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Part 1: Smart for a Boy 
 
    “I don’t even know why you’re bothering with those applications. It’s not like any woman really cares whether or not her husband has a degree. Seriously, he only needs to be able to cook and clean and do other things,” Natasha declared primly as she let her voice trail off with the implication. 
 
    Jake glanced over at the door to their mother’s office. At moments like this, she might occasionally burst into their conversations, usually in her son’s defense. She would frequently tell his little sister not to bully him. Of course, that never really stopped Natasha. A year younger and a junior in high school, she was precocious to say the least. Confident and always willing to express herself like a strong-willed young woman, Natasha was an excellent student and a model for the underclassmen at her high school. 
 
    Her brother, on the other hand, was unusual. While most of his male classmates were worried about finding solid girlfriends to marry in the next couple of years, Jake had set his eyes on a university education. 
 
    “I’m bothering because I want to get a degree. I want to be educated.” 
 
    “It’s not going to happen,” she said. 
 
    “I have good grades,” he replied. 
 
    “Whatever,” Natasha sounded bored. But then something seemed to occur to her, and she looked at her older brother. “Hey, I’m not trying to be mean, not really. I just want you to have reasonable expectations. Okay, so you get a degree. What then? You think you’re going to get hired as a doctor? Seriously, male doctors are extinct for a reason. Men aren’t smart enough.” It sounded like she wanted to go on another rant, but Jake’s sister managed to stop herself. 
 
    “I didn’t say I wanted to be a doctor,” he shot back, sounding defensive. 
 
    “What? An engineer? A male engineer? Would you want to drive on a bridge built by a man?” She snickered at the concept. “Just go back to history. Guys used to be in charge, and that didn’t work out very well, right?” 
 
    Having studied history carefully, Jake couldn’t say anything. It was true. While men had theoretically been in charge at one point, those days had come to an end. 
 
    Society was ruled by women. There might be the occasional token male on some team or in some boardroom, but no one had to take those men seriously. 
 
    “Look, I just want to go to college and show people what I can do.” 
 
    Natasha looked back at Jake like he was crazy, but then she shrugged again. She glanced off toward the door, seemed to consider something, and tried again. “I don’t say this a lot, but I care about you. I just don’t want you to get hurt. Besides, have you heard the stories about the admission process for boys?” 
 
    “I can write the essays,” he said. “And I did pretty well on my exit exams.” That was an understatement. He had one of the top scores at their school. Unfortunately, he didn’t qualify to give the valedictorian speech on the basis of his sex. 
 
    “Sure, you can do that stuff. That stuff is easy enough you just have to work hard. I’m talking about the really hard part for a boy.” 
 
    Jake tried not to think about this. On the one hand, he wished he could believe his little sister just wanted to scare him out of trying. 
 
    “You’re talking about getting permission from one of the upperclassmen, aren’t you?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “Every male who applies needs to get permission from a female junior at the college. Do you really think you can do something like that?” 
 
    Female applicants didn’t have to follow that rule, but the administration at pretty much every college said the same thing. This was for the “protection” of the young men who wished to apply. The logic was simple: in order to prove that he would be up to the challenge, he had to talk to a young woman who studied at that same school and get her endorsement. If he couldn’t impress one girl, how can he possibly take on the professors who would be so much more demanding and rigorous? 
 
    Lots of those female college students took advantage of this opportunity. They had these young men who were desperate to get into colleges, and they couldn’t do it without their say-so. 
 
    “I can handle anything,” he said, straightening his back and speaking with more determination than he really felt. 
 
    “You’re free to try,” she said. “I mean, Mom didn’t say anything about stopping you.” 
 
    “Please don’t sabotage me,” he said, his voice tight with tension and frantic energy. 
 
    “I won’t,” she said. “But I really think you should reconsider.” 
 
      
 
    Jake didn’t. 
 
    As a boy, he had to deal with lots and lots of women, both younger and more mature, telling him that he couldn’t possibly go to college. Even when they didn’t say anything about his abilities, they would usually ask the same question as his sister had. Why bother? 
 
    Even with a degree, he would probably just end up as some woman’s secretary. Even then, he didn’t actually need the degree to show up in a suit and type away or file or fetch coffee. 
 
    Still, Jake wanted to do this. He was interested in the rest of the world and how it worked. He wanted to learn and expand his mind. 
 
    So he wrote up the essays, took the exams, and sent off the applications. 
 
    Day after day, he received emails from the different universities, each one starting the same: Thank you for your interest, but we regret to inform you… 
 
    With each one, there was that little voice in the back of his head telling him that he shouldn’t expect anything different. Most colleges set very low quotas for male students. That’s when they were accepted at all. Lots of colleges technically had “annex campuses” for boys who might wish to enroll, but those weren’t real schools. Those institutions for young men were little more than finishing schools, places where rich boys could spend some time, party, and hope to meet some upcoming girl at one of the real universities. 
 
    Jake hated that system. He hated the idea that he might end up attending a boys’ college, only to get a “certificate of completion.” It wasn’t even a degree! 
 
    If he didn’t get into any colleges, what would he do? Women could wander off, explore Europe, or travel for a while before applying at a university. Boys, on the other hand, were faced with a more restrictive policy: they had one year. They were allowed one window, a span of a few months during their senior year of high school when their applications would be acceptable. If they tried again, their materials would be rejected automatically. 
 
    “I just don’t want you to get hurt,” she said, and the tone came off as genuine, which only made it worse. 
 
    “Don’t talk to me like that,” he snarled back at her. 
 
    “Like what?” Natasha asked, only now a little glint started to play along the corners of her pupils. 
 
    “You’re enjoying this.” 
 
    “No, I’m not,” she said, sounding prim and proper. At the same time, she sat up a little bit straighter. “I’m your sister, and I have your best interest at heart, so you had better watch your tone,” she growled. She may have been younger, but she was getting a lot more comfortable with being a young woman in society, which meant she could take control of any situation. 
 
    “Screw you,” he said, muttering those words. He thought he was quiet enough. 
 
    “What did you to say to me?” Natasha demanded. 
 
    “Nothing,” he answered back, his tone shifting away from angry to scared. Of course, he worked to hide the nervous tension in his two syllables. “I didn’t say anything.” 
 
    “That’s unfortunate, because I don’t believe you. I think you said something very rude. Now you need to apologize or I’m going to tell Mom.” 
 
    “Fine,” he grumbled. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Natasha took a step forward, crossed her arms over her chest, and stared at him hard. “No. That’s not good enough. Get down on your knees and apologize to me.” 
 
    “I’m not getting down on my knees in front of my little sister,” he said. 
 
    “Why not? I’m a young woman who deserves respect, and you know it. So unless you want to get in trouble, like serious trouble, you’ll get down on your knees and apologize now.” 
 
    Jake tried not to think about what it might mean. He pictured his mother granting his sister permission to spank him. That happened once before, and he wanted to make sure it never happened again. That’s why his insides clenched, but could he truly get down on his knees in front of this girl? 
 
    “I’m older than you,” he protested. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. We aren’t little kids anymore.” 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. He glared at her, but that little smirk on her face was infuriating, especially as she started to lecture him, “I know this is hard for you, especially because boys need a lot of time to learn about social rules and conventions, but this is good for you. I’m a young woman, so you have to respect my authority. Now get on your knees.” 
 
    He locked his teeth together and fell forward, dropping down into that humiliating position. 
 
    He started to open his mouth, but she wagged her finger from side to side. “No, not yet. Don’t say a word. Silence is good for boys sometimes.” 
 
    She probably learned this technique during one of her classes. Or maybe it came from one of her friends. Jake didn’t know. Obviously, the curriculum given to girls and boys would be very different. 
 
    He gulped, swallowing, which definitely made her smile. After a few more seconds, she looked down at him. She had her hands held behind her back as she leaned forward. “Jake, I’m a young woman, so you have to be appropriately respectful at all times. I don’t want to spank you, but I will. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yeah, I understand.” 
 
    “It’s interesting. Your words tell me you understand, but it’s not clear you really mean them. I don’t think I like your tone of voice.” 
 
    His tone of voice? 
 
    “An appropriately deferential attitude is important in a boy such as yourself,” she said, sounding officious as she quoted something she probably learned in another class. She got to be a young woman while he had to be a boy. It wasn’t fair. He wanted to grind his teeth together, but Jake somehow resisted the temptation. “Attitude is very important. Why don’t you try again? And this time, do your best to sound like a humble young man.” 
 
    When he misbehaved, he was a boy. What he did as expected, he got to be a young man. 
 
    Jake understood how the conditioning and language worked, but he didn’t dare say anything. As he glanced up at his sister, he wondered if Natasha understood what she was doing. Did she realize how this system benefited her? Did she think that she might be oppressing her brother? 
 
    Nope. She didn’t want to think about it. And why would she? She got to enjoy the privileges of being female. 
 
    “I’m sorry I spoke out of turn,” he said. “I apologize.” 
 
