey,” Scott said, her voice drawing out the word like a question. “I didn’t know you were here.”

“Oh, yeah. I just dropped by for a bit. I’m actually about to leave. Come in. Mira’s waiting for you.”

Mira shouted from the bedroom. “Is that you, Scott?”

Scott had on the tiniest pair of jean shorts and a tight pink polo shirt. Given that I could see her nipples pressing against the taut fabric, I didn’t think she was wearing a bra. Not exactly feminist’s clothing.

“Hey, Mira!” Scott shouted back.

I closed the door as Mira walked down the hall and entered the living room. She had changed back into the maxi dress and had her hair in a scrunchie.

“Hey, babe.” Mira kissed Scott on the cheek. “Jeff and I were just chatting about the feminist’s meeting. He’s taking a real interest in women’s rights. Isn’t that right, Jeff?”

I had said no such thing, but the sly grin on Mira’s face told me I’d better agree.

“The Young Feminist League opened my eyes to the struggles women face everyday.”

I know. Laugh it up. But remember a few things: I had just experienced my first ruined orgasm followed by having a chastity belt fettered to my groin and two gorgeous women—one of them who presently possessed the key to that chastity belt—standing before me. I was lucky to even get a coherent answer out.

“That’s great to hear,” Scott said. “I thought we might have scared you off. I didn’t mean for you to be put on the spot like that.”

“No worries,” I said.

The girls obviously had other things to do. Things that didn’t involve me.

“Well, I better get going,” I said.

Mira nodded. “Have a nice weekend. And let me know how you like the book.”

As I approached the door, I tried to give Mira signals to follow me out, but she ignored them. I had so many questions. How long was she going to keep me locked up? Should I call her or would she get back to me? And how long would that be? She couldn’t just lock up my dick and send me on my way. With Scott standing there, I didn’t have much choice. I opened the door, waved to them, and left.

Plodding down the stairs, a lot of thoughts went through my head. They were conflicting, alternating between the thrill of knowing Mirabelle Fontaine owned and controlled my sex life to the more pragmatic and cautionary warnings of where this might lead. Mira might never call me back or return my calls. Maybe everything she told me had been an elaborate plot to get me locked into this device and her real thrill was cutting me off for good.

My hands were shaking as I started the car and drove away. I told myself to relax. Even if the worst happened and Mira never spoke to me again, there were still options. Not pleasant ones, but the chastity device could be removed. I was fairly certain a hospital would remove it if things came to that. (My story would probably get featured on Untold Stories of the ER). My very own fifteen minutes of shame.

I listened to a few Bruno Mars songs as I drove to the dorm and by the time I got back inside, I was feeling better. Even Chaz was gone. It wasn’t very late and I wasn’t tired. After what I had been through, I didn’t think I would sleep all night. I pulled out my laptop and started typing the web address for pornhub.com when I froze.

Oh yeah, I realized.

My heart began to flutter. The reality of the control Mira now exercised over me began to set in. Even if I went to a party and by some struck of luck (no pun intended) a girl did want to sleep with me, it would be for naught. With the chastity belt on, there was no need for me to flirt or struggle to impress girls. This was actually kind of freeing, but it was the only thing liberating about chastity. Psychology’s bromide, “we want what we can’t have,” was no exception in my case. But there was something else, something I didn’t expect. Knowing Mira held the key to my sexuality produced in me an unrivaled exhilaration. I was so turned on that I wanted to give her more control.

An erection tried emerging in the belt. I undid my pants and pulled down my boxers to get a better look. The swelling filled the cage, pushing my urethra to the hole at the front of the device. The entire cage pushed forward, pressing the ring into my balls. It wasn’t a pleasant sensation, but the effect made me more and more aroused until the discomfort forced me try to think of the most nonsexual thoughts in the world. If you’ve ever tried to do this, you know how incredibly difficult it is. 

Sitting with my knees against the bed and leaning over, I was finally able to relieve the blood flow and get the erection down to a half-tumescent state. That’s when my phone buzzed. I quickly grabbed it and saw the text was from Mira. Thank God. I knew she was going to tell me that I had passed the test and that she was in the parking lot with my key in hand. I wouldn’t have even cared if Scott were in on the joke.

The message, however, read as follows: Hey Jeff, I’m not sure if you’ve noticed yet, but when you were in the shower, I left a little surprise for you in your cargo shorts. Left pocket. The one down by your leg. They’re fresh from my afternoon workout.

I was literally hyperventilating as my hand moved to the cargo pocket. Dazed and flummoxed from earlier, I hadn’t noticed the bulge in them. My hand slipped inside and I felt a Ziploc bag. I pulled out the bag and nearly fainted when I saw the blue, satin panties inside.

My mouth went completely arid and my hands became clammy and cold. I knew the agony it would cause me if I opened the bag, but I couldn’t resist. I peeled open the seal and was immediately hit with the most wondrously feminine odor. As if handling a rare collectible, with the tips of my fingers I lifted the panties out of the bag and held them before the light. On the front, stamped in white letters were the words: I HAVE THE PUSSY SO I MAKE THE RULES. Below this declaratory statement, a wet spot stained the crotch area.

Another buzz of the cell phone.

Did you look?

I wrote back that I did.

Pretty sexy, huh? Well, I have to go. I think those panties say all that needs to be said for now. Have a good night, Jeff.

I didn’t reply. After setting the phone against the bed, I returned to the panties. This was unreal. In my hands, I held Mira’s most private attire. Satin—is there anything sexier? So smooth and shiny, so soft to the touch. And even the slightest moisture is easily revealed.

I turned them around and found two more amorphous stains along the rear. Blood rushed to my groin, smashing the chastity device into my genitals. I didn’t care. My mind barely registered the pain. In my hands was an article that had only hours before rested against Mira’s pussy and ass. I knew it was the closest I would get to either. Flipping them inside out, I noted they were even damper than on the outside. I pressed the crouch to my nose, and as I inhaled, I imagined Mira’s stride on the elliptical, her quick legs and firm ass shifting in tight spandex shorts. Watching her cardio workouts were visual feasts I often exploited by finding a machine a few rows behind her. Pretending to be lost in my own exercise or feigning my interest in a television program flashing above her, I would dream of pressing my face between those ass cheeks, allowing her to use me as her workout bench.

Not once did I think these carnal reveries were submissive in nature. But as I pressed her panties against my face, full of her perspiration, a servile weakness overcame me. The panties were cool to the touch, the damp satin chilling my flushed cheeks. I adjusted the crotch until they hovered over my nose and mouth. As my erection tested the steel’s strength, I stuck out my tongue and tasted the drippings from Mira’s pussy.

Let me tell you: there is no aged wine, no secret sauce or thirty-one flavors that can come close to what I tasted. I sucked on the crotch, drawing out the fresh sweat as I imagined the lips of her pussy pressed against this very fabric. In a way, I was having sex with her. Not really of course, but in our own secret fashion we were, and I imagined Mira was at home thinking the same.

The burn at my groin finally forced me to take the panties away from my face. I placed them in the bag as gently as I had removed them and sealed it shut to lock in the panties’ fresh odor. I made sure to press all of the air out of the bag. I wanted nothing to contaminated this special gift.

With the bag still on the bed and my shorts drawn down to my ankles, a metallic noise reverberated through the door. The knob began to turn.

Shit, I thought. Chaz.

Always fuckin’ Chaz.

I threw the bag behind the bed and yanked my shorts up to my waist. There was no time to button them or to fix my belt. 

The door swung open.

Chaz was talking.

“I don’t think my roommate is home,” he said.

Of all the times my socially inept roommate decided to become jovial, of course it had to be then. There was no time to act. I jumped under the covers and pulled them up to my waist as Chaz walked in.

A girl followed him.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

“Hey,” he said. His eyes looked at the covers, then at my face and then at the covers again. To say I sensed he thought I was up to something would be an understatement.

“Did I wake you?”

A girl filed in behind him. She wasn’t hot, but for Chaz she might as well have been a Victoria’s Secret model.

“No, I was just taking a power nap. I must have dosed off.”

Chaz turned to his date or friend or whatever she was and spoke. “I forgot. My roommate has been studying like crazy for an exam.” He turned his head around. “When did you say the test was? Tomorrow?”

It wasn’t until next Thursday—a point I knew Chaz was aware of. I had to hand it to the guy. He knew damn well that I wasn’t taking a power nap. It was pretty cool of him to cover for me. He probably thought I was jerking off. No way he would have guessed what I was really doing.

“Yeah,” I said. “Tomorrow’s the big day.”

“Agh,” the girl said. “I had a paper due this week that I waited until the night before to start. Trust me. I know how you feel.”

“Well, we don’t want to bother you,” Chaz said, speaking to the girl more than me.

“Yeah, we’ll let you have your peace and quiet,” the girl agreed. “I’m pretty sure my room is empty. My roommate is home for the weekend and won’t be back until Tuesday morning.”

They left me alone.

I jumped out of bed and checked the lock several times. After buttoning my shorts, I took a look in the mirror. My face was beet red. Trickles of sweat descended from my forehead and my hair was a disheveled mess. If they had two brain cells between them, they knew I hadn’t been enjoying a leisurely nap when they walked in.

The realization angered me. Chaz was probably joking to the girl about what had happened. It was just the kind of thing he would pull to get a laugh out of a girl. And what was she doing inviting him back to her dorm room? It was almost as if they were looking for a private place to be. The thought stung. Even Chaz was getting laid. And as much as I wanted to tell myself that the girl he was with wasn’t cute, I knew otherwise.

But none of that mattered. I had something else, something better. I went back to my bed, found the bag with Mira’s panties and began huffing the contents like a vagrant. Sometime between the inebriating huffs, I texted Mira: I’m ready to be your sub.

She didn’t reply.
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Have you ever been awoken in the early morning hours by a searing pain burning across your crotch because of a tight metal cage suffocating your nocturnal erections? Well, I have and let me tell you—it hurts like hell. These weren’t the normal kind of erections that quietly go away by the time you’re done brushing your teeth either. And that urge to pee upon waking only strengthens the tumescence. 

Safe to say I didn’t sleep well. I tossed and turned all night, waking every few hours to the unequaled sensation of my balls being smashed in a vice. When I saw the sunrise streaming through the room’s lonely porthole, I had never been so glad for it to be morning. Chaz was snoring from the top bunk when I rolled out of bed and hobbled to the bathroom in a bowed position. Standing straight placed too much pressure on my pelvis and even with the gimp-like posture, it took every bit of my fading willpower to shuffle to the commode.

I didn’t know whether to vomit or pee first. I couldn’t believe people actually wore these devices. If someone wanted to add some kink to his or her boring sex life, it’s not my place to judge, but this was insane. I lifted my phone from my cargo pocket and texted Mira.

We have to meet up. I’m in a lot of pain.

I didn’t wait for a reply. While sitting on the commode, I bent over until my face nearly touched the porcelain bowl. Doing this, I was able to relieve the burning pressure. It was one of the more liberating moments of my life.

Finally, my erection started to subside.

After emptying my bladder, I was faced with another dilemma—how to clean myself. I had no access to my pee hole except through a narrow slit at the end of the device. There was no way my finger could fit through it. I tried to imagine what MacGyver would do if he ever found his genitals locked up by some commies. I thought of some clever ideas but they all involved a paperclip and a Swiss Army knife. Instead, I ripped off some toilet paper and rolled it into the shape of a cigarette. This allowed me to thread the tissue into the device. The paper quickly became wet, forcing me to repeat the process several times until I had soaked up all the moisture. As I stood and flushed the toilet, my phone buzzed.

How bad is it? I have class in half an hour. I can meet you around 9:30 if you want.

I told her I would live. I had class myself and it was with one of those professors who actually took roll. Also, my class was with Lisa and if I wasn’t present she would ask why, and I didn’t think I could bring myself to lie to her again.

I took a cold shower, aiming the water against the boiling flesh between my legs and dressed. I was out the door before Chaz’s alarm rang. 

Lisa was standing outside the classroom when I arrived.

“Ready for your test?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah. I crammed all last night. I’m going to try to study some more after this class. Thought anymore about Comic-Con?”

“Are you serious? Practically all night. I have some good ideas for our outfits. Maybe after your test I can show you some costumes I found.”

I agreed and started walking into the classroom. Yes, after the exam (aka: after I got this metal contraption off my groin). It felt like I was wearing an anchor between my legs and I couldn’t shake the feeling that everyone in the classroom knew I was wearing something odd under my shorts. When I sat down, a quiet, but noticeable, clink emitted from the padlock striking the tube. I looked down. In the seat, the device was forced upward, revealing a discrete bulge. I would have scooted my chair farther under the desk but it was the kind of desk where the chair was bolted to the table. I wouldn’t be getting up to use the restroom during class.

The rest of the class filed in. After enduring a mind-numbing session on bond amortization, our accounting class finished. “I’ll text you later to see if you’re free,” Lisa said as I rushed out of the classroom.

“Do that,” I responded, barely turning my head to acknowledge her.

I needed to check my phone. I made a beeline for the stairs and pulled it out. There was a message from Mira.

Hey, my class got out early. I’ll be on campus for a few minutes before I head out.

I moved my thumbs in rapid fire.

I just got out. Where are u?

I raced down the stairs, hoping my phone would chirp with each step. Around the second floor, I heard a ding.

I’m in the Student Union. Room 407. Where the meeting was held.

The campus headquarters of the Young Feminist League was the last place I wanted to meet Mira, but if that’s where she wanted to meet then that’s where I would go. I spent half the trek across campus staring at my crotch in a futile debate with myself about whether the chastity device was noticeable to others. I finally decided it wasn’t, though I’m sure a few students noticed me staring incessantly at my crotch. 

After a short stroll across campus, I entered the Student Union and rode the elevator to the fourth floor. As I entered Room 407, I noticed Mira wasn’t the only one inside.

“Hey, Jeff,” Scott said, looking up from her Bitch magazine. “Mira’s in the back. I’ll walk you to her office.”

During my initial visit I had assumed the door at the back of the room led to a small closet. When Scott opened it, I realized the living room was no more than a foyer. As we headed down the hidden hallway, I counted eight offices along with a conference room. Mira’s office was at the end of the hall. She was on the phone when we passed her window. She raised a finger, alerting us to give her a minute.

“She might be a while,” Scott said. “We can sit in my office until she’s ready. I’m just down the hall.”

For a university organization, I was thoroughly impressed. Scott’s office stood at a corner of the building and the expansive windows offered a gorgeous view of the quad and the University’s historic buildings. She sat behind a large oak desk with her elbows leaning against the surface as if she was a CEO of her own conglomerate. An intercom system even sat on the desk so Scott didn’t have to get up. On the wall behind her, a large paddle hung, its face soldered with the feminist symbol. She gestured for me to have a seat. This was crazy. She was a college student, barely old enough to drink, and she occupied an office that most professionals would never see in their entire careers. As I looked around, eyeing a mahogany bookshelf and several pricey-looking paintings, I had to ask. “Scott, how did you guys get this place? Where does the funding come from?”

She shrugged as if the details weren’t interesting. “Politics,” she said. “It’s all political strategy. How do the same rich cocksuckers get elected to Congress and the White House every election? How come Martha Stewart went to prison for dumping a couple thousand shares of stock while not one banker was indicted for orchestrating the biggest financial disaster since the Great Depression?”

“Politics?” I answered.

“You got it.”

“That doesn’t exactly answer my question.”

“No, it doesn’t,” Scott agreed. “Of course, I doubt if you walked into the head football coach’s office that he’d be willing to show you his playbook. I appreciate your interest in feminist matters, but I’m obviously suspicious of your intentions. I trust Mira and respect her judgment. However, as head of this organization, it’s my responsibility to be watchful concerning who we let through our doors.”

As I thought of a response to ease her concerns, Mira walked in the room. She looked all business in her pencil skirt and white blouse.

“Great news!” she said. “Senator Wilcox has agreed to speak at our upcoming dinner.”

I tried to offer a smile as the girls high-fived each other.

Mira sat on the edge of the desk. The spikes of her heels rested against the carpet. “So what seems to be the trouble, Jeff? You’ve had your cage on for twelve hours and you’re already crying like a little boy.”

Stunned and with my mouth half open, I stared at Scott and back at Mira. This was supposed to be our secret, not something Mira shared with her girlfriends or tweeted about.

“It’s probably the ring size,” Scott suggested in a tone so casual you would have thought she was discussing the proper fit for a pair of shoes. “My boyfriend had to wear the largest ring until I got him a hip belt design for his birthday.”

“But his balls aren’t that big,” Mira argued. “Jeff, drop your pants so Scott can see. She’s an expert with these devices.”

I rose from the chair, but not to take down my pants. I backed towards the door. “This is getting a little out of hand. I don’t know what you two are involved with here, but I don’t think I want any part in it.”

“Fine,” Mira said. “Suit yourself. Take a mint on your way out. Maybe it will distract you from your cage.”

I stopped. “You’re not going to take it off? What if I go to the campus police? That might make Senator Wilcox rethink backing your organization.”

Mira rolled her eyes. “Jeff, you’re acting ridiculous. We’re trying to help. It’s not like I haven’t seen your dick. Anyways, there’s nothing to see with the cage covering it. Just drop your pants. You don’t want to cause trouble for yourself. I wouldn’t want to see you get expelled.”

The threat didn’t sound hollow, and if these two women were able to score this kind of office space on a campus operating in the red and secure a senator to come speak at one of their events, I figured they could follow through with the simple act of getting me expelled. I loosened my belt and allowed my shorts to fall to my ankles.

Scott leaned over the desk, inspecting the hardware around my groin. “There’s the problem,” she said, pointing. “It’s not the size. It’s the shape. Never go with the perfectly round rings. Always ovals. If anything, the ring is too large and is sliding down on his sac. I’d go with an oval ring that’s about a quarter of an inch smaller. I think that will make a perfect fit.”

Mira sighed. “It’s going to take weeks to get a new one shipped here.”

“I’ll call Amy. She can have one made by this afternoon.”

“Perfect. Thanks, Scott.” Mira turned back to me. “Well, Jeff, you’ll have to survive for a few more hours. I have classes for most of the day, so you’ll have to see Scott about your ring. Is that okay, Scott?”

“I don’t mind. Are you going to be around later, Jeff?” 

“Sure, I just have a class.”

“Well, I’ll be here all day so just drop by later and I’ll see that we get you setup with a good fit. I’m always willing to help a young man begin his journey in chastity.”

I left the offices. And no, I didn’t take any of their damn mints with me. I decided to skip class. It wasn’t anything more than a boring lecture, and any information I missed could be found in the textbook. I’ve always been a better reader than listener or note taker anyhow.

While I waited, I searched online to see just what was around my groin. What I discovered floored me. A cottage industry existed selling chastity devices for men and even women. There was everything from cheap, uncomfortable-looking devices to the very pricey and high-tech ones. I placed mine somewhere in the middle. As I bounced from site to site, I began to wonder how many men were currently walking around with a chastity device under their clothing. Of course, there were no hard numbers to go by, but it was obviously enough to keep alive dozens of websites and products, and these were only the ones I discovered after a quick search. Even subtracting out the men who purchased one but didn’t wear their device, the number must have been at least in the tens of thousands.

