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    Sponsored Slave Boy 
 
      
 
    Years ago, something like this would have seemed utterly impossible. Maybe you would have found it in some dystopian story about what “could” go wrong or an alternate reality, yet no one would actually take it seriously. But then, history can always repeat itself. 
 
    Throughout human history, the idea of “equality” was insane. No one really thought women and men should be treated equally. It was a given that men were superior for one reason or another. Lots of junk science had been created to prove that men were better, stronger and smarter and everything else. Women, on the other hand, were naturally inclined to be servile and submissive. That was the idea anyway. 
 
    So, if men ruled once upon a time, isn’t it possible for the opposite to happen? Couldn’t we have a society where women take control? 
 
    Absolutely. 
 
    Yeah, men used to rule, but things have changed. 
 
    The rules are different now. Being a boy means facing a whole host of disadvantages. It sucks. 
 
    I’m about to turn eighteen and a half, which means that, under the new regulations, I need a sponsor if I want to continue taking my college classes. I’m only a freshman, about a month into my college career, but I have to get one of the female students to take responsibility for me. 
 
    Yes, it’s patronizing. Yeah, it sucks. 
 
    But it’s also the law, and there’s nothing I can do about it. 
 
    Worse, it feels like I’ve talked to every girl on campus that I know. I’ve gone through my classes, doing my best to be nice and polite. I’ve been appropriately humble, as the student handbook recommends for all male students. 
 
    It hasn’t helped. 
 
    This law sucks so hard! I hate knowing that if I don’t get a girl to vouch for me, all of my work will just vanish. And I’m not even talking about the first semester of college. I mean, other universities won’t accept me either. 
 
    Were these rules put into place to keep men oppressed? Officially, no. Officially, these regulations were put into place because patriarchy and misogyny had run rampant throughout the world. Finally, women rose up, voted as a block for the first time in American history, and the politicians they elected decided that boys just couldn’t be trusted anymore. It’s funny what happens when one group controls a super majority in Congress and the presidency. 
 
    Ultimately, it doesn’t matter what the rules are here. They exist, and I have to deal with them whether I like them or not. Along the way, I’m taught to smile for the girls because that’s what they want to see. Boys have become the new fifties American housewife. 
 
    So, I’m stuck with one goal: get a sponsor. 
 
    That’s why I’m going to go talk to Tracy. 
 
    I don’t know her well. She’s not even technically one of my classmates. Back in high school, she was friends with my older sister, so we’d met a couple of times. If she turns me down, I don’t know what I’m going to do. 
 
    Actually, that’s not true. Without a college degree, I’ll probably end up working at some diner or something. Ladies will give me tips in exchange for teasing me, pinching my ass, and generally mocking me. Once upon a time, men did that to women. I’m not sure how that works or why guys would be such jackasses, but my generation is paying for it now. 
 
    No, I can’t fail. I worked so hard in high school, earning amazing grades even from teachers who didn’t think boys needed to go to college. What was the point of getting a degree if I was just going to get married anyway because I can never get a responsible management or research job? 
 
    So, I tell myself I can handle this. I told myself I’m going to make this work. I’m going to go up to Tracy at the right time and the right place and get her to agree. 
 
      
 
    Coming up with a strategy is a lot more difficult, especially because I only have a few more weeks before I have to have that paperwork signed. Even then, there’s a good chance that Tracy will just string me along. That’s what Jacqueline did; I scurried around, working hard to please her. I carried her books between classes, cleaned up her dorm room for her, and even went out to fetch her lunch. 
 
    Then I asked her very politely if she would consider sponsoring me. She had just finished eating, and I was about to take her tray for her out of the cafeteria. Jacqueline looked right back at me and said, “No. I don’t believe in sponsoring boys in college.” 
 
    My jaw literally fell open, and that’s when she just started laughing with her friends. My face went red almost immediately from the humiliation. 
 
    Because I couldn’t risk getting a bad reputation, I finished cleaning off her space for her. Then she and her friends left, and I watched them go, my fingers tight as the anger surged through me. 
 