    “That’s good,” she said, reaching down and patting him on the head. But then he made the mistake of starting to stand. “No. Stay on your knees. I didn’t give you permission to get up.” 
 
    His lips parted, and it looked like he wanted to hit something, but Jake didn’t have that option. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “When you apologize to young woman, you need to stay down on your knees until you receive permission to get up. That’s very important. It demonstrates you’ve learned your lesson. But since you obviously haven’t you learned your lesson, we need to try something else.” 
 
    He took a sharp breath of air. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? You should bow your head down and kiss my shoes and apologize again. This way, I think the lesson will stick.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” he muttered, hearing how desperate and pathetic he sounded. This time, there wasn’t any vehemence or steel in his voice. On the contrary, he sounded desperate. 
 
    “I’m very serious. Training boys like you is important and it’s a social necessity. Everyone needs to work together to make sure that you learn how to behave.” 
 
    “What class did you learn that in?” Jake asked, sounding snide. And yet, his sister didn’t take it as an insult. Instead, Natasha looked down at him and said, “Yes, a part of my history class is dedicated to understanding the proper roles of women and men. There’s nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    Yes there is, he thought. 
 
    Again, he refused to voice those words. Instead, he took another breath of air and said, “I’m not going to kiss your shoes.” 
 
    “Then I’m going to have to tell Mom about this.” 
 
    She started to turn away. 
 
    “No!” Jake practically squeaked. “No. You don’t have to do that.” 
 
    Still on his knees, he could only watch as his sister wobbled her head from side to side while she considered what she would accept from him. Was that good enough? 
 
    Apparently, she wanted to do this all on her own, which meant that she gave him another chance. 
 
    “I’m being very generous with you,” she said. “I expect you to behave now.” 
 
    He bit down, leaned his head forward, and bowed to her. Pretty soon, his forehead brushed along her calf, and then he saw her shoes right there in front of his face. They were sneakers, nothing special. 
 
    He pressed his lips to her right shoe. He kissed her foot. He did the same with her left, brushing his lips along that fabric top. 
 
    Then he pulled his mouth away, and he looked up at her, expectant and hopeful. 
 
    “Jake, I really want to teach you how to be a good boy.” She made him sound like a dog. Natasha watched as his lips parted again. Clearly, he had something he wanted to say. She could have stopped at this point. Obviously, he had accepted his place, but she couldn’t quite resist the temptation. 
 
    “Oh?” Natasha asked. “Is there something you would like to tell me, Jake?” 
 
    Jake. She used his first name, addressing him as though she were his teacher or something. He bristled, his shoulders tensing, yet he kept his eyes downcast, which was respectful and properly subservient. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “When you talk to young lady, it’s a good idea to get into the habit of addressing her as Miss. You should try that right now.” 
 
    “But you’re my sister,” he said. Usually, those kinds of deferential terms were reserved for women he didn’t know, like when he needed to ask a teacher or administrator for something. When he had a boss, he would probably address her as Miss, plus her last name. 
 
    “I am,” she said, making it sound as though he deserved a point for getting that part right at least. “But this is good practice. To try it. Then I’ll let you up.” 
 
    Jake wondered what would happen if he simply strolled away. Obviously, he wasn’t compelled by any other force aside from social pressure to stay on his knees. But if he actively broke her command and got up without permission, their mother might decide to intervene. No, he couldn’t risk it. 
 
    “Please, Miss, would you let me up?” 
 
    “One more thing. What lessons have you learned?” 
 
    “I need to do as I’m told,” he said, his voice flat. 
 
    “That’s right. Now, he should probably thank me for this lesson. It will probably help when you have your interview with that upperclassman, assuming you get interview at all.” 
 
    He gulped, wondering if maybe she was right about this. But then he wanted to shake his head because she couldn’t be. She just wanted to humiliate him. When they were little, he was always bigger and taller and stronger. As little kids, it was okay if he acted out. He wasn’t expected to know any better. But now, as he was right at the threshold of adulthood, the rules had changed, becoming stricter. Much, much stricter.” 
 
    “Thank you for the lesson, Miss.” 
 
    “She clapped her hands, grinning and almost hopping up and down. “Very good, Jake. Okay. Now you can stand,” she said, making it sound as though he should be grateful. 
 
      
 
    Over and over again, Jake checked his email, only to find those messages filled with “sincere regrets,” but these programs could only accept a handful of boys, so the spots were coveted, despite the fact that most young men didn’t bother applying to college at all. As his sister had asked, what would be the point? 
 
    As Jake started to wonder if maybe his grades and applications and essays weren’t good enough, he checked his email again. Another message came in, this one from the local university. He had liked the idea of going out of state, but now his finger hovered over the icon. 
 
    He opened the message. 
 
    We are pleased to inform you that you have been selected for potential admission. Below you will find the name of one of our upperclassman. Assuming you can earn her recommendation, you will be admitted to next year’s class. Remember, this interview will be incredibly important for you, young man. If you are able to impress her, this can be the next step in your life. The decision will ultimately be hers. There is no opportunity for an appeal. There are no second chances. 
 
    Jake looked down at the historic words, each letter formed by cruel pixels. But even so, he grinned. He tossed his phone onto his bed, swung his arms up and down, and suppressed the urge to shout. 
 
    Natasha had a test the next day, and if he was accused of distracting her, he could be punished. 
 
    So he enjoyed himself quietly, at least until he started to get nervous. 
 
    He checked the message again and saw the name of the girl who literally held the future of his education in her hands. 
 
    You will be assessed by Morgan Taylor, a sociology/economics major. 
 
      
 
    “You got in, didn’t you?” Natasha asked when she saw him the next day. 
 
    She was out in the living room with a controller in her hand. On the screen, her character, a superheroine, battled demons and monsters. 
 
    Jake was just sneaking over to the kitchen to grab a snack. But now, he knew that he couldn’t ignore her question, especially after their conversation from yesterday. 
 
    “I didn’t get in,” he said carefully. 
 
    She paused her game, set the controller aside, and tapped the spot next to her. “Come over here, Jake. I think we should talk.” 
 
    “Do we have to?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said simply. That was all he needed to hear. If he tried to walk away or grab his snack and disappear back into his room, there would be consequences. His heart slammed in his chest whenever he thought about that time his sister had been allowed to spank him. It wasn’t just the embarrassment of getting punished by his little sister. She had worked him hard, slamming her hand down as hard as she could because she wanted to make sure he felt it. As far as she was concerned, this was a question of proper decency. 
 
    Boys needed to be put in their place. 
 
    Few things could be as important as that. 
 
    “Then come over here and let’s have a talk.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She looked at him and arched an eyebrow. For the moment, she seemed to be indulgent as she said, “Because I said so.” 
 
    As the female in the room, that’s all it took. Before he knew what he was doing, Jake started walking back toward the couch. He lowered himself down, only he kept his knees together and his back straight. Normally, he tried not to listen to any of the magazines or online sites that talked about proper, male behavior, but this time he instinctively followed those mandates. 
 
    “Fine,” he said, crossing his arms over his chest. At first, Jake couldn’t even figure out why this bothered him. 
 
    Probably because it was his achievement. There were no women involved aside from the administrators and acceptance committee at the University. Even so, they were faceless people, individuals he didn’t know personally. His work had impressed them enough to earn him a potential slot. And now he didn’t want his sister talking about it or ruining it by claiming credit. 
 
    And yet, he was a boy, so he had to be “appropriately humble.” A lot of this meant shutting up and listening when a woman was speaking. 
 
    He breathed out slowly and waited for her to dispense with her great wisdom. 
 
    “Have you thought about what you’re going to wear?” 
 
    “Probably my blue dress shirt and my dress slacks,” he said. 
 
    She gave a quick shake of her head. “No. Wear your white shirt instead. It’s going to bring out your eyes.” 
 
    “This isn’t a date,” he protested. 
 
    She didn’t seem to care. “You need to look presentable.” She smirked. “Besides, being cute would help.” 
 
    Jake didn’t want to believe her. 
 
    “Don’t look so pouty, Jake,” she said, still using that annoying habit of addressing him directly, by name. It made her sound like his superior or something. “It’s not a big deal. Everyone gets judged based off of their appearance. Why do you think you would be an exception?” 
 
    “It’s different for guys,” he protested. 
 
    “Oh? How so?” Natasha asked, apparently willing to indulge her brother, especially in light of this good news. 
 
    “I know there are exceptions,” he said, preparing himself as though this were a debate in class, “But men are judged for how they look far more severely. Seriously, how many receptionists and secretaries get hired specifically because they are ‘cute’?” He flashed the air quotes. “And yes, female CEOs are required to be presentable and professional or whatever, but no one cares if they are sexy or cute.” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” she said, grinned, and then moved on, “Besides, we aren’t talking about CEOs. We’re talking about my big brother trying to get into college!” She made this sound like some silly novelty. 
 
