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The Academy

"You're late," she said.

When the door first opened, she had her back to him. Dean Alice Carver of Calista High Academy hardened her shoulders as she slowly turned around and faced the young man. Normally, seeing him softened her mood. He was a cute boy in his early twenties. More to the point, she had thoroughly trained him, so he had a very strong understanding of how to please her.

And to think, when he first arrived at her institution, he had enjoyed the bold swagger of a high school valedictorian. Back then, Jeffrey had believed he had a strong understanding of the world and how it worked. Only then, his younger sister had convinced him to try this unusual institution: Calista High Academy. When he first arrived, he hadn't known exactly what he would face.

Since then, he had learned how to behave under the Dean’s guiding hand.

Alice Carver had taken a personal interest in him, so he already understood what the repercussions could be.

"I'm really sorry," he said. He dropped his head down, held his hands in front of his waist, and he took a breath. "Dean Carver, I apologize. I know that tardiness is completely unacceptable, and I did my best, but I was delayed."

Alice stepped away from the bookshelf and marched up to this young man. He remained in position with his shoulders slumped and his eyes and down toward the expensive rug. He was breathing faster, she could already see. Not only that, a little pink tinge of fear had started to cloud the contours of his neck.

"I'm sure you're very sorry," she said. "But you know how important today is."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said obediently.

"And you know that I need my pet here with me," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am!" Jeffrey said faster this time.

She touched the underside of his chin.

"I'm sorry to say it, Jeffrey, but you picked a bad day to be late." He inhaled, filling his lungs as he got ready to defend himself. Before he came to this island nation, Jeffrey had been an articulate, arrogant young man. Since childhood, he had been capable of arguing with adults. He knew how to craft clever stances, how to reason through different propositions, and how to come to solid conclusions. Not only that, he did it quickly.

Those skills had languished since he arrived at Dean Carver's school. To put it simply, he was a boy, so he couldn't win those sorts of arguments. If a woman told him that he had misbehaved, then this was the fact of the matter. He couldn't argue or try to defend himself. Doing so would only compound his mistakes.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, more slowly now. He glanced up at her. "I, I know that today is your meeting with the members of the Consortium."

The Consortium.

Alice bit down. For a moment, she wanted to ask how he knew about that, but he did technically work as her assistant. Her secretary was a woman, obviously. A secretary needed to be able to organize her schedule, handle complicated logistical matters, and deal with confidential information. This boy, officially a student, served as her assistant. In other countries, it would have been a fine distinction. But on this island, the titles carried radically different connotations. A secretary was a competent professional; an assistant was a pet.

"Indeed," she said. "But I can't criticize them for being late, now can I?"

"No, Ma'am," he acknowledged.

"And they aren't here. But you, sweet boy, are here." She stood over him.

In her high-heeled boots, she towered over him easily. She had five or six extra inches on this male. Even without those boots, Alice was a tall, powerful, and muscular woman. In other countries, adorable little waifs were the standard of beauty. Those twig girls got so much attention as they danced around in their short skirts. But Alice had her blonde hair tied back into a severe pleat, and she never bothered to hide her powerful biceps, her muscled thighs, or her toned frame. With her Amazonian build, she savored how easily she could intimidate a boy like Jeffrey. Because even now, after three years on Calista, he still got nervous when she invaded his personal space like this.

His discomfiture always made her shiver with delicious anticipation.

"When was the last time you received a dose of electricity?"

His eyes widened.

"I, I don't know," he confessed. "I try not to keep track. I try not to think about it."

Alice reached for his cheek, and she let her finger slide down along his face. Then she touched his neck, and she gave him just one word, "Strip."

Her assistant started to step away, only her hand shot out, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. "No," she said. "You can do it right here."

Almost frantically, Jeffrey nodded his handsome head down and up. She liked his dark hair, his matching eyes, and his slim build. But when she was really honest with herself, there was something else that attracted her to him. It was his vivacious energy, his youthful enthusiasm, and his dedication to her pleasure. When she first saw him, she had been somewhat disappointed to learn about his classification: servant.

On this island, boys had to be inspected upon arrival. Not only that, they were graded. The strongest, most of virile and well-endowed males were classified as stallions. These were the men who had the greatest potential when it came to sex. The servants, on the other hand, were smaller and less impressive, and thus their services could be broader. Those were the boys who would cook, clean, and rely on their aptitude for support.

Yes, Jeffrey was sweet, energetic, and very smart for a boy, but he didn't have the body to be graded as a stallion. Even so, she had recruited him as her personal assistant. This meant she could tease him, touch him, and sometimes torment him.

Besides, she could sample the stallions whenever she liked.

As he had pointed out, Alice didn’t need to punish him very often. When he first arrived, the training had been severe. In fact, this boy hadn't been able to conceive of a nation like Calista. In his mind, women and men were supposed to be equal...but males were supposed to win out anyway. As far as he had been concerned, it was a matter of science.

Alice really enjoyed their conversation about "evolutionary psychology". Since then, Jeffrey had amended his beliefs, and now he understood his own inferiority. Sure, women were smarter, stronger, and better suited for leadership, but that didn't mean a boy like Jeffrey didn't have his uses. He could still be a very helpful member of society. Over his last three years at Calista, he had made some meaningful contributions.

Alice tried to think of those as she contemplated her pet boy.

His fingers moved along his shirt as he worked the buttons, one after another. He shrugged off the garment. Next, he peeled away the T-shirt he wore underneath.

"Stop," she said as he reached for his belt.

Jeffrey obeyed. He dropped his hands to his sides and stared straight ahead as she circled him. She stopped when she was behind him, and then she slid her arms around him. Enjoying herself, Alice started playing with his nipples, and he groaned, frustrated as she sent sparks of desire running through his frame.

"You should hope that the Consortium is on time," she whispered into his ear. "Because right now, I'm very frustrated, and you have given me a very, very good reason to work on your training."

"I'm sure they’ll be here on time," he said, although his voice rang with that false hope. The women in the Consortium were some of the most powerful individuals on the planet. Yes, they maintained a low profiles. Unlike their wealthy, male counterparts, they didn't vie for magazine rankings, nor did they waste huge amounts of time on vanity projects.

"Maybe," Alice said. "They're very busy women." It was true. Each member of the Consortium wielded her own empire in miniature. "I'm not too worried. I think you're capable of entertaining me."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, but that's when she stroked his nipples again. Her fingers started down and up, left and right, in tight little circles and other patterns along those stiff and he points.

Jeffrey grimaced. He groaned, and she savored the sounds he made for her. She teased him like he was a musical instrument. He had become little more than a stress ball, something for her to touch and play with. She reveled in the heat radiating off of his body, especially because he stood there, taking all of it.

"You know, this is the punishment," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am. I, I understand," he said, nearly stuttering now.

As a peripheral thought, Alice understood that this might be a bad idea. Then again, she would receive advanced warning when the Consortium finally arrived. Pacing back and forth in her office was a bad idea. Leading up to this week and some of the most important meetings and demonstrations of her career, Alice had become a dynamo of energy and enthusiasm. The campus looked amazing, she had a solid understanding of everything her instructors had planned, and she was ready. She could even go over a dozen different options for what they might do with Calista High Academy.

"If it's a punishment, then you shouldn't enjoy yourself," she said. "Are you enjoying yourself?" She resisted the urge to chuckle, especially because Jeffrey was smart enough to recognize this as a trap. His breathing came faster, his heart kicked, and he knew he had to respond, but what would he say to her? What would he tell this Dean, a woman who doubled as his keyholder?

"I, I understand you're playing with me," he told her carefully and diplomatically. After the many sessions he had "enjoyed" with Alice, this boy knew how to maintain his composure even as she toyed with him.

"That's not what I asked," she said, breathing those words into his ear.

She pinched his nipples before twisting to the left, then the right. The pleasure mixed with pain as he squirmed there on his feet. She pushed herself up against his firm buttocks, savoring the solidity of his body.

"Yes, yes, this feels good," he admitted. "Please, please, I—I don't think I can take much more."

"Would you rather have a taste of electricity?"

"No!" Jeffrey squeaked. The panic invaded his voice, which was enjoyably rare. So many of the males, especially the new recruits, feared her—with good reason. She understood the simple point. When she was taller, broader, and stronger, they instinctively cowered. Once or twice, she had even wrestled a few of them, if only to prove her physical superiority. She expected them to understand that these weren't gym muscles. She knew how to fight, and she knew how to win.

"Then just relax while I enjoy myself," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

Alice Carver played with him and teased him. Of course, he couldn't just lose himself. He couldn't attempt to meditate or relax. After all, she knew how sensitive his nipples can be. She knew how he felt helpless as she continued to tease him, one moment to the next.

Then she let go, and he let out this little gasp of relief.

"You aren't done stripping," she said to her pet boy.

Jeffrey scramble to obey. He loosened his belt, dropped his black slacks, and kicked them away. After that, he grabbed onto his black, silk boxers and pulled them down along the length of his legs. Finally, he kicked them away.

"Present yourself," she commanded.

Jeffrey turned around, gulped, and lowered himself down onto his knees. He crossed his wrists behind his back, lowered his gaze, and spread his legs.

This was the Presentation Pose all of the boys learned in their required drama class. Their instructor said that it was good for the boys to "understand their bodies and the subservient positions they can take." Generally speaking, Alice preferred the males spend more time on psychological development, but she could appreciate this particular point.

"Very good," Alice said. She circled him again, looking down. Although he kept his eyes aimed at the floor, he must've been able to see her in his peripheral vision. She encircled him like some ancient goddess, a powerful being of unmatched authority.

"Boy, are you ready for your punishment?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said quickly, although he wasn't disallowed this time.

Alice reached down into the small pocket on her skirt.

"Look at me," she commanded.

Her pet boy complied instantly, lifting his eyes. In that sweeping movement, he saw the shine of her black boots, her muscled shins, the hem of her leather skirt, and her white blouse neatly buttoned up along the length of her chest. His eyes didn't linger on the full curves of her breasts, but she still smirked when his cage twitched.

Like all of the boys classified as servants, Jeffrey was required to wear chastity cage at all times. The only way he could get out was with the explicit permission of his keyholder. Normally, that would have been a girlfriend or wife. Under more humiliating circumstances, they could have included a sister, cousin or a mother. For Jeffrey, his sister had given the key over to Dean Carver, saying something like, "I want him to understand that he’s in very good hands. I want him to understand that he won't be able to whine or argue his way out of this." Alice had smiled politely, knowing full well that the women of Calista were seldom manipulated.

"Do you know what this is?" Alice asked him.

Her boy was reasonably intelligent despite the limitations of his sex, so he nodded. "Yes, Ma'am," he told her. He maintained his pose, remaining right there, down on his knees and obedient.

"What is it?" Alice asked. Of course, they had gone through this before. He understood exactly what that small, black rectangular device represented. More importantly, he knew what he could do, especially when she pressed her thumb down on anyone of the small, rubber buttons.

"It's the controller from my chastity cage," he said.

"Tell me about your chastity cage," she ordered.

"It's an Electric Lock, Model 17A," he began. The women of Calista had varied tastes, so different developers and designers had stepped forward to provide dozens or even hundreds of models and options for their clientele.

"And what are some of the features?"

"It has the ability to shock me, especially when I misbehave," he said. "It's paired with the controller you keep with you. Basically, if you push a button, you can punish me."

"Tell me about the intensity of each shock," she instructed.

His lips hardened into this adorable little frown.

This time, Alice couldn't resist; she smiled, grinning down at him. He blushed, ashamed of his status. Even after three years of consistent training, he hadn't been able to completely shake off the bad habits he had picked up back in the United States. In that backwards country, men still saw themselves as equal to women. More ridiculously, some of them viewed themselves as superior. Of course, the idea was utterly absurd, but Alice understood that terrible ideas could persist for centuries or even millennia.

Fortunately, she and this noble institution could be a part of the solution.

"Low level shocks are surprising, but they don't really hurt," he said. "The more powerful jolts can be excruciating."

"And?"

"The other features include a GPS monitor, plus an additional sensor suite."

"Tell me about that sensor suite," she instructed.

"Basically, it can monitor the number of times the wearer becomes aroused."

"The wearer?" Alice asked that she arched one eyebrow. She knew her boy wasn't allowed to retreat into clinically detached language. This was his cock, his balls, and the chastity cage he had been required to wear for the last three years. He couldn't retreat into scientific language. He couldn't hide behind abstractions. Whether he wished to acknowledge it or not, this was his life.

In fact, Alice knew it would be better for this boy to recognize the intimacy of her control. It would make it so much easier for him to accept his place in the world. Then he could be happier and better adjusted to his status.

"It monitors the number of times I've become aroused," he corrected himself.

"Exactly," she said. "And?"

"It can also detect attempts to remove the chastity cage without the key," he said.

"Did you try to do that?"

Jeffrey's eyes enlarged as he looked up at this woman again. In that moment, he instinctively expected to see mercy or maybe he hoped she might back down. A woman like Alice Carver, however, didn't get intimidated by boys like Jeffrey. She saw him as a pet the plaything, after all. If she intended to play with him, that she would do so. If she wanted to see his cheeks burn a bright shade of red, then she would enjoy herself as he blushed under the onslaught.

Besides, this was good for him.

He had already made so much progress! She wouldn't give up on his education now.

"Yes," he admitted. "After just a couple of days of work a chastity cage, I tried to pick the lock."

"Did it work?"

"No, Ma'am," he admitted with a shake of his head.

"And did you need to be punished?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"You need to be punished right now?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he admitted.

"Good."

Jeffrey peeked over at the doorway. Clearly, he was hoping that her secretary might show up and inform Dean Carver that the Consortium's helicopters had arrived. But no, he wasn't lucky, and so she touched one finger to the top of his head, forcing his face back down toward the floor.

"For that little act of rebellion, let's start it off with one quick jolt, shall we?"

"Yes, Dean Carver," he said, acknowledging her power and authority over him.

At the same time, she smirked at the way his shaft twitched. Intellectually and emotionally he may have hated this, yet some part of his body craved this sort of surrender. She had been conditioning him, training him to enjoy subjugation. When he showed up, he had been an arrogant young man, the kind of haughty boy who resented the girls in his classes because he thought they wasted time. They weren't as brash or is loud, so he had assumed they must have been incompetent.

Since then, he had learned what women were capable of, especially someone like Dean Carver. Of course, he had met lots of very intelligent young women at Calista High Academy, girls his own age. Those young women demonstrated what they were capable of. They showed him how he could improve and the kind of respect he needed to show them.

"What's going to happen?" Alice asked as she drew this out.

The muscles along his neck tightened. He probably wished to get the first jolt out of the way. In fact, he would have preferred to rush through his punishment, but Alice enjoyed the tension crackling through his body. Somehow, seeing him nervous allayed her own concerns about dealing with the Consortium.

"You, you're going to push one of those buttons, and I'm going to be shocked," he said.

"Is it going to sting?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Good," she replied. Then she looked right down at her obedient boy, and she said, "Look at me."

Making eye contact, especially at moments like this, could be incredibly difficult and deeply humiliating.

Perfect, she thought.

His eyes locked on hers. In that moment, there was this little flicker of confidence along his face, probably because he had forgotten how badly this could sting.

She pressed the button, and the chastity cage activated. A quick, light jolt shot from the electrodes pressing against his skin. Those small, metal plates pressed against the underside of his scrotum, so the electricity shot up into the root of his genitals and into the rest of his captive body.

Although he maintained his pose, Jeffrey still flinched.

He probably tried to fight it back. He probably tried to hide discomfort, but he couldn't do it. He couldn't succeed, not against physics and biology.

"Were you late today?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"You were," she said. "Try apologizing again."

"I'm so sorry. I messed up. Last night, I was playing on my phone, so I forgot to turn on my alarm. It was a stupid mistake, and it won't happen again."

"Wow," she acknowledged. "I was a stupid mistake. I mean, you're a boy, so maybe I should have expected as much from you. Maybe we should have gone over the appropriate use of your phone?"

His nostrils twitched, especially because this would always be a point of contention for a boy like Jeffrey.

When he first arrived on the island, his old phone had been taken away, and he had received a new one. Alice had actually been there for this special moment: he had looked down at the new device with his sister standing a few feet away, and he glared at the piece of technology. "What is this? It's not even a smart phone!" He had dredged up those final two words like they came from some ancient, antiquated language.

"Boys don't get smart phones," His sister had explained it to him. "They can't be trusted. But don't worry. That will work fine enough for you."

By this point, he had already been outfitted with his electrified chastity cage, so he knew how intensely he could be punished.

It had required every iota of his self-control not to say something foolish. And yet, his hands and shoulders had shaken, like he hadn't been able to truly comprehend how something like this could happen. For this boy, it must have seemed so impossible. As far as he was concerned, a smart phone was a supposed to be a right.

Of course, the phone did possess some more advanced electronics, especially in terms of monitoring how the boy used his phone. This was a privilege, after all, one that could easily be taken away by any of his female superiors.

"Maybe I should program your phone for you," Alice said. "Is that going to be necessary? I bet you could handle the responsibility, but maybe I was wrong."

"No, Ma'am," he said with a quick shake of his head. "I can do it. This was just an oversight. It, it won't happen again," he promised. His voice dripped with desperation, so she stroked his chin, raised the controller, and her thumb moved just a little bit to the next level.

She pushed the button, pressing it down, and the circuitry activated. The signal jumped, it was received by the chastity cage, and then it delivered another jolt.

He twitched right there, locking his teeth down. He exhaled sharply through his nostrils.