While searching, I found several forums that were more interesting than any of the product pages. Wives and girlfriends openly discussed keeping their male suitor chastised. One thread debated whether the male should be granted an orgasm once a month with lots of teasing or if a ruined orgasm was better suited on a weekly basis.

The candidness of these posts was shocking. And as much as I didn’t want to admit it, a strain grew between my pants until the familiar burn and stabbing sensation filled my groin. I closed the browser and waited for the pain to subside before heading to lunch. I needed to get my mind off anything sexual. Still, as hard as I tried, I found myself returning to the web pages, fascinated by what I was reading. 

Following lunch, I decided to head back to the Young Feminist League. When I got to the Student Union, I stopped by the directory on the first floor. The Young Feminist League was clearly listed in Room 407, but what interested me more was that all of the other rooms on the fourth floor were conspicuously absent of any names. From the directory, it appeared as though the Young Feminist League was alone on the fourth floor in their small single room. Obviously that wasn’t the case. Despite going to the Student Union on an almost daily basis, I had failed to notice this oddity.

I went to the elevator. I was in such a rush, I nearly ran over the girl waiting outside the doors. I told the attractive redhead that I was sorry and excused myself. She looked at me as though she recognized me and smiled.

“No worries,” she said.

I did some further inspecting of the fourth floor. Another anomaly I failed to notice before was that the layout of this floor was different from all the rest. I was surprised by how little of it was accessible. The hall took me down about a quarter of the building before it turned and ended at a pair of restrooms. There were a couple of doors leading to what I assumed were classrooms, but the plastic signage beside each of the doors were blank and there were no windows to peer through. When I tried the doors, I found that they were locked.

“Looking for something?”

My hand shot away from the knob. I turned in the direction of the voice. Scott stood by the entrance to the Young Feminist League, arms akimbo.

“No, I—” My voice trailed off, unable to think of any reason for why I was randomly trying doors.

“When you’re done snooping around, I have your ring. It was just dropped off a few seconds ago.”

I thought of the redhead waiting for the elevator and her knowing smile, realizing she must have been Amy, the crafter of the oval ring. 

I joined Scott and we returned to her office. The Young Feminist League was busier than before. Girls dipped in and out of offices, talking on phones and dropping off paperwork. A meeting was being held in the conference room. A girl from one of my accounting classes wore a smart business suit and wrote on the whiteboard. 

“Here it is,” Scott said as we entered her corner office. Excuse me for repeating that description, but I’m still mystified by the idea of a girl that young occupying such commanding real estate.

I stared at the oval ring on her desk and picked it up. The metal was still warm from the recent soldering. She closed the blinds to her office and told me to remove my pants. I hung them over the chair and waited as she opened a drawer in her desk and produced the key to the chastity device along with a pair of latex gloves.

“Hold still,” she said.

Scott slid the key into the lock and turned. With dexterous hands, she removed the device and the ring causing me so much discomfort. “Ah, yes a very poorly-designed ring,” Scott noted. “Mira should have come to me from the beginning. I’ve told her not to trust those online sources.” She slid the oval-shaped ring pass my genitals and returned the tube over my penis. After locking it all together, she inspected her work. “How does it feel?”

I walked around the office a bit. I wasn’t sure of the proper technique for discerning a chastity device’s fit. “It feels like I have more room around my balls,” I said.

“Actually you have less room, but the shape is more ergonomic. The real test will be when you get hard.” She cupped my genitals and began massaging them. An immediate erection tried to form. “Painful?”

I shook my head. “Just frustrating.”

“Good. That’s the response we’re looking for. A frustrated male is a useful male.” She let go of my balls and removed the latex gloves. “I think you’re good to go.”

I wasn’t sure if I should thank her or just leave. I started for the door.

“One more thing,” Scott said.

“Yeah?”

“Be a good submissive for Mira. You’re her first and the first is important. I’ve seen too many jaded women in this field. I’m sure you will benefit from her instructions, as well.”

I didn’t know how I was going to benefit from a chastity device other than it allowing me to spend more time with Mira. As I left the fourth floor and the flurry of clandestine activity occurring there, I couldn’t get it out of my mind that Mirabelle Fontaine had my entire sexual being under her control. And I couldn’t figure out why each time I thought of this, an erection tried forming. For someone who wasn’t submissive, I was having a very submissive reaction.

After spending the morning among college feminists seeking matriarchal world dominance, I decided to meet up with Lisa. At least there was one normal girl in my life. 

When she opened the door to her dorm and offered me that goofy smile of hers, I almost blurted out the entire story. She was a levelheaded girl and I knew she’d be able to offer me sound advice. But I couldn’t do that to Lisa. She was too kind, and if she did have feelings for me, I would be hurting her in order to help myself. Of course, there were other reasons. Namely, Comic-Con, to which I didn’t think I’d still be invited if I blabbed about paying for a date with Mira and allowing her to lock up my cock so I could spend more time with her. But the former excuse sounds better so I’ll stick with that.

Lisa’s bed was covered in printouts of Star Wars costumes. She quickly started showing me her favorites, lifting them up for me to see. On any other day, I would have been totally into it, but I could barely concentrate on which episode they pertained to. Feigning my enthusiasm for anything Star Wars-related was something I never had to do before now.

“If we want to remain old school and stay in the first episode, we could go as Beru and Owen Lars,” Lisa said, holding up a fresh printout. “It doesn’t have the cool factor as much as some of the other costumes, but we won’t have to worry with copycats and we’ll solidify ourselves as hardcore fans.” Lisa lowered the printout and looked at me. “Of course, we don’t have to go as a couple. We can wear whatever we want. If you’d rather go as a Sith Lord, I won’t be upset.”

Her words barely registered. I felt perched on some great crossroad, staring down at a normal life and one hidden behind the door of Room 407. 

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s just the test I had earlier. I’m pretty sure I failed it.”

Lisa set down the printout. “I’m the one who should be sorry. I didn’t even ask about the test. I’ve been so wrapped up in Comic-Con that I let it go to my head. We don’t have to decide now. Why don’t we do something to get your mind off school?”

The only way I was getting my mind off school—and Room 407—was by leaving campus. We went to a local spot not far away that served greasy burgers from a window and handspun milkshakes. I’m pretty sure it’s now a parking lot after the owner, Pete, died of a heart attack (probably from eating too many of his own patties). I heard his son-in-law inherited the place, but quickly sold it off to a developer so that he and the misses could move out to Reno. Others say he spent it on OxyContin. No one really knows.

 But Pete was very alive on that day, wearing his paper hat and wielding his spatula with the enthusiasm of a clown juggling bowling pens at a carnival. On the corner of the road, a giant sign screamed PETE’S PERFECT PATTIES in fat, block letters. While this shameless marketing tactic might have gained Pete a few extra patrons, I’ve always been convinced the constant billow of smoke rising from the narrow pipe jutting out of the roof, seducing passersby with its irresistible scent, was the real advertisement. On windy days, you could smell those burgers grilling all the way from the quad, calling you like a bovine specter.

Pete served me the aptly named Heart Attack Burger with a paper cup of steak fries and a chocolate shake. I had to count out my last pennies to pay for the order and when I came up short, Pete said it was on the house, twirling the shiny spatula in his hand. 

We found a table in the shade and ate until our stomachs ached. Looking back, it was probably the last normal day I’ve had since. Things were about to change and afterwards, I would never be the same.
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Mira texted me in the morning and told me to meet her at her apartment later that night. It was a long day. I had classes jam-packed during the morning with a short break afterwards to eat and study before I had to work a six-hour shift at the campus bookstore. While eating, I managed to skim The Feminine Mystique in case Mira quizzed me on its contents. I was careful that none of my coworkers saw me reading it. I didn’t think I could ever live that one down.

I was a space cadet by the time I stumbled up the stairs to Mira’s condo, and I still had hours of studying I needed to complete.

I would find no rest with Mira. She handed me a shopping list before I walked through the door.

“I’m working on an art project,” Mira told me, standing in her frayed blue jeans and white tee. “And I’m in the zone. Stop by Whole Foods and don’t select anything that isn’t organic.” She took a hundred out of her purse and shoved me back through the door before I got a proper hello out of my mouth. “I normally don’t pay my own way, but since you can make up for it in other ways, I’m willing to help out.”

The door slammed shut.

I stared at the list. Most of the items were foreign to me, stuff my mom might cook. What was kale? And was there really a difference between salt and kosher salt? Cauliflower I had heard of before, but when I tried to recall an image, only broccoli came to mind. I was a college student living in the dorms. My dinners were anything that could be nuked. When I wasn’t eating in the student cafeteria, my top two dishes were mac and cheese and frozen pizza.

Grocery lists reveal a lot about a person, and the first thing I noticed about Mira was that she wasn’t fond of meat.

The Whole Foods parking lot was packed with V-12 gas-guzzlers and flashy luxury sedans. I pulled in between a Hummer and a Bugatti, holding my breath until my clunker came to a stop. I passed the grocery store’s valet roundabout and entered the store. 

I was lost before leaving the checkout section. After wondering the aisles for a few minutes, staring at my list and the items on the shelf, I decided to ask for help.

A cheerful stock girl who I suspect bought only non-animal tested products, took my list and zipped through the store as she filled up my cart.

“Trying a new recipe?” the girl asked.

“Something like that,” I said. “I’m a veteran of the frozen food aisle.”

The girl’s face tightened. “University student, right?”

I told her I was as I struggled to keep up with her brisk pace through the aisles. She knocked out every item on the list days before I would have been able to and even rang them up for me. I thought the hundred I was carrying would be overkill, but as the total flashed on the screen, I saw I would be returning with only a few singles to give back to Mira.

I thanked the woman for her help and returned to the condo. Mira was just finishing up her art project when I arrived. 

“Pretty cool, isn’t it?” Mira asked, showing me the canvas.

“It’s great.” I didn’t say it just to be polite. The ocean scene reflected a typical shore on one half of the canvas. The impossible occurred on the eastern portion. Where the water should have been deepening, a waterfall was painted, descending thousands of feet into a gentle brook. A blue sky also morphed into eerie lime. It was the kind of painting that made your mind hurt to try to make sense of. I thought it was a weird cross between a Tomás Sánchez and Max Ernst painting, but that might have been too kind. Regardless, it was A+ material.

I set down the bags of groceries in the kitchen and waited for Mira to start cooking.

“I’ll show you where everything is,” Mira said.

“Huh? I don’t even know what we’re cooking.”

“Kale and cauliflower casserole.”

“Huh?”

Mira set a large pot in the sink and turned on the water. “Don’t worry. It’s easy. You could learn to fix a few healthy dishes. The way most of you boys eat, it’s no wonder half of you are dead of heart attack by forty.”

After filling the pot with water, she added salt and threw it on the stove.

“We need to start cutting the potatoes and cauliflower. Grab a colander while I get the cutting board. It’s in the cabinet next to the sink.”

I opened the door and stared at the cookware. “The what?”

Mira set the cutting board against the counter. “Good Lord, you boys never cease to amaze me. A colander. It’s the pot with all the holes in it.”

“Oh, a strainer,” I said. “Here you go.”

“Thanks.”

Mira did most of the food preparation, but I took plenty of mental notes. The idea of cooking a fabulous dinner for Mira and setting the table for when she came home for the day excited me. While I didn’t think of this as in any way submissive, my mind immediately thought of the book on Mira’s shelf and the odd scene illustrated on the cover.

For me, dinner dates have always been the most awkward. Not only is there interesting conversation to maintain, but you also have to worry about ordering anything that might stain your clothes or prone to cause bad breath. Of course, being nervous staves off the appetite and since first-date dinners often involve a pricey restaurant, I usually find myself footing a large bill to pick at my food.

Eating dinner with Mira was nothing like that. There was no reason to concern myself with keeping my breath smelling nice since I wouldn’t be kissing her (although the kale and cauliflower were quite kind on the palate). Mira was a pro at keeping the conversation flowing and while I’m sometimes shy, Mira had me talking like an extrovert. I even admitted my Star Wars obsession to her.

“You know, I’ve never seen it,” Mira said.

My fork hit the plate. “Are you serious?” 

Mira shook her head. “It’s too out there for me. And six films? Can’t they tell the story in one or two?”

“Actually, they’re making three more, but that’s beside the point. It’s one of the highest grossing film franchises in history. It draws from mythology across the globe. George Lucas even followed Joseph Campbell’s monomyth after reading A Hero With a Thousand Faces.”

Mira lifted the tongs of her fork as she swallowed her food. “It’s a guy’s movie.”

“It is not! My friend Lisa loves it more than I do and—” I paused, realizing that I didn’t want to bring up Lisa. “It’s not for guys. In fact, as a feminist, I think you’d appreciate the empowerment of women in the films.”

“Who’s Lisa? Is she your girlfriend or something?”

My neck tightened. I took a sip of water, but when I swallowed it did that thing where half the water goes up your nose and causes a coughing fit that makes people watching think you’re about to die.

“Next time we eat, I’ll remember to have EMTs on standby,” Mira joked.

The bear-like cough went on forever. Tears ran down my cheeks. I kept lifting my finger to alert Mira to give me a second. She patiently waited and resumed eating her food. A last clearing of my throat ended the coughing fit.

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” I said. My voice was so hoarse from all the hacking that it came out like a whisper.

“Whatever. I think it’s cute that you have a friend who’s into Star Wars as much as you are. I just hope it doesn’t get in the way of you serving me.”

“No, no,” I said. “We have our own lives. It hasn’t kept me from serving you yet, has it?”

“No, but I know how distracted you boys can get. If I decide to keep you, I need to know that you’re at my beck and call at any time. If you go home for a weekend, I need to know and approve it. For the first several months, I’d like you to stay in town so I can keep a close eye on you.”

“For the first couple of months?” I asked, my mind thinking of Comic-Con.

“Is that a problem?”

“No, it’s just that I agreed to go to Comic-Con at the end of the month with Lisa. She won tickets on the radio.”

“Uh-huh. And where is this Comic-Con event taking place.”

“In Tampa.”

“You’re getting hotel rooms I suppose?”

“A room. Just to save money.”

“So you’ll be sharing a room?”

“Yes, but only because I can’t afford one on my own.”

Mira shook her head “God, you are a little moocher. Sure sounds like a girlfriend to me.”

“Well, she’s not.”

“Okay, don’t get so defensive. Tell you what. I’ll think about it. If you’re really good over the next few weeks, I might let you go. I don’t know though. We haven’t even gotten passed the trial period and you’re already making weekend getaway trips with other women. Not very sub-like behavior.”

We finished the rest of the meal in silence. Afterwards, I made it a point to take all of the dishes to the sink and wash them by hand. I even dried them and returned the dishware to their original spots. It wasn’t much, but I had to do everything I could to impress Mira after our less-than-amorous exchange during dinner. I wanted to be with Mira, but I also wanted to go to Comic-Con. It would be a tight walk, but I thought I could please Mira and keep Lisa in the dark enough to enjoy both. 

“When you finish putting away the dishes, meet me in the bedroom. I want to inspect your chastity device.”

I dried my hands and joined her. Mira sat on the edge of the bed. When I stood in front of her, she unfastened my leather belt and pushed down my shorts and boxers. A furious erection pressed against the cage.

“Getting excited?” Mira asked.

“Trying not to.”

“Just can’t help yourself, huh?”

Obviously not with Mira pulling down my shorts. She took hold of the cage and inspected my sac for anything alarming. “I’ll keep an eye on you for the rest of the week, but everything looks good. How does it feel?”

“Better. The real test will be when I sleep.”

“Well, remember, you shouldn’t be having naughty thoughts at night in the first place. A little discomfort might help keep you in line. If you get distracted, remember that you always have my panties to help keep you focused. By the way, how did you like them? I take it you gave them a good whiff.”

“It was the best thing I’ve ever smelt,” I admitted, blushing. 

“Behave and I’ll give you more tokens to worship me with. Act like you have today and you’ll get more of this.”

“Get more of what?”

She grabbed me by the wrists and told me to bend over her lap. I started to resist but her strength surprised me. Clearly, she did more working out in the gym than I did. My bare thighs went over her denim. Her hand pressed against my back, forcing my head toward the floor. My hands reached out, steadying myself with my palms against the floor. I felt the warmth of her hand against my bottom briefly before it lifted. I craned my head just in time to see her cupped palm whirling through the air. The smack of her hand across my bottom jolted me.

“Look at the floor when I’m spanking you! Head down!”

I was in too much shock to argue. I was never spanked as a child. My liberal parents didn’t believe in corporal punishment.

As she continued spanking me, Mira scolded me. “I don’t appreciate being bothered. You’re supposed to be helping make my life easier. I had to spend my entire morning fixing your problems and tonight I had to make my own dinner. Why do think you deserve to be my sub with the way you’ve behaved? And now you’re making additional requests?”

Her hand quickened, smacking each of my cheeks with enough force to have me squirming. My legs kicked the air, but Mira continued. She didn’t stop until she was too out of breath to continue. I kept telling her I was sorry, hoping she’d cease the spanking. 

“I don’t care about your apologies,” she said. “I need you to learn your lesson so that you won’t repeat this behavior.”

She lifted me off of her legs. I stood straight and rubbed my ass. My cheeks were hot to the touch. “I have. I won’t do it again. I’m sorry, Mira.”

She turned me around and inspected my behind. “Go to the dresser and open the top drawer.”

I hesitated briefly before moving to the dresser. When I opened the top drawer, I didn’t like what I saw.

“Take it out,” she told me.

I reached in and lifted the wooden hairbrush. The brush was short with an oval head. Its thickness concerned me.

“That’s the one,” Mira said, smiling. “Bring it to me.”

Mira led me over her knees again as I passed her the hairbrush. The cool wood soon met my smoldering behind. 

“Squirm and I’ll use the side with bristles on you.”

I pressed my legs together, bracing myself for what was to come. 

She started off gently. Even so, the heavy wood created a high-pitch burn that took several seconds to pass. After each swat, she rubbed the flat end of the brush against my flesh. The cold wood soon became warm and her tempo increased along with the force of her swings. 

I closed my eyes, clinching my teeth, waiting for it to be over. But the blows kept falling. One after another, they fell until I couldn’t take it any longer. I cried out and kicked my legs, trying to move into a standing pose. 

Her hand pressed against my back. “I . . . told . . . you . . . not . . . to . . .move!” she shouted, swatting me between each word.

I collapsed back onto her lap, unable to fight.

Her hand returned to my bottom, gently kneading my cheeks in circular motions. “You see what happens when you misbehave?”

I wasn’t crying but my eyes weren’t free of mist either. In a quiet voice, I told her that I did.

Mira helped me to my feet and told me to pull my pants up. Clearly, she wouldn’t be tying me down on the massage table tonight. I would have to earn those kinds of rewards, and I had a lot of making up to do until then.

I didn’t stay much longer. Before I left, Mira told me to come by the next day to clean her apartment. 

I wasn’t able to inspect the damage until I had returned to my dorm room. I expected the worst, but the sight still surprised me. My entire ass was a deep shade of crimson and the edge of her brush had branded a purplish hue. I used some of the lotion I normally jerked-off with and rubbed it into my sore bottom. The lotion burned, but I knew if I wanted to have a chance at being able to sit down in class the next day, I would require it. I took two Advil and got ready for bed.