    “My parents shouldn’t matter.” 
 
    “The world should be entirely just, we should have world peace, and no one should ever fight,” she agreed sardonically. “But that’s not the world we live in. If you want to succeed, you need to worry about your appearance. So what shirt are you going to wear?” 
 
    Simply out of stubbornness, he thought about saying the blue one. Instead, he conceded to his sister’s wishes, “I’ll wear my white dress shirt.” 
 
    “Good. And maybe you should wash it again. It might shrink a little bit.” 
 
    “I’m not going to get into college like that,” he said. 
 
    “Okay,” she said with a shrug. “It’s your future. But if you aren’t willing to wear something a little bit tighter, that might make it harder for you.” 
 
    “I’m going to get in based on my abilities,” he told her. 
 
    “She’s a twenty-year-old girl. You don’t think she’s going to be paying attention to how you look?” 
 
    Jake inhaled, hoping to come up with some kind of counterargument, but nothing popped into his head. 
 
    “That’s right,” she told him. “Seriously, she might not admit it. No one might admit it, but we both know it’s true.” 
 
    He wanted to argue with her, but he couldn’t, not when it was obvious. Sure, no one would say anything official. No one would write it down or use that as the spoken excuse. But if this girl, Morgan Taylor, didn’t like his appearance, she could deny him entry. She might come up with some other reason, but this could still be it, and he would never know, not for sure. 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” he said. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” she said. “Look, I’m your sister, and I want you to be happy. You just need to remember to act more like a boy sometimes.” 
 
    “What’s that even mean?” Jake asked, hoping she wouldn’t have an answer. After all, there were lots of websites and books and magazines out there for young men. They helped these guys navigate a complicated world, one where the rules could be maddeningly difficult. On the one hand, men needed to be attractive without acting vain. They need to be humble but also curious about the women in their lives. Conflicting messages bombarded guys on a daily basis, making it harder and harder to understand what the appropriate behavior was. 
 
    For a girl, it was easy. Be aggressive. Be whatever you want. 
 
    For the boys, it was never that simple. 
 
    “It means that you need to stop thinking so hard,” she said. “Just smile. Have fun. Look like you’re enjoying yourself at your interview. Maybe flirt a little bit with her.” 
 
    Jake did not like the idea of discussing flirting with his little sister. And yet, he considered what she said. If this was what it took, would he sacrifice his dignity for his pride? 
 
    Men’s pride. It was a silly idea. Sure, some of the major corporations like to market stuff with “boy power” but everyone knew that was just a slogan, something to talk about how boys could be powerful too. Of course, that was in a purely antiseptic, safe way. Guys were never really encouraged to confront the system or talk about the disadvantages they faced. 
 
    That would be “ungentlemanly”. 
 
    Natasha seemed to guess exactly what he was thinking. “You have a choice. Either you flirt with her, do your best, and get in, or you act like a stuck-up brat and get denied. Besides, if you don’t to this, another boy will. How would that make you feel?” 
 
    “Bad,” he said. 
 
    “And it’s not like you have to be really extreme. Just remember to obey her and smile. Laugh. She tells a joke, remember to make her feel good about it. That’s your job here.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair. I just want to get an education,” he groused. 
 
    “And this is something you have to do to make that happen,” she said, sounding annoyingly practical. 
 
    “I know boys get emotional, but just try to relax and see this from a purely rational perspective.” That meant seeing this from a purely female perspective. 
 
    “Fine. I’ll do it,” he said. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said, bringing back his urge to hit something. But now that he had said it out loud, he had to try his hardest. 
 
      
 
    One week later, Jake sat at the small café table, resisting the urge to tap his fingers. Instead, he sat with his hands in his lap. He was careful to keep his back straight. All around him, people enjoyed their respective lunches. 
 
    There were a few couples, girls flirting with boys and boys beaming as they enjoyed some time out. Then there were the business women who were focused on their laptops and tablets as they studied important information. Young men in snug vests and white dress shirts similar to what Jake wore moved between the tables, refilling drinks and lowering plates in front of their guests. 
 
    The servers didn’t pay too much attention to Jake, probably because they assumed he wasn’t going to be paying. First off, it was unusual to have many men dine alone. Second, he explicitly stated at the host’s station at the front of the restaurant that he was waiting for someone. 
 
    She was late. 
 
    Did that mean she wasn’t coming at all? 
 
    Jake checked his phone several times, but he didn’t want to have the device out. 
 
    When she arrived, he had to put on a big smile and beam up at her. He needed to seem really cheerful and happy. That’s what these girls wanted in their male classmates. 
 
    So he kept glancing at the door, all while trying not to look scared or desperate. 
 
    Then he saw her. 
 
    She looked different from her photo. In her picture, she had her hair tied back in a severe ponytail. But now, her dark red tresses bounced along her shoulders. She scanned the restaurant, and Jake immediately stood up. He waved, smiled, and did his best to seem cheerful and perky. 
 
    Moving with the easy confidence of a young woman who intended to one day take over the world, Morgan Taylor strolled between the tables. She stepped in front of a server would instantly got out of her way. She was the customer and a woman, while he was nothing but a lowly server. He had to get out of the way and make room for her. 
 
    She strode straight to his table and he immediately held out his hand. She gave him a polite shake and smiled, almost as though this was some kind of joke. 
 
    “Hi, Jake,” she said. 
 
    “Miss Taylor,” he replied even though she was only two years older. Still, she was a university student, which made her seem so much more mature and worldly. 
 
    “Please,” she said, reaching out and touching his shoulder. “You don’t have to call me that. Just Morgan is fine.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss—” he stopped himself, “Morgan.” 
 
    “Miss Morgan?” She sat down and quickly waved over one of the servers. The young man rushed over to her. 
 
    As Jake sat down as well, she ignored the server for a moment and said, “I kind of like that.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m going to call you,” he announced. 
 
    “Very sweet,” she said to him, almost dismissing Jake before turning back to the server. “I would like a glass of wine. Would you like anything?” 
 
    “I’m not old enough to drink,” Jake replied, blushing slightly. 
 
    It was true. The legal drinking age for girls was fifteen and twenty-five for males since they were less mature and couldn’t handle the risks of alcohol. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. Sorry. I always forget that rule.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “I think this boy will have a Diet Coke.” 
 
    “Very good,” said the server, leaving two menus on the table. “I’ll be back right away.” 
 
    Morgan turned her attention back to Jake. He tried not to think about how she was very pretty and confident, the kind of girl who clearly got whatever she wanted. She was an alpha female; that much was obvious. 
 
    It might have been her bright green eyes or her smile. She wore just a little bit of makeup, enough to highlight her best features. Suddenly, Jake wished that he had spent more time with Natasha talking about how he could flirt. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    “Well, I haven’t decided what I would like to major in, but I’m interested in a lot of different subjects.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    Should he talk about his interest in math? It was a notoriously difficult field to study, so boys usually avoided it as a matter of course. Judging by the achievement standards set in most classrooms, guys hardly paid attention to numbers. Other than the calculations of cooking a roast or baking a cake, men really didn’t need to know algebra. 
 
    “Art history as one of my choices,” he said, taking the safe route. 
 
    “I see,” she said. “Any other choices?” 
 
    “Sociology,” he said. 
 
    “Really? I’m a sociology major,” Morgan told him. “Well, I’m actually double majoring in sociology and economics.” 
 
    “That’s very cool,” he said, doing his best to sound as sincere as possible. It was so easy for her. She just had to apply to a school. She didn’t have to impress any of the other students. And once there, she would succeed or fail based off of her merits, not on the basis of her sex. 
 
    Pushing his jealousy aside, Jake resisted the temptation to say anything else. It was better for him to be quiet and let her take the lead in the conversation. Soon enough, she continued, “I love the idea of studying how people and money intersect. It’s so important to think about goods, services, and the choices people make.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said simply. That didn’t sound good enough, so he added, “Miss Morgan.” Was that a bad idea? 
 
    She laughed, and suddenly he felt this warmth spread through his body. 
 
    Was this going well? 
 
    It had just started. He couldn’t start second-guessing himself. 
 
    “Okay, so you might be interested in sociology or art history. Then tell me about yourself. How would you describe your personality?” 
 
    “I’m hard-working, studious, and determined to succeed.” 
 
    Her lips hardened into something approximating a frown. That wasn’t a good sign, was it? 
 
    But then she reached forward and put her hand on his shoulder. “Jake, I’m going to be honest with you. All the boys I’ve talked to our hard-working or whatever. What makes you unique?” 
 
    “I’m creative,” he said quickly. 
 
    Again, there was that look of disappointment. 
 
    He pressed his lips together, nibbled on the inside of his mouth, and struggled to come up with the correct answer. Obviously, there was something she wanted or expected him to say. But what was the correct answer? There had to be one! 
 
    “You can do better than that,” she said. It sounded like something Natasha might tell him. 
 