"Did that sting?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"What are you learning?"

"I need to be more careful with my phone. I need to set my alarm. I can't be late," he said, letting the deluge jump from his mouth.

"Not good enough," she said, sliding her thumb up to the next level.

He took a breath, looked up at her, and he was about to utter something else, but she didn't get the chance. Alice pressed down, and another invisible signal jumped from her device to the cage between his legs. A sharper jolt of electricity stabbed into him. It raced along his nerves, leaping along his skin and making him gasp. He bowed forward, bracing his hands against the floor.

Instantly, Jeffrey realized his mistake. He quickly resumed his pose from before.

She circled him. She let him get nervous as he wondered whether or not he would be punished for that lapse.

With her thumb on the same button, she pushed it again.

He gasped. His breathing came fast now, and he stared straight ahead.

She hadn't demanded any kind of apology or explanation, so he stayed quiet.

"Care to try again?" Alice asked. This time, she decided to give him a hint. As she punished this boy, she knew she was just venting her frustrations. Yes, she was a powerful woman on this campus and on this island, but the women of the Consortium were a different breed altogether.

His lips hardened into another then frown, but he didn't know what to do or say.

"What are you learning?" Alice teased him. The tone of her voice rose, like she was patronizing him. She could have used this tone to address a four-legged pet, not a boy like Jeffrey.

Finally, he seemed to figure it out. He let the words spill from his mouth, "I’m learning how to be a good, happy, and productive boy. I'm learning to serve my superiors."

"Your superiors?"

"Women," he said. "I know you're smarter than me. I know that you're stronger than me. I'm learning to be an obedient male."

She reached down and patted him on the head.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I'm still feeling a little bit stressed. Let's give you three more jolts, and then you can beg for the opportunity to serve me. He would like that, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"One," she said as she gave him another jolt. He tried not to cry out. Still, the subtle sounds escaped the base of his throat. She gave him another blast of electricity. It searched through his body, wracking his slender frame.

"Last one," she announced. Then she pressed the button, and he threw himself forward. As the pain faded, he sat up again.

"Say thank you," she ordered.

"Thank you, Ma'am!"

The Dean crouched down in front of him, touched the underside of his chin, and forced him to meet her gaze. For the first few seconds, he kept glancing down to the left or right, like there was nothing more fierce or intimidating event in the Dean as she focused all of her attention on him. "Why are you thinking me?"

"Thank you for training me. Thank you for teaching me. You’re teaching me how to be an obedient boy. You’re teaching me that I need to be appropriately deferential and servile," he said. Yes, he had learned these answers long ago, but he still sometimes forgot. In fact, many of the boys who weren't born on Calista might learn their lessons, only to have their bad habits reassert themselves weeks, months, or even years later. In so many ways, males could be incredibly stubborn. Sometimes, Alice wondered if that was why they had been able to assert themselves in positions of leadership throughout the world.

"That's right. I'm teaching you how to be an obedient boy." She patted him on the head again, study, and then she walked back toward her large, mahogany desk. With swift, deft movements, she lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and set them aside in one of her drawers. As she closed it, she snapped her fingers and said, "Crawl. Then beg."

When he first arrived on the island, he had received orders like those, and he had tried to defy her each and every time. But as he recognized the power of his chastity cage and as his own desires ate away at his defenses, Jeffrey had learned to succumb. Not only that, he started to recognize the simplicity and ease of surrender. So much pressure had been heaped upon the men of the world. Maybe they needed to accept enslavement because it would be better for them. They could be so much happier…

Like a well-trained boy, he crawled around her desk. He stopped to her left, lifted his hands, straightened his back, and he looked at her almost eagerly now. When it came to oral service, he had become quite adept at pleasing the Dean.

"Dean Carver, may I serve you? May I go down on you, Ma'am? Please?" He sounded so eager, like a kid requesting candy.

She loved those words! There was something so intoxicating about hearing a boy surrender so completely.

Back when she was a student herself, Alice had wondered about boys and why they spent so much time fantasizing about blowjobs. Little by little, she had come to realize it wasn't only a question of the physical sensations. She was sure the boys enjoyed the feel of a dedicated girl’s wet lips, but there was so much more to it.

The power. The authority. The command. These young men could feel like kings or Masters with these girls down on their knees, licking, sucking, and eagerly bobbing their heads forward and back.

Now, Alice could actually sympathize with those males. Obviously, she had no intention of ever going down on a guy, but she could understand how those males felt. At this moment, she loved knowing that he would slide his cheeks between her inner thighs, like his tongue along her sex, and remain right there, on his knees, ready to serve her to the best of his ability. He would offer her anything and everything he possessed. In that moment, he would subjugate himself as her plaything. Her pleasure would matter, and his caged shaft would twitch against the unyielding combination of plastic and metal.

"Keep begging," she said with a swirling wave of her hand.

"Please, Ma'am? Please, I wish to serve you. I want to make you feel good. Please, allow me the privilege? Please, I will do my best to satisfy you."

"Serve me," she said.

Her assistant obeyed, scurrying under the desk. He knew exactly what position he was supposed to occupy. They had been through this scenario many, many times before. And even if some part of his ego still rebelled against the idea of acting as a sex toy for this powerful woman, another part of him your and for the opportunity to please this woman. She was beautiful. She was powerful. She could take him or protect him. She could do whatever she liked with him, and he knew it.

His trainer spread her legs, and he slipped his cheeks up along her inner thighs, just as he had done before. She enjoyed that little hint of stubble on his cheeks. And then he licked, sweeping his tongue up over her slit.

"Not good enough," she said, sliding her thumb up to the next level.

Sliding forward, he slid his tongue deep between the walls of her opening.

"Not so fast," she chided him. She reached down with her left hand, gripped his hair, and pulled back. "Take your time. I'm not in a rush," she said.

Jeffrey grimaced, but he obeyed this woman. She oversaw his education. She dictated the terms of his rewards and punishments, so he had to please her to the best of his ability. As he surrendered to her again, he slowed down, per her command. He moved his tongue gently along her opening. "Faster now," she said.

He didn't sweep his tongue up and down as quickly as before, yet he still increased the speed of those motions.

As he licked, Alice relaxed into those delicious rhythms. "That's nice," she said slowly, drawing out each syllable. "Yes, that's very, very nice. My boy knows exactly what he's doing.” Technically speaking, she didn't have any right to call him "my boy," especially because his sister still retained custody as far as the laws of Calista were concerned. And yet, she had trained him. More to the point, she adored having him right there down between her legs. On his knees, naked except for his chastity cage, he bobbed his head up and down. He worshiped her with his tongue, sending bright sparks of pleasure careening through her body.

She gripped the side of his head with her hands. She guided him now, setting the pace. "Like this," she said. "Very good. That's right."

Someone knocked on her door.

With the boy down on his knees and under her desk, he would remain out of sight, so she called out, "Come in."

The double wooden doors to her office opened, and her secretary appeared. Stacy was in her mid-thirties. A larger woman, she nonetheless carried herself with the quiet confidence of a competent woman who understood what it took to succeed on this island.

"Good morning, Stacy," Alice said. She had to concentrate hard to keep her voice even, especially as his tongue continued to glide along the walls of her opening. Fresh waves of pleasure cascaded her frame. Beneath her blouse and brawl, her nipples had stiffened, and her skin roiled with intense heat. Even so, she maintained her professional demeanor.

"Dean Carver," Stacy said formally, "The representative from the Consortium is here."

"Representative?"

Stacy pressed her lips together. "I don't know what to tell you. Apparently, it's just one woman. She introduced herself as Emily Winters."

"What?" Alice hissed. She tightened her grip on his head, especially because he started to pull away, but she wouldn't release him. "Who is Emily Winters?"

"I'm sorry, I don't know. That's all she would tell me."

"Fine."

"Should I send her in?" Stacy asked. As she spoke, she glanced back toward the desk. Clearly, she understood exactly what was happening. Women all across the campus took advantage of their various positions. From teachers to department chairwomen, all the way to the student tutors, they understood how the boys could be used and manipulated. It was one of the key pillars of the curriculum, after all.

"No," Alice said. Another thought occurred to her. "Tell her I’m currently occupied but I will be with her as soon as I can."

"Very good, Ma'am," Stacy answered politely. She closed the doors, and Jeffrey tried to pull back again.

Holding onto the back of his head, she refused to release him. She wasn't ready to let go, not while she considered the different implications.

Instantly, she thought of the Consortium, a group of four of the most powerful women on the planet.

Joan Williams, a real estate developer with holdings in every major city all across the planet. Her parents had owned a few properties in San Francisco and New York, but she expanded dramatically over the last two decades, snatching up assets in some of the world's hottest markets. More importantly, her competitors recognized her calmly methodical determination. Other businesspeople, men in particular, grew emotional as they viewed every transaction as some kind of game or contest. Not Joan Williams. She made a profit each and every time. Sometimes her gains were spectacular, making every other real estate developer envious. At other points, she only generated a small return, but those consistent gains meant that she had built up one of the most powerful real estate investment firms anywhere in the world.

Maria Contreras. She started in Argentina as a programmer. Originally self-taught, she eventually enrolled at one of her nation's most prestigious universities. Although the admissions process was always rife with accusations of nepotism and corruption, Maria constructed a compression algorithm which impressed with the admission committee so much that they let her in. From there, she published various papers, corrected some key theories in computer science, and eventually founded her own company. Now they developed antivirus software used by secretive governmental organizations all across the world.

Francesca Beaumont also dedicated her life to innovation, although she focused on medical devices. Alice didn't know precisely what this woman had accomplished, but it was enough to give her voting control of three separate companies, each of which created lifesaving miracles.

Finally, there was Alexandra Holmes, a woman whose company focused on "consulting". For most people, this probably sounded like a waste of time and money. The same, uninformed individuals likely neglected the importance of data acquisition and strategic analysis. Most people relied on "common sense," mostly because they neglected the world's inherent complexity. They didn't understand how millions of variables could interact with one another, not when they would prefer some simple platitude.

Together, these four women wielded enormous wealth and influence.

They call themselves the Consortium, and they had one goal, something simple, something only a few women across the world truly understood.

Matriarchy.

While activists argued and complained about the patriarchy, this new organizational principle would rewrite the vast majority of human interactions. In Western civilization and much of the rest of the world, men had taken control. Yes, there have been a few major kingdoms and nation-states ruled by women. But these examples were rare and proved nothing at all. In fact, men could shrug them off as bizarre aberrations. Worse, since those dynasties never lasted (not in the sense that a queen can bequeath her kingdom to a princess), men might use the occasional female head-of-state as proof that women were never meant to lead at all.

Perhaps, in the distant past, if you searched back far enough across the millennia, you might be able to find a few societies dominated by women. And yet, those same communities never expanded dramatically. They hadn't been able to conquer the world or capture the modern imagination.

This needed to change.

Working together, the Consortium would make sure that the patriarchy fell. Better yet, it would be replaced by a new matriarchy, one where men accepted their status as second-class citizens. Of course, it might be different from one nation to another. Perhaps one country and part of the world might decide that men should abide by strict new rules. Perhaps they wouldn't be allowed to vote, leave their homes unescorted, or even speak in public. In other jurisdictions, maybe males would be allowed to do everything normally, so long as they behaved and respected female superiority.

Different societies would need different sets of rules depending on how the women there intended to rule.

But one way or another, the women would take charge. They would be the ones making these decisions.

It was a grand vision, and many probably thought it was impossible. But these same women had accomplished so much on their own. Joan Williams, Maria Contrariness, Francesca Beaumont, and Alexandra Holmes understood ambition. Better yet, they knew how to disregard the voices of those who might discount their talents and abilities.

All of this flashed through Alice's mind has she wondered about this newcomer.

Emily Winters.

Who the hell was she?

Her breathing quickened, and she tried to figure out what kind of strategy to employee. Although Alice Carver wasn't anywhere near as wealthy or powerful as the members of the Consortium, she was still determined to make a good showing of herself, especially because this "representative" would have some sway.

Holding onto the sides of his head, Alice slid forward to the edge of her seat. His tongue dove down into the deep, damp heat of her sex. He flicked his tongue and worked her until she finally started to gasp and moan, to lose herself to those sensations.

Better yet, she stopped thinking about the strategies, the different variables and maneuvers she might need to employee. Instead, for a few seconds, she lost herself to be blazing star that was this vibrant orgasm. She cried out, screaming for two or three seconds. Then it was done, and she rolled her chair back.

Once again, Jeffrey was in his servile pose.

"Come out," she said. "And get dressed. I have work to do."

Alice pulled up her panties, smoothed out her skirt, and she sat down back at her desk. She glanced at her computer, saw that several emails had come in, and she quickly scanned over them on her computer monitor before finally reaching for the intercom button.

"Is Miss Winters still there, Stacy?"

"Yes, ma'am," said the secretary.

"Send her in," Alice said.

She slid back behind her desk, Alice kept one hand on her computer mouse as she scanned another message. Theoretically, this could wait, but she liked to appear busy as her visitor entered her office.

"Hello," Alice said. At the same time, she suppressed at the myriad questions that flared behind her eyes. She typed in a quick response, pushed the mouse society, and left her seat. She walked around the table and held out her hand.

"Dean Carver," said the young woman.

This girl was younger than Alice had expected. With her dark-brown hair tied back into a French braid, she looked more like one of Alice's potential students. She wore a black dress with a silver zipper running up at the center. She wore little bit of makeup, maybe some gloss and eyeshadow. She wore earrings and a necklace with a jade pendant dangling just above the base of her throat.

"Please, call me Alice," said the Dean.

"Alice," she said with a small degree of uncertainty. "My name is Emily Winters, and I'm here to speak with you. Do you mind if I close the door?"

"Please do," Alice said it. She returned to her seat and motioned for Emily to sit down.

The young woman complied. As she moved, Alice wondered exactly who this girl was supposed to be and how she could possibly "represent" the Consortium.

"I apologize that there wasn't any warning. My employers were called away at the last moment.

"All four of them?"

Emily shrugged as though she didn't really know the exact details, although Alice squinted slightly as she tried to pick up on some small sign, a hint or clue, some telling micro-expression.

"Like I said, I must apologize. I know I'm not who you were expecting."

"I was expecting for the most powerful women on the planet," Alice said.

"And I'm here representing them," Emily said. "Instead of having my employers here, I will observe your facility over the next few days and make a recommendation regarding how we should proceed."

"You know where they are," Alice said. "You know what they're doing."

Emily stiffened her lips into a tense line. She glanced over her shoulder. Definitely nervous, she was searching for some way to answer diplomatically.

"Cut the nonsense," Alice said, adopting the same tone she used with her students. "Tell me what's going on right now."

"Okay…" Emily shifted nervously in her seat. She was definitely younger and inexperienced. That worked to Alice's advantage, especially when she was so accustomed to dealing with young people. For the most part, she spent her time worrying about training boys like Jeffrey. At the same time, however, she still oversaw the development and construction of young women from across the island, not to mention the rest of the globe.

Emily puffed out her cheeks, and she straightened her back. "I assumed we would have to be more subtle about this, but I can be honest. Originally, I worked for Joan Williams. I’ve been something of a gopher for the last couple of years. Yes, I am young, but I know what I'm doing. Additionally, I have extensive background and training in terms of the psychology of human influence."

The "psychology of human influence" was theoretically an interdisciplinary field that included everything from pharmacology to philosophy, but all of that was really just a euphemism for its one true goal: domination. Psychologists in this field attempted to determine exactly what it took to control individuals or entire populations.

"Are you sure about this?" Alice asked.

"Which part?"

"Your presence here. I've never seen you. Never heard of you either."

"I'm sure, when we're done here, you're going to check on my background. You will find that I do have the Consortium's full confidence. After that, there isn't anything else I can offer you."

"So what are they doing?"

"From what I understand, they’re exploring several other facilities. There are other options, after all."

"Other options," Alice acknowledged. Her lips twisted around those words like she had just eaten something sour. Yes, she understood the logic and prudence of this approach.

It made perfect sense to pursue various options, and yet...

Calista High Academy could feel insular and isolated, especially when it came to the other women who worked in the same agenda and toward the same goal. Williams, Contreras, Beaumont, and Holmes may have been the most prominent figures in this global conspiracy, yet there were women on every continent who worked toward the goal of establishing viable matriarchies throughout the modern world. So yes, Alice had competition.

"What are they looking at?"

"I don't know the exact details, so you shouldn't ask, but apparently a developer in California has created some kind of headband."

"A headband? Really? What does it do?"

"Apparently, it has something to do with data transfer. After that, I don't know."

Alice pondered what all this meant.

"But in the meantime, you're here to check up on me and determine whether or not this is still a viable system, aren't you?"

"I wouldn't choose that exact description, but essentially, yes."

"Have you reviewed our curriculum?"

"Only briefly," Emily said. At least she had the good grace not to look embarrassed.

"Our curriculum focuses on Chastity Appreciation, Oral Worship, Women's Pleasure, Male Penetration, Drama, and Pharmacology."

Emily narrowed her eyes slightly as she listened to the list. Before she could ask the obvious question, Alice cut her off and explained, "Chastity Appreciation is fairly obvious when we are talking about male subjugation. Oral Worship serves a similar function. We require the boys to study Women's Pleasure because they need to see themselves as secondary and subordinate. This helps. Male Penetration does the exact same thing."

"And drama?" Emily asked with a hint of sarcasm. She sounded like any scientist who couldn't appreciate the complexity and value of studying any form of art.