As I pulled the covers over my head, my cell phone alerted me to a text. I reached under the bunk and saw that it was from Lisa.

Hey, the big game is tomorrow. Hope to see you there!

I had completely forgotten about Lisa’s game. It was the last one of the season and against one of our bigger rivals. I thought about sitting on the metal bleacher with my raw ass and groaned.

Wouldn’t miss it for the world. Can’t wait!

I tossed my phone under the bed and crawled beneath the covers. I would need all the sleep I could get.
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I couldn’t sit still all day. It wasn’t the pain that bothered me so much as the incredible itching sensation produced. If Mira had spanked me with poison ivy, I wouldn’t have known the difference. After excusing myself three times to use the restroom during my morning class, I was fairly certain everyone thought I was either sick or on drugs.

After class, I rushed over to Mira’s condo to start cleaning so I could get to Lisa’s game on time. Mira was sporting a black halter corset when I arrived. The tight lacing transformed her already tiny frame into an hourglass figure of femme fatale dimensions and presented her breasts as appearing several cup sizes larger. 

“Come on in,” Mira said. “How’s your bottom feeling?”

She spanked me on the behind as I walked through the door.

“It itches a lot. I could barely sit still all day.”

Mira laughed. “I bet. Hopefully that will keep you in line, because next time you won’t be able to sit for a week.”

I didn’t doubt it.

As I walked in, a stockpile of cleaning supplies took up most of the coffee table.

“I want everything spotless,” Mira said. “But hold on. I have a surprise.”

Mira went to a nearby closet and retrieved an apron. A pink apron, I might add, stippled with white polka dots.

“What’s that for?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“It will keep you from getting your clothes dirty. This is the only one I have, so you’ll have to make do with pink.”

Before I could argue, Mira threw the hoop over my neck and was tying the strings in the back. The apron was tight around my waist, but it sagged along my chest. Clearly, it had been designed with a voluptuous female anatomy in mind. 

Mira giggled when she walked in front of me. “You look cute. Give me a little curtsy.”

I hesitated.

“I hope my maid isn’t defying my orders, because naughty maids get the paddle.”

I bent my legs and tugged at the hem of the apron. 

Mira clapped. 

She went to the table and picked out a pink feather duster and handed it to me. “Now you’re ready. You can start in my bedroom.”

I cleaned all day. And when as I say all day, I mean it. I cleaned the floors until I saw my reflection, dusted behind every nook and cranny, vacuumed beneath each piece of furniture. By evening, my knees were cherry and swollen, and my fingers were wrinkled and raw. I smelled of a thousand antiseptics, all of them scented with lemon or lime. I took out the trash and asked Mira if there was anything else that needed to be cleaned.

“Why are you in such a rush?” she asked. “Do you have better places to be than serving me?”

I considered a fib but my sore behind told me I ought to tell Mira the truth. “I’m supposed to be at the women’s soccer game tonight.”

Mira gave me a curious look. “I’m all for attending women’s sporting events, but I’m also surprised. I don’t think you’d be going unless you were supporting someone. Guys aren’t exactly in high attendance at women’s football matches.”

“My friend Lisa is playing.”

Mira smiled as if she already knew. “Ah, yes. Little Lisa. Well, of course, I won’t keep you from going. In fact, I think I’ll come along. I do enjoy some good football. Or soccer as you Americans call it.”

“Um. Okay.” There was no way I could argue with her. I should have skipped the game and made up an excuse, but it was too late for that. Mira grabbed her purse and told me to drive.

During the ride, I tried to think of a reason for why Mira would be with me. Worse, I wondered what Mira might say when we got there. Surely, she wouldn’t tell my friends we were dating.

“You’re quiet,” Mira said as we pulled into the parking lot. “Relax. I know how to be discreet.”

It was a clear lie. There was nothing discreet about Mira. She turned heads wherever she went and in the corset and skintight jeans, I knew she would turn a few more. 

When we got out of the car, heads were already popping above the tops of vehicles for a second look and we weren’t even at the ticket gate. I couldn’t blame them. I intentionally fell behind Mira’s pace just to stare briefly at her behind, so firm and tight in the jeans that I again imagined burying my face between her cheeks. Of course, this was college and hot girls are as common as brainiacs and beer guzzling frats. What separated Mira from the sea of other beautiful, well-dressed women on campus was something that can’t be explained by symmetry alone. Every man—and I presume—every woman has experienced the infatuation with one who doesn’t fit the traditional mold of sex appeal and yet, is inexplicably alluring. I’m not saying Mira failed to fit the traditional sex appeal. I only mean to highlight that she possessed a certain X-factor, which took her allure beyond measurements. Her accent, her European genetics, and her piercing eyes would all be worthy, acceptable explanations for her attractiveness, yet each would fail to describe the magnetic effect she threw over men and even most women. There was something else in her and I was beginning to realize this something was her dominance. She didn’t tell herself to be confident; she was confident. She didn’t need Oprah or Women’s Health to convince her that she was beautiful. Her dominance was not housed in beauty products or leather attire. She could have lost the corset and skinny jeans and she would have been just as captivating.

We flashed our student IDs at the entrance and walked inside. I texted Damien and told him I was at the front. I didn’t mention Mira. 

Cool. We’re on the home side near the concessions.

We still had a few minutes before the game started. I spotted Lisa stretching on the field. Her hair was drawn back and held by a hair tie. I had been to several of her games before, but I never realized how smooth her legs looked in the tiny shorts or how firm her ass stood as she knelt into a lunge. Of course, being in chastity for the last couple of days was making all sorts of sights sexually appealing. 

Mira’s heels hammered against the aluminum as we mounted the bleachers. Damien spotted me and waved. I returned the greeting and turned to Mira. “That’s Damien and his girlfriend, Trish. The guy beside them is Travis.”

“I can’t wait to meet them.”

I noticed Trish whispering to Damien to which he shrugged.

“Hey guys,” I said. “This is Mira. She’s—” 

“Jeff’s partner in American Literature,” Mira said. “We’re writing an essay on Faulkner. Jeff told me he was going to the game tonight and I thought I’d tag along.”

Travis’s eyes settled on Mira’s breasts and didn’t move. “Isn’t that the class you just had a test in?” he asked.

“It was,” Mira said, sounding exhausted. “Can you believe it? A test and a paper in one week!”

I quickly changed subjects by introducing everyone to Mira. After an exchange of greetings, I sat beside Damien with Mira on my other side. 

The metal bleachers were worse than dipping my bare ass in itching powder. I feigned rummaging around in my pockets to scratch, and following every mediocre play by our team, I stood to cheer. The spanking was nothing compared to this torment. If I didn’t move, the itch built to a point where tears formed in my eyes. Mira smiled the entire time, reveling in watching my discomfort unfold.

Still, though, it was a great game. Lisa scored two goals, her best all season, and after a round of sudden death, our side won. Our University’s record wasn’t good enough for the play-offs and the last win wouldn’t change that, but it was still nice to see Lisa enjoy an end of the season victory against our rivals. And while I still thought of Lisa as just a friend, she didn’t behave like a high school girl on the field. When an opponent tried stealing the ball from her, Lisa charged through the girl, earning herself a yellow card. From her face, down to her arms and legs, her body glistened with sweat. I won’t lie. I imagined my tongue licking that sweat more than a few times during the match. Lisa was vocal, too. She shouted to her teammates, calling out plays and commands, taking control of the field.

Even Mira was impressed. “Little Lisa can play some football. I like her style. She doesn’t take shit from anyone. We could use a girl like her.”

Mira didn’t have to explain what she meant by “We”. I entertained the notion of Lisa as a young feminist, commanding her own corner office with a collection of young men’s chastity belt keys, and I felt a stab in my groin. The rising libido was giving me all sorts of crazy, lurid thoughts. But there was no way Lisa would ever be a feminist—at least not the kind Mira was recruiting. Stay-at-home housewife with a scarcely used college degree was a more probable future. 

After the game, we all waited for Lisa (Mira included). I couldn’t exactly tell her to go wait in the car. As Lisa ran to join us, her big game-winning smile waned when she saw Mira beside me.

“You were awesome!” Trish said.

“Yeah, you rocked,” Damien agreed.

“Thanks. It was nice of you all to come out.” 

I noticed Lisa’s eyes turning toward Mira.

“This is Mira,” I told her. “We just finished up a writing assignment.”

“Oh,” Lisa said. “You must be relieved to have it over with.”

I knew Lisa doubted the story. I always complained to her about my upcoming tests and papers. It would have been rather odd that I would let a major group paper go without mention, especially since I hated group papers.

“Very relieved,” Mira said. “I’m sorry I haven’t been to any of your games before. As vice president of the Young Feminist League, I try to promote women’s athletics as much as possible, though my efforts backstage are of no excuse for failing to take the time to be present at a few of your games.”

Everyone turned at the mention of the Young Feminist League, staring at Mira and then at me. Damien covered a smile as he exchanged a telepathic look with Trish.

“That’s okay,” Lisa said. “I’m used to low attendance at games. Luckily, I have good friends who support me.” Lisa turned, watching her teammates heading for the locker rooms. “I’ll catch up with you guys later. It was nice to meet you, Mira.”

Lisa skipped off to join her team.

“Pete’s Perfect Patties?” Travis called out.

Lisa turned as she ran. “Sure. I’ll meet you guys there in half an hour.”

“You coming too?” Damien asked me.

“Um, maybe. I have to drop off Mira first. We might have to take a quick look at our paper to make sure there aren’t any lingering mistakes.”

“Uh-huh,” he said sarcastically. “Well, if I don’t see you, have good night.”

“Yeah, you as well.”

I left with Mira. I couldn’t be in their presence for one more second. I felt naked, like I couldn’t hide the chastity device lurking beneath my shorts or the bruises rising on my ass. But mostly, I sensed that Mira’s command over me was there for all to see, especially Lisa.

When we got inside the car, Mira’s cheerful study-buddy mannerism shifted.

“Go to your little dinner,” Mira said. “Lord knows I’m not going to that fat and grease-ridden joint.”

“It’s really not that big of a deal. I can skip it.”

“No, I insist. You should spend time with friends. Besides, I wouldn’t want them to get the wrong idea about us. Just know that there are prices you pay for every liberty afforded. And don’t ask the price. You’ll know when the payment comes due.”

With that cryptic exchange, I drove in silence. When I pulled in front of her condo, she told me to park in a spot and to come inside for a few minutes. “I want to give you something special for while you’re out with your friends. You don’t deserve it, but I think it will help you to stay focused.”

We went inside. I sat on the couch as Mira went to her bedroom. When she returned, her skintight jeans had been swapped for a pair of gym shorts. In her hand, she held a pair of red silk panties. “I just took these off. I want you to wear them over you chastity device while you’re with your friends.”

“Can I wear my boxers over them?”

“Certainly not. Don’t be silly. Stand up and remove your shorts. Come on.”

Mira’s hands worked my belt loose. I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my shorts and boxers. The warmth of her panties sliding up my legs was electrifying. My cock hardened against the steel as the silk stretched over the device. Mira lifted them until the hem settled against my belly button.

“These are high waist panties,” Mira explained. “Be careful bending over in that tee shirt or someone might think you’re a crossdresser.”

When I pulled my shorts back up, I brought them as high as I possibly could and tightened the belt several holes past what I normally do. Even then, the panties rode above my shorts.

“Now I know that you can take my panties off as soon as you get into your car, but I want you to listen to me. At some point, a submissive has to adhere to an honor system. And if you can’t respect my wishes, then you’re only fooling yourself. You may think you’re going along with my commands because it allows you to spend time with me, but I know otherwise. No man with a half a backbone would do what you’ve done just to spend time with a pretty girl. And whether you can admit it to yourself or not, my control excites you. It thrills you to imagine what I’ll do next. On some level, it may even scare you. Regardless of what you feel or what you are able to presently admit, you need to see this journey to its conclusion. All you have to do is follow one simple order after another.”

With Mira’s pep talk still ringing in my ears, I left the condo and headed for Pete’s Perfect Patties. The others were already eating when I arrived. I skipped ordering. I didn’t have the money and even though I knew Damien would have spotted me, I didn’t think Mira wanted me eating a bunch of greasy burgers and fries.

We joked around for a while until it was late. Travis had an early class the next day, so Damien and Trish gave him a lift back to the dorms. I was glad to finally be alone with Lisa. I felt like there was so much tension between us.

“How come you didn’t tell me you had a paper?” Lisa asked

“I completely forgot about it. Mira reminded me. That’s why I wasn’t around until earlier.”

Lisa nibbled on a french fry until she was chewing on her finger. “You’ve been awfully forgetful lately. Are you sure everything’s okay?”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve just fallen behind a little on my classes. I want to make sure I’m in a good position for Comic-Con, though. If my midterms are good, I think my mom and dad might loan me extra spending money for the trip.”

I thought Lisa sensed other motives, but she didn’t press the issue. She was sweet to a fault. “If you need some space to keep up on your studies, don’t let me get in the way.”

“You’re not in the way.”

Lisa started to say something more, but she stopped herself and finally said, “I better get back and shower before bed.”

“Yeah, me too.”

I stood, feeling the panties shift against my waist.

We exchanged the most awkward goodbyes I could remember and got into our separate cars. That night, images as competitive as the soccer game jockeyed for space in my head. There was Lisa, sprinting across the field—her limbs glistening with sweat, her hair bouncing. Then there was Mira with her incendiary eyes cast down upon me, her lifted breasts teasing me in the halter corset. I don’t know when I fell asleep, only that my cock was still hard, pressing against the steel cage.

I didn’t get any studying done.
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The next couple of days were a blur of work and school as I entered the weekend. I tried to squeeze in some time with Lisa to salvage our friendship, but each time she said she was busy. Mira was occupied as well, though that didn’t stop her from having me run errands to the mall and Whole Foods. I should have welcomed the free time. There was a mountain of studies I needed to start on. With my dick locked away, I had plenty of time to hit the books. But each time I tried, I found myself staring at the page, overcome by boredom and preoccupation. Compared to serving Mira, everything else in life was dull by comparison.

I didn’t worry too much. I knew I would catch up on studies eventually. I was much more concerned with something else. On the evening of our one-week anniversary, I arrived at Mira’s condo to find out if she would allow me to serve her on a long-term basis. Beneath a pair of jeans, I wore the red panties Mira had given me.

To my surprise, Scott answered the door. I started to utter a greeting, but she told me to be quiet. The place was dark save for a couple of Yankee candles emitting a soft glow and filling the room with the scent of peaches.

I was told to kneel in the living room and to wait. 

“Take off your clothes,” Scott said, leaving for Mira’s bedroom. “But leave on the panties.”

I stripped and knelt. 

The condo was cold, the AC vent above me pumping fresh, cool air onto my body. A week had passed since my last orgasm. Except for a weeklong flu when I was a teenager, it was the longest period I had endured without one. My cock was in a constant state of tumescence. The dull ache of my balls was becoming a constant source of agony. I found myself unable to focus on anything else. My prostate was full and swollen. The primal desire to release was insatiable. I had found myself moving my hips unconsciously and at inappropriate times. I told myself to hold out just a little longer, but instinct was not something that could be rationally subdued.

Mira and Scott entered. Both wore a matching set of black, latex bodysuits that extended from their necks all the way down to a shiny pair of leather boots. At their crotches sat a zipper, its metal teeth gleaming in the candlelight. A reverence hung in the air as they sat on the couch.

I was unprepared for any of this. Mira hadn’t offered me any clues as to what might happen. I’m not sure what I had expected, but I didn’t think the ceremony would contain such religious overtones.

“Good evening, Jeff,” Scott said. “How are you feeling? You look adorable in those panties.”

“Thank you. I’m doing fine. A little nervous.”

“There’s no reason to be nervous. I’ve spoken with Mira about your trial period serving her and we both agree that you should be accepted under her care for an extended period. Does that excite you?”

“Yes. I want to continue serving as her . . .”

I wasn’t sure of the vernacular to use.

“Mentee,” Scott said. “We prefer to use neutral terms that avoid the sexualized world of BDSM. Slave and dominatrix are both terms stifled with negative connotations. Instead, we choose to refer to your master as a life coach and you as the mentee. However, out of respect for your life coach, we ask that when addressing her, you use the term mistress. Of course, this term is not free of nasty implications either. However, the original definition of this word was to express a woman in a position of authority or control. That’s a characterization we can stand behind.”

“Scott is also my life coach,” Mira said. “Although the terms are quite different from what you and I will be agreeing to. She provides me with instruction and advice as needed. Everyone needs a strong mentor, and I am no exception.”

“That means, Mira and I will be discussing your service as you progress,” Scott said. “Everything you say in confidence with Mira will also be shared with me. At times, I or another member of the YFL may administer discipline in Mira’s absence. Is this something you’re comfortable with?”

There was very little of this that I was comfortable with, but I agreed. There was no way I could turn around now. Desires buried deep inside of me were coming to life. A hidden region of my sexuality teemed with activity, and I knew that only Mira and Scott could help me explore them.

“Excellent,” Scott said. “You will find me to be quite professional about this. Rest assured that you aren’t the first young man we at the Young Feminist League have guided into submission. We are a formidable organization with new chapters opening on college campuses across the country.”

My heartbeat strained at the thought of additional college men secretly submitting to the YFL. Unbeknownst to my friends, professors and parents, a power shift was occurring in my generation and I, of all people, knelt at the helm of this fourth-wave feminist vanguard.

“You will serve me and me alone,” Mira began. “This means that you will take on no lovers. I forbid you from dating other women unless agreed upon in advance. Your schedule concerning work and school, including time to study, will be respected, but your free time beyond that will be severely limited. If I call upon you in the middle of the night, you will answer.”

The restrictions weren’t inconsequential, especially the celibacy part. If I had slept with a few girls—even one—this wouldn’t have been so difficult to overlook. What Mira was really telling me was that as long as remained under her “coaching”, I would remain a virgin.

“Mira and I have spoke at length concerning the appropriate interval of your initial service. My own experience has shown me that extended contract periods create unnecessary angst in the mentee, causing him potentially to flee. However, if the contract is too short, the mentee may not view his submission with the sincerity that a longer contract would instill. Therefore, I think we’ve drawn up a time period that avoids both of those unfortunate pitfalls.” Scott slid a sheet of paper across the table. “The time period of your service under Mira will last for the remainder of this semester.” She looked up, noting my reaction. “Of course, at the end of the contract’s duration, a new period of service may be formed. One contract can roll into the next indefinitely if that is both of your wishes.”

Our semesters lasted fifteen weeks. We were five weeks into the semester already. That left ten weeks. When I say it like that, it doesn’t sound very long. Of course, a week of chastity doesn’t sound very long until you’re locked up with a hard on trying to form while you can’t sleep and its only day two. After one week of serving Mira under a light indoctrination period, I was already physically and emotionally spent. I couldn’t imagine what ten weeks would do to me. I was certain of one thing: at the end, I wouldn’t be the same person that I was kneeling in front of them. At this point, it was all still a kinky game, something I could reflect on and smile about when I was old and grey.