    Hissing through his teeth, Jake inhaled without really thinking. Then he tried again. “I’m obedient.” 
 
    His eyes had been closed when those syllables left his mouth, but now he raised his eyelids and looked back at this girl. She was smirking,, like she might burst out into laughter at any moment, but she managed to hold back those chuckles. 
 
    “That’s not what I meant to—” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, reaching out and taking his hand. 
 
    “Morgan, I messed up. Can we just start all over again?” He sounded lame. 
 
    The redhead grinned and gave a little shake before continuing, “No, I don’t think that would be a good idea. Obedience is very important. In fact, do you think you can prove just how obedient you can be?” 
 
    “Prove it?” His stomach clenched and sank. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m talking about your behavior,” she said. “I’m talking about the kind of boy you would be at our school.” When she smiled, something inside of him shrank, but Jake still had to take this as good news. 
 
      
 
    By the end of the interview, she didn’t give him a definitive answer. Instead, they talked about what the school expected from the boys on campus. They needed to be polite, humble, cheerful, and fun. They needed to attend the parties and be very social. 
 
    The more he heard about this, the more Jake had to assume that these guys were little more than pets on campus. At first, he used that term derisively, but then she used the exact same word. 
 
    “A friend of mine had a pet freshman. He was really sweet. He would do little tricks for her. Occasionally, she would even snap her fingers and tell him to act like a puppy. He would lick her feet, giggle, and do all these little tricks. It was so much fun to watch!” Because Morgan was laughing, Jake felt like he had to join in. He chuckled at that unfortunate boy. 
 
    “Did he graduate?” Jake asked with more interest than he wanted to really express. 
 
    “Oh no,” Morgan said with a wave her hand. “He ended up getting married. I think he’s a homemaker now,” she said, letting her eyes drift off into the distance, yet it was clear she didn’t really care one way or the other. He was a boy, and that’s what boys were good for. 
 
    Those parts of the conversation kept flashing behind his eyes as he left the café. Jake didn’t have his answer, so he didn’t know precisely what Morgan would recommend. 
 
    He only made it about halfway down the block when his phone vibrated. 
 
    You busy? 
 
    Jake didn’t recognize the number, so he assumed that it had been a mistake. Just as he started to put his phone away, it buzzed for his attention again. 
 
    It’s Miss Morgan. 
 
    He blushed, wishing that he had never called her by that honorific. Then again, maybe it made him a better candidate? If so, he wanted to win. Then again, how much of his dignity which he sacrifice? So many boys liked to talk about how they still had some pride, but it was a woman’s world, which meant men needed to be very careful how they expressed themselves. 
 
    Running his tongue along his lips, Jake knew he had to answer with something. He started to type. I’m not busy. We just finished up a few minutes ago. He added a smiley face to show that he was perky and cheerful. 
 
    The next message that came in was simple enough: an address and a time. Seven o’clock. 
 
    As he contemplated the meaning of that message, he saw one more text from Morgan. 
 
    Wear something cute for me. 
 
      
 
    “You’re looking nervous,” Natasha said to her brother right as he walked back through the door. 
 
    By this point, Jake was technically an adult, not that it mattered as much. Boys were legally adults at eighteen, yet they wouldn’t be allowed to vote in local elections until they were thirty-five and they were never allowed to vote in national contests. 
 
    Still, Jake was technically a grown man, so he looked back at his sister, and he flashed a weak smile as he tried to hold back the emotions swirling behind his eyes. Ever since he saw that message from Morgan, his heart started pounding. Under other circumstances, this would have been easy. She was a gorgeous girl with excellent breasts, a tight waist, and a perfect rear end. He could easily see himself fantasizing about her at some other place or time. 
 
    But this was supposed to be professional and academic. This was supposed to be an instance where he concentrated exclusively on getting into college. That was supposed to be the thing that really mattered. 
 
    “How did your interview go?” Natasha didn’t even wait for him to respond. Instead, she paused her game and motioned for him to take a seat next to her. 
 
    Bowing his head down, he obeyed, walking over and sitting next to his younger sister. 
 
    Straightening her back, Natasha was still shorter than her brother, yet her confidence made up for that. She seemed taller and more powerful, more experienced and worldly. For a second, Jake started thinking about the classes she took, how the girls at their high school all studied important disciplines like mathematics, physics, chemistry, and political science. Oh, and he couldn’t forget economics. 
 
    Economics. The thought of that particularly arcane discipline made him think of Morgan again. 
 
    “What happened? Did you mess up?” Natasha asked, although the look on her face made it clear she was trying to be sympathetic. There was a little smile on her face, as though his failure had always been inevitable, and he shouldn’t feel bad about it because he was just a boy anyway. Maybe he was smart for a boy, but that didn’t really mean a lot when he was trying to get into a university. 
 
    “No,” he said. Then he wanted to just shake his head, shrug it off, and deal with this on his own. And yet, something possessed him to tell her the truth. “She wants to see me again tonight. She told me to wear something cute.” 
 
    “Did she try anything with you? Do I need to beat her up?” Natasha asked, although she was grinning now. 
 
    He gulped. “Look, I guess I’m just not sure what I should do.” 
 
    “Why not?” Natasha asked. 
 
    “Because she told me to wear something cute.” 
 
    His sister looked back at him as though she wanted him to add more. Because obviously, that statement, all on its own, didn’t make any sense. 
 
    “Yeah? So?” 
 
    He gulped and looked back at his sister. “This is supposed to be about my academic preparedness,” Jake told her, practically quoting the catalog. “That’s why I’m supposed to have to go through this. A lot of guys aren’t ready for college, so I need to prove to an upperclassman that I am capable of handling this. 
 
    “Jake,” she said, stretching out the sound of his name. “You really don’t understand how the world works, do you?” She sounded mildly amused, as though she thought this fact was funny. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    She stared off into the distance for a second before finally turning back to him, apparently having now prepared her response. “There is a natural order in the world. Women are meant to lead and take control. Men are meant to follow and support us. That’s how it’s supposed to work. When women are in charge, society functions so much better. Now, I know that you’re smart for a boy, but you have to see this. This girl wants to see if you will be able to support your fellow, female students. When it comes time to cleaning up after parties, baking cookies, and being social, have you succeeded?” 
 
    “But shouldn’t this be about academics?” 
 
    She reached out and put her hand on his shoulder, squeezing him gently as she tried to explain something simple to someone who just couldn’t understand, “This isn’t about academics or memorizing stuff, not for you. Yes, you want to go to college and you want to have a well-rounded education, and I’m sure that your wife is really going to appreciate that some day. This is what makes you unique.” 
 
    Girls went to college to make the world a better place. They would become scientists, engineers, writers, researchers, and leaders. Boys went to college to make them slightly more interesting, so maybe they could possibly keep up with their wives after they came home from long days in laboratories and corporate offices. 
 
    “And being unique is good and everything, but this girl wants to see how well you can get on with the others. So wear something cute tonight. You want me to help you pick out an outfit? Oh, that would be so much fun!” 
 
    Jake started to protest, muttering something about how he could handle it himself, but Natasha just laughed and said, “Don’t be so shy. It’s not a big deal. Come on!” 
 
      
 
    Of course, Jake’s bedroom was cleaner than his sister’s. Once upon a time, the opposite probably would have been normal, but their parents made sure that he kept a very clean bedroom. He had to vacuum at least three times a week, put away all of his clothing, and even dust. 
 
    Again and again, Jake was told that “presentation is very important for young man.” 
 
    Whenever Jake pointed out that his sister’s bedroom was usually a mess, he was told that it didn’t really matter because she was a girl, and the rules were just a little bit different for them. 
 
    Girls excelled by coming up with fascinating ideas and changing society. Boys excelled by being quiet, cooking, cleaning, and surfing. They were the support structures for the rest of the world. 
 
    When people want to be nice to the men, they said something about how society didn’t work without all of the help the males provided. 
 
    Jake didn’t know what he thought of those arguments. 
 
    But right now, he looked around his room and asked his sister started pulling out the different options from his closet. Of course, all of his shirts and pants had been ironed, including his jeans. Anything less would have meant getting lectured or punished more severely if he continued to mess up. 
 
    “These,” she said, holding up a pair of new, clean jeans. “These are going to look good on you.” 
 
    “I don’t like those.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “They’re a little bit too tight,” he said. 
 
    “Then it’s perfect. Look, I know I’m your sister, and it’d gross to even think about this, but you have a pretty nice butt,” she said. “Take advantage of it. Show off for this girl. You got through the formal interview, and now she wants to spend some extra time with you. If you show up looking all formal, she’s going to think that you aren’t interesting enough to let in. You do want to get in, don’t you?” 
 
    That was the main question. 
 
    Telling himself that he had come this far, Jake nodded helplessly. 
 
    Fine. Yes. He could do this. 
 
    “There is my good brother,” she said, actually patting him on the head before spinning around and returning to his closet. 
 