"Drama, and stories more broadly, has always been one of the key foundations of how we structure society. When you look at our stories, you can see who we are. More than that, you can appreciate the ideological underpinnings that hold our society together."

Emily inclined her head. Perhaps you didn't agree, but she wasn't going to argue the point quite yet.

"You’re also taking a pharmacological approach?"

"It's a possibility," Alice acknowledged. Yes, they had a lab, but she didn’t think a chemical approach would work.

"Well, I promise I will be neutral and I will give an unbiased analysis to the Consortium. That said, it has been a very long flight, so I was hoping to rest for the remainder of the day."

"Absolutely," Alice said. "My secretary can make sure a car is waiting for you to take you back to your hotel. If you like, I can send my assistant with you. He can keep you company and possibly offer you some pleasure if you are so inclined."

Emily glanced down at the floor, like she didn't know exactly what to say. Clearly, she was the kind of girl who had grown up in one of the mainstream societies, probably Canada or the northern United States if Alice could make a judgment based on her sharp pronunciation.

"Thank you very much for the offer, but I don't think that will be necessary."

"I understand," Alice said. She rose from her desk, shook Emily's hand again, and added, "Business before pleasure."

Just as Emily had suggested, once she left, Alice pulled out her phone. She quickly swiped through the contacts and came upon one name in particular: Jessica Yang.

Holding her phone to her ear, Alice tapped her fingers against the desktop. Like most people, she seldom made actual calls. Instead, she preferred asynchronous messages.

"And what did I do to deserve the honor of an actual phone call from the most illustrious Dean of Calista High Academy?" Jessica asked as she picked up.

"Emily Winters, who is she?"

"Beaumont's favorite?" Yang replied. "Apparently, she is some hotshot researcher. Oh, and from what I understand, she was able to train a couple of really, really reluctant young men. You know Tyler O'Neill from Texas?"

"Vaguely," Alice said. "To be honest, I don't spend a lot of time on American politics."

"Okay, so let me set the stage for you," Jessica said dramatically. No matter where she was or what she was doing, whenever she met up with business partners or allies like Alice Carver, she employed this theatrical tone. "Tyler O'Neill was this hard-core misogynist. Basically, he wanted to build his entire career on raw, unadulterated sexism. When he ran his first campaign, the analysts insisted he didn't stand a chance. I mean, yeah, it was Texas, but he was supposed to be way too extreme even for this district."

"Let me guess, he won."

"Exactly," Yang replied. "He went on and on about the ridiculousness of male privilege, sexism, and even the gender pay gap. He could say whatever he wanted, it seemed. I mean, it makes a little bit of sense. He's a very attractive man, and he knows how to blend the strange sense of rage and hope. You think that if you vote for him, you don't know how, but maybe things will get better."

"You sound like a fan."

Yang laughed into her device, "A fan? No way." She took a few more seconds and was probably still grinning, "Frankly, I hated the guy. But then, he disappeared for three or four days. The conspiracy theories started online. Some of the really crazy threads started talking about how he had been taken out by the Deep State Illuminati or something."

"I wish the Deep State actually existed," Alice said.

"I know, right? If the world's governments really were controlled by a small cabal of people, then the Consortium could probably take over in just a few months. It's a shame the world is more complicated than that."

"Layers and layers of overlapping agendas and competitions," Alice acknowledged.

"Anyway, he disappears for a little while, and no one knows exactly what happened to him."

"So what was it?"

"Emily Winters," Alice replied.

"She might be smart, but she's just one girl, right? And it's not like she is wealthier anything, is she?" Alice asked, surprised by the unease creeping into her voice. Then again, she thought she had known all of the major players when it came to the development of the matriarchy. Having this young waif suddenly appear scratched at her more than she wished to admit.

"Yeah, that's what most people would think," Yang replied. "But guess what? Apparently, she worked her way through his security detail. She seduced three of his best men."

"And what did that accomplish?" Alice asked, her brows confused. "Seduction isn't generally a good method for control."

"'Seduced' might have been the wrong word," Yang replied. "How can I put this? By using her training protocols, she turned them into her obedient slaves. Apparently, she wrote up specific psychological profiles for each of his security specialists. Then she drew them off, one by one, over the course of months. No one notice to that anything was happening. But then, they turned on their boss. They grabbed him and brought him to some isolated location."

"What happened next?" Alice thought she could guess, but she didn't intend to get ahead of herself, especially if it turned out that Emily Winters built her reputation on hype and the promise of grandeur.

"She turned him," Yang said, only now her voice became completely serious. "Look, I don't know how it happened, but this girl knew exactly what buttons to hit. Apparently, he went from being this raging sexist to one of our staunchest allies. He has already gone on record as being willing to vote against universal, male suffrage."

"That doesn't seem possible."

"Look him up," Yang said. "Apparently, he claimed it was just a joke or whatever, but you can see that he's working for us now."

"That is pretty amazing," Alice said. "So the Consortium really listens to her?"

"She might be young and technically inexperienced, but I think that girl has a lot of potential. You should be careful around her."

"Apparently, she's going to be evaluating my program."

"Best of luck," Yang said. "But hey, I need to get back to my meeting."

"This is a real meeting?"

"You can call it that. I've got the CEO of a major electronics company collared and leashed and down on his hands and knees right now. He’s licking my toes and getting ready to bake for the chance to serve me with his mouth. Isn't that right, Craig?"

There was the sound of barking coming from the background.

Alice shook her head, "Best of luck. Have fun."

Over the course of the rest of the afternoon, Alice made the arrangements.

In particular, she focused on what to do, say, and demonstrate. The classes were scattered, but she considered the roster for each group and how she intended to show this young woman exactly what they had done. After all, they were making progress. Every year, Calista High Academy took reticent young men and turned them into obedient members of society. Granted, they would be locked in chastity, required to serve, and trained to recognize female superiority, but they still qualified as "members of society," right?

The next day, Alice made it to her office, and she found Jeffrey standing by her doors. He had his back straight, his shoulders tensed, and his hands crossed just above his buttocks. It wasn't exactly the Presentation Pose, but it demonstrated how he had learned his lesson.

"It's good to see you here," she said with a smile, "On time."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

She unlocked her door, and that's when he gulped and said, "Ma'am?"

"What is it?"

"A young woman was here earlier. She said she wanted to speak with you."

Alice tightened her grip on her key, "Did she leave her name?"

"She told me she was Miss Winters. Apparently, she has something she wants to show you. She asked me to ask you to meet her on the loading dock."

Alice tightened her brows as she absorbed this information and processed the implications.

"She has something to show me," Alice said, more to herself than her pet boy.

"As you say, Ma'am."

"Stay here and wait for Stacy. Obey her orders."

"Yes, Ma'am. I'll be good," he promised.

Although the stress of dealing with Miss Winters still lingered, Alice still glanced back down at this boy, and she enjoyed this little flutter of excitement and satisfaction. As an educator, she had worked hard with Jeffrey, retraining him. Now she saw the eager desire to please her play along his features.

When she visited other countries, she always endured the male gaze. So many men seemed to glance at her and instantly view her as a sex object or a threat. Classically beautiful despite her size and muscled physique, she made lots of males quite nervous. Good, she generally thought. And yet, this school was her domain, and she could enjoy watching young men like Jeffrey change and evolve. They would show up with their ridiculously antiquated and toxic notions of who they were supposed to be. Little by little, they would be retrained until they eagerly accepted their new status.

By the time Alice and her colleagues finished with these boys, they could recognize their own inferiority. They could see women as stronger, smarter, and more emotionally capable. They would see themselves as happiest when they conformed and obeyed. Better yet, they didn't struggle. They were taught to enjoy themselves, to find true happiness under a woman's strict authority.

She saw it in Jeffrey's face, and she took a moment to bask in that simple accomplishment.

Of course, this moment of relief couldn't last for long. As she strode away, Alice girded herself for whatever Emily Winters had planned.

Considering that this was her school, Alice didn't appreciate this kind of gameplay. After her conversation with Yang, Alice had gone online and visited a few of Calista's hidden websites. She started searching for Emily Winters. At first, she didn't expect to find much, especially since the Consortium paid a cadre of programmers quite a bit of money to make sure that this island largely remained hidden from the wider web. Random guys searching around online wouldn't find anything useful.

The matriarchy would creep in; the majority of the world's men wouldn't notice until it was too late. Most of the globe’s male population wouldn’t see what was happening in far-off lands like Calista.

Apparently, despite her youth, Emily Winters already had several publications to her name. Worse, Alice had read through the articles. At first, she only intended to skim, largely because she didn't think they would be very good. Despite those preconceptions, she found herself admiring attention to detail, the focus on male subjugation, and the exploration of different topics.

Maybe this young woman was as good as everyone said.

Granted, that might be even more frustrating, Alice reminded herself. It might have been nice to intimidate this young woman into giving her whatever she wanted, but maybe this would have to be an actual conversation and dialogue over the course of a week.

And if it went wrong, what would happen?

So often, the world came down to questions of funding and resource allocation. Running and maintaining Calista High Academy took a lot of money. Without the help of the Consortium, maintaining the institution would probably be impossible. They didn't have some massive endowment.

"It's not going to come to that," Alice whispered to herself as she made her way to the edge of campus and the loading docks where the trucks delivered the various supplies. For the most part, that meant food for the dorms, furniture or other sundry supplies.

Alice didn't come here very often, but she made a point of knowing all of her employees. She smiled and waved at the women who oversaw the school's logistical needs. She also nodded to the boys who worked as custodians, cleaning the leaves from the walkways, washing the buildings' windows, and emptying the garbage bins.

Eventually, she went through a large glass door, headed down the hallway, and found herself in the loading bay.

Up ahead, she spotted Emily Winters.

She wore the same black dress, a white scarf, and dark leggings. She had her eyes aimed down at her phone as she typed out some message.

"Good morning," Alice said.

"Hello," replied the young woman. Politely, she put her phone away without finishing her work. "It's good to see you again."

"Are you ready for the tour?" Alice asked. But then she glanced around and chuckled, "To be honest, I didn't think you would want to start here."

"A tour sounds lovely," Emily said. "But first, I would like to propose a small experiment, just something to help me take my evaluation and ultimate recommendation to the Consortium."

"What sort of experiment?" Alice asked. Her eyes tightened slightly, if only because this was her campus, and she didn't like the idea of this girl setting the agenda.

Yes, they were both women, and yes, they both wanted to work toward the same goal of establishing viable matriarchies across the world, but that didn't mean they had to agree on every point. In fact, Alice couldn't help but think of how some of the most powerful members of their movement actively disliked one another. Sure, they could work together, but that didn't mean they had to be friends.

"This kind," Emily said. She stepped over to a rectangular container. It was about half her size and covered in a black sheet. She yanked the linen away, revealing a naked boy inside. He had his hands tied behind his back, a ball gag in his mouth, and he glared outward with undisguised anger.

"And who is this?" Alice asked as she crouched down. She did her best to maintain a diplomatic tone despite her misgivings. Calista High Academy existed to retrain males and reorient their desires so that they willingly surrendered to the women around them. It was supposed to be voluntary, yet the restraints on his wrists and that gag in his mouth, not to mention the fact that he had apparently been shipped in a freaking cage, indicated this boy would fight hard.

"My brother," she said.

Alice resisted the urge to leap back up onto her feet.

"Your brother?"

"This is Dylan Winters, my older brother. You see, my family is very traditional, and I believe both of my parents want to see him inherent our holdings. Basically, he will inherit almost everything, and I will probably be given just enough to make sure I can get started with my academic career. That's my parents' version of fair," she said scornfully.

"I see…" Alice replied. She looked down at this young man.

Despite being positioned on his knees, naked and on display, he didn't growl or grunt. Instead, he glared at her with that much ferocity as he could manage.

Alice smirked. Not only that, she did enjoy this little twinge of excitement. Jeffrey hadn't been quite so hostile when he first arrived at her institution, but that same kind of defiance had played along his eyes. Frankly, she enjoyed the challenges.

"Impossible," Alice finally announced.

"Excuse me?"

"You're a woman of science," Alice replied as she turned and faced the young woman. For once, Emily looked nervous, like she hadn't predicted this turn of events, and she wasn't used to that kind of uncertainty. "I expect you to be reasonable. You're going to be here for five days, correct?" Emily nodded, so Alice continued, "A boy like this, especially one who is so defiant and steeped in patriarchal ideology, can't be trained in five days."

"You don't think you could break him?"

"Oh, yes. I could definitely break him. We could torture him until he was willing to say whatever he wanted to hear. This isn’t what you want to hear, Emily. My teachers and I work hard to reform these boys. We want them to be genuinely interested in surrender. We want them to honestly recognize their inferiority. It’s possible but highly unlikely, and I don’t intend to make wild promises that I and my staff probably won’t be able to keep."

Emily pressed her lips together. She started to frown, and she opened her mouth, but Alice cut her off once again. As a taller, stronger, broader woman, it was quite easy, especially considering Emily's youth and general inexperience. Okay, so maybe she had some impressive accomplishments to her name, but she was still just getting started with her career.

"That said," Alice continued, "You're going to be here for five days, correct?"

"I was planning on leaving on Friday, but I can extend my trip if necessary," she replied.

"Although your boy won't be fully trained, I have an alternative suggestion for you."

"What's that?"

"We enroll him in our program. That said, I want you to understand right now that this is only going to be the beginning. I imagine you know your brother fairly well. You will be able to judge for yourself the effectiveness of this program, at least based on the initial steps." The Consortium trusted Emily Winters, so Alice couldn't just ignore her or have this boy he sent back to the United States or whichever country he came from.

"So we can look for progress even if he might still resist?”

“We can," Alice said with a smile.

"Okay then," Emily replied.

Alice didn't blink or look shocked, but she was surprised nonetheless. Although she kept her expression neutral, she held out her hand, the two women shook on their newfound agreement.

Once again, Alice had been forced to modify her plans. She had originally hoped to simply meet with the members of the Consortium and negotiate the terms of funding for the next couple of years. Now she had this young woman to deal with. Not just her, her brother.

Still, Alice recognized the importance and necessity of flexibility, especially when it came to running an institution like this. That's why she quickly summoned one of her top students, Olivia Rodrigon.

Despite getting pulled out of one of her seminars, she appeared and asked, "What can I do for you, Dean Carver?" She used the formal title, although her tone made it clear that these women have spent a lot of time together. Alice considered herself to be something of Olivia's mentor.

By most cultural standards, Olivia was incredibly beautiful with her sleek features, long, straight brown hair, vivid eyes, and slender and seek. In many ways, she and Alice were physical opposites, yet they both carried themselves with a sense of power and confidence. Some males found it intimidating, others irresistible and alluring.

"Olivia," Alice said. "I’d like you to meet Emily Winters. She is visiting and would like to know more about our school. Would you be comfortable giving her a tour?"

"Absolutely," Olivia said. She even hopped forward, grabbed Emily by one of her hands, and said, "It's great to meet you. We have so much for you to see!"

A second later, Olivia and Alice exchanged looks.

Alice didn't say anything, yet her expression clearly conveyed one idea: You're laying it on a bit thick, aren't you?

Olivia smiled back: You want me to be friendly and welcoming, don't you?

With a dismissive shake of her head, Alice turned back to their guest, "You’re in excellent hands. Olivia here as a solid record of training and working with our boys."

"It's great to meet you," Emily said amiably.

Eventually, the two young women wandered off, and Alice looked down at the male locked in the cage. His sister had given Alice the keys for the cage and cuffs. Dean Carver opened the latch, reached down, and grabbed him by one arm, hoisting him up and setting him down on his feet.

"Welcome to Calista," she said with a little smirk.

His muscles tensed, and she chuckled, "You don't want to try to run off, especially right now," she told him. "I know, I know. Your sister has mistreated you, and now you want to escape. You're probably imagining a dozen different kinds of revenge. Well, that's not going to happen. First, we're going to get you properly equipped. Second, you are going to learn to behave while you were on this campus. Now, you can insist on being a complete brat. You can argue that you’re rebellious and defiant or whatever, but that means you're probably just going to be left locked up, chained, and gagged for the next week or so. After that, you will be your sister's problem again. Is that what you want?"

Alice sounded so reasonable as she spoke. Between her age, height, and powerful build, she frightened this young man. He probably would have felt big and intimidating compared to most young women, especially if they had already been socialized to think of themselves as smaller and weak. Alice noted the way a little tremble ran down his torso as he glanced up at her. He could only meet her gaze for an instant before he aimed his eyes back down at the loading bay's concrete floor.

"Now, nod your head if you're willing to cooperate."

He bit down. His teeth dug into the rubber ball strapped between his lips, but he only waited for a moment or two before he nodded.

In doing so, he probably felt like he lost something.

Good.

"Let's start with something easy," she said. She reached for the back of his head, and he flinched for just a moment.

"It's okay," Alice said. "I'm not going to hurt you." She opened the latch on his gag, and the tension disappeared. She pulled the strap away, along with the rubber ball.

He huffed and puffed for several long seconds before lifting his head and looking right up at her. "Look, I don't know where I am or what's going on, but my sister kidnapped me. If you help me out of this, I can pay you."

"Be quiet," she said. Alice didn't sharpen her tone, but it was clear she could.

Dylan opened his mouth, and he obviously ached to say something. It was right there. Just as bad, he had been trained to speak up whenever he wanted something. He was a boy, wealthy and probably spoiled. Still, he wasn't used to being close to a woman like Alice Carver, so something inside of him tightened, and he stayed quiet.

"Good boy," she said as she reached down and patted him on the head. "You need to understand that you're not going to bribe me. You don't have anything I want, boy. Oh, but we do need to get you classified, don't we?" She smirked. "Don't worry. We have someone on campus can do that."