    But because I couldn’t risk getting in trouble, I just went to the gym, did some pull-ups, ran hard, trying to come up with a different plan. 
 
    Unfortunately, I just didn’t have the time to try to really impress any of the other girls. I asked politely, hoping that maybe they would see I tried my best. Simultaneously, I hope that maybe the word of what Jacqueline had done wouldn’t get around. 
 
    It did. 
 
    But none of the girls really cared. As far as they were concerned, I deserved what I got. If I had been smarter, then I would have picked someone else, someone more sympathetic. 
 
    That just leaves Tracy now. 
 
    She’s a year older than me, a sophomore. She doesn’t live on campus anymore. Worse, she’s actually pretty well off, which means lots of guys probably want her to sponsor them. From what I understand, her mother owns some kind of biotech company, so she has her own apartment. 
 
    And of course, she’s gorgeous. 
 
    There’s a reason why I didn’t start with her. I didn’t think I had a chance. 
 
    So now, I am going to just wait outside of her astronomy class. I’m going to stand off to the side and hope that she comes out alone. Approaching a girl when she’s with all of her friends is so much more difficult! 
 
    The doors to the lecture hall open, and lots of young women start to stream out. The first of several hold their heads up high as they march to their next classes. A few guys pop out as well, although they rush to get away from the torrent of females. They don’t want to appear rude, nor do they want to get any behavioral complaints. 
 
    If a girl accuses a boy of behaving badly, that might be enough to get him kicked out. 
 
    As I scan across the different faces, I search for Tracy. I’m looking for her golden blonde hair, her rounded cheeks, and her big smile. I’m looking for the easy confidence with which she carries herself. 
 
    The flow of students starts to dissipate. Now just one or two girls are coming out of the lecture hall. 
 
    Tentatively, I creep forward, worried that maybe I somehow missed her. It’s equally possible she decided to skip class today, although that doesn’t sound much like Tracy. She is an honors student, meaning she attends pretty much every session. 
 
    Just as I walk up toward the door, it swings open again, banging into my chest and knocking me back. 
 
    I hear a burst of laughter followed by, “Oh, I’m sorry!” 
 
    I step out from behind the door and see Tracy there with her hands over her mouth. She’s already apologized, but the little wrinkles around her eyes makes it clear she thinks this is funny. 
 
    Maybe I can use this? 
 
    “Anthony?” When I hear her say my name, my heart starts skipping beats, jumping in my chest as the adrenaline flashes through my body, and I think of something totally inappropriate: fight or flight. Seriously, seeing her like this makes me want to turn and flee because this girl could be a supermodel, and I’m about to ask her for something, even though we aren’t friends. 
 
    But then I swallow a big breath of air and force myself to walk in her direction. With every step, I’m grateful that I don’t trip or fall like some idiot. 
 
    At least she recognizes me. This is good, I tell myself. 
 
    “Hi, Tracy. I know it’s been a while, but I was hoping I could carry your bags for you.” My voice doesn’t crack, and I don’t squeak out like some toddler either. But then I get to endure a different kind of torture as Tracy sweeps her eyes up and down my body. She studies my shoes, jeans, and shirt. Finally, her eyes linger on my face for a few seconds as though she’s making some kind of very important determination. 
 
    “Sure thing,” she says. 
 
    To be honest, this isn’t going the way I had hoped. I had a speech prepared. I wanted to talk to her about how we had this connection through my sister and that we could be good friends. I wanted to say something about how I had always admired her. Instead, she pulled her backpack away from her shoulder and handed it to me. 
 
    It was heavier than I expected, but I hefted it onto my shoulders and followed after her. 
 
    With every step, I work to keep my eyes downcast as was appropriate. Apparently, when men had more equality, they’d routinely check out women, studying their asses, breasts, and legs with the kind of brazen confidence that, today, could easily get them thrown in jail. 
 
    I never make that mistake, yet I still sneak little glances sometimes. 
 
    “So how have you been?” Tracy asks. 
 
    “I’ve been good,” I told her, struggling to keep up. 
 