So why did I agree? I’ve provided myself with varying answers over the years. In one sense, I think I wanted an adventure—to climb my own Mount Everest. I was also probably so starved for sexual attention, of any degree, that I was willing to consent to their obviously one-sided terms. While those are both plausible answers, if I’m really honest with myself, I must consider another aspect, one I was only dimly aware of in that moment. My submissive desires, however feeble or unripe, were clamoring to be nurtured. They were curious notions only beginning to crawl out of my subconscious.

I signed the mock legal document stating the duration and terms of my service to Mira. As collateral to enforce the non legal-binding document, Mira took out her phone and aimed it at me as I knelt before her, still wearing her panties.

The flash blinded me. As I squinted and rubbed my eyes, Mira ordered me to take off my panties.

“I want to get a picture of you in just your chastity belt,” she explained.

The agreement was clear. If I served Mira appropriately, no one outside the apartment would ever see the photos. If I failed, the Young Feminist League would disseminate the pictures online. I didn’t have to be told how strong their online presence was. I knew it was more than sufficient to wreck the rest of my life.

“I don’t want you to get the impression that we’re blackmailing you,” Scott said. “Blackmailing would be using this information to force you to do something that you didn’t want to do. Think of this as insurance. This is the only way to ensure you comply and follow the program to its end. The last thing we want to do is to release these pictures. We will do everything in our power to ensure that doesn’t happen, and it would only be done as an absolute last resort. We want you to succeed, and I’ve found this kind of insurance helps. If it makes you feel better, I’ve never had to out a submissive since I’ve been doing this.” She lowered her voice as she made her next statement, speaking solemnly. “But if I must, I am more than willing to destroy a man’s reputation in order to advance our cause. We’ve gone too far to halt our progress on account of a feeble mentee.”

While blackmailing is illegal, laws wouldn’t save me. As everyone knows, when something is released on the Internet, it is there forever and legal proceedings only give it further attention. Even if I had tried to bring a legal case against them, I doubt I would have won against the Young Feminist League. Given their obvious power and influence, I’m sure they could have rounded up a group of defense lawyers capable of thwarting any case I might have tried to bring against them.

But I wasn’t thinking about any of that as Scott took a few additional pictures. I wasn’t going to fail. My heart was racing and my cock throbbed. I liked that feeling, and I didn’t want it to go away.

Mira stood in front of me and unzipped her crotch. She grabbed me by the back of the head and pushed my nose against her pussy. 

She was wet.

“I want you to smell that,” she said. “That is your god, your lord and savior. You will worship it and you will do everything in your power to make it stay wet. And the only way you can do that is through obedience. Do you understand?”

Mira yanked my head back until it craned toward her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

She told me to open my mouth. When I did, she spat inside. I delayed swallowing her spittle. The salty saliva tasted so wonderful that I allowed it to roll around my mouth like a fine wine. 

When I did swallow, I realized that a part of Mira’s body was now commingling with my own. I interpreted this consecration as a kind of communion. I had taken the body of my goddess into my own.

“Now repeat after me as you stare at my pussy,” Mira said. “I, Jeff Hickman, promise to cherish this pussy. To serve, honor and worship it—forsaking all others through chastity.”

My voice shook from the vibrations in my chest.

Her pussy was as perfect as I had imagined it.  The wrinkle of her lips folded slightly outward, revealing her young, pink interior. When she said she was tight, I figured it was just her way of teasing me, but as I stared at her, I realized she wasn’t exaggerating in the least bit. The unavoidable image in my mind of her pussy tightening around my cock caused my groin to strain with greater intensity.

“I will cherish the discipline this pussy gives me,” Mira continued. “Knowing that I will never feel its soft, heavenly flesh wrapped around my inferior limp dick as long as I shall live.”

My own “inferior limp dick” swelled as I repeated her twisted vows.

“Good boy. Now give my pussy a kiss. No tongue, though. Just a nice peck on the lips.”

I couldn’t believe it. I looked up at Mira to be certain of her intentions. She nodded and smiled. Every agonizing moment in the chastity device was then worth it. I didn’t wait for her to change her mind. With my eyes shut and my lips puckered, I leaned forward and pressed my mouth against her clit.

The kiss was brief. In an instant, the act was complete and my head leaned back. But it didn’t matter. I had enjoyed a pleasure that I could have only dreamed of hours before. And who knew what would unfold over the rest of the semester?

She drew the zipper back up.

“It’s now official,” Scott said. “You are the property of your life coach until the expiration of this contract.” She offered me a copy for my own records, but I declined. The last thing I needed was for Chaz or some other nosey dorm guest to find it. While campus rumors come and go, I thought a slave contract would make its rounds for quite some time.

“Not a problem,” Scott said. “I will keep a copy in my office for safekeeping. Along with the collateral.”

“Thanks, Scott,” I said.

A cold hand leapt across my face. Mira stood over me, glaring. “You’re not to call her ‘Scott’ anymore. She is not your equal. You will refer to her as Maîtresse and you will refer to myself as Mistress. That goes for when we’re in public, too.”

“I’m sorry, Maîtresse.”

Scott sighed. “Young subs. What can I say? They need a lot of work.”

Mira grabbed me by the back of the neck and led me to the edge of the sofa until my chest leaned against the plush armrest. I thought she was going to spank me, but instead, she did something unexpected. She unlocked the chastity device and removed it. I couldn’t figure out how I was supposed to get any stimulation facing away from her with my ass in the air and my penis aimed at the edge of the sofa. Looking back, I can’t believe how naive I was.

The cock ring Mira slid over my erection hinted at unreal pleasantries. They turned out to be just that: unreal. I wouldn’t be fucking anyone or anything. Nor would Mira, Scott, or myself be masturbating my cock. Instead, lubrication was poured into my ass. I gasped and jumped at the cold liquid dripping into me.

“Ever stuck anything up your own ass?” Mira asked.

I shook my head.

“Then this is going to feel very strange.”

I was about to ask what would feel strange when something alien probed me. I didn’t know what it was but it felt huge. When Mira retracted it to add additional lube, I was surprised to see that it was only a small dildo, though the dimensions were wavy and there was a handle attached at the end.

“Ever seen one of these?” Scott asked. 

“No, Maîtresse.”

“It’s a prostate massager. It goes in through your ass and rubs the small bulb of your prostate.”

“What happens at the end is a surprise,” Mira said. “Though, I’ll give you a hint.” Mira leaned over me, grinning. “Remember when I allowed you to spend the night with your friends after the soccer game and I told you that your debt would one day come due? Well, the debt collector is here and she’s ready to collect.”

I cursed myself for having friends. 

The prostate massager entered me again. This time, it wasn’t as alien and it didn’t feel as big as before. At first, it felt odd and uncomfortable, as if I was on the verge of having to take a massive dump. Yet, as Mira continued gliding the prostate massager in and out of my anus, sliding across the bulb Scott had mentioned, I found myself clinching the edge of the sofa. I can’t say it felt as good as having my dick stroked with Mira’s delicate hands. It didn’t. But after a week in chastity, barely able to see my own dick, let alone touch it, I was willing to settle for any amount of stimulation. As the prostate massager-thingy moved faster, I felt an urge to pee. This feeling grew and grew until I did urinate—except it wasn’t pee. Leaning over the sofa, I couldn’t look down to inspect what had voyaged out of my urethra, but the quivering of my legs told me this was no ordinary release of the bladder.

Mira continued thrusting the massager into my ass and I continued peeing or pooping or whatever was occurring. It was hard to think. My eyes pressed shut and I was overcome with the need to focus on my groin. I wanted to both hold in and push out whatever was spilling out of me. The sensation was similar to being brought to the edge of an orgasm and held at that point without moving to or away from the periphery. My abs clinched and relaxed and clinched again. My breath quicken until I found myself holding my breath for some unknown reason. A sensation of electricity curled up my leg. When it reached my groin everything short-circuited as if some monumental explosion had been called off at the last possible moment.

The prostate massager slipped out of my anus and didn’t return. Scott leaned over the sofa, inspecting the area between my legs. Both girls were laughing and pointing. I was so humiliated that I didn’t want to stand. I thought of the worst outcomes: I had pissed all over the floor, the prostate massager had retrieved shit from my anus, my erect penis was small to them even in its most erect state. 

I soon discovered the source of their humor.

Mira hoisted me back, directing my head to the floor. I saw that I had been wrong on all accounts. Between my legs stood a puddle of what appeared to be cum. It appeared to be cum because it was cum. My cum. And a lot of it. All produced without the slightest twinge of pleasure.

The release (I don’t know what else to call it) didn’t produce that light-headed, drowsy appeasement following an orgasm. It was just like the ruined orgasm but with even less stimulation or enjoyment.

“He appears rather flabbergasted,” Mira said.

“The first timers always are,” Scott agreed. “That’s an expression which never gets old no matter how many times you see it.”

“What now?” Mira asked.

From the corner of my vision, I saw Scott walk over and lean beside Mira’s ear. I wasn’t sure what she said, but I didn’t like the laughter it produced in Mira.

Mira stroked me on the back, cajoling me as she spoke her next words. “You see that big puddle? I want you to lick it up.”

I leapt back.

Mira grabbed me, holding me steady.

“Don’t be afraid,” she said. “We’ll take this real slow—one yummy slurp at a time.”

Mira’s hand urged me to the floor. 

I closed my eyes and turned away. Mira brushed the back of my head, encouraging me with her temperate voice. “Do it for me. It will be over before you know it and afterwards, you will know that you pleased me. You want to please me, don’t you? If you want to make this pussy wet and throb, there’s only one way. Don’t disappoint me so early in your servitude. I don’t want to see your pictures all over campus.”

The threat worked. I licked and slurped the semen off the floor, swallowing it as fast as possible. Disgusting doesn’t even come close to describing it. I kept telling myself, “This is what Mira wants, this is what Mira wants,” as the bitter goo coated my taste buds.

Quickly swallowing didn’t help. Cum—I discovered that night—creates an aftertaste worse than sour milk.

I coughed and stuck out my tongue.

“Très bien!” Mira exclaimed.

Even Scott seemed impressed. “Maybe he has some potential after all.”

“Let this be an important lesson for you,” Mira said. “Good boys get rewarded. Now come around to the front of the sofa.”

Mira and Scott both sat, placing their boots in front of me. In them, the women were a pair of wild predators and the tight latex only added to this feral image. They were the hunters and I was the hunted. The erection still present between my legs christened the fact that I was their inferior prey, weakened and servile towards them.

“I want you to kiss my feet,” Mira said. “Tonight you can have all the kisses you want, but first, you need to clean my boots.” She turned to Scott. “You want in on this, too?”

“Certainly. My feet are quite sore from walking around in these boots. I could use a little foot pampering.”

Neither of them needed to force my face to the ground. Since the first instance I kissed Mira’s foot, I had craved nothing more than to repeat the act. As my head passed over the toe of her boots, the strong, yet sensual, odor of leather filled my nose. Starting at the edges, I licked. The leather darkened with each pass of my tongue. If there was still any linger doubts as to my submissive nature before, it was gone in that moment. Mira didn’t need to coax or threaten me into licking her boots or kissing her feet. I would have gladly paid.

When I was done polishing the leather with my tongue, Mira raised the boot. She didn’t have to say a word. In silent submission, I placed my head against the floor and lapped at the sole of her boots. The dirt and grim that coated my tongue worked like an aphrodisiac. I almost wished she had passed through a construction site before coming home. As a finale, Mira allowed me to suck on her heel, teasing me about what a good cocksucker I would be. 

Tending to Scott’s boots were just as thrilling, especially knowing that she was the leader of the Young Feminist League and advisor to my mistress. Understand this: if a regular girl from one of my classes had thrown her feet out in front of me and asked me to lick her shoes or feet, I would have been repulsed. But these two dominant women, asserting their claim and supremacy over me, made the act salacious.

When Scott’s boots were thoroughly doused with my saliva, Mira called me back to her pair. They were mostly dry by then, but a few patches of my spittle still clung to them. From the side of her boot, she opened the zipper. The sound, combined with the scent leaving her boot, weakened me. I lowered my head until it barely rose above the floor and opened my mouth, ready to receive her offering.

Her toes entered my mouth first. I sucked on the tips and allowed my tongue to pass over her manicured toenails. The taste of her foot was just as pleasant as before, only stronger after having been fermented in the boot. Mira pressed her big toe against the side of my mouth and told me to open wider. When it dawned on me that she intended to fit her entire foot in my mouth, I stretched my jaw until her last toe slipped inside. My jaw winced in pain, but otherwise, I was in ecstasy. I slid my tongue across all of her toes in a glissando. Tickled by my tongue, Mira yanked her foot from my mouth.

For her other foot, I licked gently and slowly, savoring every slope and crevice of her sole. I showered the top of her foot with soft kisses. If I were to relate it to sex (and this was most defiantly a sexual act), I would call the initial foot worship “fucking” and the second “love-making”.

“He’s turning into quite the foot slave,” Scott said. “We might have to put him to good use at the YFL. I know a few hard working ladies with sore feet who could use a daily foot massage.”

Hearing her plans, my penis lifted into a vertical position. As I imagined myself on the floor of Scott or Mira’s office, kneeling on the floor as one young feminist after another entered to have me worship their tired feet, the tumescence only strengthened.

Scott didn’t allow me to kiss her feet. She said it would be cheating. I was disappointed, but I saw she had a point. If I went around kissing the feet of every dominant woman, I’d be a submissive whore. But what constituted cheating and what didn’t in this world of power exchanged charted far more grey area than vanilla relationships.

Mira gave me a small plastic tub that I filled with warm water. I placed it in front of Scott’s feet and lifted them into the water. Mira placed several bottles of oil beside the tub and asked me if I had ever given a girl a foot massage. Lisa once talked me into rubbing her feet after an especially arduous week of soccer practice, but she had worn a thick pair of socks so I didn’t think that counted.

“Not really.”

“It’s not that hard,” Scott said. “All it takes is focus and concern—two qualities that every submissive should have.”

I doubted it would be that simple, but Scott was a great teacher. She lifted her feet out of the water and patiently described the various oils to use and how to rub them on her feet. Within minutes, I felt like a pro, kneading the soles of her feet with my thumb. I watched her eyes shut as she told me not to stop. My fingers throbbed from the workout, but like a man bringing a lover to an orgasm, I pressed on, ignoring my own impulses.

After her feet were properly tended to, I lowered them into the tub and washed off the oil. Mira dropped a towel beside me, which I used to dry Scott’s feet. For a final act, Scott instructed me to apply lotion to her feet. When I was done, she slipped her rejuvenated feet back into the boots. 

She let out a satisfied and drowsy sigh. “Well, it has been a wonderful evening, but I must be going. Jeff, I hope we will see you at the next YFL meeting this Sunday. We missed having you last night.”

“Don’t worry,” Mira said. “He’ll be there.”

Mira and Scott hugged and kissed. I kissed her goodbye too, though my kiss was planted on the tips of her boots. When Scott waved and closed the front door, I assumed I would be leaving shortly as well, so I started getting dressed.

I was quite wrong.

“Take off your shoes and socks,” Mira told me.

Timidly, I complied with her instructions. I didn’t think Mira would be giving me a foot massage. She told me to follow her into the bedroom. When I entered, a single lamp was lit on the bedside table. Also on the table sat a rattan cane.

“Lay down across the bed, but hang the tips of your feet off the edge.”

My eyes didn’t leave sight of the cane as I approached the bed. Finally, I turned away and extended my body over the duvet. 

Mira began rubbing my feet. “Since you tended to my feet, I think it’s only fair that I tend to yours, too. But as my mentee, you won’t be getting a foot massage.” She rose off the mattress. From the shadows thrown across the wall, I knew she was approaching the bedside table. A wooden sound rattled.

“Have you ever heard of bastinado?”

I hadn’t, but it didn’t sound like fun.

The cane settled against the soles of my feet. The wood was cold and stiff. 

“Bastinado is a form of corporal punishment for your feet. It was routinely used in schools within America until the second half of the twentieth century. I rather like it as a form of discipline. From a physical standpoint, the bottoms of the feet are loaded with nerves. Juxtaposing this sensitivity, though, are dense bones and muscles. There’s really no comparable body part that is both resistant to injury while highly susceptible to pain. The feet are critical to life, carrying us at all times throughout our day, bearing the load of our bodies. In shoes and socks, supported by inserts, they remain protected. So taboo to have them exposed and punished.” 

Mira tapped the cane against the soles of my feet. It wasn’t painful, but I still jumped, experiencing that very exposure she had just described.

“Most implements used on the feet won’t leave a mark or cause any discomfort afterwards, but when the instrument is rigid and swung fast enough, it can leave you hobbling for days.”

The cane lifted and swooshed through the air. When it leapt across the arches of my feet, an intense burn erupted. I brought my heels to my thighs, desperate to protect my feet from another swat.

Mira pulled them back into position.

“The question is whether I should cane these feet or use a more merciful implement like a riding crop. You did tend to my feet rather well. I was very proud of you until you started massaging Scott’s feet. You seemed to be quite enraptured by them. I can’t blame you. She has a gorgeous pair, but I couldn’t help but feeling a little insulted that right after you uttered your mentee vows to me you were so attentive to her wants. You spent twice as long bathing her feet as you did worshiping mine.” 

I knew Mira was right. The entire time I washed Scott’s feet, a little voice in the back of my head kept telling me that I was being greedy. That same voice was trying to warn me that Mira might take offense. I never listen to that little voice. When will I learn?

A second strike of the cane, just above the first mark, suggested I ought to learn in a hurry. 

My legs instinctively swung back, slamming the back of my feet into my ass. Mira was in no mood to put up with my reflexes.

“I see I have a squirmier on my hands. Very well.”

She knotted my legs together and extended the rope below the frame, hitching it to the bed’s frame. I tried moving my legs back, but the rope held them steady. 

The cane returned to my feet. 

She tapped the cane against my feet and swung. The spindly wood bit the inner ridge of my heel, finding sensitive skin that was out of reach of protective callous. My feet thrashed against the rope, but I wasn’t going anywhere. There was nowhere to hide and no way to shield myself. 

I was at Mira’s mercy.

“Tell me. Are my feet second rate to Scott’s?”

“No, Mistress! Please! That hurts too much.”

Mira ignored me. She set the cane along the inner arch of my foot and snapped her wrist. The inflexible cane found the most sensitive region of my foot, searing its mark like a branding iron. 

I cried out and punched the mattress.

“Don’t do that!” Mira shouted.

She grabbed my arms, pinning them together and lashing another length of rope around my wrists. I collapsed onto the bed, supporting my head with only my chin.

“Open your mouth.”

My teeth were clinched together, still reeling from the strike to my foot’s inner arch. When I saw what she was holding, I relaxed. She rolled the black pantyhose into a ball and wedged it into my mouth. Given Mira’s long legs, the fabric barely fit inside.

The coalescing scents of her feet, legs, pussy and ass softened my distress. The balls of my fists opened and my body sank into the mattress.

Mira dealt the same blow to the inner arch of my other foot.