As she spoke, his chest started pumping faster. He tried again. "Okay, I tried to be nice. Look, my sister kidnapped me. You get that, right? This is illegal. Unless you help me, I will make sure you get thrown in prison right next to her."

"No," she said. "Now, we can try with a simple lesson. You're going to get down on your knees, and you're going to beg for me to let you out of those handcuffs."

He snorted. "I don't beg."

"Really? You normally ride around in cages?" She chuckled. "If you can learn to do that, I'm sure you can learn to ask nicely."

"Why would I?"

"Because this is the only way you're going to get out of those handcuffs." Alice held up the key and dangled it right in front of him. He twitched, moving forward, but she drew it away. Not only that, she laughed because he wouldn't have been able to reach for it anyway.

"Really?" Alice asked. "Go on. Beg."

He bit down again.

Finally, he let out a little growl and snarled, "Please? I please have the keys to the cuffs?"

Unimpressed, she ordered, "Beg harder."

Dylan Winters glanced down at the concrete. He stared for several long seconds, probably while he worked hard to figure out whether or not he could really do this. Throughout his life, he had probably been pampered. Sure, he faced his own challenges. He likely had to argue or fight with bullies. There must've been the constant pressure to earn strong grades and to succeed.

But begging?

That wasn't something an entitled boy like him would have ever had to do. It was a challenge, and it stretched the limits of his psychological flexibility, but he forced himself to comply. Alice could already guess what thoughts were flowing through his head. He probably told himself that this would be a temporary occurrence, something he only had to do once. Just once. After that, he would get out of his restraints, he would find some clothing, and then he would make his escape. Once he made it back to United States, he could make his sister pay…

They were all the same. These boys could be so adorably predictable!

"Please, release me," Dylan said, only his voice remained tight with a mixture of dignity and frustration.

"Harder," she said.

"Please?" Some of the certainty seemed to break apart.

"You can do better," she said. "I can see it in your eyes. I think you could be a very good boy, but you're going to have to try a lot harder if you want out of those handcuffs." She smiled down at him. "Besides, you do realize that I don't actually have to let you out of them, don't you?"

In that moment, he did. Perhaps he had taken it as an inevitability, like she would need to release him.

She watched this boy go through the different calculations until the spark of fear raced through his body. His breathing came faster, and his chest seemed to tighten up for just a second as he looked up at her. In that moment, he started to understand. He started to comprehend his own inferiority. "Please. Please, let me out of these cuffs. Please? Please look, I'll be good. I swear. I’ll be good. Please, I'm begging!"

"Turn around," she said.

Some of the moisture probably drained away from his mouth as he contemplated what the Dean of Calista High Academy would do to him. Still, he turned around, obeying her command. Better yet, he didn't even think about it. In that moment, it must have felt so normal, so natural for him to do as he was told.

Perfect.

This was just a very small step, she knew, but it counted as an important one.

Using the key, she unlocked his handcuffs. She pulled them away and tossed them aside. They clattered onto the ground. One of the custodial boys would be a long and clean the stuff up.

For several seconds, he rubbed his wrists.

"Don't do it," she said.

He glanced back at her. All of the desperation from just a few seconds before had already evaporated. He rubbed his wrists some more, glanced around, and he studied the exit.

"I'm telling you, you're going to regret it," she promised.

His lips hardened. He looked around.

"I'm going to get you graded, and then we're going to talk about your position here."

"No," he said with a slow shake of his head. When he looked back at Alice, Dylan must have viewed her as a bureaucrat, the kind of woman who sat behind a desk all day and filled out forms or typed out messages.

He turned, and he started to run.

The Winters boy lunged forward, but Alice was even faster. She had known exactly what he would try to do, so she hoped one arm around his waist, easily lifted him up, and pulled him back. She threw him toward the wall, and his shoulders banged against the solid surface. He blinked, apparently shocked. He had never imagined that this woman would be able to manhandle him so easily.

"I don't want to hurt you," he said.

Alice smirked back at the naked male, which only infuriated him. As he pushed himself away from the loading dock's wall, he leaned forward like he thought he was going to fight with her. "I'm serious," he said again, like he thought maybe she hadn't understood. "I'm going to hurt you if I have to. I'm not going to let my sister get away with this. This is your last chance."

"My last chance? Really? Are you suggesting that you might try to fight me?" She was taller, stronger, and almost assuredly better trained. Somehow, she doubted that this spoiled boy had any real sense of how wrestling or martial arts actually worked. He probably hoped to intimidate her, only she wasn't some model he wanted to hit on at a club.

Alice Carver knew exactly what she was doing as she stepped forward.

She enjoyed the way he gulped, how he swallowed back the nervous energy coursing through his body.

"What do you think you're going to do? Go on. Tell me. You think you're going to be able to hold me down? Do you think you're going to be able to fight me?" Alice asked him.

"I...I..." As hard as he tried, he didn't know what to tell her.

Curious about something, she decided to go to him, "Tell me, do you really think you could take me? Do you really think you could fight me?"

"What? You think I'm scared of hitting a girl?" Dylan appeared back at her.

"Cute boy, I'm a woman. I'm a woman, and I know exactly what I'm doing. So stop wasting my time. If you really think you can do this, try it." She put her hands on her hips, opened herself up to attack, and waited for him.

Silently, Alice counted out the next couple of seconds as his eyes darted to the left and right. He looked frantic, like some cornered animal. But unlike most wildlife, this boy didn't have the instincts to fight. He thought he was going to win because he had watched too many movies and TV shows. Then he threw himself forward. With this adorably pathetic roar, he launched himself at her like he thought he would be able to knock her down, pin her, and show her that she was nothing but a helpless female.

Adorable.

He raced at her, and her position moved almost instantly. She reoriented herself, bracing her feet, reaching out, and grabbing him by his arm. He twisted his arm around to the small of his back and at the back of his legs, knocking his feet out from beneath him.

In the next moment, he hit the concrete ground hard. With a wheezing gasp, he tried to catch his breath, but this woman when it let him.

She let go, and he rolled onto his back. Refusing to give up, however, he started to stand again, and then he threw a punch.

It was lazy, sloppy, and completely telegraphed.

Alice Carver had no problem predicting exactly where he would try to punch. She easily dodged, reached out, grabbed his wrist, and twisted his arm again.

"I thought we already did this," she taunted him.

"Let me go!" Dylan roared.

"Not until you acknowledge your inferiority," she said.

As she shoved him up against the wall again, she couldn't see his face, yet it was easy to envision this boy's eyes widening with that mixture of shock, dismay, and unadulterated rage.

He still hadn't caught his breath, but he tried to roar. Instead, it came out like this adorable little squeak.

The Dean reached down with her free hand while he slapped one palm against the concrete wall.

Grabbing his right butt cheek, she said, "Right now, this is mine. You belong to me. You might not like your sister or how you got here, but I don't care. I’m the Dean, and I'm telling you what's going to happen. You going to get down on your knees, if you're going to apologize. You're going to say that you regret being rude. Because if you don't, I'm going to spank you right here and now."

He froze for a moment, his body locking up. In an instant, he stopped trying to shove himself away. He stopped trying to rip his wrist from her grip.

"Understand, boy?" Alice asked him.

"This can't be happening," he muttered.

Amused, she asked, "Which part? The one where your sister takes you to another country or the one where a woman owns your ass?"

"Let me go!"

"And why would I do that?"

"Because this is wrong!"

"Actually, it isn't. Your sister is your guardian, and she put you in my custody. Right now, I can punish you however I see fit. This is my legal right. Now, are you going to cooperate? Are you going to apologize for your bad behavior?"

"Never!"

"This is your decision to make, Dylan," she said. She wanted him to understand the exact relationship between cause and effect here. He needed to understand that he would ultimately be responsible for the punishment he endured. "What's he going to be, boy? What are you going to do?"

Adorably, he growled out, "Don't call me that!" Even now, while he was physically overpowered by this taller, stronger woman, he decided to quibble about the language she used.

"You are a boy," she said. "You're a spoiled, disobedient boy, but we’re going to take care of that. We are going to retrain you. Step by step, you will learn to be obedient. Maybe you'll be a servant. Maybe you'll be a stallion. Either way, we will make sure you understand your place here on Calista and in the modern world."

He inhaled, and she already knew what he would do. He would snarl back some promise or valve. It wouldn’t actually change anything, of course. He would still be pressed up against the wall, trapped as he squirmed, pushing against her strength, only to fail over and over again.

Torn between amusement and genuine exasperation, she gripped his ass again. Then she pulled her hand back, and she gave him one swat, then another. Her hand flew down, strong, fast, and true. She had punished plenty of guys like this over the years. Spanking boys was just another professional responsibility for the Dean of Calista High Academy.

If she was really honest with herself, then perhaps Alice would have to acknowledge one simple truth: she enjoyed this part of the job. There was something so amazing about hearing him gasp and whimper. After all, in that moment, she was doing something concrete to promote female supremacy. Although it was a difficult lesson, this boy needed to learn that he wasn't better or stronger based on his biology or physiology.

She swatted his backside again and again. She savored those sounds that echoed throughout the loading bay. Better yet, she loved the firmness of his backside. He kept wiggling and squirming, but she held on tight.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to apologize?"

Without giving him the opportunity to answer, she continued spanking him, bringing her hand down hard and fast.

Finally, she paused to just long enough for him to call out, "I'm sorry!"

"For?"

In those first few moments, he answered with brittle, stony silence. Feeling playful, patronizing, and maybe a little cruel, she reached up and slid her nails gently along the curve of his ass, up the small of his back, past his shoulders, and into his hair. She started massaging him, lightly petting him like he was some beloved dog. "Do you need some help? I would be happy to help you, boy."

His shoulders flexed as he bristled.

No one probably talked to him like this. Yes, she imagined his sister had teased him at one point or another. She had probably enjoyed taunting him thoroughly, but this was new. It wasn't the normal embarrassment of making a mistake in middle school or high school. It wasn't the teasing he might have received from his friends.

With every word, she made it clear that she didn't respect him. As far as she was concerned, he was nothing but a boy.

As he puffed from one angry breath to another, he probably ran through every scenario he could envision. What would happen if he turned around and tried to shove her away? What would happen if he attempted to tackle her? What if he just jumped up, kicked against the wall like some ninja, and threw his shoulders back against her? In each and every scenario, however, he must have realized that that Alice Carver could take him.

"I'm sorry I was rude. Sorry I was disrespectful," he said.

"You're doing better now," she acknowledged. "Keep going." As she spoke, she put her hand on his shoulder, and she turned him around. Since she let him go, he dropped his arms down to his sides.

He glanced up at her again.

"Please, I don't want to do this," he said.

"Do you hear that new tone you're using? Do you hear how you sound?" Alice asked. She sounded gentler now, "That's how you should speak. You need to be appropriate and differential with the women around you. You see, women outrank you. I know you’re from a mixed-up land, and in your country, men are also confused. You get too much respect, and you make these silly, silly mistakes." She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side like she could hardly comprehend how the boys could make these sorts of errors. "Now try again. Apologize for thinking of yourself as my equal. Apologize for trying to run off."

He bit down, swallowed back his anger, and he glowered at her for just a moment. But then that defiance broke apart under her watchful gaze. She intimidated him, both physically and intellectually. Although he still had trouble recognizing the fact of the matter, Alice was stronger and smarter. She had experience, wisdom, and the confidence to use all of her talents and tools to reshape him. Whether he liked it or not, he would be taught, and he would learn…

"I, I'm sorry," he said, his nose works through his teeth. "I'm sorry I tried to run off."

"That was the second half," she pointed out.

His eyes blazed, and he obviously hated every second of this. In fact, he glanced back over toward the exit, like he thought he might be able to jump and get away.

"You don't want to do that," she said, sounding amused.

"I..." he started. Something inside of him hardened. Maybe he recalled his favorite action hero or comic book character (those stories were really such bad influences on these boys), so he made a decision.

Like so many boys, he made the wrong choice. In doing so, he proved why these males needed to be controlled in the first place.

He leaned down, threw himself forward, and he tried to tackle her. He launched his body forward with all of the momentum he could muster. But this time, he didn't throw a punch. He didn't try to lift his foot to kick either. Instead, he just wanted to launch his mass against Alice to knock her down.

For once, his plan actually worked.

He threw himself forward, crashed into her, and she hit the ground.

Yes, the pain splashed across her nerves, but she was far more irritated with the fact that he just got her outfit dirty. There was probably going to be dust down along the length of her jacket.

He grabbed at her wrists, probably thinking he was going to pin her down. Once on top, he would have this primal authority. He would be able to take control and demand whatever he wanted! In his fantasies, he probably thought he would finally be able to control this woman. For him, the "natural order" would be restored!

He went for her wrists, but her hands moved faster. Despite the pain, she hadn't been stunned, and she still knew how to fight and grapple far better than he did.

Alice Carver, the Dean of Calista High Academy, wasn't going to be defeated by some male without any training or practice. He wasn't even some wild, unclassified stallion who might have had total muscle mass on his side.

She rolled out from beneath him, shoving him to one side as she pivoted to the other.

Unlike Alice, Dylan had never wrestled or grappled with anyone before. He had no idea what he was doing. Maybe he snorted at the concept, laughing at some of the wrestlers on his high school team. Like so many other boys, when he didn't know very much about a particular field of study, he overestimated his own talents even as he underestimated the people who spent uncounted hours learning and practicing.

In the next moment, he was disoriented, but she grabbed him, taking his wrists, pushing them forward, and knocking him down onto the concrete floor. He hit it hard. Pain exploded along the back of his head, making his vision blur for a moment. But then she was on top of him, and she locked his wrists beneath her knees.

"You're not going to get away with this!" All thoughts of an apology had fluttered out of his cute boy's head. As he cried out his bold declaration, he tried to twist out from under her, but he didn't know what he was doing. Worse, she anticipated those twitches in his muscles, so she easily readjusted her position, trapping him each time. She made sure this boy couldn't go anywhere!

Locked down on the concrete, pinned beneath her, he kicked out with his feet, flailing his heels uselessly.

"Dylan, you probably think of yourself as a smart boy. So what should a smart boy do in this situation?"

"Go to hell!"

She brought her hand up and smacked him across the face. That one, quick slap made his eyes widen. A mixture of shock and humiliation burned through his body as he stared up at this powerfully beautiful woman. He still couldn't comprehend what just happened, not until the heat coalesced along his cheek.

"I won't tolerate that kind of bad language," she said simply. "Now let's try that again. If you think of yourself as a smart boy, what should you do?"

Clearly, he didn't want to speak, but his legs went limp, dropping down to the floor as he soaked in one simple fact: he couldn't get away. She was better than him, stronger and easily capable of holding him down for as long as she wanted.

Something in his ego must have twisted and writhed, but he gave her the one-word answer she expected, "Apologize."

"Good. Let's try again." She peered down and waited.

Even as she saw those emotions battle across his features, Alice savored every second of this. She seldom got to enjoy this kind of one-on-one attention with a boy. Yes, she understood the importance of overseeing payroll, establishing budgets for her instructors, mentoring the female students, but she missed training in taming young men like Dylan Winters.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"Tone," she replied.

He shivered with dread, but then he looked up at her. He tilted his head back and stared into her eyes, "I'm sorry! I'm sorry I was rude, and I'm sorry I tried to get away. I'm sorry. I'm really, really sorry!" Somehow, he sounded like this adorable kindergartner who hadn't quite mastered the vocabulary for an impressive apology, but she didn't care about his word choice nearly as much as the desperation pulsing along every syllable.

"Good," she said. "Now, are you ready to be classified?"

He had no idea what that meant, but he nodded anyway.

"Good," she said. She rose to her feet, pulled out her phone, and sent one text message, then another.

Through all of this, he remained down on his back. Obviously, he was trying to think of some way he could get out of this, but he remained quiet and out of the way, so Alice really didn't mind.

A few seconds later, a young woman scurried through the doorway.

"Hello, Samantha," Alice said to the student assistant. Samantha was a brilliant young engineer. Dark-skinned and a few inches shorter than Alice, she had a voluptuous build. In fact, many of the boys had trouble keeping their eyes off of her well-endowed chest.

"I brought the equipment for you," Samantha said.

"Thank you very much. Would you like to meet our new boy?"

Samantha glanced down at Dylan. Instantly, his cheeks started to burn a bright shade of red; he must have wished he could stop it, but he had never been in a position like this before, naked and ultimately powerless before a pair of powerful women. Alice was older, but Samantha was probably close to his age, which made it so much worse…

"Hello, boy," Samantha said with a cheerful wave of her hand. "I guess those are going to be for you."

Dylan finally snuck a glance over at the equipment Alice held in her hand. His lips parted and hardened as he contemplated what that equipment would entail and what it might mean for him. He probably tried to deny it to himself; clearly, he wouldn't dare defy these women or argue with either of them, but he could hold onto his private hopes and fantasies.

"Have you ever worn a collar before?" Alice asked him.

"No!" he called out, clearly affronted.

Samantha was a sweet girl, so she tried to make it a little bit easier for him, "No, it's not a big deal. Basically, this is just a tracking collar. I'm guessing Dean Carver wants it on you because you’re new, right? I'm sure once you are classified, everything will be fine."