    Tracy strides ahead, maneuvering her way between the different crowds of students. I follow after her, making sure not to bump into any of the girls. 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” she tells me. “I haven’t had the chance to talk to your sister in a while. How is she doing?” 
 
    “She’s good,” I tell her. “She talks about how you guys used to hang out in high school sometimes.” I’m not sure if this is a good topic, but I’m assuming discussing my sister is safe—at least for Tracy. I try not to think of Jessica. Back in high school, she was a brat. Now that I’m trying to go to college, she’s even worse. 
 
    As far as my sister is concerned, boys are meant to be servants and slaves, absolutely nothing else. Domesticity is what boys are naturally inclined for. She likes going on and on about how men have bigger muscles because they are basically draft animals, like horses or bulls. If she had her way, men wouldn’t be allowed to drive, work, or do anything outside of the home. Hell, she would probably want guys to be on leashes when walking the streets. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it. Is she in college now?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I tell Tracy. “She’s an electrical engineering major at Princeton.” 
 
    “Impressive. But then, I always knew Jessica was smart.” 
 
    We come to another classroom door, and Tracy turns to face me. “Well, this is my stop. Thank you for your help, Anthony. It was nice to see you.” She turns around and is about to disappear into the lecture hall. 
 
    “Wait!” I call out. 
 
    She stops, turns, raises an eyebrow, and waits patiently for me. 
 
    I stare down at her shoes. They’re simple sneakers, small for her petite feet. Even so, they somehow exude the kind of sexiness girls like Tracy always radiate effortlessly. It’s her superpower. 
 
    “Yeah?” She doesn’t necessarily sound impatient, but I know I can’t waste her time either. 
 
    “Ineedasponsor.” 
 
    There. I said it. The words may have come out as one jumble, but I don’t care. 
 
    Then again, maybe she didn’t even understand me because she doesn’t answer right away. I’m standing here in front of her with my eyes downcast. I probably look like a properly subservient boy. Hell, even Jessica would be happy with my pose. 
 
    “Really?” Tracy asks. She tilts her head to the side and bends down slightly so she can look into my downcast eyes. “Is that right? You haven’t been able to find anyone to sponsor you?” 
 
    I give a nervous shake of my head. She sounds sympathetic, but there’s a little smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, so I can’t tell what she’s really feeling or thinking. For all I know, she thinks it’s funny that I don’t have a sponsor. 
 
    We only talked a couple of times in high school. I don’t know what Tracy thinks about the new gendered order. 
 
    “And you want me to sponsor you?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” I replied, sounding like a little boy hoping for some ice cream. 
 
    “I’ll think about it. Give me your phone.” 
 
    Obediently, I pull my cell from my pocket and hold it out for her to take. Sure enough, she grabs the device from me, slides her finger along the screen and asks for the password. I list off the numbers, and she types them in. 
 
    Next, she writes a quick text message to herself and hits send. 
 
    Back when women and men could be considered equal, getting a girl’s number meant something. But now, I know that I’m not going to have the courage to text her first. Going to have to wait. 
 
    But then, she tells me it was great to see me, leans in and hugs me. As she does so, I can feel her body, the warmth of her skin, and I even catch some of her perfume. It smells like strawberries! Hot excitement surges through me, but the hug doesn’t last very long, so there’s no real risk of me embarrassing myself further. 
 
    She pats me on the head and tells me it was great to see me before disappearing into her next class. Even that pat on my head is demeaning, as if she’s petting a dog. 
 
    For my part, I literally stumble back as other young women take their seats in the next lecture hall. I find a quiet spot by the wall, look down at my phone, and revel in the simple fact that a girl like Tracy just touched it. 
 
      
 
    During the next hour, I do a reasonably decent job of relaxing. I grab my backpack, go outside, and start doing some homework. A couple of girls catcall me, taunting me because I don’t really need to be studying at all. “Hey, boy,” one of them shouts, her friend giggling at her side, “Why bother with the book when you have such a pretty mouth?” I understand the implications of such a degrading remark. I sigh, unable to offer any retort. 
 