I bit down on the hose. I tried to ask her to stop, but since my tongue couldn’t move, all that came out was incomprehensible garble. Not that it mattered. Mira wasn’t interested in my pleading.

The next strikes of the cane were hard and fast, starting at my heels and working their way up to the balls of my feet. I kicked and screamed and slammed my elbows into the mattress. Mira dealt one final swing across the arches of my feet before she was done.

I buried my head against the mattress, writhing against the pain that persisted long after the last swat. When I lifted my head, I saw Mira sitting before me, a leering smile on her face as she held the cane out in front of me.

“Kiss the cane and thank me for disciplining you.”

I kissed a knot on the wood, one of the many that had caused me so much suffering. “Thank you, Mistress, for disciplining me. I promise that I will never put anyone else before you. I’m sorry I disappointed you.”

“Excellent. I couldn’t have said it any better myself. That’s what submission is about—putting me first.”

She left me tied and with the hose still lodged in my mouth until my body and mind relaxed. When the knots were undone and the rope loosened, I slid off the bed, bringing my knees to the floor. Mira stepped in front of me, allowing me to again properly worship her feet. I didn’t stop until Mira’s big toe pressed against my chin and pushed my head back.

“I think you’ve learned an important lesson here tonight. Haven’t you?”

I nodded, insisting I had, and again, I apologized for my blunder.

“That’s quite all right. Punishments exist for a reason. There will be plenty more lessons to learn this semester.”

It was another way of saying there would be plenty more punishments this semester. I was both excited and frightened by the prospect.

The chastity device was returned to my groin. When I dressed, I left my shoelaces tied loose.

Afterwards, I walked up the stairs to my dorm and with every painful step, I reminded myself to put Mira first.
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The enormity of what I had gotten myself into didn’t hit me until morning. I was so rattled that I didn’t hear a word spoken in any of my classes. I tried catching up on the assigned reading after class, but my eyes kept glazing over the material. Without realizing it, I found myself staring at the last word of a paragraph with no clue as to what preceded it. After this occurred several times in succession, I gave up and decided to meet up with Damien. I was so desperate for company that I agreed to play Call of Duty with him at his apartment near campus.

My shooting skills were dismal.

He finally paused the game. “Is everything okay with you?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. I just suck at video games.”

I continued staring at the frozen screen. In its reflection, I saw Damien studying me.

“I don’t know man. You seem really out of it lately. Like something bad is going on that you don’t want to tell anyone about. You’re not doing drugs, are you?”

We both laughed. Continuing his levity, I told him I was smoking crystal meth, though, only on the weekends and strictly as a study aid.

“Seriously, though. Something is bothering you. You’re jumpy and nervous. You should be ecstatic. I heard Lisa scored tickets to Comic-Con and invited you to go.”

The secret was out.

“When did she tell you? I didn’t think anyone else knew.”

“Last night. She wasn’t sure if you still want to go. She seemed really upset.”

“Of course I want to go.”

“So what’s the problem? You and Lisa are good friends. I’d go, but Trish would probably cut my balls off when I returned.”

I laughed. “Yeah, that sounds like Trish.”

“Don’t tell Lisa I said this but I think she likes you.”

“Yeah, I suspected that.”

Damien tossed the Xbox controller on the floor. He went to the frig and grabbed a couple of beers.

“I guess that means you don’t feel the same way about her.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” I told him. “I just haven’t figured things out yet.”

Damien returned to the sofa and passed me a beer. “Lisa’s a nice girl. She’s kind of like a little sister to me so whatever you do, remember that. I don’t want to see her get hurt.”

I drank in silence. We tried returning to our game but the mood had turned too real. As soon as the can was empty, I told Damien I had to leave.

As if to prove how good of a friend I was to Lisa, I called her and asked if she wanted to get together so we could pick out our costumes for Comic-Con. She told me to meet her at her dorm in an hour. That gave me time to do some research of my own.

“I found a pretty cool Bail Organa and Queen Breha costume,” I told her when I walked into her dorm. If exclusivity was what Lisa was after, the Alderaan couple who adopted Leia was about as rare as it got.

She peeked at the costume on my phone.

“Yeah, I think I saw that one,” she said.

“And? What do you think?”

“Mmm. We could, but honestly the more I’ve thought about it, maybe we should go as a pair from the dark side. It would be fun to be someone different for a weekend.”

She didn’t need to convince me. “Who did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking about going as Vergere. You could go as Darth Caedus.”

I didn’t see that coming. Vergere was one of the wickedest, most vile characters in the Star Wars universe. Like Anakin, she had fallen to the dark side. She corrupted Han and Leia’s son, Jacen Solo, turning him into the Sith Lord, Darth Caedus. Darth Caedus was about as badass as it got, but it was an odd pairing. Vergere had tortured Jacen and later implanted a slave seed into him. I thought this was an odd selection to make from the hundreds of other choices.

“You’re cool with going outside the canon?” I asked.

“Why not? The Expanded Universe is the canon for any real Star Wars cognoscenti. I don’t need George Lucas’ approval.”

Neither did I.

I quizzed Lisa on the Expanded Universe and was astounded by her knowledge. Books I hadn’t read in years, Lisa recalled as if she had just finished reading them. She listed dates, names, and easily-forgettable subplots with such clarity that it made me wonder if she possessed some midi-chlorians of her own.

“There’s only one problem,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“Costumes.” She showed me her Internet browser’s history. On the pull-down menu, I saw a long list of costume websites. “I can’t find a Vergere or a Darth Caedus costume anywhere. I even asked around on some forums. Supposedly there’s a man in Tokyo who will make any Star Wars costume you want, but no one seems to know how to contact him.”

“So what are we going to do? If people don’t know who we are, it doesn’t really matter who we say we’re going as. The whole point of a costume is for people to recognize you. If we have to wear nametags, it kind of defeats the purpose.”

“Relax. I’ll think of something. You good with going as Jacen?”

“Hell, yeah. I’ll have to brush up on my reading. I haven’t touched the New Republic era since grade school.”

“Just remember to stay on top of your school work. I don’t want you worrying about grades or tests while we’re at Comic-Con.”

I told her I wouldn’t and went to the library to prove my point. With the uneasiness between Lisa and I smoothed over, I could finally relax and actually focus on studying.

When I entered the library, I feared my chastity device might set off the alarm. Thankfully, they didn’t have metal detectors. I found a quiet spot and opened one of my many neglected textbooks. I actually got a good hour of studying done before Mira texted me.

If you’re not busy studying, I need my laundry picked up.

I was busy, but I didn’t want to disappoint Mira. Okay, that’s only a half-truth. In reality, macroeconomics couldn’t compete with serving Mira. I was already imagining what kind of clothes she had waiting at the cleaners. A bag full of textbooks vs. a bag full of Mira’s clothing was no contest. I told her I was available all day.

Awesome. I’ll send you the address. They’re ready now. Just give them my name. I’ll be home, so just knock when you get here.

I slammed my book shut and left the library. 

The cleaners sat in a posh part of town where all the signage was displayed in uniform, cursive lettering. Flanking both sides of the cleaners was a cigar shop and a French bakery.

A Korean woman greeted me as I entered.

“Hi, I’m here to pick up Mirabelle Fontaine’s clothes. I don’t have the ticket. She told me it would be okay if I just gave you her name.”

“Yeah, yeah. I know Mira. You one of her new boyfriends?”

The woman erupted with laughter and waved a hand to show she had meant no harm.

“No, I’m just a friend. I was in the area, so I thought I would do her a favor.”

“Yes, yes. All friends. I know.”

After that awkward introduction, the woman left for the rear of the store and returned with a large bag.

“You have basket?” she asked.

“Um, no.”

“That okay. Take bag. Tell Mira to bring back next time she in.”

I took the bag and thanked her. As I started to leave, I realized I would have to pay. I was still dead broke, leaving only my parent’s credit card to use as payment. I reached for my wallet.

“Don’t worry about payment,” the woman said. “Mira told me you don’t have no money. She pay next time. Remind her to bring bag.”

I’m sure there was something lost in translation, but I still felt offended. I left the store, carrying Mira’s belongings and my broke butt to the car. Any annoyance I felt toward the woman’s comments quickly left me as the car filled with the scent of Mira’s freshly cleaned attire. I didn’t want the Korean woman to think I was a perv, so I backed out of the spot and parked away from the store. The anticipation was killing me. I turned off the radio and stared at the bag. Finally, I drew back the cord and opened it.

I didn’t look in at first.

Slipping in a hand, I pulled out the first item I touched. A strap came out followed by two cups. It was a lace balconette bra—all white and incredibly sexy. I filled every millimeter of my cage in a nano-second. I glanced around the parking lot to make sure no one was watching me. A couple headed toward their car, oblivious to my actions. Holding the bra, I bent over the center console, pressed the cups to my face, and breathed. Her scent was faint after the cleaning, but just knowing I was touching and breathing the spot where Mira’s breast once lay was enough to send me into a tizzy. The material was soft against my face and the lace tickled my nose.

I sat down the bra and rummaged through the rest of the articles. They were all designer cuts with hard-to-pronounce names. Her body deserved nothing less. I only wished that I had the money to gift her with such luxurious items. However, I kept reminding myself that I could please Mira in other ways. While tangible gifts were important, it was fairly evident that Mira was already receiving plenty. What her other boys couldn’t give to her was the submission of their bodies and minds. 

I pulled out of the parking lot and drove to Mira’s condo. A stereo was blasting from inside when I knocked. Mira answered the door in a tight pair of grey yoga pants and a racerback sports bra. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Sweat glistened off her skin. She sipped from a bottle of Fiji water and motioned for me to come inside.

“Just finishing up my yoga work out,” she said.

I followed her to the bedroom and placed the laundry bag on the floor beside the bed. She turned down the music and resumed her stance on the yoga mat. She lay prone on the mat and entered into a forward dog pose by lifting her chest and throwing her head back. The position pressed her breasts against the already tight and damp sports bra, revealing the outline of her nipples. She held the position for about a minute before releasing a breath and unfurling her body against the mat. If that pose didn’t have my balls smashing into the chastity device, Mira had one more left in her workout. She turned onto her back and announced that she was going to finish with a plough pose. If these yoga poses sound dirty, it’s because they are. Don’t let anyone fool you. Yoga isn’t about health; it’s sex position training.

She rolled onto her upper back, lifting her legs perpendicular to the floor. She held the pose for a few seconds as she drew in measured breaths. Next, she continued moving her legs over her head until they touched the floor. The contortionist’s pose pressed her groin toward the air. I imagined myself mounting her in the submissive pose or eating her out. I shook my head and looked away. If I kept thinking such thoughts I would drive myself crazy. But I couldn’t resist. The sexual starvation created a hunger inside me that was all consuming. I sat down on the bed, watching the provocative stretching.

Mira released all the air in her lungs and moved deeper into the pose, planting the soles of her feet flat on the floor. She held the pose until I thought her hamstrings would rip apart. With the smooth grace of a dancer, she lifted her legs and extended out of the pose. Her legs stretched across the mat, lying flat.

Mira sat up and crossed her legs. 

“Whew,” she said. “There’s no better way to unwind than a bit of stretching.”

Nothing about what she did appeared relaxing.

“I think I would snap in two if I tried that,” I admitted. 

“Not if you practiced. Given the right training and the proper dedication, you’d be amazed what the human body can adapt to. I’ve been doing yoga since before it was a fad. When I first started, I could barely touch my toes. Now look at me.”

I was looking.

“So you got my laundry?” Mira asked, rising to her feet.

I lifted the sac. “Yes, Mistress. They told me you could return the bag the next time you stopped in.”

“Yeah, Lucie is the sweetest. I don’t trust anyone else with my clothes. I’ve given her loads of the most delicate fabrics and she’s never once tarnished an article. All the girls at the YFL now go to her.”

“Well, it was a pleasure picking them up for you. Anytime you need me to drop them off or pick them up, just let me know.”

“Did you take a look inside?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer. Going through the laundry of the opposite sex crosses several social norms. “I—”

“It’s okay. I want you to get turned on by my things. That’s why I sent you to get my lingerie. I want you to lust after me so badly that even the clothes I wear turn you on. Worshiping me isn’t enough. I want you to be so enraptured by my presence that you covet my accruements.”

She opened the bag and spilled the contents onto the bed next to me. Her hand waved over the articles, spreading them all before me: thongs and tangs, high-waist vintage panties, boy shorts, briefs, g-strings, bralette and denim bras. She presented a silk push-up she said was designed by I.D. Sarrieri. I was an immediate fan of their work.

Mira held the bra up to her chest. “It looks super sexy on me. I only wear it on a very special occasions.”

She folded the article and sat it beside her. Clearly, my laundry drop-off did not meet the standard of a very special occasion. As I helped fold her undergarments, I scolded myself for rushing to her place.

“So how’s school going?” she asked. “You aren’t getting too distracted by our time together, are you?”

“Oh, no. I’m keeping up. Everything is going well.”

She studied me more intently than I was comfortable with. “Good. I want to know all of your grades. That includes all tests and quizzes—anything that affects your GPA. And I expect good grades. Anything less than a 3.6 GPA will put you on a probationary period with me. First I’ll punish you with force; then I’ll punish you by leaving you alone until your grades improve. I want you to serve me, but more importantly, I want you to succeed in life. It’s important to me that my mentee isn’t a failure. Some dommes might be content with their slave living at home in a cage, but not me. That’s why I call myself a life coach. I want my mentee to be educated, well-read and intellectual.”

I stopped folding the laundry and stared at her to discern whether she was serious. Her stoic expression told me she was. Even my parents, who were paying my tuition, didn’t request my grades except for an overall GPA.

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll bring you a copy of my next grade.”

Mira laughed. “No, no, no. I don’t trust you for a second with that level of honesty. You’ll give me access to your Blackboard. That way, I can login and check your grades same as you do. I don’t want you cherry picking the scores you bring to me. It will be better that way. If you start to slip, I can direct you back on course before the end of the semester. See? I really am a life coach.”

Control freak was the description that came to mind, but of course, I didn’t say that aloud. Instead, I told her, “No problem,” in the coolest voice I could muster. 

I helped Mira put away the folded lingerie before leaving and wrote down my login information for her to access my grades. Our brief time together left me craving more of her attention, but I knew I needed to study. There was a real test in two days—the one Lisa and I had haphazardly studied for—and I was grossly unprepared.

I crammed like never before. For two days, I barely left the dorm except when Chaz dropped in. He was spending far less time in our dorm since he started dating the girl who almost caught me huffing Mira’s panties. And yes, I still had the panties hidden under the mattress, and I was doing my best not to let them distract me from my studies. 

I practiced depreciation problems, bond amortization schedules, and memorized accounting terms until I was saying them in my sleep. It was to no avail. Cramming for accounting—like math—works about as well as cramming for a music recital or an athletic event. Learning the material requires a steady, everyday repetition and practice. Before I was done with the first page of the exam, I knew I had failed. The problems all blurred together, and I found myself mixing steps for one problem with another. I turned the first page of four with only fifteen minutes left in the exam. Lisa, who flew through the test, rose to turn in her work as I started on the second page. Obviously, she had dedicated more study time than me.

“One more minute,” the professor announced.

There were only two other classmates still left. There was no point in running out the clock. Another minute wasn’t going to save me. I closed the testlet, lurched to the front of the classroom and handed in my exam like it was a written apology.

Lisa was waiting for me when I walked outside.

“That wasn’t too bad,” she said cheerfully. “Question seven almost stumped me, but I finally realized there was only half a year to begin with. How do you think you did? You were in there for a while.”

I tried to smile, but I’m horrible at faking my emotions, especially in front of Lisa. She could always see through me.

“Me? I didn’t even get to question seven. That’s how I did.”

“Ouch. Sorry to hear. Let’s get a milkshake at Pete’s. My treat.”

The milkshake did little to lift my mood. 

On Friday, an email alerted me that the grades were released, just in time to wreck my weekend. I scored a thirty-two percent. Just staring at the score was embarrassing. Worse, I knew Mira was probably looking at the same screen that I was. A text from her confirmed my dreadful suspicions.

We need to talk. In person.

I met her at the Young Feminist League. When I arrived, a receptionist stopped me at the front desk.

“Can I help you?”

The tall blonde behind the desk was so striking I almost forgot my reason for coming.

“Um, sure. I’m here to see Mira.”

“Oh, you must be Jeff. I’m Denise. Mira’s waiting for you. Do you know the way?”

I told her I did. 

Slowly, I walked down the hall. As I passed one of the offices, a young woman spoke on the phone.

“If you have other feminist organizations at your school, begin infiltrating them and find members who you can recruit,” she said. “For those who can’t be swayed to our cause, begin publishing stories against them. Remember to have members on the school’s newspaper staff, preferably at the highest levels. And don’t forget social media. Also, have a few members on the school’s advisory committee.”

The young woman, who looked up from her desk and noticed my eavesdropping, got up and closed her door.

I continued down the hall.

Mira’s door was shut. There were no chairs to sit and wait for her, so I quietly knocked after I saw her through the window.

“Come in,” she said.

I opened the door and stepped inside. Her office appeared identical to Scott’s and even sat at another corner of the building, looking out on the library and the registrar’s office.

Mira told me to sit.

She swung the monitor around so both of us could view the screen. “What the hell is this?” She jabbed her finger at the thirty-two. “You can’t be that stupid. And why didn’t you tell me you had a test on Wednesday? When I got an email telling me you had a new test grade, I thought it was an error.”

“I just . . . I got distracted and fell behind.”

Mira sat back in her chair, shaking her head.

“This won’t do. You need to decide right here and now if you can be a student and a mentee, because I won’t have a sub flunk out of school under my watch.”

I started to answer, but a knock on the door stopped me.

Mira sighed. “Come in.”

The same woman I had seen on the phone cracked the door and poked her head inside. “I’m so sorry to bother you, miss, but I wanted to let you know that our sisters in Toronto are up and running. They’re beginning phase one.”

Mira’s jumped up from her seat, grinning. “Stacey, that’s great news! I guess it’s official. We’ve gone international!”

“Yes, ma’am. They’re very nervous about implementing our plan, but I told them we’ve done this all over the country and as long as they follow the script, there’s nothing to worry about. Naturally they’re hesitant. Canadians are peaceful by nature.”

“Of course. I think you should go up there and see them through the first two phases. Denise will book you a flight leaving tomorrow morning. I’ll let Dean Shawn know you’ll be away and to have your professors excuse you from all of your classes.”

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you so much for trusting me with this.”

“Absolutely. You’ve earned it, Stacey.”

As the door shut, I tried to remind myself that I hadn’t slipped into some crevasse that had dropped me into an alternative reality. I wasn’t convinced.

Mira sat back down and collected herself, resuming her contemptuous glare.

“As you can see, I have enough going on right now not to be bothered with your poor marks. You really need to do some growing up, Jeff. You aren’t living with your mommy and daddy anymore. There’s a big, bad world out there and while you might be able to avoid it for a few more years, it’s hurling its way toward you and you’re not the least bit prepared for it.”