    A little while later, she came back with one of his old T-shirts. “This one!” 
 
    “I outgrew that one,” he said. 
 
    Natasha held up the shirt to his chest, and he felt like a mannequin or a doll. His sister was enjoying this, dressing him and having complete power over him. Theoretically, Jake could have told her to stop, yet he couldn’t summon the confidence to contradict his sister. She was a woman and understood this stuff so much better than he did. 
 
    And again, he thought of how he only had one chance to do this. Just one. If Morgan Taylor decided he wasn’t fit for their school, he wouldn’t be allowed admission. No second chances. No appeals. 
 
    “Now, I think you should go ahead. Put it on.” 
 
    He took off his shirt, turning around and blushing. 
 
    “It’s not a big deal,” Natasha said, sounding a lot more mature. 
 
    Even so, Jake didn’t want to embarrass himself. He pulled off his shirt, held out his arm, and took the older top. Sliding it over his head and shoulders, he was right about the size. It clung to his shoulders, chest, and stomach. In fact, it just barely reached the hem of his pants. 
 
    “I look ridiculous,” he told her. 
 
    “No, you look cute. And that’s what you’re going to wear tonight.” 
 
    “I don’t think—” 
 
    With a giggle, Natasha interrupted, “You look cute.”  
 
    “But—” 
 
    “You look cute!” She pounded every word with feminine authority and emphasis. 
 
    And just like that, Natasha won. His shoulders slumped, and he accepted defeat. 
 
      
 
    Seven o’clock. And he didn’t have a driver’s license, Jake had to ask his sister to give him a ride. Usually, that was embarrassing enough, but he had braced himself for another long negotiation. Usually, he ended up doing her laundry or baking her and her friends cookies or something in exchange for a ride. But this time, she obliged with a grin. 
 
    Somehow, that was worse. 
 
    They drove through one of the nicer neighborhoods. Old Victorian houses, each one immaculately maintained, lined the street along with old oaks and pine trees. Most of the houses had huge porches, big lawns, and nice cars nearby. 
 
    “It looks like your girl is rich,” Natasha said. “Maybe you should try to marry her.” 
 
    His throat tightened at the thought. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not? If she’s in college and successful, and the right age, why wouldn’t you?” 
 
    He parted his lips and thought about saying something about how he wasn’t that interested in getting married. Then he stopped himself, knowing full well that boys should never make that point out loud. Even if it was true, it just wasn’t acceptable, and he didn’t really want another argument. 
 
    “Here it is,” she announced, pulling off the road and stopping in front of another big house. 
 
    Jake studied the big house in front of him. She had to live here with a lot of other girls. It was probably a sorority house or something. 
 
    “Now, this is very important,” Natasha said, lecturing her older brother as though he couldn’t possibly understand how the world really worked. “Remember to be cheerful and outgoing. I know you’re nervous, but that’s okay. You’re going to do great. You’re my brother, and I love you, and I know you can do this.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said, flashing a weak smile before he got out of the car. 
 
    Natasha watched him go. He could feel her eyes on his back as he marched down the long, concrete path up to the porch. He took the steps, and then he knocked. 
 
    When the door opened, it wasn’t Morgan. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” he said, glancing downward. 
 
    Even as he tried to appear deferential, Jake could feel that swell of subservience in his chest. Even if he thought he should get equal rights, he couldn’t actually summon any real confidence, not with a young woman like this. 
 
    Taller than him by couple of inches, she stood there in a pair of snug shorts and a tank top. She had a tight, well muscled body. She had to be an athlete. Maybe volleyball or basketball. 
 
    “Hey there,” she said, scanning him. She hesitated for a moment as she drank in the sight of this subservient boy. “Are you here to see someone?” 
 
    “Miss Morgan Taylor,” he said. 
 
    Miss? Did he really just call his potential sponsor Miss? Yes, yes he had and now he couldn’t take it back judging by the fact that the young woman standing in front of him was smirking. 
 
    “Cool. She’s upstairs. Third door on the right. Don’t make any mistakes.” 
 
    Jake didn’t really understand what she meant by that, but he wouldn’t mess up. Silently, he started repeating those words to himself. Third door on the right. Third door on the right. Third door on the right. 
 
    When he walked up the stairs, he marveled at how clean this place was. Then he saw why. When he made it to the landing on the second floor, he glanced down the hall and saw a young man, probably in college, wearing an apron. They had boys who would come and clean their sorority house for them. 
 
    It made sense. 
 
    The boy looked up at Jake, flashed a weak smile, and confessed, “I just like to help out.” That probably wasn’t true. Even so, Jake returned the smile. 
 
    Marching to the third door on the right, Jake knocked gently, hoping that he wasn’t interrupting anything. 
 
    It only took her a few seconds to answer, yet every moment seemed to stretch out. 
 
    Jake held his breath and started to come up with excuses for why he was here. He imagined some scenario where another tough looking girl would march up to him and accuse him of breaking in or something. Yeah, he was obviously young and a boy, which meant he wasn’t really a threat, but she could get him in a lot of trouble. 
 
    Couldn’t she? 
 
    Finally, the door opened, and he saw Morgan looking at him. 
 
    “Hey, did you see a ghost or something?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Morgan said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “You just look a little bit scared.” 
 
    He could feel the heat curl along his cheeks. 
 
    Before Jake could come up with something to repair his dignity, she motioned for him to come inside. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s have a conversation.” Something about that last word sent another shiver running down his back. Jake couldn’t help but think of his sister and what she had said about this. He had to be social. But here, what did that mean? 
 
    “Let me have a look at you,” she said. 
 
    Standing there in the middle of her room, he saw the bed. He bit down, a little bit nervous, wondering what Morgan did there. He shivered and tried not to think about it. It was one thing for girls to talk about sex. Boys, especially with their uncontrollable libidos, needed to be far more rigid and disciplined. Simultaneously, they still had to be flirtatious and fun for the girls. 
 
    He looked over at the shelves and saw a couple of trophies. 
 
    “You play basketball?” 
 
    “I do,” she said. “I’m not on the team anymore. I decided to cut that out so I could focus more on having some fun. You know?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I guess.” 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back and stand tall.” 
 
    He gulped, shivered, and still obeyed. In his tight T-shirt, he felt silly, like his clothing didn’t really fit. He could only hope that Natasha had been right about this. 
 
    Morgan took out her phone, aimed the lens at him, and snapped a couple of pictures. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, although her tone made it clear that she didn’t really care if he did. “But the girls and I like to compare some of the shots. Don’t worry. You’re definitely one of the cutest.” 
 
    Blushing again, he smiled and looked down, more out of embarrassment and gratitude. 
 
    She came up to him, touched the underside of his chin, and nudged his gaze back up toward her eyes. “What’s wrong? Are you shy?” 
 
    “I guess so?” 
 
    “You aren’t dressed like you’re shy,” she said, clearly enjoying the way the denim highlighted the muscles in his legs and how his shirt seemed to cling to his shoulders. 
 
    “I’ve never been in a situation like this.” 
 
    “Like what? Alone with a girl?” She stepped over to the door and closed it, making sure to lock it. 
 
    Jake shivered again, wondering exactly what she had in mind. “There we go. Nice and private. Now, we can talk about how you are shy and obedient.” 
 
    “I think I misspoke before,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t be so modest,” Morgan said, her tone light and teasing. “There’s nothing wrong with being obedient. In a boy, that’s a very commendable trait.” 
 
    “It makes me sound like a dog.” 
 
    “You know what we call freshman boys who have a sponsor?” 
 
    The phrase popped into his head, but he didn’t want to think about it, so he shook his head again. 
 
    “Pet freshman. If I sponsor you, Jake. You’ll basically be my pet freshman. Sure, you might end up doing some chores for me or whatever,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand because it didn’t really matter to her. “But really, you accompany me out, and I have some fun with you. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    “Smile for me,” she ordered. 
 
    Jake remembered what Natasha had said to him. He was glad he had time to brace himself for this moment because he curved his mouth and revealed his teeth. He did his best to smile. 
 
    “Very nice. Now take off your shirt,” she ordered. And yes, it was a command, a dictate from a superior to her inferior. 
 
    Jake parted his lips and wondered about the young men out in the world who enjoyed women who take control. He stared back at her for a second, his expression hardening. 
 
    “Are you thinking about defying me? Because that could be kind of fun too,” she said with another little laugh. 
 
    He blushed, yanked off his shirt, and held it in one hand. 
 
    “Drop it,” she said. She may as well have been talking to a dog who insisted on holding onto his favorite stick. 
 
    He let the shirt fall to the floor. “Okay, maybe you are obedient,” she said. “I like that. Now, take off your pants.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    “Jake, this is going to be an inspection. At this school, we have very high standards, which means that we don’t just let in random boys. I need to make sure that you have a nice body.” 
 
    He glanced back toward the door, but she just gave a quick shake of her head. “Nope. Sorry. Don’t get to back out now. Just be a good boy and do as you’re told. Show me how obedient you are.” She seemed to take special relish in calling him that: obedient. 
 