    I keep my eyes downcast. Yes, this could result in an accusation of rudeness on my part. If that girl gets really angry, she might even report me to the administration, who might decide to punish me for having a “bad attitude”. 
 
    This time, I’m lucky. The girls just keep walking by, giggling as they saunter off. Really, they just want to enjoy their superiority. 
 
    It shouldn’t be a big deal, but it still sends a chill of nervousness running down my spine. 
 
    Then the hour is done, and I pull out my phone, hoping and wishing that Tracy would just call me or text me. You could send them any number of private messages on any of the social media platforms. But I don’t because I don’t want her to think I’m stalking her. 
 
    I’m squirming, frustrated and desperate because I don’t have that much time, and Tracy is my best option! 
 
    Plus, if I’m really honest with myself, I love the idea of having her as a sponsor. Yeah, being dependent on her kind of sucks, but she is so gorgeous. 
 
    She smells good. 
 
    She’s just plain hot. 
 
    In spite of what I need from her, I love the idea of being close, getting to talk to her. Yes, I might end up cooking and cleaning for her, but that would be worth it. 
 
    After a while, a couple girls come up to me and say, “Hey, this is a really nice study spot. We’re taking it now.” 
 
    My lips separate as I look up at them. A redhead and a brunette. They stared down at me as they wait for me to close my book and scamper away. 
 
    “Is there a problem?” the girl’s companion asks. 
 
    I gulp with a quick shake of my head. “No, no…not at all. It…it’s fine.” I’m nervous, stuttering, because I don’t want any negative interactions on my record. I stuff my book back in my backpack and head out. Just as I’m walking back onto the pavement, my phone buzzes for my attention. It’s ringing. It’s actually ringing! 
 
    I didn’t dare program her number into my contacts, but now I vaguely recognize the phone number, accept the call, and hold the device to my ear. “Hello?” I ask, my heart pounding. 
 
    It could be Tracy. It’s probably Tracy. She’s going to accept and allow me to be her boy. But what if she just calling to let me down easily? No, she wouldn’t do that. If she wants to turn you down, she would do it in a text message. Unless of course she’s a nice girl who wants to be kind. 
 
    Those thoughts flutter through my brain in the span of just a few seconds, and then I hear her voice, “Anthony?” 
 
    “Yes. Yeah. Yes, it’s me,” I stutter. 
 
    On the other end of the line, she chuckles, obviously enamored with my disoriented tone. “Boys are so cute when they get flustered,” she says as an aside. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” I asked, thinking back to my lessons in humility. 
 
    “Come over to my place right now. You aren’t busy, are you?” She asks that second question for the sake of etiquette. Ultimately, she is a young woman, and I’m a boy, and she has given me a command, so I must obviously obey, especially when I’m hoping for a favor… 
 
    After I have her address, I marched determinedly across campus, heading for the apartment buildings. 
 
      
 
    Of course, she lives in one of the nicest buildings in the city. It’s smaller than some of the sprawling communities that cater to the middle-class college kids. I have no idea how she affords something like this. She probably earned some crazy scholarship that allows her to live wherever she likes. 
 
    When I step onto the apartment grounds, I marvel at the dutifully manicured lawns, the gorgeous flowers, and the crazy, expensive cars in the parking lot. Then there are the boys, young men just like me, all of whom keep their eyes downcast as they carry bags of groceries or other goodies for their mistresses. 
 
    When I walk into the marble-floored lobby, my chest starts to contract, especially as I look over at the powerful woman standing in the corner. She has on a blue security uniform. She’s holding an electrified baton, and her eyes immediately drift over to me, sizing me up. 
 
    Because I don’t want to be rude, I smile at her and give a nervous wave. 
 
    She nods her head, as though this was the expected response. She points her finger at me then down at the floor directly in front of her. 
 
    I must obey when a female gives me direction. She obviously hasn’t seen me here before.  
 
    I walk to her and kneel where she’s still pointing. My eyes are downcast, but I can make out the shoes, heels, flats, Baby Jane’s and other shoe wear worn by the women passing by. 
 