"This can't be happening," he muttered, but Alice stepped forward, lifted the collar, and he tensed up. Actually, Alice was impressed. She almost expected him to try to retreat back or run off again. So many boys needed to be reminded again and again of their physical inferiority. Or maybe he was simply stunned, but either way, she slid the leather collar around his neck. Just as Samantha had said, this one came with a tracker, but the miniaturized electronics were all hidden away underneath the lining. She brought the collar up, tightened it around his throat, and secure the clasp. Then she pushed down on the button, and the electronics recognized her thumb print. The locks engaged.

"This is ridiculous," he said.

Next, Alice attached his leash.

"If you want, we can use the handcuffs and gag your sister got you," Alice said.

"Oh, you have a sister around here?"

"She's just visiting," Alice said with a note of irritation in her voice.

"Well, anyway," Samantha said. "I think you're going to have a really nice time here. I have met lots and lots of boys who love Calista High Academy."

"You don't need to handcuff me," he said, clearly doing his best to ignore the enthusiastic young woman standing beside him.

Alice's phone buzzed for her attention. "Kayla Stark is ready for you," Alice said. "Come along."

For the next few minutes, Alice walked with Samantha beside her. The two women spoke, all while Dylan Winters remained sullenly quiet. He was obviously angry about all of this. More importantly, he probably didn't understand how it could be happening. Just as likely, he may have been contemplating escape. But with the thin, nylon leash leading from his collar to Alice's hand, he knew it wasn't going to happen anytime soon.

They made their way across campus. Alice considered giving him a more formal tour. She could have pointed out the dorms for the girls (gorgeously appointed apartments), the rooms for the boys (little more than holding cells), the gardens, the classrooms, the laboratories, or the gyms. Instead, Alice focused all of her attention on Samantha.

"Things are going really well with José," she said. "I decided that he was going to be my boyfriend, so I asked him out, and his guardian said yes. I'm thinking I'm going to be able to do a really good job of training him. I mean, he's already so good. Like, I see him, and he's really enthusiastic. Isn't that amazing?"

Alice glanced over at Dylan.

She remembered seeing José for the first time. He had been silent and defiant, just like this least boy.

"Yes," Alice said indulgently as she enjoyed hearing her people talk about one of her first loves. The enthusiasm of youth could be so endearing and energizing.

Eventually, Samantha had to excuse herself, so she rushed off to go work on whatever engineering project drew her attention. In the meantime, Alice continued to hold onto his leash.

After several more steps, Dylan's curiosity overwhelmed him. "What is this place? What is this place really? Where am I?"

"Calista," Alice said. "It's a small island. You probably haven't heard of it, and that's fine."

"That's not what I meant," he groused.

"Really? You shouldn't be upset," she said. "It's a beautiful day out."

"I'm naked, collared, and leashed!" He spat back.

Alice stopped, turned around, and faced him. Large, beautiful buildings surrounded them along with open spaces coated in green grass. Beyond the fields, thick woods enveloped the campus.

Only a moment ago, he sounded so bold and brave, but now he stepped forward and nearly bumped into her. She looked down at him, touched his cheek with the back of her hand, and asked, "Do you have a problem with that?"

"This isn't fair," he said.

"Explain," she said to him.

His nostrils twitched, and he looked around. Currently, the other students were all taking their classes or back in their dorm studying. Maybe a few, small figures rushed around in the distance, but they didn't tell Dylan anything.

"Go on," she encouraged him. "You say this isn’t fair. Defend your point. Why not?"

"I shouldn't be on a leash like a dog!"

"You're a boy," she pointed out, make it sound like that explained everything. "More to the point, you are a disobedient male who hasn't been classified or properly domesticated. That's why you're on a leash. So yes, that sounds quite fair to me."

His nostrils twitched, and he glared at her, but Alice just smiled. "Don't worry. Over the next week or so, you're going to learn everything you need to know." Strictly speaking, that wasn't true. It would take a lot longer than a week to properly educate this young man, but she hoped they would be able to do a good job and get his training started. After all, they had to impress his sister…

In that moment, Alice gave his leash a sharper tug and was strictly necessary, but she strode ahead. Playing with this boy was fun, but he also reminded her of that huge question dangling above her head.

A few minutes later, they made it to Kayla Stark's classroom.

Out in the hallway, everything looked relatively normal. They passed a few trophy cases, different posters adorned the walls along with student-made flyers. It probably reminded Dylan of any other college or school he had visited.

But then they strode through the door to one of the classrooms, and they found Kayla Stark standing there.

She wore black jeans, a dark red blouse, and she stood up from her desk. She quickly approached the Dean. "It's good to see you," she said. "So we have a new student?"

"He's not technically enrolled," Alice replied, "But we're going to do our best with him. And to get started, we need to have him inspected and classified."

"That would be my pleasure," Kayla replied. Tall and slender with black hair, dark eyes, and pale skin, she glanced over at Dylan. Her tone sharpened instantly, "Stand up straight, hold your hands behind your back, and don't move."

"What, what's going on?"

Kayla strode over to him, grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head back, and looked down into his eyes. When Alice had overpowered him, there had been this playful little glint in her expression, like this was all a game, and she was playing with him. In fact, getting overpowered vaguely reminded him of getting babysat by one of the girls from the middle school.

When Kayla stared down into his eyes, a cruel smirk tugged at the corners of her lips. "You don't get to ask questions, boy. You get to obey. Now, do I need to strap you down to one of those desks and start playing with you? Because I will. Better yet, I’ll make sure you regret your disobedience and impudence."

Under any other set of circumstances, Dylan probably would have started laughing. He would’ve heard those bold declarations, and they would’ve come off as silly and theatrical.

When Professor Kayla Stark addressed him, hot fear ran through his body, and he tried to look down, but she still held onto his hair, making it impossible for him to turn away.

"I'll be good," he stammered out.

"Good," she said. "Because guess what? You're a boy on Calista, so that means no one cares about your opinion. Maybe if you find a nice girl to train you, she might be generous and pretend, but that's not me. No, it's not."

What kind of teacher was this?

Alice could read the question playing across his face, so she decided to be merciful. Yes, she did enjoy watching her faculty members play with the boys, but he had already been through so much: getting down to gag, shipped, wrestled down, collared at leashed...It must've been so much for this mail. He must've been so overwhelmed!

"Professor Stark teaches Chastity Appreciation."

His lips parted, and he obviously wanted to ask what that meant, but Kayla shook her head. "No. You're going to stay quiet now. No one is interested in what you have to say."

She grabbed a measuring tape off of her desk, and she went to work. She started to examine this boy, pinching his legs, his buttocks, his biceps, and even his stomach. She didn't bother taking notes; when it came to classifying males, she had an eidetic memory. At a faculty holiday party a year or two before, Kayla had actually proven it. One of the other teachers challenged her to demonstrate her prodigious memory. Kayla had been able to successfully summon up the statistics for every boy she had classified. To prove it, the teachers had called in some of the male students who remained enrolled. These young men found themselves surrounded by tipsy professors and administrators. Their chastity cages were removed, their stats taken once again, all of which exactly matched Kayla's memory.

As he endured his classification, Kayla enjoyed herself.

For that matter, Alice did as well. She stood off to the side with her arms crossed. Moments like this, she knew she couldn't interfere with her instructors. As an administrator, she provided support and helped the college run smoothly. At the same time, she recognized that strange contradiction when it came to education. Politicians, administrators, founders, guardians and other powerbrokers might try to set an agenda or decide what should happen in the classroom, but it was the teacher who ultimately had the final say. Long policy papers and theoretical treatises could be written. Protests could happen, but it would ultimately be the teacher who decided what to do, say, and how to guide every single conversation.

"He's not bad when he's soft," Kayla said to the Dean. "But I think we're going to need to get him excited."

"What do you think of that, Dylan? Do you have some girlfriend back home who you can start thinking about?"

"I'm single," he said. Then he blinked, like he wasn't sure why he shared that detail with his captors.

"Touch yourself," Kayla ordered.

He pulled his hands in front of him, glanced down toward his crotch, and he swallowed. In doing so, he was probably reminded of the leather collar locked around his neck. "I can't do that, not in front of you," he said.

Kayla strode forward, but Alice decided to be kind. "Give him one more chance."

Kayla's lips hardened, and she glared at this boy, but she crossed her arms over her chest, and she waited. Still deciding to be nice, Alice stood in front of this boy. "Normally, I don't like to make suggestions to my faculty. Kayla Stark is one of the best Chastity Appreciation teachers I have ever met. She knows exactly how to show a boy where he belongs: locked up."

He looked more confused than impressed or scared.

Then again, he didn’t know what “locked up” could mean for him or his personality.

Alice glanced back at her colleague, and Kayla grinned. "Chastity means that a male's sexuality is kept strictly under the control of his female guardian."

His brows creased with a mixture of confusion and horror. Clearly, he hated that idea, yet he didn't know what to do or say to contradict them.

"It's important that you become excited right now. Touch yourself, Dylan."

He summoned as much defiance and determination as he could muster. With a nervous squeak in his voice, he said, "No. No, I'm not going to do it." Then he channeled all of his anger, "You can't get away with this! You won't!"

"Okay," Kayla said. She strode up to Alice and held out her hand. The Dean gave her the leash before Kayla strolled over to her desk. She reached down, hit the intercom button, and she said, "Tiffany, do you think you could come in here for a second?"

"Absolutely, Professor Stark!" came a cheerful voice from the other end of the line.

"Tiffany is a young woman after my own heart," Kayla said after she pulled her hand away from the button. She kept her voice quiet and low as she focused all of her attention on Dylan. Again and again, he attempted to look away, to hide from her gaze, but there was something hypnotic and powerful in her stare. He probably felt a lot like some quivering mouse cornered by a cobra.

The doors opened again, and a young woman literally skipped into the classroom. She wore her thick locks of blonde hair in a pair of pigtails. Her dark blue, pleated skirt and bounced against her thighs as she hopped forward. Then she came to a stop, and she glanced back at Dylan.

Clearly, she had the desired effect. He stared at her.

After being overwhelmed and tormented by women like Alice and Kayla, he wanted to see a cute blonde: petite and adorable with her big breasts and small waist. She looked like a male fantasy, and she clearly knew it, especially as she chewed on some bubblegum and smiled at him with her bright pink lips. Her vivid blue eyes must have seemed so warm and welcoming. Obviously, this young woman put a lot of effort into looking like a male fantasy.

His shaft twitched automatically. He tried to ignore it, but the women in the room all noticed; they were practiced and adept when it came to spotting male weakness.

"Look, I don't know what you think you want to do, but this isn't going to work," he said. Then he tensed up, like he thought one of the women might punish him.

But it was Tiffany who strode forward. She came closer and closer. She wasn't quite touching him, but he must have savored her proximity. "Really? You don't think this is going to work?" She pouted and popped her gum. Worse, she looked exactly like so many fantasies. She could have been the hottest girl in school, the sexiest cheerleader, or maybe some playful little nerd.

"Don't worry about them," she said when he glanced over at the other faculty members. Tiffany grinned. "I'm just a student, like you. Besides, I think we could have a lot of fun."

"You're trying to manipulate me," he said.

Tiffany didn't disagree. The cute blonde with those sleek features and warm smile grinned playfully, "I just want to have some fun with you. What's wrong with that? Besides, you're a cute boy. And look at that, you haven't been caged. Does that mean you're going to be a stallion?"

Confusion ran across his features.

"Would you like to know? I can tell you," she said.

Alice smiled and nodded, impressed with this young woman's technique. Then again, Tiffany was one of Professor Stark's star students.

"Fine," he said. He still tried to sound angry, but all of the rage had evaporated from his voice. He didn't know what to do, especially because she reached down, and she placed her hand on his thigh. She just barely touched him, yet the heat and weight added to the proximity of her body. "On Callista, there are two kinds of boys. Servants are men who have been measured and evaluated, tested and trained. Basically, they get to do all of the cooking and cleaning and all of the boring work that we women don't want to do."

"You mean they're slaves?" Dylan asked. Clearly, he tried to inject some anger into his voice, but he failed completely. Instead, he just sounded impressed by every single thing this young woman said to him.

"Basically!" Tiffany chirped back at him. "But then, aren't all boys born to be slaves?"

"What?" Dylan demanded. "No!"

"Oh," she said, almost disappointed. "Because I was hoping you might be my slave boy. I was hoping I could have some fun with you. Would you like that?"

Tiffany took her time as she teased him. Her voice lowered, and she said, "I think I could have a lot of fun with you."

"Please, just let me go. Please, help me get out of here."

She smirked and giggled. "Maybe later. Right now, I want you to sit down at one of the desks. We need to get you classified, now don't we?"

"But what about the other half? What about the stallions?" Dylan asked.

She smirked, but her hand on his chest, and she nudged him back. If he had thought her, that little burst of pressure wouldn't have been anywhere near enough to force him back. But Tiffany was already inside of his head. By this point, he had almost completely forgotten about the other women in the room. Entranced by her beauty and seduced by the playful strawberry aroma of her perfume, he couldn't think straight. So he stumbled back, fell into one of the desks, and that's when she took his hands. She didn't grab him. She wasn't rough.

And yet, he kept looking up at her, so he didn't notice how she slipped his wrists into the shackles. The manacles locked themselves automatically when the small, embedded sensors detected the heat and weight of his wrists.

Then he snapped out of his trance, "What are you doing?"

"I'm just going to work on you a little bit," she said. "Don't worry. We do this all the time. In fact, I got an A in this class!"

"Don't worry. This isn’t going to hurt at all. You just have to spread your legs for me."

Alice glanced down toward the tips of her shoes, smiled, and shook her head. If another young woman tried that maneuver, it probably wouldn't have worked. But Tiffany knew exactly how to smile, how to sound sweet or dangerous, flirtatious or playful at the right moment to get these boys to do whatever she liked.

They wouldn't recognize the trap until it was far too late.

That's why he cooperated. He spread his legs, and she nudged them into another set of restraints. These new shackles snapped shut around his ankles, keeping him trapped.

"Good boy," she said. The professor reached up with one hand and stroked his cheek, his neck, then his shoulder and side. She rested her other hand on his thigh, only it didn't linger there long. Next, she started rubbing his leg, and then her hands moved over toward his genitals.

He tensed up as he realized what was about to happen.

"What—what, what’re you doing?"

"I'm going to make sure you feel good," she said. "We need to get nice and stimulated so that you can be classified."

He pulled on the desk, but it had been bolted to the floor, just like all of the others.

Dylan wasn't the first boy to struggle in this position.

He wouldn’t be the last either.

Refusing to acknowledge his pleas, Tiffany moved her hand closer and closer. He looked down, saw her slender fingers, and he gulped. Then he looked over at Alice, then Kayla. "This has to be illegal, right? It's illegal. You can't do this to me!"

"Why would it be illegal?" Alice asked from her side of the room. "You’re in our care. Your sister granted us custody over you to make sure you get the training you need. I mean, if you had just touched yourself, then this wouldn't be necessary."

"Yeah," Tiffany whispered to him. "This is all your fault!"

Dylan Winters glowered back at her, but then his expression mutated instantly as her deft fingers slid along his scrotum, then up to the base of his shaft. She teased that the root of his manhood before working her palm up along his link. Hot desperation must have reverberated through his body.

Alice watched, fascinated. She wasn't necessarily aroused by seeing his manhood stiffen, especially because she could already tell that he wouldn't be especially notable or impressive. In fact, there was a very good chance that he would be classified as a servant.

"Poor boy," she whispered to no one in particular.

With quick, taunting movements, Tiffany slid her hand up and down his shaft. At one moment, she gave him a gentle, tantalizing squeeze. Hot pleasure coursed through his body. He tugged against his restraints. In his fantasies, he likely wished he could wrap his arms around her, told her back, and kiss her. Unlike Alice and Kayla, Tiffany was shorter than him. He should have been able to overpower her. (Then again, he obviously underestimated her training. A girl like Tiffany may have looked small and petite, but she knew how to use her feet, knees, elbows, fists and forehead. She would have had him down on the ground, panting and wheezing within the span of just two or three seconds.)

He ached for this!

"Let me out. Let me up!" Dylan growled out.

"No, I don't think so," Tiffany replied cheerfully. With another bubbly giggle, she said, "Besides, you look so cute!" She could have been a cheerleader, only she stood over him, and he glanced up at her. In that moment, some of the color drained away from his cheeks. That was it, Alice thought. That was the moment when Dylan recognized that this girl's superiority. She wasn't a fantasy, not really. Instead, she morphed into his nightmare.

He growled and grunted, twisting and polling, yet he couldn't escape the desk. Like so many other boys before him, he endured the scalding possibilities. Potential pleasure gripped him, holding him tight and making him whimper for more, yet this young woman wouldn't release him. She kept him as her prisoner while Alice and Kayla watched.

"You've been doing a really good job with her," Alice whispered to her colleague.

The black-haired woman grinned. Simultaneously, something seemed to like her eyes. It was a different kind of glue or shine. It was something bright and evanescent, "You have no idea. I love it when the boys see Tiffany. It's remarkable. This girl is engineering a brand-new kind of torture!"

Alice suppressed a sigh; yes, she had known about this woman's reputation, but Kayla Stark was truly a sadistic woman, the kind of female who loved hearing the desperation reverberate in a boy's voice. That wild yearning might have been born of pleasure or pain; Kayla didn't care, yet she needed to hear it nonetheless.

"They always think Tiffany is going to be this little fantasy girl of theirs. Whether she's wearing lingerie, a cheerleading uniform, a schoolgirl outfit, or something like this, she knows exactly how to lower their defenses."

Just then, Dylan arched his back and started begging. "Please. Please, don't do this to me. Please, you, you can't just touch me like this! Please!" His voice became ragged as the desperation pulsed through his frame and echoed along every syllable.