    He unbuttoned his pants, pulled them off, and stood there in his boxers. 
 
    “Very nice. Now tell me that men are inferior to women.” 
 
    What kind of game was this? 
 
    Sure, pretty much every book, movie, and song implied females deserved to rule, yet they never came out and said so explicitly. This girl did. 
 
    His eyes widened, and he wanted to look away, but something about her stare held him in place. 
 
    “Men are inferior to women,” he replied, bristling. 
 
    “That’s right, they are. Women are better than men. We are smarter and stronger and deserve to be in charge. There’s a reason why women rule. What is that reason again?” 
 
    “Women are better,” he told her dutifully. 
 
    “Good. Now lose the boxers.” 
 
    “You want me naked?” 
 
    “Judging by your reaction, I’m not the only one who wants you naked.” She nodded down toward his crotch. 
 
    Jake didn’t understand how this happened, yet he had become erect. His shaft pushed out against his underwear, tenting his boxers. 
 
    If he had been blushing before, the color turned three shades more intense now. 
 
    His eyes widened, and he started to gulp out some kind of response. He wanted to tell this girl that it was an accident or that it didn’t mean anything, only Morgan casually touched a finger to his mouth. 
 
    “No, it’s good. This means we can skip a step. But I don’t like repeating myself, Jake.” 
 
    He still couldn’t move. 
 
    “Take off your boxers, boy.” 
 
    Boy. 
 
    He had heard the word uttered so many times over the course of his life. Usually, he thought of his kindergarten teacher as she ordered, “Girls and boys, it’s time for story time.” The girls would cheerfully rush up to their teacher, eager to learn. The boys would hang out along the periphery, careful not to offend any of the young ladies. 
 
    But now, Morgan called him boy, and the word sounded synonymous with something like slave or pet. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “What? No Miss Morgan?” 
 
    “Would you like me to call you that?” He hesitated with his hands on the elastic of his boxers. 
 
    “That or you could always address me as ma’am or Mistress. That last one is a little bit old-school, but it doesn’t bother me. There are lots of boys on campus who address their sponsors as Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress. As in Master. As in his owner. 
 
    “I just want to come here to get an education,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s not really why the girls want you here,” she said as she explained the simple concept to a young man who didn’t understand. “If we let you come here, you might get an education, but you’re really here for fun and service.” 
 
    “Right,” he said. 
 
    “Now, take off those boxes. This is the third time I’ve had to tell you. You will definitely need to be punished. But hey. That’ll be educational, don’t you think? I bet you have never been punished by a college girl.” 
 
    Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth as he heard those words. Punishment? What would that entail? Different ideas and images flashed through his head, but he still didn’t want to think about it. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    Mistress? 
 
    “I like it,” she said. “From now on, that’s how you can address me.” 
 
    Again and again, he wanted to tell himself that this was just some kind of game for her. Yeah, she was messing with him, but it was nothing more than a hazing ritual. 
 
    Only then he pulled off his boxers, finally letting them drop to the floor along with the rest of his discarded clothing. 
 
    She pulled out her camera, took several pictures, and then she walked right up to him. 
 
    “Pictures are nice,” she said, just standing a few inches away. 
 
    Hoping to rebuild some personal space, Jake tried to step back. 
 
    When he started to move, her hands shot out, and she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close and making sure he couldn’t retreat. “Don’t be shy,” she said. “Your punishment won’t be that severe, especially because I know you’re new at this.” She grinned again, making him feel like he was just some plaything for her. What did that make her? A cat messing around with a mouse? Yes. 
 
    He didn’t squirm, only then she put her hands on his hips, and she nudged him back toward the bed. With one hand on his chest, she shoved him down, knocking him into place. 
 
    He fell onto his back, and she climbed up, straddling him. 
 
    “I could tell you to just be still, I’ve seen boys like you before. I don’t think that would be good enough. What do you think?” 
 
    “I, I’ll do whatever you want,” he stuttered back, wishing he could just be back at his desk with a textbook spread out in front of him. 
 
    But Morgan wanted something more. So much more. 
 
    She reached down and brushed his scrotum, her fingers lightly moving along his balls. 
 
    “Do you know that a lot of the boys here have to wear chastity devices? We call them cock locks!” She giggled and clapped, almost simulating the sound of a click and what it could mean to a young man. “Boys have a hard time focusing, especially when their penises are free. Lock a boy up, and suddenly he is desperately eager to do whatever you want. It’s not official policy yet, but the administration might change that rule. Do you think that would be a good idea, Jake?” 
 
    “I, I—” 
 
    “I think it’s a very good idea. What do you think?” 
 
    Just like that, she sent the signal and told him precisely what he needed to tell her in turn. 
 
    Was Jake really going to compromise himself like this for this girl? Slowly, he puffed out his cheeks, and he said, “I think that’s a really good idea.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it. So you think men should be restrained? You think that they should be tied down and helpless?” 
 
    As she spoke, she gently and gingerly wrapped her fingers around his wrists before pulling his hands up to the corners of the mattress. Then she revealed the restraints. Jake couldn’t help himself. The temptation was too much, so he raised his head, turning and looking past over his shoulder. He saw the black, leather manacle. She opened it, wrapped it around his wrist, and pulled it tight. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Just a little taste of college life,” she said with a grin. 
 
    She pulled the first manacle tight. 
 
    If he wanted to stop this, he had to do it now. If she strapped him down, then he would be truly powerless. Right now, there was nothing but a couple of doors and the staircase separating him from the rest of the world. If he sprinted out onto the street, she might be able to tease and harass him, but that would be the worst of it. If she strapped down, Morgan could do whatever she wanted. 
 
    Nothing would be off-limits. 
 
    He bit down and thought of his college education. If he wanted to change the world, he needed a degree for any chance of getting anyone to take him seriously. Being a boy was bad enough, but an uneducated male? That would be so easy for everyone to ignore. 
 
    So he relaxed as much as he could even as she looped the second manacle around his wrist. 
 
    She leaned down and said, “You still need to be punished.” 
 
    “What? What for?” 
 
    “I thought you were supposed be smart for a boy,” she teased. “Don’t you remember that little incident with your boxers? I had to tell you to take them off three times. Three times!” She tried to sound annoyed, but she sounded more amused than anything. 
 
    Even so, if she decided he deserved a punishment, then he deserved a punishment. It was as simple as that, especially when she held his academic future in her hands. 
 
    “Now, apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Come on, Jake. You can do a lot better than that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I hesitated!” His eyes bulged as fear played along his face. 
 
    “That’s a good start,” she allowed her, “I think we can do better.” 
 
    Better? 
 
    Jake didn’t really understand, especially when she slipped off of the mattress and sauntered over to the closet. She rooted around in one of the drawers before pulling out a polished, wooden paddle. When he saw it, his insides clenched. His family didn’t believe in corporal punishment, but they were one of the few who didn’t. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do with that?” 
 
    She clicked her tongue and said, “It really is cute when boys ask stupid questions. I wonder why.” She touched a finger to the corner of her mouth and shrugged as though it didn’t actually matter. “Roll over onto your side so I can paddle you.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he considered what this would mean and how it would feel. 
 
    Having never experienced anything like this before, Jake could only imagine it. But then he told himself that it was only pain, so it wouldn’t be a big deal. He closed his eyes and moved automatically, more like a robot than a person. He turned his back on her, and flinched as she stroked the paddle over his naked ass. 
 
    “Nice and firm,” she said, pinching him once. Then she cocked the paddle back, and he tensed up, squeaking even though she hadn’t yet made contact. 
 
    Morgan liked that as she laughed out, “You’re so adorable! I could see that breaking you it will be a lot of fun. Tell me, have you ever gone down on a girl before?” 
 
    He didn’t understand and could barely process the question. 
 
    Morgan didn’t wait for him to answer. Instead, this young coed enjoyed herself as she swatted his ass. Hard. The paddle came down in a swinging, whistling arc, and then it connected. Hot pain blossomed along his backside and throughout the rest of his body. He could feel it, this burning, stabbing, digging. The paddling had been severe, but it was over now, right? 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    “You get three,” she said, practically singing this out like it was good news. 
 
    She struck twice more in quick succession, the paddling slapping down hard. By the time she finished, his cheek ached and burned at the same time. Heat coursed along his skin. “That’s a cute shade of red,” she said.” 
 
    “Three,” he reminded her. “You said I would get three paddling’s.” He could barely get the words out. 
 
    “That’s right,” she told him. “Three sets of three.” 
 
    His lips parted, but before he could make the mistake of contradicting this young woman, she resumed, striking three more times. The paddle came down hard and fast. The brutal punishment sent waves of agony springing from that point of contact. He clenched down. 
 
    He struggled. 
 