    “No collar, boy. Explain yourself and why you’re here.” 
 
    “I…I…I’m on my way to see Tracy…Miss Farber, who lives here.   
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Um…we…well…I…“ God damn, this is so embarrassing. 
 
    Cruel and cold, she waits for me to finish. 
 
    Eventually, I find some coherence and manage to squeak out, “I want to ask her to be my sponsor.” 
 
    My face is still downcast, but I now realize I’m panting, so I try to slow my breathing down.   
 
    I feel the prongs of her Stun Baton in the back of my head, and I almost scream, but she just says “Stay” as she nudges my head to the floor. 
 
    The security guard walks away a few feet to make a call. 
 
    A couple minutes later she returns. 
 
    “You are free to continue to Ms. Farber’s apartment. Do not go anywhere else.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    I hurry off. 
 
    I make my way to the elevator bank. I push one of the buttons and get in the car. I ride it up to Tracy’s floor where I get off and march forward, counting off the numbers until I find the double doors to her apartment. 
 
    My insides squeeze again as I start knocking. 
 
    I stand there, worried. What if this was all some kind of elaborate prank? What if another woman opens the door, and she accuses me of being a disrespectful male? 
 
    The local security could punish me. It’s not like the police would really care. 
 
    As those thoughts swirl through my head, the door finally opens, and then there’s a girl standing in front of me, but it isn’t Tracy. It’s someone familiar. 
 
    Jessica? 
 
    When I see her golden-brown hair pulled back into a ponytail and her condescending smirk, I don’t know what to do. It feels like I’m back home, and she’s going to tell me about how my dreams of going to college are dumb because I’m a boy and I just need to get married and go work in a kitchen somewhere. 
 
    “Hello, Anthony,” she says. “Why don’t you come in?” 
 
    She steps aside, motioning for me to enter. 
 
    This feels like a trap. I might as well be a fly heading straight into a spider’s web. Even so, I just can’t help myself because I need Tracy’s support. If I can’t get it, my entire academic career will die right here. 
 
    As I walk forward, Jessica gets tired of my tentative steps, so she grabs my wrist and yanks me forward as she marches across the huge living room. Four or five of my dorm rooms could fit in this one space, as I studied the piano in the corner, the huge kitchen, the layout of leather couches…it’s also opulent, clean and new. 
 
    “Don’t be mean to your brother,” Tracy calls out from one of those leather couches. She’s changed since I last saw her. Now she has on a short, black leather skirt, matching boots that reach up toward her knees, and a snug tank top that shows off her breasts. When I see her, my instincts take a hold of me, and I’m not sure if I should just get hard or get down on my knees and thank her for the opportunity to breathe the same air as her. 
 
    Reminding myself that groveling probably won’t help, I stand in the middle of the room after Jessica finally releases me. 
 
    I wish I could have just shrugged her off. I’m still taller than her, so it should be easy, but I understand that a negative recommendation from a family member could do a lot of damage. 
 
    “Hello, Anthony,” Tracy says. “There are some wine glasses on the counter. Could you pour us a couple of glasses while we talk about your future?” 
 
    “Sure,” I say, hesitating for a second as I think I should use some honorific. But what do I call her? Ma’am? No, that would make her sound too old. Miss? She’s not a babysitter. Mistress? No way. 
 
    Ultimately, what I call her doesn’t matter because I pour the glasses of wine as instructed. I make sure not to spill anything. If I can get Tracy to sponsor me, then I get to keep taking my classes. Sure, I will effectively have a second job as her servant, but that’s okay. 
 
    I need to earn my degree! I need to show these women that I am capable. I might not be as capable as they are, but I can still succeed! 
 
    Like a properly servile boy, I bring the glasses of wine back to the two girls. 
 
    Just as I started to sit down on one of the couches, Jessica clears her throat. “What do you think you’re doing? You have not been given permission to sit down.” 
 
    She’s right, so I tense up and glance over at Tracy since I don’t know what to do. Luckily for me, that gorgeous young woman just chuckles, “It’s okay, Anthony. You can kneel on the floor while we discuss your situation.” 
 