"Okay!" Tiffany chirped.

She pulled her hand back, and all three women studied the boy found in that task.

At first, he concentrated on catching his breath. From one inhalation to the next, he filled his lungs, closed his eyes, and concentrated as best he could. Obviously, he didn't realize what was going on.

"How do you feel?" Tiffany asked him.

"You stopped…" Dylan said.

"And you begged," she pointed out.

"Please, can you, can you finish?"

Alice chuckled, Kayla smiled, and Tiffany kept her expression serious. She touched to the underside of his chin. "Oh, are you begging again?" She smiled, her eyes shining with wicked intent, "I like it when boys beg."

"I'm not begging," he said.

"Then I guess that means I'm not going to touch you again," she said. "I can't touch you if you're not going to beg." She pouted out her bottom lip. In that instant, she became a vicious version of his fantasy! She was this cute blonde, and she bobbed her head from side to side, making her pigtails bounce. Even so, she playfully refused to give him what he craved!

Locking his teeth together, he grunted and yanked against of the restraint with all of his might. Like those boys before him, he couldn't break away. He couldn't her himself free, no matter how hard he tried. All of his effort pumped down into his arms and legs, yet it still wasn't enough!

His skin grew hot and damp as he kept fighting. His heart was pounding, although he hadn't moved, wild aggression and adrenaline pumped through his veins. Still, he accomplished nothing. He remained trapped, strapped down and powerless before these women.

"Are you done?" Tiffany asked. "Maybe you want to try to start begging? Yeah, I think back work for you. You did it before. I mean, you are begging so prettily! I like hearing your whimper." She pouted out her bottom lip and held her hands together like some adorably spoiled girl. But when she looked down at him, she didn't see some powerful man. Instead, he had become little more than a plaything, like a puppy or some little kid who didn't understand how the world really worked.

"Shouldn't you start measuring him?" Alice whispered to her colleague. Kayla answered with a quick shake of her head. "I could, but I think this is good for him, don't you?"

"I do," Alice admitted. Strictly speaking, this wasn't part of the classification process, yet Kayla made an excellent point.

"Please…?" Dylan asked.

"Really? That's the best you can do? Come on! I want to hear you bag. I mean, there's so much I could do for you." She leaned forward and put her hand on his shoulder. As she bent toward him, his eyes instinctively drifted down toward her cleavage. Like so many other males, he just couldn't help himself. Whether it was social addiction or biological programming, this boy had to study those contours. He yearned for her touch, for her closeness. He would do anything to get near her…

"Fine," he said. He licked his bottom lip. "Please. Would you please finish? Would you touch me?"

"Would you like me to go down on you?"

"Yes!"

"Would you like me to lick my lips slowly, to get nice and wet, then bow my head down beneath your desk? I could wrap my lips around your cock. Would you like to hear me moan? Would you like me to her for you?" She batted her eyes down at him again. Those blue irises must have seemed so tantalizing and enthralling.

With his lips parted, he couldn't bring himself to speak. Instead, he just nodded his head like a desperately eager boy.

"Or maybe I could just pull off my panties for you? I could wiggle out of them, drop them down on the floor, and mount you. I could ride you. I could slide my legs around your waist, and I could be such a good girl for you. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

"Yes. Please. Please, do that. Please!"

He had probably never been driven to heights of arousal like this, but the blonde grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head back, and she looked down at him, just as the other women had done with him before.

"Nah."

That's what she gave him: nah. It wasn't even a word!

While Alice and Kayla resisted the urge to start snickering like schoolgirls, Tiffany continued, "I don't think I want to do that with you. I mean, maybe if you were more obedient or something, I could get into you. But right now? No. You're boring, defiant, and you think you can resist women? No." She pouted out her bottom lip with this look of disgust. "I'm only interested in servile boys, the kind to know exactly how to behave themselves. Maybe someday, that could be you. Maybe."

She hopped away from the trapped male as this look of horrified realization finally spread across his face. Turning back to her mentor, Tiffany asked, "How was that?"

"As always, you have done an excellent job," Kayla said. "You're excused."

The little coquette hopped forward again, only she knew Dylan still had his eyes on her, so she wiggled her butt, making the hem of her skirt bounce and flirt with her thighs. Then she was gone, and Kayla strode up to the boy.

She leaned down and measured his cock, taking the data points she needed.

Clearly, Dylan wished he could say something. He was struggling to find some words, but the beautiful girl who had teased and taunted him was gone. That just left him with the two powerful women who towered above him, especially while he remained locked in that seat.

"Are you starting to understand?" Alice asked him.

"This is crazy. This is just crazy." He fought to think of something else to say, but he still couldn't comprehend how a place like this might exist. It defied everything he knew about the world.

"Welcome to Calista,” Alice said. "Welcome to the matriarchy."

He blinked, obviously confused, but Kayla pulled away the measuring tape. "Based on everything I've seen here, I can confidently classify this boy as a servant, Grade 17-C."

Alice clapped her hands together. "Excellent. Do you have something for him?"

"I do," said the teacher.

Kayla turned and strode back toward one of the cabinets, all while Dylan kept his head down. With his jaw clenched, it was obvious he was trying to think of what he could do or say to escape.

After a few moments, he realized she was about to grab something.

"What, what are you doing?" Dylan demanded.

Neither of the two women answered him. After several more seconds, Alice suggested, "If you have a question, you can ask politely."

His nostrils flared with undisguised aggression. He wished he could break something. He itched to throw a punch, kick a wall, or break something. Like so many other boys, that was his solution when he couldn't think clearly. As the anger stormed through his head, he stayed silent and fumed.

Kayla hit several buttons on a keypad, and then there was the sound of a welcoming chime. One of the locks disengaged, and she opened the cabinet. From there, she examined the different possibilities. At moments like this, she loved the boys' uncertainty. Would it be especially cruel? Too small? Spiked? The possibilities always seemed endless.

Finally, she pulled one out, carried it back, and set it down on the desk in front of Dylan.

"This is a chastity cage," she said. "I'm going to give you one minute to relax. If you can get soft enough for me to put this on you, then I would have to employ other tactics."

He gulped, "Other tactics?" Although he obviously wished he could hold onto his anger, the fear coiled through his body. He could feel those tendrils of dread creep out of his psyche and into the rest of his body.

"You don't want to know," Alice told him.

Dylan stared down at the cage right there on his desk. He saw the plastic tube, the metal bars reinforcing it, and the metallic ring. His heart was probably hammering at this point, but Alice simply crossed her arms over her chest as they all waited.

When he closed his eyes, he probably cooperated. He was thinking about anything or anyone besides Tiffany. He was trying to let the arousal dissipate, but it was going to be very, very difficult.

"I don't mind using ice," Kayla said. "Think about it squeezed up against the contours of your cock, boy. Think about how it would feel if that cold soaked into you." She grinned, flashing her teeth like she couldn't wait to try. She had done this with many other boys, so she knew exactly how he might squeak or squirm.

Somehow, he was able to relax.

She grabbed the chastity cage, the tip of his shaft, and she slid his manhood into the tube. From there, she pulled the ring up, and she started fitting the different pieces together. She did all of this in just a few seconds. She had a lot of practice putting boys in chastity.

"Would you mind telling him about the features?"

"This chastity cage includes a variety of sensors," Kayla said. At the same time, she grinned as the look of horror played across his handsome face. Obviously, she savored this part. She wanted the boys to understand how restrictive the cage could be. "If you try to remove it, the device will pick up on the unusual movements. If you try to become aroused, the sensors will detect that as well. It can monitor your general health, and he can also deliver electrical shocks."

"What?" Dylan asked. His voice dropped as the fear pressed into him.

"I don't know if you noticed, but there are several small electrodes. Basically, if your owner uses a controller or the control phrase, it will punish you. Currently, this one is set for escalating punishments. Each time you’re disciplined, the shocks will become stronger and stronger."

"That's not possible," he said with a shake of his head.

"You never want to contradict your teacher," Alice told him." She smirked. Yes, their general goal was to help the boys voluntarily accept slavery and subjugation, but everyone understood that punishment would be a part of this process. Some of the boys might be smart enough to recognize their own inferiority, but the vast majority of the male population would need incentives, both pleasurable and painful to embrace this new ideology.

"Cage 15: Shock," Kayla said, carefully enunciating each word.

He flinched, tensing up. In the next instant, he tried to jump out of his seat, yet the shackle still held him down.

"Now do you believe her?"

"I don't know," Kayla said scornfully as she tapped one finger against her pale cheek, "I think he needs another one."

"No!" Dylan cried out.

Kayla, always the sadistic instructor, grinned and said, "Cage 15: Shock."

He clenched his eyes shut before she finished the command.

It didn't help. He couldn't hide himself from that electricity as those of volts rampaged through his body. His pain receptors lit up, and he dipped his head forward.

"Now, I think you are ready to start here. Let's get you trained as a servant," Alice announced.

It would have been easy enough to have one of the student assistants take over. Since Emily was still on her tour with Olivia, Alice didn't have much to do. Sure, there were always different negotiations, reports to review, and projects that required her oversight, but she couldn't relax for any of that, not when the Consortium’s support for her entire institution continued to hang in the balance.

So instead, she took this boy to get dressed. She picked out an outfit for him: simple trousers, sneakers, some socks, boxers, and a dress shirt. Additional clothing options would be sent to his dorm room.

When she handed him the outfit, Dylan looked down at it and obviously recognized what all of this meant. She was still in charge, so she would decide precisely what he wore. He could have complained, but then it would have been easy for her to say, "Cage 15: Shock." If he didn't want to endure that humiliating burst of pain, then he had to cooperate.

Dylan obeyed.

He got dressed, she walked him over to the dorms, and she showed him which room he'd share with two other boys. While the young women of the college enjoyed private rooms, the same couldn't be said for the males-in-training.

After that, she took him to the administrative offices where her secretary got him set up with a new schedule. And last, she escorted into his first class, Women's Pleasure. Knowing that the teacher already had the command key for his electric chastity cage, Dylan probably wouldn't test his instructor.

The instructor, Britney Reyes, met him, smiled, and escorted him to the back of the room. After that, she resumed her lecture on oral satisfaction and pacing. Although Alice decided to hang around for a little while to listen, she could no longer ignore the nervous energy as it hovered at the base of her stomach.

Alice headed back to her office. Once there, she found Jeffrey seated at a small table beside her secretary.

"With me," she said to the boy.

Apparently, he had been busy licking envelopes. That was definitely the kind of work that was far beneath any female.

Still, he jumped up from his task, bent his head down, and he scurried into her office.

Alice closed the door, locked it, stretched her hands above her head, closed her eyes, and relaxed for a few moments. She thought of calling Olivia to get a sense of how the tour was going, but she resisted the patient. The two young women would finish when they finished. Rushing the process along would only make Alice seem desperate.

Biting down, she hated how some random girl could suddenly hold so much sway over her.

Breathing out slowly, she reminded herself that Emily was apparently a brilliant theorist. More importantly, she had earned the trust of the Consortium, so she couldn't be ignored.

Instead, Alice simply needed to work through some of her own frustration.

"How is my servant boy doing?" Alice asked.

"I'm well, Ma'am," he said, his tone technique and deferential. Then, perhaps recognizing her stress, he peeked up at her and asked, "How May I serve you?" That was always a good question for a boy to ask.

Alice glanced back at the doorway into her private bathroom. It included a full shower, so she glanced back at her deferential boy, and she stepped away. She started to remove her clothing, one layer at a time. She revealed her muscled physique from her shoulders down along her biceps to her forearms. Little by little, she let this boy see her.

He glanced up at her.

When it came to viewing the women on campus, the boys could never be exactly sure what the rules might have entailed. Sometimes, the young women might feel like they craved some attention from the boys. For the most part, the girls did their makeup for themselves. They experimented with new hairstyles to see what their friends might think. At other points, they might decide they wanted to be particularly flirtatious with the nails on campus. All of this made it hard for the young men to know exactly what they were supposed to do.

Right then, Alice enjoyed Jeffrey's uncertainty.

Her pet boy pressed his lips into a frown as he glanced down, then back up at her.

Soon, she was down to her bra and panties.

Then she stepped up to him, turned around, and said, "Unhook me."

He obeyed, reaching up and gently brushing his fingers along her skin. Then her bra came away, and he held it in his hand, but he clearly didn't know what to do with it.

"You can drop it," she said.

He let go, and then she pulled off her panties. She let them drift down along the length of her legs until they bunched up around her feet. She kicked them off, and she grinned at him. "Your turn."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, only his hands trembled as he tried to work the buttons on his shirt.

He stripped until he was naked of everything except for his chastity cage (obviously, he couldn't remove that without the key, and Alice had no intention of freeing the servant’s erection). With the tension still running through her body, she intended to enjoy herself while her servant made himself useful and dedicated himself to her pleasure.

Beautifully confident and naked, she sauntered over to the door to her bathroom. She opened it, walked over to the shower stall, turned on the water, and finally called out, "Come to me, Jeffrey."

He scurried forward, racing toward the threshold. There, he paused.

By this point, the water had turned hot, so she stepped under those perfect jets, and she savored the way the hot water be down against her naked body.

Without closing the glass door, she glanced over at him.

He stood there, with his hands held tight. He kept pushing his fingertips down against one another as he tried to work through the nervous energy vibrating and thrumming beneath his skin.

For a moment, she considered telling him to relax. And yet, she enjoyed this. She liked seeing how the nervous tension plate across his face, especially because he was clearly so eager to satisfy her. This was a boy who recognized the simple hierarchy between them. She ruled; he obeyed. Although the sounded so simple, Alice suppressed a smile as she considered those hidden complexities.

Yes, she had the power, and he had to be obedient, but it wasn't so easy for this boy. Acknowledging his inferior status was beginning because a boy couldn't be mindless. He still had to develop his skills and talents as a student at the school. In particular, Jeffrey occupied a special place as her "assistant" (pet). If he wanted to maintain that unique status, that he had to do a very, very good job.

All of this flashed through her head in an instant, and if she decided to grab some shower gel. She squirted it down against the palm of her hand as he stood there, waiting and watching.

She rubbed her hands together, built up this thick lather, and then she started to wash her neck. She still had her blonde hair tied back up into a bun.

As the hot water splashed down against her naked body, she reveled in his attention. He watched, staring forward at this woman.

Frankly, Alice had no idea whether or not he would have been attracted to her when he first arrived at the school. Possibly. Like so many other boys, he had these secret interests and desires and fascinations, many of which weren't reflected in the world's broader media ecosystem. It was a shame that modern conceptions of beauty seemed to be so narrowly defined, especially because Jeffrey stared after this woman.

Elsewhere in the world, over the course of countless generations, women had learned to desire men based off of their capabilities, talents, wealth, and power. On Calista, the same dynamic it happened in reverse. Boys knew that they needed to work on their personal grooming. On Calista, a boy had to work hard to make sure he was cute for his guardian, whoever she might be. Did these boys' guardians have the same obligation?

No, not really.

So many women were more interested in their careers as they honed their skills and talents.

A relatively normal (taller, wider, or shorter) looking woman could just hold out her arm, and she might have a dazzling male scurry up to take it. He could be her boy trophy! Basically, he was a reward for all of the hard work she had completed.

As Alice consider this, the excitement pulsed through her body, especially because she still kept her pet boy waiting for her. At any moment, she could have beckoned him over. She could have called to him, and he would come rushing toward her.

And yet, Alice continued to wait. She held on, denying herself this pleasure because she wanted to take her time. She wanted to relax into her authority.

After she watched her neck, she turned around slowly, faced at the jets of water, and bask in the steam. With another glance, she checked on her boy. Yes, he continued to stare after her.

Poor boy, she thought. This must've been really difficult for him, especially because his shaft would be twitching and straining against his cage. And yet, she obviously expected his attention, so he couldn't look away, nor could he closed his eyes.

"Would you like to join me?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" Jeffrey chirped. "Please, may I?"

In that moment, he looked so sweet and obedient. He was like a well-trained puppy! Excitement and exuberance burned through his body, only he somehow managed to maintain his control. He didn't rush toward her, even if every instinct in his frame told him to do so.

"Not yet," she said. With her eyes still locked on him, she reached up, and she slid her fingers up past her sternum, between her breasts, and over toward her right nipple. As the water slapped down against her shoulders, soaking the heat into her body, she kept her eyes on him as she played with her nipple. She gently stroked and teased that point. With her other hand, she reached down between her legs. She slid her fingers through her dampened pubic hair, and now her digits started to play and caress along her opening. She teased her crevice, gently stroking that opening, all while this boy watched.

At several points, she saw him start to lean forward. He kept imagining that she had called him over, only then he realized it had been a mistake on his part. No, he had to wait. Yes, he had to be an obedient boy.

She grinned at him, revealing her teeth.

"Okay," she said. "Now you can join me."

He raced forward, stepped into the shower, and then he brought his hands behind his back, crossing his wrists, probably because he didn't trust himself. Like so many boys, he had learned how safe surrender and docile surrender could be.

With an audible gulp, he asked, "How may I serve you?"

"Wash me," she said, nodding toward the bottle of shower gel.

He quickly grabbed it, squirted some of the aquamarine gel down into the palm of his hand, and he started rubbing.

She glanced down at his locked shaft and chuckled, "Someday, I might let you out. But not today. Right now, I want you focused entirely on my pleasure. And to be honest, I'm enjoying the way you're looking at me. You look so helpless and eager!"