    Jake didn’t realize it, but this was her favorite part. She loved seeing this nubile young man squirm and struggle against his shackles. She had pulled the leather manacles tight, ensuring he couldn’t possibly get away. 
 
    Taking another breath, he attempted to brace himself again, thinking that maybe he could figure out some way to hold pain at bay. Perhaps it was only a matter of discipline or masculine pride. 
 
    Then again, Jake been taught all of his life that masculine pride was nothing but  foolish garbage. If he wanted to be really smart, he simply needed to accept and respect female authority. 
 
    Those thoughts, only half articulated, swirled through his head as she got ready for the next round of punishment. For Morgan, this was absolutely delicious. It proved everything she already wanted to believe about young men. They were weak, unintelligent, and simply needed a strong hand to discipline them. 
 
    If he cried or begged, that illustrated the truth of everything she had learned in her sociology courses. 
 
    It was taken as a given and proven with multiple experimental that men needed a firm hand, just like this. 
 
    And then she grinned and started to punish him again. She brought the paddle down, striking against his curved backside. She listened as he hissed, growled, and eventually cried out. He whimpered when it was all over, and that’s when she decided to be truly cruel. 
 
    She lightly brushed her fingers along his tormented skin, making him shiver and shake as he tried to tear himself out of those manacles. The leather straps held him down, keeping him flat and vulnerable. 
 
    She caressed him before putting her hand on his hip and shoving him onto his back. 
 
    That’s when she straddled him, leaned down, and started kissing him. 
 
    For a few seconds, Jake couldn’t process what was happening. Too many sensations crowded his brain, making it impossible to discern the truth. 
 
    Then she pulled away, just a quarter inch or so. He could taste the cherry of her lipstick and smell the mint on her breath. “Are you starting to learn your lesson? Are you starting to figure out that college is going to be hard?” 
 
    To prove her point, she reached back and glided her fingers up along the curve of his scrotum to the base of his shaft. Then she squeezed his manhood. “I’m always so fascinated by male genitals. There is something so adorable about having you in hand. You’re so vulnerable. You’re so sensitive.” She grinned down at him, but he couldn’t help the power that hardened his lips into a frustrated line. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m not going to hurt you, not like that. In fact, I think I have some fun plans for you.” 
 
    “You can’t do this,” he protested. “You can’t just treat me like I’m your toy or something.” 
 
    “Do you want me to sponsor you?” 
 
    Although he hesitated, Jake just couldn’t help himself. He had to tell her the truth. “Yes,” he replied despite everything he wanted to believe about himself. “Yes, I want you to sponsor me. I need you to sponsor me.” 
 
    “Then I do get to treat you like my servant boy. Just think of yourself as a slave. It’s okay. I’m serious,” she said. “Just think of it as a joke. You can take a joke, can’t you?” 
 
    This excuse was used so often by the girls. If a young woman decided to pants a boy, yanking down his trousers to reveal his underwear to all of her friends, he couldn’t really complain. So often, she would just say something about how it was a joke, a prank, nothing serious. She might even say that it was supposed to be a form of flattery. 
 
    In reality, it was meant to tease and humiliate the boy and almost always succeeded, not that most administrators cared. 
 
    The rules for girls and boys would always be different. 
 
    What was that old saying? “Girls will be girls,” meaning they could do whatever they wanted. They deserved leniency as they explored the world and felt of the boundaries of good behavior. Boys, on the other hand, always had to be sweet and innocent. That was the expectation. 
 
    “I can take a joke,” he said. 
 
    “That’s what I thought. That’s why I think you have so much potential. Now, tell me that you like the idea of being my servant.” 
 
    He gulped, unsure of what this would mean later on. “I like the idea of being your servant.” 
 
    “Why’re you so nervous? Your heart is pounding so fast,” she said as she rested her fingers over his rib cage. With her free hand, she continued to touch his cock, her fingers lightly gliding along that sensitive flesh. 
 
    “I’m nervous because you’re intimidating,” he said. 
 
    Apparently, this was the correct answer because she beamed a big grin down at him. “And for that, I’m going to give you a very special privilege, Jake. I’m going to let you service me with that cute mouth of yours. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    “Service you?” His eyes widened. 
 
    “It’s okay if you’ve never done this before. Just use your tongue and take your time. I’ll tell you if you need to speed up or slow down. Just pretend you’re licking an ice cream cone. Pretend that you don’t want anything more than this delectable treat. Don’t worry. I won’t even tell any of the other girls about how easy you were.” She winked at him before sitting up, lifting her short skirt, and revealing her panties. 
 
    After all of the stimulation he had already received by her hand, he felt like he might lose control at any moment. Fortunately, he was on his back. Without a little bit of pressure, he wouldn’t be able to get off. And yet, that also meant the frustration would simmer and boil deep within his core. 
 
    Morgan must’ve realized that this. She played with him, touching him and running her fingers along his body. Wherever her fingertips went, he felt that electrical tingling running along his nerves. Everything she did seemed magical and arcane, all to keep him hard, all to make him so, so desperate. 
 
    “I’m going to be on top of you, Jake. I’m going to push my pussy down against your mouth, and you’re going to lick me like an eager boy. You’re going to show me why women belong on top.” 
 
    He didn’t understand those words, not really, yet the tone was clear enough. This girl demanded power and obedience. He had to give her both. He had to recognize her natural authority. He may have been smart for a boy, but she was a young woman, the kind of girl who would get an impressive job, ascend the corporate or political hierarchy, and eventually be one of the females who ruled the world. 
 
    Scooting forward, she braced her knees against his cheeks as she lowered herself down, inch by inch. He looked up and saw the inside of her skirt along with her slit. Hot anticipation ran through his body. She had reversed her position, so now she faced his feet, which made it easy enough for her to push her opening down against his mouth even as she reached for his most sensitive body parts. With one hand, she braced herself. With the other, she stroked his scrotum, glided her fingers up along his shaft, all the way to the tip. 
 
    She was careful not to let him get off. She knew how sensitive these boys could be. Just as importantly, she hadn’t decided what she wanted to do with that orgasm yet. Use it? Lock it up? 
 
    Who knew? 
 
    Like so many other young women, Morgan enjoyed following her whims when it came to boys. She didn’t need to make any concrete decisions because there wouldn’t be any consequences, not for her. Jake was the one who had to be careful. He was the one who had to make sure he pleased her. 
 
    And now he did his best, raising his head and sliding his tongue up over her crevice. 
 
    For the first time, he tasted a girl’s excitement. A thrill ran down his core, deep into his psyche. 
 
    He had thought about this before, of course. Every young man knew that he would be responsible for pleasing his girlfriend, then wife. Sure, lots of girls refused to go down on boys. They thought blow jobs were demeaning or humiliating or something. Maybe they just thought it was gross. On the other hand, every boy was taught that, if you wanted to be a good boyfriend or husband, then you had to see to his woman’s needs. It was his responsibility. And if he didn’t, she would find someone who would. 
 
    So now, he raised his head, pressed his lips to her slit, and he licked eagerly, his tongue darting up and down. The flavor of her juices hit his taste buds, but he didn’t mind. He licked almost desperately, serving her as best he could. 
 
    His tongue slipped up and down, left and right, and in neat little circles. 
 
    Simultaneously, Jake desperately listened, hoping that he would hear some sound of satisfaction out of her. 
 
    What would it be? 
 
    Jake didn’t know, not exactly. He listened as she started to breathe heavier. Of course, thinking clearly was hard for Jake as well, especially since she kept caressing his legs. She teased his boy part, making sure that he squirmed occasionally. He couldn’t help it. These were animal instincts, a mammalian drive to escape captivity. 
 
    Of course, he knew it was futile. He understood that he could never get away, yet he kept fighting it anyway. The shackles held him down, keeping him in his proper place, underneath this girl. 
 
    “Deeper,” she growled in a husky tone of voice. 
 
    He pushed his tongue up further into her. She started moaning again. He licked at her clit with the tip of his tongue. He tried so hard to make her feel good. Perhaps that’s what turned her on more than anything else, his abject desperation to please. He knew that he belonged to her. Maybe they weren’t dating, but she had power over him, and that was an incredible aphrodisiac. 
 
    She closed her eyes and thought of this boy with a collar around his neck and a leash leading to her hand. 
 
    Every Halloween was pretty much an excuse to tease the boys, dressing them up like Roman pleasure slaves, sexy little dogs, or playful foxes. Every Halloween, she enjoyed seeing men serve the girls around them. They couldn’t help themselves, not unless they wanted to get kicked out of school. 
 
    Pretty soon, Morgan started to wonder what it would be like to have a collar on this boy, to see a metal chain around his neck, marking him as her property. All of the other girls on campus would understand that he belonged to her. 
 
    Sure, they might check him out or fantasize, but they would understand that he was hers. 
 
    As those possessive thoughts swam through her head, she came closer and closer to an orgasm. His tongue kept lapping up eagerly at her opening until she couldn’t take it anymore. She lifted her chin, panted some more, and cried out, savoring the orgasm is it rippled through her body. The explosion of pleasure drove her wild until she finally pushed herself away from him. 
 