    “While we,” she said very specifically, which means I’m not supposed to speak. I bow my head down as I lowered myself onto my knees. 
 
    “So, you’re thinking about sponsoring him?” The way Jessica refers to me makes it very clear she doesn’t like the idea. But why would she? She doesn’t see how I even got accepted into a university in the first place. As far as she’s concerned, the best education of a boy should be to get his at one of the new finishing schools where dumb men are taught to please their girlfriends, sisters, mothers, and eventually their wives.  
 
    “I am,” Tracy replies as she takes a sip from the wine. It must be very good because she smiles as she glances in my direction. “Your brother seems very eager to serve. Plus, I’ve been asking around. He has a pretty good reputation.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean very much. It’s just good at keeping its head down,” Jessica replies. “Aren’t you worried about what this implies if you accept him?” 
 
    “What do you think this implies?” Tracy asks. 
 
    Jessica might be younger than Tracy, but she has her beliefs, and she will cling to them no matter what. That gives her confidence. 
 
    Why does she have to be here? Seriously, I was hoping that I would get the opportunity to make my case directly to Tracy. I never imagined I would have a family member here trying to undermine my case. And what happens if I do get kicked out? What happens if I can’t find a sponsor? 
 
    “Obviously, if we let the boys get an education, they are going to start thinking they should be treated like equals. We know what happens when they get those silly ideas in their heads,” Jessica points out. 
 
    “Maybe,” Tracy allows. My insides clench as she looks down at me again. I really, really want to look up, meet her gaze, and defend my position. I want to tell her that I know I could be good for her, only something holds my tongue down. Training. Social pressure. Fear. It’s all of those little glances, giggles, the looks I’ve seen and heard. 
 
    “But,” Tracy continues, “I’m interested in a servant who is capable of thinking for himself. When I eventually marry, I want a boy who has some education because I don’t want a dullard or an idiot.” 
 
    Jessica presses her lips together. “Isn’t that what finishing school is for?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Tracy answers. “I might change my mind later on. Heck, I might not even grab a husband at all. Maybe I will just get myself a nice little harem.” Considering how nice her apartment is, she could definitely afford it. That much is obvious. 
 
    Jessica smiles at the prospect. She looks so cruel as she does so, especially when her eyes drift back in my direction. Immediately, I make sure my gaze is locked on the floor right where it belongs. Tracy is toying with me, which pumps fresh anxiety straight into my chest. 
 
    “If you sponsor him, what kind of message does that send to the other boys?” 
 
    “It says they can improve themselves,” Tracy responds. 
 
    Jessica’s cheeks begin to warm; they turn a slightly darker shade of pink as she presses her lips together into a frustrated line. “You’re going to sponsor him, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I really haven’t decided yet,” Tracy answers. “I think he has a lot of potential.” 
 
    “This isn’t going to be a good idea,” Jessica says as she stands up. She doesn’t say goodbye. Instead, she simply marches out of the room. Once she’s gone, I exhale slowly, worried. 
 
    “Tell me, if I allow you to continue your education, are you going to become one of those defiant boys who tries to insist on equality?” Such a thing isn’t technically illegal, yet those are the guys who usually end up imprisoned for one reason or another. Trumped up charges like “disturbing the peace” are usually brought to bear. 
 
    “No,” I tell her quickly. “I know my place. I understand that men are inferior and should be trained and controlled.” 
 
    “A textbook answer,” Tracy responds. Almost casually, she leans back against the soft leather of her couch, spreads her legs, and I want to look, but I can’t bring myself to. “Let’s see what you can do with that mouth of yours.” 
 
    My eyes get big, and now I understand what she’s really interested in. 
 
    I breathe out slowly even as I glance in her direction. I can see up her skirt! 
 
    She isn’t wearing any panties… 
 
    “Have you decided what you would like to do?” 
 
    “No. But I’m going to take you for something of a test drive first,” she tells me, beckoning me forward with a curved finger. 
 