On the verge of panting, he gulped again and said, "Yes, Ma'am. I, I will do everything in my power to serve you." Yes, she could be intimidating, but the promise of danger only added to the attraction he experienced around the Dean.

"Yes, I know you will," she agreed.

Alice slid her fingers along his butt cheek, then down his neck, and finally she turned around. "Start with the back of my neck and work your way down my shoulders."

"Yes, Ma'am," replied her boy as he diligently started to massage her. With the water splashing against her breasts and down her sternum, she savored the way his hands maneuvered down along her shoulders. Some of the tension started to dissipate.

Although she basked in the sensations, Alice knew she wouldn't be able to ignore her professional responsibilities for long. She needed a strategy for dealing with Emily Winters.

So far, Emily had seemed fair. Of course, they had only interacted for a few minutes, but Jessica's recommendation went a long way toward winning Alice's approval.

With his hands roaming along her body, Jeffrey continued to work. Alice closed her eyes, and she asked, "What do you think, boy? What's the best way to start a presentation?"

His fingers tensed against her shoulders for just a moment.

Other women might have been offended, especially because these boys were supposed to be utterly detached and neutral as they focused on pleasing their superiors. Still, Alice loved knowing that this boy could get scared. That little hint of fright made sure he remained dedicated. Yes, he probably had a crush on her, and yes, he sincerely wished to satisfy her, but the hierarchy would always keep some small distance between them.




"I, I don't know," he said.

"You don't have to have a perfectly correct answer," she replied, speaking over the sounds of the water splashing against the tiled services. "I'm asking for your best guess—your opinion."

"But I'm just a boy," he said.

She turned around, touched the underside of his chin, and peered down into his eyes. "I'm sure that kind of nonsense response works with the girls in your classes, but that's not what I want to hear. I'm asking for your perspective, Jeffrey. And when I ask you for something, I expect you to give it to me without question. Understand?"

The assistant’s eyes widened, but then he forced himself to bob his head down and up. Yes, he understood. But then, like some silly male, he had to ask, "What, what was the question again?" Some women would have really adored that answer, especially because he sounded like such a himbo. Although that particular archetype didn't really appeal to Alice (she worked at a school, after all), she nonetheless recognized the basic appeal. In some ways, a himbo could be the ideal boy: dumb and loyal, eager and dedicated, pretty and so cheerful! But now, she wanted a boy who could think for himself, at least in terms of what it might take to satisfy her. As far as Alice was concerned, himbos might have made lovely ornaments or trophies, but they weren't worth the extra effort and training, especially because they could be so dumb.

More amused this time, Alice rolled her eyes and repeated the question, "What's the best way to organize a presentation?"

"Start with your best point first?" Jeffrey suggested.

"And if I do that, then I'm worried I won't have something good to end with," she said. She ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth as she contemplated the different possibilities.

Then, as she considered all of this, Alice casually put her hand on the top of his head and pushed him down. He kneeled against the tiles, watched her pause for another moment, and then she stepped forward. She spread her legs just a little bit, and she gave the next command, all while her thoughts drifted around the best way to secure Emily's recommendation, "Use your mouth."

"Yes, Ma'am!" This time, he sounded far more enthusiastic, probably because he was more comfortable being on his knees and serving a woman like this.

When she initially stepped into the shower, she thought she would have this boy wash her. He could have built up the ladder between his hands and worked his fingers along her shoulders, her forearms, over her torso, her breasts, down along her legs, massaging and gently stroking her from one moment the next.

The water probably ran down his face, making it harder for him to breathe, especially with his head tilted up, but Jeffrey didn't complain. Their school had to trained him, especially in terms of the Oral Worship classes. The professor, April Saunders, dedicated months of study to oral service in showers. The boys needed to know how to regulate their breathing and modulate their rhythm in relationship to the strength of the water jetting down. Clearly, Jeffrey had done an excellent job in her class.

With his adept tongue, he served her, licking along her length. He penetrated her, angling his neck to make sure he satisfied her.

Alice closed her eyes, lifted her head, and relaxed. The myriad of sensations worked their way to her body, melting away the tension and frustration. Like so many other leaders, she understood the basic importance of flexibility. Too often, individuals set their goals, made their plans, and refused to adapt as the circumstances changed.

Although she understood this quite well, Alice allowed herself several more seconds of seething as she considered that the Consortium had never consulted her. They never warned her. They didn't tell her that they had made some last-minute changes and that they would send a "representative".

She glanced down at Jeffrey. For just a moment, she had been tempted to grab him, pulling back to his feet, shove him up against one of the tiled walls, and start spanking him again.

Unfortunately, he couldn't lick her and endure a spanking at the same time, so she let go of her frustration. Instead, she focused on the quick, dancing movements of his tongue. She allowed herself a moment of satisfaction, and she stopped worrying about work. Instead, she contemplated how lucky she was to have this boy down on his knees.

Then she chuckled as she thought of all of those unfortunate women out in the world who didn't have boys like this. In other countries, seemingly modern places, women couldn't even get fair pay, let alone appropriate deference.

"But we are going to change that," she whispered. As her teachers experimented and learned more and more about male subjugation, they would develop the curriculum necessary to make sure that these boys in every country and culture, eventually learned to serve. They would dedicate themselves to the pleasure of their superiors. They would see women as stronger and smarter. They would understand that maybe they had bigger muscles, but that didn't really matter, not in a modern society. At one point, maybe being able to lift the biggest stick or throw the biggest rock had meant something. But now? No.

Individuals across the globe excelled based on strategic acumen, patients, intuition, and emotional intelligence. Yes, boys might be able to compete in these arenas, but could they consistently win? No. Males needed to learn to serve. Alice rolled her eyes as she contemplated the different financial disasters created by guys who thought they were smarter than everyone else. These were the same boys who had to push harder and harder because they never recognized the risks for what they were.

Again, she had allowed herself to drift back into ideological territory.

She grabbed onto Jeffrey’s soaked hair, pulled his head back, and this little book of fear played across his features. Apparently, he worried he had done something wrong. Maybe he had offended her?

"Why are you on your knees?"

Some of the water got into his eyes, so he blinked it away as he tried to sharpen his vision, "I’m on my knees because I'm a boy and it's my job to obey you?"

She loved that answer. "Good," she said. "Resume. Faster now."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said right before his tongue started to slide in glide along her sex. He penetrated her again, going deep. The tip of his tongue played along her clit as hot pleasure pulsed through her body. With every second, a storm built and brooded, gaining momentum deep within her.

She had her hand against the back of his head. She pushed down on him. She used him for balance, but also because she wanted this boy to remember that she stood over him. He may have closed his eyes and focused on what he was doing, but he couldn't forget that she always maintained control.

In that moment, she really felt like she owned him!

Yes, more.

"Good boy," she said.

Good boy.

In other countries or cultures, those words might have been viewed as demeaning or humiliating. In some ways, they were. She enjoyed speaking down to him, yet she didn't hide the affection in her voice.

"Good. That's right. Show me what you can do with your mouth. Show me where you belong, boy. Good. Good boy. That's right. Keep looking. Faster. Faster now!"

He obeyed eagerly, gliding his tongue forward and back, up and down, as fast as he could go. By this point, his jaw was probably getting tired, but she didn't care, and he wouldn't complain. He continued to lick, sliding his tongue deep into her opening as he focused on pleasing her. From one moment to the next, he did an amazing job. The seconds ticked by, and she knew she was being greedy with him, but Alice didn't care.

By this point in the day, new messages had probably piled up, but she didn't worry about that either. Instead, she lost herself to the delivery of movements right there against her most sensitive body parts. The arousal grew stronger, building up in intensity like a storm on the horizon.

She tightened her grip, lost control, and let the explosion of pleasure raced through her. Alice panted and moaned, grateful for all of this.

Then she finally let him go, and he retreated back, leaning away from the jets of water as straight droplets continued to splashdown against his face.

"Good boy," she said. "Very, very good boy."

"Is there anything else I can do for you, Ma'am? How may I serve you?"

"Finish washing me," she said.

After her shower, she felt a lot better. She tied her hair back into a tight bun, she put on a new suit with a white blouse, black vest, a blazer, and a leather skirt. She pulled on knee-length boots and stretched a little bit.

Right as she finished getting dressed, Stacy's voice came over the intercom, "Dean Carver, Olivia and the Consortium's representative are back. Would you like me to send them in?"

"Go ahead," Alice answered.

Feeling stronger and more secure this time, Alice watched as the double doors opened.

Emily strode forward.

"What did you think of our humble school?" Alice asked.

"You have beautiful facilities," she said. "In fact, I'm looking forward to observing the classes. If you don't mind my asking though, how did things go with my brother?"

"We started the process," Alice said.

"Any progress?"

Alice felt something tighten inside of her, yet she kept her expression polite and friendly even if the mirth didn't quite reach her eyes, "We just started his training. That said, we did have your brother classified."

Emily smirked. "I do love that system," she said. "On Calista, you ladies definitely know how to get things done." With another smile, she glanced down, almost like she was too shy to ask. But of course, Emily Winters was a confident woman—and the Consortium's representative—so she couldn't show any more weakness. "What was his grade?"

"Servant," Alice said. "I didn't see the other details. That said, I can set up a meeting with Kayla Stark, our Chastity Appreciation instructor, if you like. I'm sure she would be happy to go over the finer points of his classification and grading with you."

"Maybe," Emily said. "For now, I think I just want to thank you for your time. You have an expansive campus, and Olivia here did an excellent job."

"Thank you," said the dark-haired student. Her thick tresses of smooth brunette cascaded behind her ears and down in front of her shoulders.

"One important part of my evaluation and recommendation is going to come down to Dylan and his reactions. Up until now, he hasn't experienced any training at all."

"I noticed," Alice said.

If Emily considered that to be a dig or an insult, she didn't let it show. "Obviously, I would like to observe how your instructors deal with him and how he reacts. Also, I would like to look at more of your data as far as grading, classifications, and final results work out."

"Of course," Alice said. "I will have my secretary get everything together for you. So tomorrow, I think we should watch one of the more extensive classes." Alice had been thinking about this throughout the day, all without making a decision, but now she decided to pick something dramatic. "How do you feel about penetration?"

When Emily grinned, Alice knew she made the right choice.

Later that day, Jeffrey did another menial project. Alice had no idea what her secretary had ordered him to do, but she didn't really care either, especially as she tapped her fingers against her desk. This kind of uncertainty and indecision grated against her, especially because she thrived when she was making decisions. Still, she had to wonder if this technically qualified as "cheating". Then again, this wasn't a game with explicit or standardized rules. Would she break some rules if she did this?

This was something so many boys failed to recognize, she knew. Simply to stay caught up with world events, Alice tracked some of the controversies that spread around the rest of the globe, especially in terms of social media.

Too often, distinct segments of different national populations decried "censorship" when individuals simply defied specific sets of social standards and norms. Every group, Alice recognized, had their own sets of unwritten regulations. Of course, if the matriarchy took over, this would still be the case. And yet, she knew the boys could use additional, explicit requirements. This way, they wouldn't have to worry about how the different hierarchies worked. If a man and woman walked into the same room, he would know that he had to obey. He would recognize her inherent superiority and authority…

"That's the dream," Alice whispered to herself on ironically.

Jeffrey glanced up at her, quickly realized that those words weren't intended for him, so he returned to his menial project, whatever happened to be.

As she thought of Emily and her "recommendation", Alice wondered if having him trained earlier would violate some unspoken rule.

Then she decided she didn't care.

If the Consortium could blow her off at the last instant, then Alice could play around with some of these rules as well.

"Jeffrey, go talk to Stacy. Get Olivia's phone number, and bring it to me."

"Yes, Ma'am!" he jumped to his feet and rushed back out of her office.

Seconds later, he came back with a small slip of paper. "Here it is," he said, handing it to her.

"Good boy," she said. "I think I want a foot massage."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, just as eager to serve.

Alice let him unzip her boots and pull them away. From there, he started to massage her toes, heels, and the arches of her feet. Since he had worked as her assistant for several months now, he knew exactly how to please and satisfy her. She relaxed into the sensations even as she entered Olivia's phone number.

Seconds later, the young woman answered, "Hello?" Olivia sounded genuinely confused. Then again, she was probably the kind of young woman who almost never used the phone on her phone.

"Olivia, this is Dean Carver. I was hoping you and I could talk for a moment."

"Absolutely," said the young woman as she regained her confidence. "What can I do for you?"

"What was your opinion of Emily Winters?"

"She's cool," Olivia said. "She asked some good questions, I thought. It felt like she really wanted to get to know the campus better."

"And I know you only saw him for a little while, but what do you think of her brother?"

"He's cute," Olivia replied quickly.

"I have a lot of confidence in you, Olivia. That's why, as a part of his training, I'm thinking of giving him to you for tutoring."

"Tutoring?" Olivia asked.

"That's right. You see, Dylan is something of a spoiled brat. He has never visited Calista before, and I don't think he has even had any real exposure to female supremacy. I wouldn't be surprised if he wasn't something of a misogynist or sexist."

"I see…"

"He's going to need some pretty intensive training." Technically, Alice could have given him to one of the teachers, but she preferred the idea of a student working with him. After all, Calista High Academy did more than simply train these boys to accept their place in the matriarchy. This college was dedicated to educating both young women and boys. The boys need to be trained to accept their status, while the young women needed to learn how to take control. This was particularly important for their students who visited from other nations. Plus, this girl was one of her best students.

"I can imagine," Olivia said, careful to keep her voice neutral.

"This isn't a requirement," Alice said. "I know you have your own projects to worry about, plus you might have a boy of your own already who you'd rather focus on. This is entirely voluntary, but I would appreciate your help."

"I'll do it," said the young woman.

"Before you agree, I want you to understand that you're only going to have the week to work with him. Additionally, he's going to have his regular classes. If you would like to skip any of your own coursework to spend more time with him, I can make the arrangements."

"Thank you for that," Olivia said. "I might take you up on it."

"Sounds good."

"Dean Carver?"

"Yes, Olivia?"

The student seemed to hesitate for several seconds, like she couldn't figure out exactly what she intended to say or whether or not she should speak at all. But then she released a slow exhalation and said, "Are you sure I can do something like this? I’ve never been responsible for training a boy, especially a wild boy, all on my own."

"You won't be on your own," Alice gently reminded her. "He's going to be taking classes, he's going to be with other instructors, and you can work on him when you like. I know you have other obligations. But more importantly, I want you to think about everything you have accomplished since you have come here, Olivia."

Alice couldn't see her face, but it was easy to imagine Olivia, one of her favorite students, smiling as she enjoyed that approval.

"I'm serious. You’re one of our best. You're going to do great things. And if you like, I think you can start with Dylan Winters."

"Okay," Olivia said with another quick breath. "When do I get started?"

"Whenever you like."

They said goodbye, Alice leaned back in her seat, and she wondered if she had just made some sort of mistake. But no, her instincts told her Olivia could handle this, so she leaned back and started to imagine what might happen the next day. One way or another, Dylan would start his training.

The Dean of Calista High Academy didn't know it, but Dylan started his training early.

After her phone call with Dean Carver, Olivia sat up. When the administrator first called, this young woman had been in bed, alternating between playing on her phone and reading a cheesy romance novel. Basically, it was the usual "girl meets boy, girl collars boy, boy complains, girl teaches boy" kind of story. It was easy to lose herself in, especially because she was thinking about what kind of guy she might want to leash and own some day.

She didn't know exactly who he might be or what kind of personality he might possess, but she intended to train him.

Thoroughly.

As Olivia got dressed, she marveled at the amount of trust the Dean placed in her. She didn't know all of the details, but Dylan Winters was obviously important. Random boys didn't just show up on campus. Instead, they had to be registered, they went through an orientation process, and then they were eventually enrolled in their classes.

Taking her time, Olivia brushed her hair, put on a little bit of makeup (some gloss and a little bit of eye shadow). From there, she pulled on her favorite green dress and black boots. After zipping up her boots, she grabbed her phone and headed back out.

With every step, she wondered exactly what was going to happen. By this point, she knew all of the relevant details.

Dylan Winters was in the boys' dormitory. She had his room number, plus his new schedule.

Of course, Olivia’s friends had wandered these halls on many different occasions. As a part of their training, the academy's females were routinely responsible for making sure the boys got to bed on time. Of course, the boys had a curfew, one which was intermittently enforced. If the boy had a girlfriend, then she could just take him by the hand, escort him wherever she wished to go, and no one would say anything. If, however, he happened to be out on his own, then he could get in a lot of trouble.

As a point of pride, some of young men on campus tried to avoid public punishments. Usually, they messed up, but a few random males had succeeded.

Olivia contemplated all of this as she sauntered across the campus. She made her way down one of the concrete paths and over to the boys' dorm. Once she got there, she typed in her keycode, and the door unlocked. From there, she glanced down at her phone again.

She went to the right door, grabbed the handle, and opened it.

The motion sensors detected her movement, and the lights came on automatically.

"Dylan," she called out.

His roommates quickly threw themselves out of bed. They pulled away their blankets, stood up with their backs straight, and their wrists crossed behind them. In this way, they almost reminded her of soldiers, only these males were far more deferential.

Only one of the boys refused to get out of bed.

"Dylan…" she called out again, only now her tone shifted to teasing and playful.

His roommates didn't ask any questions or make any decorations as she cut across the room, grabbed his blanket, and pulled it away.

Predictably, he had on the standard issue pajamas: blue sweatpants and a white T-shirt. Actually, he looked pretty good in it, she reflected.

"Guess what?" Olivia asked him. "I'm going to be your tutor. So now, you're getting your first lesson. When a woman walks into the room, you should stand up and greet her politely. Isn't that right, boys?"