    On his back, helpless and strapped down, he remained hard, horny, and desperate. Even so, Jake didn’t say anything. He wouldn’t risk upsetting or annoying this girl, not when so much rode on her decision. 
 
    “What should I do with you, Jake?” Morgan finally asked after she caught her breath. 
 
    He still had his eyes closed, yet his breath through parted lips and uneven breathing made it clear he had passed out or fallen asleep. More than that, she stroked his cheek with the back of her hand, and made him tense up. 
 
    “I’m kind of torn right now. Part of me really wants to have sex with you. Another part of me wants to just lock you up in a chastity cage.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth. 
 
    Jake already knew that he didn’t want to be caged, yet he had to wonder what such a decision might mean for her. If she put him in a cage, did that mean that she would let him into the school? She would sponsor him? 
 
    It had to mean that, didn’t it? 
 
    It wasn’t like she could lock him up, send him home, and leave him with nothing… 
 
    Could she? 
 
    It was a woman’s world, so she could do whatever she liked. Maybe this would all just be some prank for her, a story to tell her friends. He bristled at the idea, yet there was nothing he could do. 
 
    “What do you think, Jake? What should I do?” 
 
      
 
    His heart hammered wildly in his chest as Jake contemplated the right answer. This wasn’t fair. Under normal circumstances, he liked to think of himself as an articulate young man. He had to be, especially when all of his teachers were female, and many of whom enjoyed teasing the boys. Lots of instructors at his high school like Mrs. Dunning and Miss Redfield took every opportunity to embarrass their male pupils. 
 
    As far as they were concerned, they were just preparing those boys for the real world. If a guy got a question wrong, these women would often sneer or laugh and say something like, “Don’t worry. This is a really hard question. I wouldn’t expect a boy to be able to answer it.” 
 
    Often, the young men would smile at that, grateful that they would still be allowed to graduate despite their obvious incompetence. 
 
    Jake, on the other hand, always attempted to answer correctly, which meant that he had to study twice as hard as all the other students. 
 
    Some of the female teachers appreciated his diligence. They thought it was adorable how much he valued his education. It obviously wouldn’t matter much, but it was a novelty, and they liked having students who put all of this effort into their classes. It flattered their egos. 
 
    Other teachers challenged him, always looking for an opportunity to embarrass him. It came up pretty often, but Jake still tried his hardest. And even when a teacher mocked him for his inability to answer a question, he could still look around the room and see the other girls and know that they wouldn’t have been able to answer it either. That helped heal his usually wounded ego. 
 
    But now, Jake could barely think, especially with the arousal pounding through his body. He knew what he wanted, but he also wondered if maybe this was some sort of test, like Morgan expected him to plead for a chastity cage. 
 
    “Well?” Morgan asked. 
 
    He looked up at the girl with dark red hair and bright lips. Her face was flushed from her recent orgasm, but he could see something else along her gorgeous features: hunger. Yes, she had had one orgasm, but she wanted more. 
 
    Almost catching his breath, Jake tried something. Maybe this wouldn’t work. Maybe she would accuse him of breaking the unspoken rules of this game she was making up as they went along, but he still had to try because it seemed like his only out. “Please, Miss Morgan, do whatever you want with me. Please, I’m begging you to use me and treat me however you want. I’m yours.” 
 
    I’m yours. There. He had said it. 
 
    He risked opening his eyes just a sliver, and he saw her studying him. He didn’t know exactly how to read her expression, but then she scrambled, rushing to reposition herself. She lifted her skirt, raised herself above him, and straddled him, right above his cock. 
 
    “Say it again,” she ordered. 
 
    Which part? 
 
    Jake didn’t know how to answer that question, so he struggled to remember precisely what he had said. He had been frantic and desperate, but now he tried to think clearly. “Please, please just do whatever you want with me! Please, I’m begging you! Use me! Make me your boy! Make me your slave!” 
 
    “Mine,” she said, turning that word into a strange, nearly erotic incantation. 
 
    Jake’s nostrils flared as she lowered herself down, enveloping his cock between the walls of her slit. He felt that wet heat, and he nearly climaxed immediately. Somehow, he managed to breathe through the desperate desire. 
 
    Her eyes fixated on his, she said, “Don’t you dare come without permission. If you think I was joking about locking you up, I have the cage right over there in my pleasure drawer.” 
 
    Pleasure drawer. That was probably where she kept her paddle as well. 
 
    A shiver sprinted through his body. Oddly conflicting sensations battled for supremacy just beneath his skin. The heat of lust warmed his body. The cold dread tried to chill it. All the while, she savored the feel of his cock trapped between the walls of her opening as she lowered herself down inch by inch. She took him and enveloped him, she took his cock with her body. 
 
    Then she enjoyed the sensations for the next couple of seconds, holding her breath, closing her eyes, and relaxing into those primal sensations. It was amazing. She loved having him like this, laid out and helpless. 
 
    She looked down at him. He had his eyes closed, which wasn’t good enough. 
 
    “You can’t hide from me, Jake. You are mine. You belong to me. I have you now. I’m taking you, and you’ll never be able to get this back.” 
 
    Jake quickly nodded his head down and up. Yes, she was right. Yes, he would agree with her. 
 
    “Say it. Say it again!” 
 
    “I’m yours! I’m yours, Miss Morgan!” 
 
    She laughed. “No. That’s not what you call me, not anymore!” A manic, singsong energy slipped into her voice as she started to ride him, moving her body forward and back, then up and down as she savored the friction of her flesh against his. 
 
    Jake didn’t understand, not until she looked down at him and said one more word. Maybe she whispered it. Maybe she shouted it. Either way, he felt it deep within his psyche. 
 
    “Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, panting out the word for her. 
 
    “Good,” she growled. “Very good. You know what you’re doing. You know how to be an obedient boy, Jake. You understand your place. Now, I want you to struggle. Fight as hard as you can. Show me that you can’t get away. Show me that it doesn’t matter how hard you fight because you are mine.” 
 
    He didn’t understand, and maybe neither did she. Even so, he obeyed his Mistress, pulling as hard as he could on the shackles holding his hands over his head. He bucked wildly, kicking out with his feet, yet the straps around his ankles held him down just as securely. No matter how hard he fought, he wasn’t going to be able to get away, and she knew it. She enjoyed every second of his subservience. She watched as he fought, feeling his cock thrusting deep into her opening. 
 
    Pretty soon, she bowed her head down, sucked in another breath of air, and started to ride him twice as hard as before. She had this young man, this powerful male on his back and helpless. She loved knowing that he belonged to her. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so good. That’s so good,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    Mistress. She had absolute power over this boy. She loved it. She loved knowing that he could be trained and domesticated, that he could be taken just like this. Because when she enveloped him, she knew that she was in charge. She was the superior being. Her ego unfurled, and she could feel that swell with pride at being a member of the superior sex. 
 
    More importantly, she was teaching him how to obey. 
 
    He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast until he didn’t think he could take it anymore. 
 
    Lucky for him, she was ready. 
 
    Just on the cusp of her own orgasm, she called out, “Now. Come for me. Come for me, boy!” 
 
    Boy. That word had become synonymous with weak, meek, obedient, silly, sexy, helpless, and subservient. There was another one that glowed bright at the back of her mind: slave. A boy was a slave. Maybe they didn’t use that terminology, but they didn’t need to. 
 
    The pleasure flooded through her body, like an electrical current surging over and around her nerves. She threw her head back, felt the splash of her hair against her shoulders, parted her lips, gasped, moaned, and screamed at the top of her lungs. Simultaneously, she could feel his shaft pulsate. He didn’t make as much noise. He knew that this was her space and her voice should be the one to fill the room. 
 
    Even so, he made some of those little animal noises. And when she finished with him, she pulled back, releasing him. Then she looked down. 
 
    Jake has his eyes closed again. Maybe he didn’t know what any of this meant. Maybe he was trying to process it. Either way, she grinned happily to herself as she pulled herself away from his restrained body. 
 
    She walked over to her pleasure drawer, took out the chastity cage, and sauntered back to the bed. 
 
    When he saw it, she grinned brightly, probably because she loved that a look of fear on his face. 
 
    “But, but you had sex with me,” he said. 
 
    “And you said you would be mine. That means you’re going to be my pet freshman, my slave boy, my first year servant.” She grinned again, enjoying that look on his face as his eyes widened. She took his cock and slipped it into the plastic tube. She brought the plastic ring up around his scrotum, and then she connected the fasteners, clicking them in place before holding up the small, square lock. 
 
    “You’re going to wear this, Jake. You’re going to wear this until you see me again. And maybe, if I’m a very, very nice owner, I will let you out. Or maybe I won’t.” She shrugged and giggled and locked him in. 
 
      
 
    To be continued… 
 
   
  
 



Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorites games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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