    Rather than try to stand and walk the distance between us, I crawl. I move on my knuckles and knees and keep my eyes aimed toward the floor until I slide my head between her legs. 
 
    “Have you ever done something like this before?” 
 
    “I haven’t,” I confessed. 
 
    “That’s okay. Just take your time and go slowly. Pretend you’re licking ice cream.” 
 
    “I can do that,” I tell her despite the tension in my throat. 
 
    The next thing I know, I close my eyes even as I feel her inner thighs against my cheeks and her skirt along the top of my head. I slide out my tongue slowly, gently licking at her pussy. 
 
    I taste her. I taste her for the very first time, and I can only hope it won’t be the last. Warmth and heat spreads through my body as I lick her opening. My tongue slides up and down, left and right. I’m tentative at first, just a little bit nervous, but then she puts her hand on the back of my head and forces me in deeper. 
 
    I can only hope I’m doing a good job for her. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” she says, her voice tightening, which at least gives me some indication that I am serving her appropriately. 
 
    “You’re a good boy, Anthony. I think you have a lot of potential.” 
 
    Potential. That means she wants me to be educated, right? 
 
    “Keep going. That’s right. Oh yes. Keep going. You feel so good. I love having you between my legs.” 
 
    I lick and manage to push aside most of the humiliation that thrums through my body because I’m supposed to be a young scholar, not some kind of sex slave. But this is the world I live in, so I have to deal with it. My tongue continues to move, going up and down, left and right. 
 
    I focus as best I can on her pleasure as I listen to her moans and study her movements. I tried to figure out exactly what she likes best. 
 
    Within just a couple of minutes, she squeezes her thighs against my cheeks as she clenches down, an explosion of pleasure running through her body. She arches her back and cries out, “Yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    Then she pushes me away. Her eyes are lit with something animalistic as she stands up. “Strip for me, Anthony. Now.” 
 
    I scramble up onto my feet, and she unbuttons my shirt, pulling it off of me. My T-shirt follows. Next, she goes for my pants. I kicked off my shoes and removed my socks before she orders me to do so. When her eyes lock on me, I can tell that she’s amused and pleased at the same time. This is what she wants from me: my obedience and determination to make her feel good. Nothing else matters. 
 
    Once I’m naked, she grabs my hands and pulls them behind my back, crossing my wrists. “Don’t move,” she tells me. 
 
    I stare straight ahead as she starts to circle me. Every few seconds, Tracy reaches down and grabs me. She pinches my ass, squeezes my leg, and touches my arm. Then she stops behind me, and she reaches for my shaft. 
 
    I’m embarrassed to admit it, but I’m already hard; not that I can hide this from her. 
 
    “Anthony, I have a special taste for boys who are helpless. You want me to take you into my bedroom and tie you down? Would you like to be my prince in peril?” 
 
    I’ve only heard that phrase a couple of times, but I know exactly what it means. Since women have taken over, they don’t want stories about “damsels in distress,” since that doesn’t teach young girls to take control for themselves. Instead, boys are the ones who need to learn to be passive and obedient. They have to wait to be rescued. 
 
    “That sounds incredible,” I tell her. 
 
    She puts her hand on the small of my back, shoves me forward, and guides me into her bedroom. Sure enough, I see the thick, pink coverlet over her bed, and the footboard has all of these openings. She’ll be able to tie me down very easily. 
 
    As that thought crosses my mind, she shoves again, knocking me forward, and I fall across the mattress. I get on my back and spread my arms and legs. She pulls out leather cuffs, each one equipped with a silver, heart-shaped lock. 
 
    Those are real restraints. They aren’t toys. 
 
    She locks me down to the bed, strapping my arms and legs in position. Then she looks down and examines me again. While I am completely naked, Tracy is completely clothed. She still has on her boots and her dark skirt, her tank top. And yet, she isn’t wearing any panties, so it’s easy for her to straddle my head and lower herself down. 
 
    “I love having you helpless,” she purrs. 
 