I didn’t know what to say. What she said was true, but I felt so lost. I was studying a major in which I had no interest and had picked only because Lisa was doing it, and I figured it would provide good job security. I was at a point in my life where I was no longer a kid, but I was a long way away from being an adult. I was terrified and confused. I rationalized it was freshman jitters at first, but I wasn’t getting over it. The fear and bewilderment only intensified. When I met Mira, I felt like I finally had a purpose in life. The excitement and effervescence for life was finally lit. I knew that I had to do everything to keep our relationship going, as if my sanity depended upon it. I wanted to tell Mira all of these things, but all that came out was, “I know.”

“Well, do you have any plans to change it or do you intend to just roll over and die?”

I saw this as my opening. “I’ll do whatever you think will help.”

Mira studied me for some time. I didn’t have to worry about putting on an act. I was desperate. 

“That’s the first intelligent thing you’ve said since you walked into my office. At least you have some willingness. That I can work with. I don’t have the time to hold your hand through school, but I’ll see what I can do. I’ll contact you when I’ve formed a plan.”

I nodded and started to run off.

“Excuse me? But I don’t remember saying you could leave.”

My bottom dropped into the seat. “Sorry, Mistress. I thought you were—”

“Stop thinking. Please. It will save both of us from many unnecessary headaches. It’s really important that you question yourself before every action. Ask yourself whether you have my permission to do something before doing it. Always act by thinking of me and what I would want. When in doubt, reach out. First, we have your punishment to contend with.”

She rose from her chair, standing above me and pressed the intercom button on her desk. “Hi, Denise. Is Victoria around by any chance?”

“Yes, miss. She’s in the conference room, I believe. Would you like me to send her down to you?”

“Yes, please. That would be wonderful.” Mira released the call button and stared at me. “Victoria is one of our school’s star tennis players. She’s got a forehand like you wouldn’t believe. Last season, her serves were topping one hundred miles per hour.”

The door opened.

“You called for me, miss?”

Mira approached the wall and took down a paddle hanging on two hooks and presented it to Victoria. The paddle appeared to be the same one that was hanging in Scott’s office except this one had holes drilled along its face to reduce air friction. “Yes, this boy needs a good paddling, and I knew you’d be the perfect lady to carry out his punishment.”

Victoria wasn’t wearing a tennis uniform at the time but I knew she would look sexy as hell in one. The tiny jean shorts she wore exposed her shapely legs, tanned to a golden bronze from her afternoons spent on the tennis court.

“I’d be happy to. I’ve been working on my deltoids a lot in the gym,” she said, looking at me with a smirk. “Would you like me to do it here?”

“Why not?” Mira said. She turned toward me. “Come, bend over this desk.”

As I bent my upper body over the oak surface, Mira unbuckled my shorts and pulled them, along with my boxers, down to my ankles. She then ran the tips of her fingers along my bottom. “You’ve healed nicely. I can just see the last remnants of your previous spanking. Just in time for a fresh set of marks.”

“A boy’s behind should never remain unscathed,” Victoria invoked. “I make it point to spank my boyfriend’s behind each week whether he’s done anything wrong or not. A steady dose of discipline reminds him who’s in charge.”

Mira held down my wrists, pinning me to the desk as they continued their banter. “Victoria, that’s wonderful news! Last time we spoke about him, your boyfriend was hesitant about female domination.”

“That was just his male pride talking. You know how basketball players are. The cheering fans and bright lights make them think they’re gods. I did exactly what you told me. I masturbated him each night and while doing so, I spoke about female dominance in a super raspy voice. I teased him about locking up his cock and spanking him if he didn’t score a certain number of points each game. He never lasted more than five minutes when I did that. When I pointed this out, he finally confessed the idea turned him on more than he initially was willing to admit. But I still took things real slow, easing him into the transition.”

“That’s usually the best way to go,” Mira agreed. She bent over and stared at me. “But with some, you have to take them by the balls and shove them into the deep end. Otherwise, they’ll never get into the pool.”

Victoria got into position behind me and placed the flat end of the paddle against my rear. Mira continued pinning my wrists and maintaining close eye contact with me, her face only a few inches from mine. The sensation of the cold wood against my ass disappeared.

I braced for the heavy blow.

Wood swooshed through the air.

I jumped, but nothing struck my behind.

“Always good to warm up with a few practice swings,” Victoria said playfully.

Mira smiled as she continued watching my reactions. When I tried looking away, she grabbed my chin and brought my head back in front of her own.

“No squirming,” Mira said. “I want to watch you as you endure your punishment. Focus on the fact that you’re suffering for me because you disappointed me.”

I stared into the intensity of her pupils. The first blow erupted on my behind. The hairbrush had been a swat with a feather compared to the dense paddle. I squeezed the edge of the desk and gritted my teeth.

“Hurts like hell, doesn’t it?” Mira asked.

Holding back tears, I nodded.

When the second and third blows immediately followed, the tears freely flowed. I begged Mira to stop the paddling and implored with her that I’d learned my lesson. Without reacting to my beseeching, she continued her eternal stare.

Victoria swung the paddle with the force a major league baseball player. By the fourth whack, I could take no more.

“Only give him one more,” Mira stated. “I don’t want to hurt him too much.”

Victoria stomped her feet. “Agh, I was just getting nice and warmed up. I guess I have to give this last one everything I’ve got.”

Indeed she did. The wood slammed my body into the desk. My head collapsed onto Mira’s desk calendar, sweat staining the middle of the month. Mira patted my head and told me what a good submissive I was for enduring my punishment.

After a bit of consolation and after I had calmed down, she said, “Now you can go.”

Out of guilt and frustration, I went to the library to study for my other classes. I never wanted to be spanked like that again. Mira may have tapped into some fantasy where being paddled by a sexy tennis player would have gotten me hard, but the reality was something quite different. I felt some anger directed at Mira, but I knew deep down inside that it was really myself who I was angry with. No one forced me to blow off my studies. And while I could offer the time spent with Mira and Lisa as excuses, there had been ample study time.

Since it was a Friday afternoon, the library was a ghost town. After everything I had been through, the silence was welcoming. I found a desk in the corner and cracked open several heavy tomes. After a few hours of reading, I closed the textbooks and rested my eyes for a moment. I wasn’t sure what time it was when a tap on the shoulder woke me.

“Excuse me?”

It was a woman’s voice. I lifted my head. My vision was blurry and my head heavy. I wiped the pool of drool away from my arm.

“I’m sorry to bother you, but I believe you’re, Jeff, correct?”

I stared at the woman. She didn’t look like any librarian I had ever seen—unless you count the librarians in adult films. Her hair was lifted in a tight chignon. A long strand of pearls adorned her neck, falling between the cleavage expose by her open blouse. She studied me beneath black-rimmed glasses, adjusting them slightly.

“Yeah, I’m Jeff. How do you know who I am? What time is it?”

I backed up the chair and stood, looking around. It was dark outside and there didn’t appear to be anyone else in the library.

“Just about closing time. I’m Alexia.” I shook her hand and noticed she was several inches taller than me in her stilettos. “I work here at the library. I’m also a student and a member of the YFL. Mira told me you needed a tutor. When she described you, I could have sworn someone like that had entered the library a few hours ago. I thought I might find you back here still studying.” She gazed at my closed books and the pink impression on my arm from where my head had been laying. “It appears you have some issues staying focused.”

I rubbed the mark on my arm. “Yeah. I guess I sort of drifted off. It’s been a long day.”

“Not to worry. I’ll see to it that you get back on track and stay the course. I want you to come to the library every morning at eight AM sharp. I’ll reserve a private room for you where you can study. Under my direction, you’ll be making As in no time, but don’t think there will be any napping on my watch. ”

“Does that include weekends?”

Alexia laughed. “Of course! We have to get moving right away if you want a prayer of passing your classes. I’ll download all of your syllabuses tonight and see what we need to cover first. If you follow all of my instructions, maybe we can look into speaking to your professor about retaking the exam you failed.”

I thanked her and left the library stunned. I couldn’t believe a student organization could be so powerful. I had never even heard of them. They were like the female version of the Skull and Bones Society, but on steroids. And somehow, boring old me had been thrust into the center of these radical feminists.

As I passed the Student Union on my way to the dorms, I noticed the lights of the fourth floor still glowing. They probably stayed lit every night. I had simply failed to notice such a seemingly uneventful detail.

I went inside the atrium of the first floor to check the large corkboard where organizations posted fliers. The hall was dark except for a few emergency exit lights. In array of multi-colored leaflets and notices, I saw just about every kind of organization. After scanning the board for several minutes, I still didn’t see anything mentioning the YFL. Their recruiting, I realized, must be done in secrecy. This didn’t surprise me. A clandestine organization such as the YFL would have to keep a low profile while ensuring they recruited only the best like-minded individuals. How long they had existed and where they first began were still mysteries to me. 

I left in hurry as I feared one of the young feminists might be leaving and ask what I was doing. I was exhausted anyways, and my room felt like the only sane place left in the world. 

I threw the loaded book bag off my shoulders and climbed into bed. As I lay there, I listened to the slamming doors as others on my floor left for parties and a night of getting wasted and trying to hook up. I wasn’t envious. Since high school, I had tried to be the all-American male. Lying on top of the covers with the moonlight streaming through the small window, I knew that life wasn’t for me, nor was it ever going to be. I was apart of a different in-crowd; one I didn’t even know existed until I met Mira. Where it would take me, I didn’t know. I only knew that it felt right and that I trusted Mira.

I set the alarm for seven and turned over, hoping to find sleep.
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When the alarm sounded the next morning, my head was in full revolt. I staggered to the bathroom as if I had been out all night partying. I quickly showered—mostly to rouse myself to some degree of consciousness—and left. 

When I got to the library, I noticed it didn’t even open on Saturdays until noon. The lobby was dark and the doors were all locked. Not having Alexia’s number, I started to call Mira. If this was some sort of prank to get back at me for my failing grade, I didn’t find it to be very funny. Just as I was about to call her, one of the doors opened. Alexia waved and motioned me inside.

“Hey!” she called out. “I was finishing some filing behind the front desk and thought I heard someone. Did you bring all your textbooks?”

I lifted my stuffed book bag.

“Great. Follow me and we’ll get started.”

She took me to a study room absent of any windows. The walls were bare. There was a table, a dry-erase board, and four metal chairs. An overhead vent pumped arctic air. I imagined myself sitting in this room every morning, day after day and sighed.

“Take a seat,” Alexia said. She pulled out a chair opposite to me and placed a binder down on the table. “I’ve gone through your current class schedules as well as your recent grades. The good news is that it’s still early in the semester. If we do this right, you can finish the semester with a solid GPA. And since you’re a freshman in your first semester, you’ve gotten help at the right time. I see so many students who come to me in their senior year begging me to fix four years’ worth of procrastination. I’m good at what I do, but I’m no miracle worker.”

“Do you work exclusively with Mira?” I asked.

“Oh, no. I work with regular students too, but I also make sure all of the girls at the YFL maintain stellar grades. Of course, the study program I’ve designed for you will be slightly modified to meet your unique circumstances. I’ll also be keeping Mira informed on your progress.”

The metal chair was agonizing to sit in after the paddling. We reviewed all of my classes, where I stood, and the upcoming assignments and tests. Alexia’s organizational skills were phenomenal. She outlined what I would study each day, planned mock tests before the actual ones, and said she knew plenty of other tutors that could provide me with more in-depth assistance in areas where her knowledge was lacking. 

Already, I was feeling better. The overwhelming syllabuses were broken down into manageable, bite-size pieces. Tackling a little bit each day, I would succeed.

After an hour together, she left me alone to finish my reading. While she wasn’t physically present in the room, I noticed a small camera in the corner, its lens pointed directly at me. Where the video feed went, I didn’t know, but I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn it went straight to the YFL headquarters and to Mira’s desktop monitor. 

After completing my assignments, Alexia told me I could go.

“I’ll see you bright and early tomorrow,” Alexia said. 

As I lumbered away from the library, I received a call from my parents. Uh-oh, I thought. Could this day get any worse?

“Hello?” I answered.

“Jeff, this is your father.”

“Hi, dad. How’s it going?”

“It’s going fine except I see a charge on your credit card for several hundred dollars. I called the credit card company to see what in the world it was for and do you know what they told me?”

“Dad, I can explain.”

“I hope to hell you can.”

I could think of only one explanation my father might agree with. “It’s for my girlfriend.”

“Your girlfriend?”

“Yeah. Her name’s Mira. She’s from France and she didn’t have any swimming apparel.”

“France, eh? Is she cute?”

“She’s the prettiest girl on campus.”

My dad’s tone eased. “Well, I can’t say that I approve of you spending that kind of money on a girl. Otherwise, you’ll attract the wrong kind, but I guess I can’t be too angry with you. Next time call me beforehand. I can always use your help over the summer in the office. You can pay me back then.”

“I know dad. I’m sorry. I just got carried away.”

We ended the call. I started laughing. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. I would still have to pay him back, but considering the circumstances, I had gotten off lightly.

I spent the rest of the day working at the campus bookstore. Since Saturdays are always slow, it was just myself working. One of the benefits of working at the campus bookstore was that I got almost all of my books for free. If there were more than one copy of a book on the shelf, I would borrow it and later return it. This wasn’t strictly allowed, but we all did it and the manger didn’t seem to mind as long as we didn’t leave any wear and tear. 

The bookstore was broken into two sections: textbooks and mainstream fiction and nonfiction. During my time working there, I had cleared out several shelves of the science fiction section and was looking for something new to read. I browsed the aisles until I came to a book I had heard of, but never seriously thought about reading. Venus in Furs is a classic novella. However, I’ve never been one to read a classic to cross it off some mental list or to massage my own ego. But considering my recent descent into the surreptitious world of university women bent on world domination, I figured I should probably give it try. 

I picked out another book to cover it up with in case a patron walked in, and then I settled behind the desk with a fresh cup of coffee. My ass was still sore and I shuffled on the stool, but I soon found myself slipping into the dimension of fiction. Before my shift was up, I paid for the book on my own, leaving money in the register. I devoured it over the rest of the weekend and finished the last pages before going to the YFL meeting.

When I walked inside the living room of the YFL, many of the once strange faces were now familiar. Denise, the YFL’s receptionist, sat in a circle between Alexia and Victoria. Scott was talking to Mira in the corner. Amy, the redhead who had made the oval ring for my chastity device, sat on a sofa, reading an electronics magazine. Several other women milled about, ones I’d seen around the office, but hadn’t formally met.

 I waved to Alexia who made room for me on the floor.

Victoria smiled when I set down and asked how my bottom was feeling. I told her both cheeks were bruised, an answer she seemed quite pleased to hear.

“How’s it going, Jeff?” Alexia asked.

“Great,” I said. “I’ve never felt more prepared for my classes.”

“It must be quite a relief, right?”

“It is. I had no idea I was so stress out over my classes. I even had some free time to read Venus in Furs. Ever heard of it?”

Alexia tilted her head. “Of course. It’s required reading for all new members to the YFL. It may be dated, but it’s an incredibly prescience book, glimpsing into the fourth wave of feminism.”

“I thought there were only three waves.”

“There were,” Victoria interrupted. “The YFL is the fourth and final.”

The way she said, “final,” frightened me. With more than bit of apprehension, I asked what happened to men during this final wave of feminism.

The girls pondered my question. Alexia offered a consoling hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry, Jeff. Men with purpose will seek their highest calling. The others, well, I wouldn’t worry about them.”

With that foreboding remark, Scott approached the front of the room.

“All right everyone, settle down,” Scott said. “Let’s get started. We have a lot to go over. Now as I’m sure everyone is aware of, tonight is the first of the month, which means it’s our business meeting.” Groans erupted from the members. “Come on, it’s not that bad. Besides we have great news to share with everyone. Mira, I’ll let you come up and address the group.”

A hand lifted from one of the girls sitting on the sofa. “Hold on,” the girl said. “Sorry to interrupt, but do you think it’s wise to have a man at our business meeting? I’m fine with him attending our regular meetings, but this is very sensitive information we’re discussing.”

Mira stood before the group. “The man you speak of, Kelly, is my mentee. He is devoted to this organization and our cause.”

“And has he taken the formal mentee vows?” Kelly asked.

“Yes,” Mira said. “I can personally attest to his dedication to our group. I believe it’s important he attends. Jeff can be of great service to us. How often have we talked about needing to have a man go out and recruit other men to join our cause? This can’t be a purely female enterprise or we’re never going to succeed.”

Kelly sighed. “I just think it’s too early to have men attend our meetings. A few weeks ago, he was talking about masturbating and sleeping around with girls. I nearly vomited after the meeting. Several other girls felt the same way and were very offended.” 

A few other nods around the room confirmed the woman’s accusation.

I felt so guilty watching Mira have to endure for my mistakes. I didn’t realize how much risk she had taken in allowing me such a privileged access to her world. And how did I show her my appreciation? By complaining about chastity and failing tests. I wasn’t anything like Severin von Kusiemski in Venus in Furs.

I decided to speak up. “I want to say that I’m sorry if I offended anyone. The last time I attended this group I wasn’t a mentee and I knew nothing about female superiority. I’ve done my best to learn what I can in this brief period I’ve been serving. I genuinely want to help and learn. I was very nervous when I attended here before, and I lied in order to make myself look good. I’m actually a virgin. All that stuff about sleeping around was just my male pride trying to save face. I realize now that I must have sounded like an idiot. I apologize.”

I don’t know how many of the women were convinced, but Mira looked so proud that I thought she was on the verge of tears.

Scott addressed the group. “If our methods can inflict such a profound change in a man after only two weeks, then just imagine what we can do for the world in a few years. Girls, we can’t change the world by leading with fear. There are going to be risks that are inherent. We have to trust in our methods and ourselves. They haven’t failed us yet. 

“But if we do fail, it will be from within. A couple of meetings before, Jeff spoke about petty squabbling among females, and many of you dismissed it as sexiest. Maybe he wasn’t perfect in forming his thoughts, but take a look around at what just happened and ask yourselves who will be our biggest threat: is it Jeff attending our meetings or our own internal conflicts? I can assure you this won’t be the last disagreement we face. We have to learn to work together and to move forward as one, cohesive unit.”

Kelly stirred in her seat, unconvinced. “Fine. I get it. But this was supposed to be a female thing. Why do we need males at all? I think we should revisit Plan B.”

“Kelly, if you want to discuss this afterwards, I will be around,” Scott said. “But now isn’t the time. You know the mission of the YFL. We’re not going to discuss Plan B.”

What the hell was Plan B, I thought.

“Anyways,” Mira said cheerfully. “We do have a lot to celebrate. First off, Brooke, who led our meeting last week, has just been accepted as a summer intern for the White House.” 

The group erupted in applause. Brooke stood and bowed shyly.

Scott waved her hand wildly. “And let me just add that Brooke isn’t just any intern fetching coffee for the Secret Service or picking up dog poop on the White House lawn. We’ve received confirmation from the White House Press Secretary that Brooke has been handpicked by the President to act as the official intern. We’re coming out strong, ladies! Many formidable politicians have preceded Brooke’s footsteps.”

Victoria asked, “So, Brooke, when you become President will you have a First Gentleman or a First Slave?”

All the girls doubled over with laughter.

“I haven’t thought about that,” Brooke said. “But I think having both a First Slave and First Bull would be most fitting.”