    The next thing I know, her opening is pressed to my lips, so I start licking her again, lapping at her opening like an eager pet. I slide my tongue forward and back. “Oh, you have no idea how stressful it is to be a college student. I mean, you’re just a boy, so no one really expects very much from you. But when you’re a girl, things are so intense. You have no idea.” She giggles. “But I’m glad I have you here. You feel so good. I could come home to this every day.” 
 
    Yes! If she sponsors me, I’ll be available for her to use whenever she wants! It doesn’t register until much later, but I am willing to be her sex slave. What else am I giving up?  
 
    She climaxes quickly, savoring another orgasm. I start to pull away, thinking she’s done, but then she lowers herself down again. “Keep going,” Tracy commands. 
 
    I give her another orgasm. Then another one after that. My neck and tongue are tired, but I won’t stop because this is what she demands. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” she finally pulls away and looks down at my eyes. “That was lovely. Now, I’m just debating whether or not I want to have sex with you. What do you think, Anthony? Should I have sex with you?” As she asks her question, her fingers brush down along my scrotum and up over my shaft. 
 
    Hot anticipation gripped me, pushing into every nerve. 
 
    “You should do whatever will please you the most,” I tell her, just barely managing to cling to the appropriate response. 
 
    “Oh, I like that,” she tells me as she reaches down, scratching at my chest. Her nails grazed my skin, sending fresh need through my body. She reaches down with her other hand, stroking my balls and caressing my cock. She turned me on so much! The arousal pounds my body, making it harder and harder for me to think clearly. 
 
    But that must be the entire point. She’s enjoying this. She loves toying with me. 
 
    “What if I gave you a choice? What if you had to choose between school and sex with me? Which one would you pick, Anthony?” 
 
    My eyes bulge as I hear that question, yet I don’t know what to say or how to respond. My heart beat wildly in my chest as I stare at her. 
 
    What am I supposed to say? How am I supposed to answer that? 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” I tell her. 
 
    “Okay. Then I will pick for you,” she whispers. That’s when she climbs up on top of me, takes my shaft in her hand, and aims it right for her opening. She lowers herself down, enveloping my cock between the warm walls of her opening. I feel the slick movements as she glides along me, teasing me, taunting me, tormenting me with raw pleasure. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Tracy purrs again, “That feels so good. You know, if you come, then that really does mean you don’t care about your school; you’ll just want to be my obedient love slave.” 
 
    “No, that’s not true,” I panted back at her, but she doesn’t bother correcting me because we both know she is in control. Only her decisions matter. 
 
    She glides up and down, impaling herself on my member. She pumps me, bring me closer and closer toward orgasm. Despite the temptation, I hold out as best I can, fighting that natural instinct. My toes curl, my fingers push down into the palms of my hands, and I tense up, but I somehow manage to hold off the inevitable. I sense victory. I don’t give in. I’m choosing continuing school even as I grit my teeth to hold off my orgasm. I…can….do….it! 
 
    Then she climbs down, kisses me hard, and rubs her chest against mine. I can feel the soft squeeze of her breasts even through the layers of her shirt and bra. This is too much! I can’t take it! Within seconds, my shaft starts pulsating, and I’m coming so hard! The orgasm sweeps through me, knocking aside every other thought and priority, until there’s just the perfect heat of feeling used and complete. 
 
    And spent. 
 
    It feels like she tricked me, but what does that mean? 
 
    Rather than release me from the restraints, she rests her head against my chest and relaxes. “Oh, that was nice,” she says. She closes her eyes, and I listen for her breathing, but I don’t think she’s fallen asleep. 
 
    Since I can’t help myself, I whisper tentatively, “Have you made up your mind?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she says languidly, “I might not sponsor you, but I’m definitely keeping you.” 
 
    And just like that, I become her property. Maybe there are details and legal minutia to be worked out. Documents will be signed, her authority will be made explicit and legal, but she was my last hope to stay in college. Now I am strapped to the bed, helpless underneath her as she claims me. 
 
    Disappointment and gratitude mix together, along with my humiliation for being so weak. I don’t know if my schooling has ended, but I close my eyes and try to relax into the beginning of my new life as her sponsored slave. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 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 favorite 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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