More cheers and laughter followed. Even I clapped. How could I not? While I was flunking tests and deciding on what to wear to Comic-Con, these women were strategizing key positions for their future.

“Yes,” Mira continued. “We’re all very proud of Brooke. We’ve also arranged a fundraising campaign so Brooke is able to afford her internship. Rent in DC is very expensive and the internship doesn’t pay. Now on to other good news. Stacey, as you may have noticed, isn’t with us tonight. Right now she’s bundled up and trying to stay warm in Toronto where the first international chapter of the YFL just opened its doors. She’s seeing the girls at the University of Toronto through phase one and two. And if Canada isn’t impressive enough, Camila is in the final stages of getting a chapter opened in Brazil at the University of São Paulo. Brazil is expected to be one of the leading suppliers of raw goods for the world, and we want women controlling that supply.”

I hadn’t noticed Camila before. She was one of the few Latin Americans in the YFL, but she was strikingly beautiful with eyes so bright and big I couldn’t stop staring at them.

“We’ve had some pushback with the University’s Board of Trustees, but we’ve already pressured two members to abdicate their positions after threatening to release documents related to their involvement in an oil money embezzlement scheme,” Camila said. “The rest of the detractors will either face a similar fate or grant us our democratic right. We’ve told them a thousand times that we’re a small feminist organization working only to ensure that women receive equal pay and the same job opportunities as men.”

All of the girls laughed at this last statement. Certainly, the YFL had more ambitious plans. Their agenda was not equality; it was superiority. I couldn’t help but think that I was in the throng of a Weather Underground-like group keen on plots of coups and overthrows. And who’s to say they weren’t what the world needed? After being in their care for only a few weeks, subjected to their authoritarian style of control, my grades had improved, I was more attentive to women, and I wasn’t wasting my life watching porn and trying to climb some illusory, male social hierarchy. 

“We also have some great news out west,” Mira continued. “Our very sexy girls at the USC chapter are flourishing. This month they announced to me twelve new recruits for an astonishing total of seventy-five members.”

I smiled and looked around, surprised to see that not all the girls were happy.

“They’re growing too fast,” Amy said. “How do we know they’re getting quality girls? And even if so, how could they possibly be providing adequate training to the new recruits.”

“Forget about quality,” Kelly said. “I’m worried about quantity. Who is to stop them from taking control of our organization? This sounds like a takeover plan. I didn’t like those girls when we Skyped with them. They all thought they were better and prettier than us. I think you better issue them a warning, Scott, and pull in the reins.”

“I will speak to them concerning their growth rate,” Scott said. “As to your accusations of a takeover, I’ve seen no evidence to suggest that. The leaders at the YFL of USC are extremely dedicated to our cause. They have even started an organization that’s reached out to the LA community to promote vasectomy over tubal ligation. They’re credited with 300 snips already!”

“Just don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Kelly argued.

“Duly noted,” Scott said.

“Elsewhere,” Mira continued. “We’ve seen growth in almost every chapter. We did have some fallout in Salt Lake City, though. Seems the Mormons aren’t too big on gynarchy. Shocking, I know. After several church officials staged protests and several less-than-flattering pieces were written about the YFL in the local papers, our president there, Anna, folded under the pressure and left the YFL. She wouldn’t return my phone calls, but from what I read in the news she has decided to recommit her life to Joseph Smith and his patriarchal fairytales.”

“This sounds serious,” Alexia said. “Who’s the new president?”

“It is serious,” Scott said. “And as of right now we don’t have a replacement. Not surprisingly, few women are keen on taking a position with so much heat and attention. Membership has fallen from fifteen members to five. I have to take my hat off to those remaining ladies. They are standing through the fire.”

“Couldn’t we have someone here go over there and act as interim president until a new girl is selected and trained?” Victoria asked. “I’d be more than happy to go.”

“I appreciate that,” Scott said. “And you would be a wonderful choice, Victoria. But after giving the matter much thought and speaking with Mira, we’ve decided that it’s best to let the girls at the University of Utah work this out on their own.”

“So you’re just going to watch the YFL die in Utah?” Kelly asked. “That place would have been our crowning achievement. It’s easy to spread feminism to liberal bastions, but it’s the Bible Belt and the Midwest that’s really going to make the difference.”

“I agree that Utah would have been an incredible place for fourth wave feminism to stake its flag,” Scott said. “But unfortunately, we can’t do it or want it for them. The women there have to take the lead. I am more than willing to help them and to provide whatever assistance I can whether by answering questions or sending one of our girls out to help advise them for a few weeks. However, what I will not do is send one of our girls out to Utah in order to do their jobs for them. Besides, it wouldn’t work. Imagine if the local community heard that outsiders had moved in to run the YFL. By the time we left, they’d be burning those girls at the stake. Maybe in a couple of years the social climate will be different and a strong woman leader will rise up. Until then, we have to take our losses and move on.”

I didn’t have to look around to discern the gloom that hung in the air. So much for the inspiring news, I thought. Still, knowing about the failure at Utah was important. While these were ambitious, tough, smart women, they weren’t infallible. This wouldn’t be a straight march up the hill to progress. There would be ground gained and lost, unexpected twists and turns, and unfortunate casualties along the way. 

After Scott and Mira finished talking, no one was much in the mood for anymore business or much talk afterwards. I went back to the dorm and studied. If I was going to be the first male allowed into the war room of the YFL, I needed to set an example of how a model mentee behaved. Many men would follow in my footsteps, and they would all look at me as the precedent to immolate. This was no longer about dating Mira or getting my rocks off. This was about creating a new, better world for our generation’s progeny.
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I was so ready in the morning to meet with Alexia that even in the grey, predawn hours, I was practically prancing to the library.

“You look awfully peppy,” Alexia said when she opened the door for me. “Did you have a bunch of coffee this morning?”

“Nope. After the meeting, I realized how important what we are doing is and how lucky I am to play a small role in that. I don’t want to screw this opportunity up.”

Alexia smiled. “I guess Scott and Mira were right to allow you to come to the business meeting.”

Alexia gave me a short quiz on the previous assignments. I got all the answers right except for one tricky question.

“You see,” Alexia said afterwards. “You have no excuse not to be pulling straight As. Success only requires that you have the proper routine and that you stick to it.”

She was right. As the weeks unfolded and Alexia’s lessons continued, my grades didn’t just improve; they under went a complete revolution. I was so well prepared for my next round of exams that I almost scolded my teachers for making it too easy. When other students complained, I simply shrugged and told them it was simple: study, practice, repeat. Even Lisa was impressed by my turnaround, though she was still smoking me when it came to tests scores. I swear the girl saw more three-digit averages than a baseball player.

After passing my next two accounting exams with an eighty-nine and ninety-three respectively, I approached my professor about retaking my first failed exam.

“That’s not something I do,” he said. “If I did it for you, I would have to do it for everyone. I’m very proud of your turnaround, but my hands are tied.”

“What about a curve?” I asked.

“Kid, life doesn’t give you curves. Just curve balls.”

Disheartened, I told Alexia what had happened. She told me not to worry. During the next class, the same professor asked me to see him afterwards. I wondered whether I was in trouble. With great diffidence, he spoke with eyes cast to his desk and told me he thought I deserved another shot. His hands were slightly trembling and his voice waivered. “So we’re good, right?”

“Sure, professor!”

To this day, I have no idea what was said to him. Honestly, I don’t want to know. It’s so much better to let my imagination run wild.

The only downside to my dedicated studies was that I was hardly spending any time with Lisa or the rest of the gang. I did get to see her in a few classes where we would catch up. I apologized about being so busy, though it seemed that she was equally consumed with school. Rarely did I see her anymore without a phone in her hands or her fingers pecking out a quick email before class.

Mira, despite her increased workload at the YFL caused by the expansion of several chapters in Canada and breaking ground in Brazil, somehow made time for me. Her ability to detach herself from work was as inspiring as the work she did. After some heated calls to secure additional office space on the fifth floor of the Student Union—at no cost to the YFL—Mira and I lazily strolled through the Pérez Art Museum like we were a retired couple without a care in the world.

My concerns shifted dramatically. The chastity device, which at first drove me crazy with the arousal it produced, began to reveal its liberating qualities. After a couple weeks of denial, my body settled down. Instead of being on the constant verge of wanting to hump everything in sight, peace overcame me. I was still horny. But instead of seeing it as something that had to be relieved, I began using my sexual energy to serve. My arousal was fuel for submission; release was a wasteful expenditure of that fuel. And for what? My own selfish pleasure? As Mira explained to me, “Unless you’re making a baby, there’s no reason for you to be having an orgasm. It’s a killer for submission.”

I knew she was right and even when Mira hinted at me having a release, I was afraid I’d resist serving her afterwards. She was happy to postpone the orgasm until I was better indoctrinated. 

Instead of jerking off to porn each night, I started an anonymous blog that reported my journey through submission and recruited other men into joining the world of loving female authority. With Alexia’s help, I even created a page for wives and girlfriends to ask questions and post testimonials. Of course, I left out the part about the YFL. The organization was too young to be thrust into the spotlight. Still, the blog became popular, and I was receiving so many emails of support from people in the lifestyle and newcomers to the scene that I had to ask Mira for help running the blog from a few of the girls at the YFL. They altered the stale look of the blog by adding fresh graphics and expanded its reach by forming partnerships with other sites. After numerous requests, I even launched a podcast under a pseudonym. Knowing my voice was out on the web frightened me at first, but I doubted anyone listening would figure out it was me and on the off chance that someone did, it would beg the question as to why they were listening to a podcast aimed at dommes and slaves.

Mira was so impressed with my dedication to her and the movement that she allowed me to go to Comic-Con on the condition that I wear the chastity device. I was thrilled. By then, I knew nothing was going to happen between Lisa and me. She was so busy that I didn’t think she had time for a boyfriend, and throughout the semester Lisa was blossoming into a woman who was far out of my league. And crushes in college have about a four-week shelf life without being reciprocated. My window for dating her had shut. Part of me was saddened, but I knew I had found a higher calling.

The weekend before Comic-Con, I stopped by to see the final costumes. I barely recognized Lisa when I walked through the door.

“Hey, Jeff!” she said, giving me a big hug. I struggled to take my eyes away from her breasts in the low-cut top. When did they get so big? I wondered. I knew she had to be wearing a push-up bra. It was so unlike her. And her hair—I don’t know what it was scented with: strawberries and peaches, maybe? Whatever it was, the heady smell stunted my thoughts. Her hair radiated, too. She must have been spending some serious dough at the hair salon. I could go on and on. Her nails and toes were perfectly manicured. Her skin glowed with a bronze tan. There was no longer anything high school about her. She was a sophisticated-looking, chic woman with the brains to back it all up.

“You ready to see them?” she asked.

“I’ve been waiting all semester! Do they look okay?”

“You tell me.”

Lisa opened the closet. Inside was a pair of the most badass costumes ever put together. Lisa’s outfit contained the bird-like mask of Vergere, complete with Vergere’s wavy purple and blue hair pulled back in a cone shape along with a wool robe and purple leather gloves. Beside it was a leather, double-pocket jacket with black pants and boots.

“Try yours on,” she said.

Lisa slipped the jacket over my arms and zipped it up, flipping the collar over my neck.

“Do I look stupid?” I asked.

“No! You look very handsome.”

I tried on the matching pants and boots. Then I picked up the lightsaber and twirled it through the air.

“I got a green lightsaber since Jacen hasn’t turned to the dark side yet to become Darth Caedus. Hope you don’t mind still being a part of the Rebel Alliance, but I like the story of Jacen and Vergere before he switches sides.”

I was too captivated by the costume to care. I stood in front of the mirror. I could have walked onto a movie set. 

“Mind? Not at all. How did you get these costumes? They must have cost a fortune!”

“I have a friend who’s a wizard at sewing. Does it fit okay?”

“It’s perfect.”

“Awesome. I was thinking of heading out early on Friday after class so we can beat some of the traffic. Are you still good with sharing a room?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.” I set down the lightsaber. “Hey, Lisa. Thanks a lot for inviting me and arranging all of this.”

Lisa shrugged away the compliment, but I could tell it meant a lot to her. “I’m just glad I have someone who appreciates Star Wars as much as I do. Damien might be a close second, but I think Trish would claw my eyes out if I tried inviting him to spend a weekend with me in a shared hotel room.”

There it was again—the subtle mention of the single hotel room as though it meant something more than friends. Of course, she was right about Trish, but I kept thinking Lisa was dropping small hints to gauge what my response would be. 

I decided to do some digging of my own.

“There’s Travis, too,” I said. “He’s not an expert like you and me, but he’s certainly a hardcore fan.”

Her face tightened and her eyes became flinty and cold. “Um, no. That boy will not be spending a weekend alone with me. Ever.”

“Huh. What happened?”

“Lisa shook her head. I don’t really want to talk about it. What happened is over and dealt with.”

There was no way I was going to let Lisa brush it off like that.

“Lisa! Come on, we’re friends. Would Vergere lie to Jacen?”

“Um, yeah. She lied to him like all the time. That’s what was so cool about her. You never knew what her real motives were.”

“Okay, bad example. But seriously. You have to tell me what happened. It will drive me nuts if you don’t. What if I did the same to you?”

As soon as I asked the question, I immediately regretted it.

“Haven’t you sort of already? I see you with that girl from the soccer game, Mira, a lot around campus. But you never mention her to me. Are you guys dating or something?”

“No, are you crazy? She already has boyfriends—I mean a boyfriend. We just have a lot of projects together. In our class, partners are paired for the whole semester. It’s to build team skills or something like that. Trust me. There’s nothing going on between me and her, so don’t try to change the subject. What happened with you and Travis?”

Lisa let out a long sigh. “Oh, nothing that hasn’t happened on every college campus. Travis asked me out on a date. Well, he didn’t call it a date, but that’s clearly what it was. No one else was asking me out, so I agreed. Besides, he had a pretty cool date in mind. There was this all-night beach showing of classic sci-fi movies. We got there in time to see the end of The Day the Earth Stood Still. Halfway through Forbidden Planet, Travis started groping me. He settled down when I resisted, but when we got to the car he said he wasn’t driving me home until he got a kiss. Just to avoid a confrontation and to shut him up, I kissed him. That’s when he started grabbing me and wouldn’t let go.”

My legs felt wobbly. I was so stunned I could barely respond. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine now. He didn’t rape me. I got out of the car and alerted some people in the parking lot who called the police. I got some help here on campus to work through the event. Travis got expelled on the condition that no criminal charges would be filled against him. I’m just glad that I don’t ever have to see him again. But, yeah, it was pretty scary stuff at the time. That’s why I was so quiet there for a while. I kind of shut down. Sorry I didn’t tell you, but it was just too much going on inside my head.”

“There’s no reason to apologize,” I insisted. “I couldn’t imagine what that would be like. I’m just glad you’re in a better place now.”

“Thanks. I am.”

As I placed the costume back on the rack, I was glad to have my chastity device. Lisa wouldn’t have to worry about me trying to weasel my way into her panties. Not that I’m a rapist, but I knew Lisa didn’t need to be dating anyone right now. Her story explained why she was always leaving class to go somewhere without telling me where. Still, I thought it was kind of odd that she was trying to look so good. I figured attempted rape would produce the opposite effect. Being a guy who has zero understanding of how women behave, let alone how they process trauma, I pushed the matter out of my mind.

Lisa was okay. That was the important part.
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Not mentioning Lisa by name, I offered a vague version of events.

“Can you believe that?” I asked.

“Happens more often than you think,” Mira replied.

I smoothed the massage oil across the arch of her back, listening to the breaking tide.

“Still, I think the guy got off too easily,” I said. “I know he got expelled, but he can probably get into another college. And most people say college is now overrated anyways. He might have just gotten saved from a lifetime of paying off student loans. It doesn’t seem fair.”

Mira lifted her head from the cushion and craned her neck. “Of course, it isn’t fair. If I had my way, every rapist found guilty would be castrated. The rest of men would be outfitted in chastity devices starting at puberty.”

I kneaded her shoulder blades, smiling as I imagined her gynecocracy dreamworld. I worked my thumbs along the bone, passing the Bob Marley tattoo. I transitioned into a tapotement massage, my hands lightly karate chopping across her back.

“My ass too,” Mira said.

I smiled. This was my favorite part of every massage. The trick to it is to start at the calves and thighs before working your way up. After her long legs were sufficiently relaxed, I smothered her cheeks in the oil and worked the folds through my fingers. I loved our intimate moments together, and I was grateful Mira had decided I wouldn’t be massaging any of the other women at the YFL. I was Mira’s masseuse and no one else’s.

“Are you ready for this weekend?” Mira asked. “You have to leave in about an hour, I suppose.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Big weekend with a lot of responsibility. I hope you’re ready for it.”

“I am, Mistress.”

“I suppose every mother bird has to let her chicks leave the nest at some point.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But I’m not like every mother bird, am I?”

My hands stopped moving. I forced them to continue the massage. “Um, no, Mistress. You’re very unique.”

“After giving the matter much thought, I’ve decided to go to Comic-Con myself. I think it will be a wonderful opportunity to network with women we don’t normally recruit. The event will be filled with the so-called ‘outcasts’—a demographic that we haven’t spent much time cultivating. I think they would make wonderful additions to our membership, and I have a feeling there are many more submissive males running around there like yourself. But don’t worry. You won’t even know I’m there.”

I had to ask the obvious. “Do you have a ticket? A costume?”

“Of course. My tickets are standard, but sufficient. Once I get inside, I’m sure I’ll have no trouble navigating my way to the VIP portions of the event. And I’ve secured a sexy little costume. I can’t wait. It should be a lot of fun, and it could open all kinds of new doors for the YFL. I’m thinking of heading out some time tomorrow after I get all of my work done.”

I doubted Mira’s promised reticent presence. I had never known her to be taciturn.

I brought Mira her towel and left the balcony so she could dress in private. Before I left, she spoke to me again about the importance of trust. “I don’t want you eye-fucking the other women there either. Show some respect and keep your thoughts on moi.”

I promised I would and raced out of the apartment to pick up Lisa who probably thought I was still on campus getting ready.

I parked in front of her dorm and opened the back trunk. “I’m coming down right now,” Lisa said when I called. Since Lisa had paid for and organized the entire trip, I felt it was only fair that I drove and covered the gas. And with Mira’s new oversight, I was saving more money than ever with the amount I earned at the campus bookstore. 

Lisa came out of the side door a few minutes later carrying her bags. Her hair blew in the wind and the tight Star Wars shirt featuring Episode IV was cut off at the bottom, exposing her midriff. I couldn’t believe this was the Lisa I had so easily overlooked.

“Thanks for helping me with my stuff,” Lisa said playfully.

“Sorry,” I said, grabbing her bags and throwing them into the trunk. “You excited?”

“Obviously! I just hope our costumes don’t get scrunched up in the suitcase.”

“I’m sure they’ll be okay.”

We jumped in the car and left campus. We were soon on the interstate, laughing and talking.

“But seriously, Jeff, you haven’t gone on a date with anyone? We’re almost done with the semester.”

I shrugged, gripping the steering wheel and accelerating the car to above 80 mph. We traveled along Alligator Alley with nothing around us but flat, swampy fields of the Everglades and the occasional billboard ad for airboat tours. “I went on one, but I’ve really been more focused on my studies and haven’t found the time.”

“Everyone has the time, Jeff. Grades are important, but they aren’t everything and that’s coming from me.”

“No, I know. I’ve just been trying to figure out what I want from a relationship.”

“What’s that suppose to mean?”

Clearly, I was taking a gamble, and my statement invited further questioning.

“Well,” I said, trying to decide how I could best phrase my thoughts. “I just don’t know if a typical relationship is for me. Like take asking a girl out. Why does it always have to be the guy who does that? Why can’t a girl go up to guy and ask him out?”

“I’m pretty sure that does happen, Jeff. Are you waiting for a girl to ask you out?”

“I’m just using that as an example. Guys are always supposed to lead, to be in charge, and to be head of the family. I just don’t know if that’s for me.”

I felt my face flush.

“I think most families are led by women despite outward appearances,” Lisa said. “So I wouldn’t worry about that. I think people naturally fall into their personality roles in a relationship. Besides, not every girl wants Rambo as her spouse.”

It was good to hear that Lisa understood. She was always such a great listener and could do so without jumping to conclusions or passing judgment. 

A few hours later, we arrived outside the hotel. Lisa told me to wait in the car while she checked in.

While she was in the lobby, I called Mira.

“Glad you made it safely,” Mira said. “Be on your best behavior. I’ll be up there tomorrow some time. And don’t you let little Lisa carry her own bags. You need to get into the habit of serving all women. Understand?”

I told her I did as Lisa was leaving the lobby and nearing the car.

“Everything good?” I asked, jumping out of the front seat. 

“Sort of,” Lisa said. “They overbooked the hotel, they said, by mistake. With Comic-Con in town, I think they were trying to make a few extra bucks and figured some of the reservations wouldn’t show. I told them they weren’t an airline and that I demanded a room, so they were able to give us one with a king bed. Guess we’ll have to share.”

I envisioned Mira’s face when she found out I would be sleeping in the same bed as Lisa and shivered. But it was a small detail. Mira didn’t have to know everything.

“That’s okay,” I said. “I don’t mind if you don’t.”

“I’m just glad we have some place to stay other than the car. Every hotel for miles is booked.”

I told Lisa I would carry all of the bags. I expected her to protest, but to my surprise, she was more than willing to let me carry them. When we got to the room, she picked out a spot in the middle of the bed and browsed the TV selection as I went back to the car. 

We didn’t remain idle for long. The pull of Comic-Con was upon us. The hotel was filled with mutants and Jedi, comic book heroes and star-flight captains, milling in the lobby and traversing the halls. Any normal guest, unaware of Comic-Con, must have thought he or she had wondered into a strange universe.

We quickly changed into our outfits and drove to the event. Parking was a nightmare. Vested attendants waved glowing sticks, directing us to the overflow lots. Our walk was far, but we didn’t care. We padded along the sidewalk, our hearts pounding. Every few seconds, we pointed out some new costume that out-did the last. We received several compliments for our own. We weren’t even inside before half a dozen admirers asked me where I had procured my costume. On each occasion, I smiled and offered a thumb gesture toward Lisa.

The stream of attendees from the side streets converged at the front entrance. A crunch of bodies pushed for the door. Spock commanded a podium twenty feet above us.

“Welcome to Comic-Con,” Spock declared over the speakers, offering his sign of peace. The Leonard Nimoy tribute was fitting, but anything Star Trek-related was blasphemy to Lisa and me.

“They should have given that tribute to Richard Bonehill,” Lisa growled.

I agreed, but I thought the Star Trek fans would have set fires to the event if the late Spock actor didn’t get his homage while a faceless actor playing various martial art roles in Star Wars did.

Still, nothing could have ruined our moods. Even when the throng forced us to pinch our shoulders together and hold our breaths, we smiled and took a selfie with the motley mesh of characters behind us.

We took a program at the doorway and flashed our VIP badges for the usher (and we hoped for everyone around us) to see.

“You didn’t have to come through the front door,” Captain America said. “Next time just go to the west end of the building, and they’ll let you in there.”

After a salute, he allowed us inside. We didn’t care. Seeing the crazed mob at the entrance was worth it.

A sea of characters surrounded us: Batman on the stairs, Superman looking for a restroom, Wonder Woman flirting with the Joker, the Green Lantern looking for his lantern, Boba Fett drinking a Heineken, Alice swallowing a sugar cube.

“I’m going down the fucking rabbit hole!” screamed the fifty-year-old (guessing) Alice.

“This is so cool,” Lisa said.

“That’s an understatement. What do you want to do first?”

We looked over the program. “There are three events going on now with a couple more about to start,” I said.

“Agh,” Lisa complained. “They have too many events at once. I want to go to them all.”

“No D&D or MTG.” I didn’t have anything against games, but movies and books were more my thing.

“Oh, my God,” Lisa said, pointing. “George R.R. Martin is speaking in half an hour.”

“I’ve only read the first book,” I admitted.

“Well you better plug your ears in case of spoilers, ‘cause we’re going.”

Lisa secured seats in the second row. The talk didn’t reveal any plot lines and I found my mind wondering, namely to sharing a bed with Lisa. I had to be honest with myself: I wanted Lisa, and I couldn’t help but suspect the single bed was planned all along. It all seemed a little too convenient.

What if she intends to make a move, I thought. With the chastity device, I would have to resist. The idea of missing out on being with Lisa left me in a depressed mood. I was so lost in my own thoughts that Lisa had to nudge me when the event was over.

As we filed out, Lisa said she needed to use the restroom. I waited out in the hall and people watched. I was admiring an elaborate Hulk outfit, complete with makeup and exaggerated muscles, when a set of sharp nails tapped me on the shoulder. I turned around and saw Catwoman behind me.

“Meow,” Catwoman cooed.

I narrowed my eyes. Behind the black latex mask, I recognized the woman.

“Mira?”

“I’m going by Catmistress this weekend,” Mira said. “Have you been a good boy so far?”

My heart raced. I looked at the restroom, hoping Lisa wouldn’t come out.

“Yes, I just got here,” I said. “What are you doing here? I thought you were coming tomorrow.”

“I wrapped up all my work and decided to get an early start on networking out here. I must say, for a bunch of geeks they sure know how to throw one hell of a party.”

Lisa came out of the restroom. She waved and started coming my way.

“Mira, I have to go. Lisa will ask questions if she sees you here. I don’t want her to know—”

But it was too late. Lisa stood at my side, smiling.

“You look awesome in that costume,” Mira told Lisa. “I knew Amy would do a great job. She’s a genius with her hands. She makes all of the YFL’s chastity devices now.”

“So I’ve heard,” Lisa said, grinning.

Incredulously, I starred at them both, my mouth falling open.

“Let’s go back to the hotel,” Lisa said. “I think we all need to have a long talk.”

I thought of a hundred scenarios as we entered the hotel. Nothing, though, could prepare me for what Mira said when she told me to sit on the bed.

“Lisa is our newest inductee into the YFL. After the soccer game, I contacted her. We met for coffee and talked. We had a lovely discussion, but at the time, Lisa wasn’t ready.”

“I still had preconceived notions about the roles of men and women,” Lisa said. “Before Travis.”

“Yes,” Mira agreed. “The lessons we learn in life are often unpleasant. I was so thankful you came to me afterwards.”

“You opened me up to a whole new world, ma’am. I can never thank you enough.”

“There’s no reason to thank me. Simply continue fanning the flames.”

They both turned and stared at me. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, but somehow it all made sense: the fresh look, the bold attitude, the emails and phone calls.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked.

Mira answered. “You were still in training. I didn’t think it was appropriate to distract you. So many mentees fizzle out after a couple of weeks. I needed to see that you were committed to your training before we discussed any alternative arrangements.”

“Alternative arrangements?” I asked.

“Yes,” Mira said. “Lisa is now ready to take on a mentee of her own. I thought this would be the perfect opportunity to see if you are interested in Lisa being your life coach. I won’t force you; neither will I hold it against you should you choose not to. A mentee must be devoted wholly to his life coach.”

I stared into Lisa’s eyes. There was an intrepid look of hunger and sadism, alongside a more familiar trait: vulnerability. I thought of all the times we had spent together and our shared interests as I tried to imagine us together in this new role.

“A trial run can be formed if you’re unsure,” Lisa said. She approached me on the bed, knelt down and grabbed my chastity device through my shorts. “But I don’t think there’s any doubt in your head. I’ve seen the way you look at me recently. I’ve noted the tense strain on your face. You want me to own your sex, to dictate your every move.”

I shuddered. “I do.”

She kissed me on the forehead. The kiss was brief, but it ignited every nerve in my body. 

Mira unzipped the top of her catsuit, revealing a necklace with the key to my chastity device dangling at the bottom. She unclasped the necklace and passed it to Lisa.

“Take good care of him,” Mira said.

“I will.”

Like the ghost of Obi-Wan Kenobi, Mira left the room and didn’t return. With the increasingly international nature of her work at the YFL, I wouldn’t see her again for many months.

Lisa approached me. My mouth hung open. She brushed the hair out of my face and smiled. “You’re still just as cute as when I first saw you. I knew it would be only a matter of time until you came around.”

“Lisa, I always thought you were cute.”

She put a finger to my lips. “Don’t speak, or I’ll put a ball gag in your mouth. I know I had some growing up to do. And so did you. So much of relationships are timing. Don’t you agree?”

I nodded. A month ago—heck, a week or a day ago—I wouldn’t have been able to imagine Lisa speaking to me in this manner. But I liked it. Forget about the new clothes and look. All that was fine, but her newfound confidence and composure was what really got my heart beating.

Lisa ordered me to strip as she opened her suitcase and took out four lengths of rope.

“Now I do believe that Vergere tortured Jacen so that he could learn the truth of the force,” she said, straightening the ropes. 

In a nervous laugh, I said, “The force isn’t real, Lisa.”

After attaching my limbs to the rope and hitching them under the bed, she whispered into my ear, “Well, it’s fucking real tonight.”

She raised a riding crop. The rod flashed through the air, lashing at my chest and abdomen.

“I’m not mad at you for lying to me,” Lisa said as she swatted me. “I probably would have been scared off had you told me the truth about your desires. But what I don’t forgive you for is your dating Mira. Always thinking with your prick. That’s why it has to be locked up, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

It felt so strange to think of Lisa as anything but the dorky dorm girl, but the woman commanding the riding crop clearly was not.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Lisa made a sour face. “You know, I’ve always thought of mistress as being a word to describe an old woman. Try Goddess instead.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Mmm. That’s better.”

She knelt between my legs and lifted my cage. “I don’t want this to get in the way.”

I didn’t ask what it was in the way of. I had a dreadful sense of intuition. In the cage, my balls protruded out of the ring. She settled the folded leather of the riding crop against my sac and tapped.

“I think three whacks are in order. I’ll start out light, and with each swing, increase the distance.”

I clinched my fists in a ball. Lisa brought back the riding crop about a foot from my sac and flicked her wrist. If you saw it on video, it wouldn’t have looked that bad, but film doesn’t catch the stomach-churning pain that leapt up into my throat.

“Oh!” she said. “That had more of an effect than I thought it would. I guess these last two are going to hurt like hell.”

She waved the crop back several feet, and in one fluid motion, swung it back down. The leather smashed my balls into the steel cage and ring. I made a sound like Chewbacca’s roar. 

Lisa giggled. She bent over and inspected my balls—or what remained of them. “Hang in there, young Jedi. Your training is almost complete.”

For some reason, the movie reference got me hard. Is there such a thing as having a sexual fetish for Star Wars? If so, I think Lisa and I are prime candidates for screening.

“And a final blow to christen our relationship.”

An arm drew over her shoulder. She held the pose and offered me a leering grin. I only remember the flash of her arm and the black leather sailing through the air. The pain was so intense that I think my brain shutdown for its own protection. My stomach would be in knots for days.

When I came to, Lisa’s face leaned over my own. “I love you for taking so much pain for me.” She kissed me on the lips.

I don’t know about the adage “love at first sight”, but Lisa definitely had me at our first real kiss.

She set down the riding crop on the side of the bed, keeping it within my view as if to act as a warning, and entered the bathroom. 

When she came out, I gasped.

“You need to learn that you’re no longer a man in the traditional sense,” Lisa said, stroking the long strap-on between her legs. “Denying you sexual release isn’t enough. Hopefully my nine-inch cock will change that. I could have gone with black, but I think hot pink is so much more demeaning. Are you able to get your pussy wet on your own or do you need some lube?”

Blushing, I told her I would require some aid. She squirted the lube into my ass and along the shaft of the phallus. The cold liquid ran down into my bowels. The feeling was one of violation rather than pain. And judging by the size of her strap-on, there was about to be a whole lot of violating going on. “I’m going to untie your legs, so I can enter you more easily. If you squirm one inch, my knees and your balls are going to become very close companions. And don’t think I haven’t been working out my legs just because it’s the off-season.”

My legs were lifted in the air over Lisa’s shoulders. The tip of her cock settled against my ass. I shivered as the cold lube and the strange sensations entered me.

“Breathe,” she told me.

I gasped as she pierced me. Holding onto my thighs, she began to rock her hips back and forth. It was official: Lisa was fucking me. She didn’t ram her cock into my ass or call me names. I don’t know how to describe it other than to say that she made love to me. Forcing my legs to bend over my body, she lowered herself between them and kissed me. “I always wanted to take your virginity,” she said. “And I can’t think of a better way to lose my own.”

I returned her kiss, finding the warmth of her mouth. She continued fucking me as we made out until I came in the chastity device. I didn’t even realize it until Lisa felt something sticky.

“Looks like someone had an accident,” she said.

Lisa scooped up the semen, delicately collecting every drop in her palm before presenting it to me. 

“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

She wiped her hand across my tongue and told me to hold it. The semen collected along my throat.

“Now swoosh it around and gargle like it’s mouthwash.”

I hesitated at first, but when Lisa lifted the riding crop, I did as I was told. She made me push the cum to the edge of my lips and play with it the same way I had seen done in a hundred porn scenes. I never realized how degrading this was until the eyes were on me.

“Good,” she said. “Now consume every drop.”

 The bitter goo was awful but I swallowed and vowed to myself that I would never make a woman ever do that for me. Of course, that was never going to happen.

Everything had changed and it was all for the better.


Epilogue







All that happened many years ago. Lisa and I married shortly after. We just celebrated our tenth wedding/collaring anniversary. I recommitted my vows to serve her recently at a lovely ceremony on the beach with close friends in attendance. Mira was able to come as well. She spends most of her time overseas in Japan, continuing the spread of fourth wave feminism. She says the petite Japanese men and their teeny tiny cocks are naturally submissive and that infiltrating the culture with gynocentrism was easier than conquering San Francisco. Lisa and I grew away from the cause, but we still keep in touch and remain supportive. We live a quiet life in South Florida. Lisa owns a comic book store. I manage the books during the day, and at night, I keep the house tidy.

I did lose my actual virginity to Lisa shortly after we wed. It was an awkward act; one we both decided not to repeat, though, I’m glad we gave it a try. Lisa now does all the fucking and we both feel that’s the natural way for us. I’m permitted orgasms about twice a year. Lisa decides how this is done. Sometimes, she orders me to come by humping her leg or by masturbating me with one of her worn panties. Other times it has been more frustrating, such as having only the stimulation of a small vibrator to carry me over the edge.

There are a million varieties.

Actually, I should say that I used to be permitted biannual orgasms. For our tenth anniversary, Lisa suggested I go an entire year committed to chastity as a testament to my vows to her. I’m happy to endure this challenge, and I know it will make Lisa proud.

Our journey into this lifestyle hasn’t always been easy. We both lost friends as a result, no more disappointing than Damien and Trish, who simply couldn’t accept our way of life despite their understanding that we were most happy with this untraditional family construct. Lisa also struggled with guilt when she first starting taking on outside lovers, notwithstanding my assurances to her that I was comfortable with the idea as long as she adhered to certain basic precautions.

We’ve both kicked around the idea of having kids, but we know it would cause dramatic changes to our lifestyle. We enjoy things as they are now, but we know when we’re ready to start a family, we can artificially inseminate my sperm into Lisa’s cervix.

On a lighter note, we just saw the ninth Star Wars movie. It was awesome! We both cried at the credits and cheered. Do I even need to say we went in full costume? 

I’m still waiting for flying cars and blaster guns, but I can’t complain. I have a great life and my wife owns me. I really like saying that.

My wife owns me.
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Other Fiction By Samantha Love







SERVING THE ROOMMATE




Phil’s finally graduated. He has an impressive new job at a hedge fund and a spacious Manhattan apartment. He even has a sexy roommate he met during college. Sure, she just wants to be friends, but he’s cool with that . . . until she comes home with another man. Phil quickly finds himself desperate to be with Melanie in any way he can. Lucky for him, Melanie is happy to oblige. Phil doesn’t know Melanie paid her way through college by being a professional dominatrix, but he’s about to be enrolled in a school that, until now, he thought only existed in his wildest fantasies, and sometimes . . . his worst nightmares.




Available online now!







ALTERNATIVE THERAPY




Dr. Glover has reached the pinnacle of her career. As a highly sought after sex therapist, she’s used to dealing with difficult and puzzling cases, but when a former high school classmate is referred to her care, Dr. Glover confronts the greatest challenge of her career. Treating his loss of libido will require more than long whips and iron chains. Instead, she will be forced to rewire his brain with a mental surgery that will cut deeper than any scalpel. Like all radical treatments, her unorthodox therapy carries significant risks for both her patient and herself. But one outcome is certain—Dr. Glover will enjoy the greatest power exchange of her life by witnessing another man relinquish all control for a "cure" she promises to provide.




Available online now!







ONE NIGHT IN FEMOLAS




Beyond the fat trees and heavy murk is a town. Around it, a castle wall stands so tall the parapet blots out the sun. 



If your carriage chances upon this fabled town, keep going. And if a heavenly tune beseeches you near, cover your ears and ride far, far away. Trust me. I’ve ventured beyond those walls, and I’ve stared into the hypnotic eyes of its all-female denizens. I’ve stood within the White Tower and kneeled before their cruel goddess. I know what happens there, and I’m here to warn you. 



Ignore the lurid tales of their beauty and wantonness. Don’t do as I did. Keep riding along the main road. Don’t stray and don’t look back! 



Favian 

Count of Cautela 



One Night in Femolas is a romantic tale for adults only. You should probably listen to Favian and move along, but if you like hot femdom served by sexy women driven by fanatical religious doctrines, maybe you should stick around. Besides, the views from the White Tower are stunning this time of year.




Available online now!







HOMEWRECKER




Prestigious lawyer and faithfully married man, Alan Schwartz, can’t shake his submissive desires. After unsuccessfully scouring the net for years, he’s found her. Princess Bridgette's clients swear by her unorthodox methods. They say she has the prowess and allure to change lives. Alan's always played it safe, but tonight he’s surrendering that familiar self-control over to Princess Bridgette. Nothing could go wrong in the hands such a capable domme. Right?




Available online now!
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