Olivia glanced over at the other males. Yes, they exuded nervousness and uncertainty.

There had been plenty of boxer raids, after all. During these games, some of the girls would get together, run through the boys' dorm, and steal their underwear. It was silly, just something a couple of college kids could pull off whenever they got really bored. And yeah, the boxer raids were technically against the rules, but none of the young women were disciplined for it. After all, most of the administrators and professors held onto that time honored tradition of, "Girls will be girls."

"Yes, Ma'am!" The others chorused.

She glanced over at one of the young men, "Are you Terrance? Tony? Something like that?"

"Thomas," said the nervous boy.

"You're Sara's boyfriend, right?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Lucky boy," she said. Then she glanced back down at Dylan. "Get up."

"We just went to bed a little while ago," he groused. He was obviously bitter, especially because a spoiled boy like Dylan Winters probably wasn't used to having a curfew. In fact, he was probably the kind of guy who could get a new car, drive it around, promptly crash, and expect his family to buy him a new one.

"And now you're getting up," she said. "You have ten seconds to get dressed. If you don't, I'll just take you out of here naked." She glanced over at one of the boys and pointed. "Can you go talk to the Floor Monitor and tell her that I'm Dylan's tutor and that I need a collar and leash for this boy?" Those words sounded like a request, but they were obviously command.

He gulped and nodded, rushing off as he answered obediently, "Yes, Ma'am."

"The clock starts now," she said to Dylan.

Despite any disbelief he might’ve experienced, Dylan’s eyes widened, and he panicked, quickly jumping out of bed, yanking off his shirt, and pulling down his pants.

Actually, this was better than she expected, Olivia thought. His body wasn't perfect by any stretch, but he certainly tried to work out. With a wicked little smile, she decided she knew what they were going to do that night: this play could use some additional exercise. If she was going to be his tutor, that she needed to make sure that he was healthy, both in mind and body.

"Time's up," she said, but he was just down to his boxers. He had scrambled to open one of the drawers, but it had gotten stuck, so now she grabbed him by his shoulder, pulled back, and stared right into his eyes.

Dylan tried to meet her gaze. Back in the United States, or wherever he came from, he probably intimidated other people all the time. Between his wealth and gender, he could get people to do what he desired. He could be scary or unnerving, especially when he looked displeased.

None of that affected his tutor. Olivia smiled and said, "Cage 15: Shock."

He twitched, flinching as he stumbled back. He fell, hitting his buttocks down against the mattress right as his roommate came back with the requisite collar and leash.

"Now, unless you want me to get a gag as well, you're going to kneel right here." She snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot a few inches from the tips of her boots.

He glared at her. His breathing came harder and faster. At the same time, he looked over at the other boys, only his roommates studiously refused to match his gaze. They didn't want to get in trouble, and they certainly didn't want to earn this young woman's wrath.

"This is ridiculous," Dylan sneered. He continued to look back at the other guys, "We are men. We can't put up with this kind of nonsense!"

"Are you done?" Olivia asked. Then she realized she proceeded to care because she decided for him, "Yes, you’re done. Cage 15: Shock." She uttered the command phrase once, twice, three times in quick succession. Each time she said them, the explosion of electricity flared through his body. Pain crashed into him, washing away every other sensation.

The next thing he knew, he was down on his knees, and Olivia smirked. She was beautiful, especially with that wicked little smile. Obviously, she was having a lot of fun with him.

"Boys obey," she said simply. Then she slipped the collar around his neck, attached of the leash, turned around, and she started walking.

Unable to stop himself, he jumped to his feet, and he followed after her, like a dog chasing after his owner.

Once they made it outside, the cold air washed over Dylan's mostly naked body. Yes, he still wore his boxers, which provided some trace of protection, but the rest of the cold atmosphere caressed his naked chest and bare legs as he struggled to keep up. Despite her high-heeled boots, Olivia strode ahead with the easy confidence of a girl knew she could accomplish anything she liked.

"Where are we going?" Dylan demanded to know.

"Don't worry your cute head about that," she said.

They rushed over to one of the buildings, and she quickly typed in another number on the keypad. The doors unlocked, but the hallway was dark. She took him into a large, expensive chamber, and that's when she turned on the lights.

He looked around and saw the exercise equipment: weightlifting benches, treadmills, stationary bikes, and other machines couldn't even identify.

"What? You want to work out?"

"No," she said with a smile. "I want you to work out. I bet you are still frustrated since you had to go to bed so early. Well, I figured I could tire you out. This way, you'll sleep a lot better before your class tomorrow."

"I'm not taking any classes," he snapped back at her.

She grabbed his leash, pulled it, and he stumbled forward, coming right up against her. "Yes. You are," she said simply. Then she loosened her grip, and he retreated back a few more steps. "Let's start with some stretches. Your arms. Then your legs. Now."

He opened his mouth to answer, but he knew what she would do. She would say those dreaded words again: Cage 15: Shock. He absolutely hated how a few syllables could stop him completely. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair! He was supposed to be bigger and stronger.

She was just some random college girl! He had messed around with lots of young women just like Olivia, those girls had been insecure and nervous around him. Olivia didn't have that problem. On the contrary, when she got close to him, she saw herself as better—his superior.

And why wouldn't she? She was beautiful, confident, strong, well trained, better educated, and probably smarter (she didn't like to make that last assertion, if only because she didn't know him well enough).

"I'm not just going to start working out in front of you," he stated.

She answered with the predictable punishment, "Cage 15: shock!" She hissed to those words, and his chastity Cage, even while hidden by the boxers, still registered her vocal command. It obliged, delivering another powerful jolt of electricity. The pain flared through his body, making them stumbled back. She yanked on his leash, so he had to step forward again.

"We can do this again and again," she told him. "I don't mind. It doesn't bother me at all." Then she flashed him a wicked smile.

Dylan knew she was right. She could play with him for as long as she liked. She would get bored, especially because she seemed to enjoy those little cries of dismay that shot from his throat each time she disciplined him.

"Fine," he snarled back at her.

She wrapped the tip of his leash around her wrist, put her hands on her hips, and she watched as he started to stretch. He lifted his hands toward the ceiling, flexing his muscles as he did so.

She circled him once, doubling back as she reached out and pinched at his biceps, his forearms, but his side in his buttocks.

"I'm not a piece of meat," he complained.

"No," she agreed, "But you are a boy, and I’m your tutor."

"So what are you going to teach me?" Dylan asked, his voice jagged with sarcasm. "You're supposed to be my tutor, right?"

Olivia didn't answer him right away. As he stretched, she stood behind him, and maybe he started to get nervous, like what if she just ditched him? Instead, he turned around, and that's when he saw her and hurt her answer, "Obedience. Dylan, I'm going to teach you how to be an obedient, eager boy."

"I'm not a pet," he snarled at her.

"You're leashed like one," she said. Before he could summon a rejoinder, she glanced down toward his legs. "We aren't done with your stretches, boy."

Reluctantly, he bent forward, and she grabbed his ass. From there, she slid her fingers up along his naked back. Then she stepped away, grinned, and nodded to herself.

For the most part, Dylan did his best to ignore her. He never could have admitted it, but this girl knew how to tease and taunt him. She knew how to play with him, whether he liked it or not. And while she could irritate him and unsettled him, he could do the same to her!

It must have been so infuriating! And yet, he couldn't do anything about it!

His tutor circled him, careful not to tangle his leash. Along the way, she enjoyed herself thoroughly, savoring the way he grimaced and squirmed underneath her watchful gaze. Obviously, he didn't enjoy this kind of object of vacation, especially because this pretty girl could do whatever she liked with him. That much was obvious!

"Okay," she said. "You have any preferences?"

He chose not to answer.

"The silent treatment? Really?" She dipped her head down, grinned, and shook her head. "Seriously, you boys are always so predictable."

He braced himself, probably thinking he was about to get shocked again, but she had something else in mind. With a little smirk, she tugged on his leash, glanced around at the different types of exercise equipment, and finally put her hand on the small of his back. She shoved him up onto one of the treadmills.

"Hold your hands up," she ordered.

Although he allowed her to manhandle him, Dylan didn't react or respond.

Fortunately for Olivia, they had talked about this in her various courses on male training and subjugation. All the boys learned how to serve and please, the young women learned how to enjoy their services but also how to take control. They practiced tone, enunciation, and vocabulary. More than that, they also focused on the psychological principles that guided the male mind.

"Cage 15: Shock." After that, she asked, "Do I need to do that again? Because I don't mind."

Reluctantly, he started to lift his hands, but he didn't go fast enough for her, so she grabbed his wrists and pushed them down against the restraints. The shackles engaged, sliding into place and locking around his wrists. The thin chains attached to the restraints allowed a little bit of give, just enough to allow for the runner to start jogging.

"Let's try something easy," she said and tapped the first setting.

Beneath his feet, the treadmill rumbled and the belt started to roll. He took one step, then another. At the same time, he kept his expression neutral and completely detached, like he didn't care about any of this.

"You look bored," she said. "Let's try something else." She had the second setting, and of the belt started to speed up.

"Still not good enough," she said. This time, she jumped to the fifth setting, and the tone of the motor shifted as it sped up. His stride length and it, and he soon broke into a run.

"Not bad," she raised her voice so he could still hear her easily. "Yeah, five miles an hour. That's a good pace. You can let me know when you think you're done."

With those words hanging on the air, Olivia sauntered back toward the other side of the gym. She grabbed one of the chairs, sat down, crossed her legs, and pulled out her phone. She started texting her friends, although she made sure to check on him every couple of minutes.

At first, he did his absolute best to be completely stubborn, like he could just keep running for as long as might be necessary. Unfortunately for him, the treadmill was a machine, so it quickly ground down his endurance, all while she played on her phone. It didn't take long before his skin turned shining wet with perspiration, and his breathing became almost as loud as the motor.

"Please!" Dylan finally called out.

"What was that?" Olivia asked pleasantly, as though she had no idea what he was talking about.

He waited a few seconds. Clearly, he could hear the playful note of pleasure in her voice, and he must have hated cooperating like this. And yet, he yanked on his chains, pulling them. Unfortunately for him, the treadmill had been bolted to the floor. Not only that, it was reinforced to make sure that its user, whoever he happened to be, continued to work out for as long as his trainer decided.

The equipment had been designed for exercise…or torture.

Gasping, he panted out, "Please. Please, I, I can't do this!"

"It's only been a couple of minutes," Olivia said. "What's wrong? Do we need to work on your endurance?"

"Get me off of this thing!" Dylan snarled at her.

"No, not for a little while," she said as she enjoyed his torture. Then, languidly, she sat up and sauntered around to the other side of the treadmill. She rested her arms on the readout. Yes, this machine had been expertly designed. He could swing his arms just enough to run, but he couldn't reach the different buttons. Judging by those droplets of sweat on the plastic exterior, he had tried.

"Who's your tutor?"

He glared at her for a second, only a second, and then he called out, "You, you are!"

Sounded almost bored with this line of questioning, she asked him, "Who's smarter than you?"

His nostrils twisted into another snarl, but he had to keep running. His feet kicked down against the belt, bouncing from one stride to another as he worked to keep up with the incessant and untiring machine.

When it came to pain, maybe he would have been able to hold out longer. Maybe he could have tightened his muscles, clenched his fingers, and far to hold out as he clung to his dignity. But as he had to run while she watched, the exhaustion and breathless need for oxygen scraped against of the last of his defenses.

Sweat dripped down his brow and got into his eyes.

"Well?" Olivia asked with a playful smile. Again, she made it obvious that she didn't mind this conversation. In fact, she was having fun! She could do this all night or even longer…

"You!" He sucked in another gasp of air, but it still wasn't enough! "You. Okay? You, you’re smarter than me!"

"Very good," she said. She turned off the treadmill. "Not bad. But you know, I think you're going to have to work on that endurance of yours. For now, let's get you showered."

She removed to the restraints, and he looked back at her. Anger flashed across his features, but she just tilted her head to the side like his brightest, hottest rage couldn't possibly impress or intimidate her. "Do you have something you want to say, Dylan?"

Gasping, he stumbled forward, pressed his palms down against his knees, and tried to catch his breath.

She tugged on his leash, guiding him over to the showers.

In fact, he was hardly paying attention by this point. Once they stepped into one of the stalls, he must have assumed that she would remove the leash and let him go.

No way. Olivia had something much better in mind. So many of the boys on campus already understood the facilities, but Dylan was new, and he could be surprised. That was fun. That was nearly addictive!

Moving fast now, she shoved against him, grabbing his arms, pushing them up against the wall, and sliding his wrists into another set of restraints. The manacles snapped shut right before she grabbed onto the elastic of his boxers and pulled. She removed the last of his clothing, so now he only had on the collar and chastity cage.

"Very good," she said.

He tugged against his restraints.

"What is this?" By this point, his breathing had leveled out again.

"You're all sweaty," she pointed out. "Let me get you cleaned up." Her eyes sparkled as she grabbed the nozzle, lifted up, and turned on the water. She pointed the stream at his face first. Cold water played along his features, drenching his hair and running down his body in rivulets. As she grinned, Olivia continued to wash him down, soaking him in the span of a few seconds.

The water slowly warmed, but she loved seeing his nipples harden, especially as he took one sharp and breath after another. Eventually, she reached over and hit a button built into the wall. His shackles lengthened, and she said, "Turn around."

Reluctantly, he obeyed, turning around. She told him to put his hands on the wall, and he cooperated again. After everything that had happened, this boy couldn't summon any real defiance.

Later, he would rest, he would feel stronger, and that he would try to resist. Anticipating what a boy might do have become quite easy for a young woman like Olivia. Still, she smiled as she enjoyed herself. Then she watched him, drenching the back of his skull, his neck, shoulders, his back, his buttocks, and his legs.

Finally, she turned off the water, grabbed a towel, and tossed it to him.

"That was fun," she said.

His resistance didn't take long to reassert itself. As he dried off, he glared at her again. His expression was rigid with barely contained anger! He probably thought he looked really scary or something.

"Whatever you're trying to do, it's not going to work. Am not going to let you brainwash me!"

"Dylan," she said with a surprised and almost confused little shake of her head. "This isn't about brainwashing. This is about training. This is about teaching you to view the world differently. I want you to understand that you're a boy, and so it's better for you to defer to the women around you. You should be subservient because you'll be happier this way."

For a moment, he filled his lungs, and it looked like he might snarl out some profanity at her. He could have said something incredibly offensive, rebellious, or inappropriate. Instead, he seemed to reconsider and finally told her, "No way."

"Would you like a demonstration?" Olivia asked.

His brows tightened, but she had already made up her mind.

Feeling impish, she sauntered closer and closer to him. In that take green dress, with the shining black boots, and her long, brown tresses pulled back into a ponytail, she looked so sweet, so sexy. Under other circumstances, he would have yearned for her proximity.

But now, she reached up, cupped his cheeks, tilted his head to the side, and then she kissed him. Her lips just barely touched his, but those electric sensations ran through both of their bodies. In that moment, she almost surrendered to her own needs and desires.

Later, she told herself. Later, she could have more fun with him, after he was better trained.

There," she said, breaking off at kiss. "How does that feel?"

"Good."

"Are you feeling eager?" She pulled away, separating their lips, and then she reached up and touched a finger to his mouth. He must have enjoyed that playful control she easily exerted. At this point, his shaft must’ve been twitching in its cage, struggling against the plastic and metal bindings, but it wouldn't be able to break free. He couldn't enjoy that simple freedom of an erection because this young woman wouldn't allow him to do so. "Remember, if you say something rude, I might just drag you back to the dorms. Or worse, I could put you back on the treadmill."

Some of the color dissipated from his cheeks and away from his neck.

"Are you feeling eager?"

"Maybe I liked that kiss," he confessed.

"Right now, would you like to put your hand on my chest?" He started to reach up, maybe thinking this counted as permission. She grabbed his hand, laced her fingers through his, and tightened her grip. Since she could punish him with just a few syllables, he didn't push hard.

"I asked you a question, boy."

"Yes. Yes, I would like to touch you," he confessed to her.

"Are boys meant to be slaves?"

He locked his teeth together, especially when he heard that last word, and turned away from her. At the same time, he couldn't resist. Her confidence, intelligence, and beauty drew him back. Olivia couldn't be sure one way or the other, yet she truly believed that a war was being fought behind his eyes and deep within his core. On one side, he needed to think of himself as special because he was a boy. As a man, he was supposed to win. He should have been able to tease her and seduce her. On the other side, he must have felt so powerless. Worse, his instincts yearned for him to draw closer, to press himself up against her and to do anything for the chance to please her.

Dylan must have ached for the chance to serve this young woman. It would have felt so good. He craved her attention at her approval.

In particular, Olivia thought of one particular lesson from her extensive education in male psychology and control. So many boys, whether they realized it or not, clung to memories of being influenced and overpowered by the women around them. Sometimes, these were older students. Maybe a boy would be partnered up with a girl for some class project, and she would boss him around, and he would tell himself that he hated it. He might have even complained about it, yet none of that would make the slightest difference because he would love seeing her smile. In fact, he would work so hard to make her feel good so that she might encourage him...It could have been an older sister, one of her friends, a cousin, or maybe some random female he encountered elsewhere on a team or later at work. One way or another, he’d experience this pulse of delight as he gave in and surrendered. She was in charge. She had the confidence he could match with skills and maturity beyond anything he could muster. As such, she was his. And he was grateful…

Olivia used all of this against him asked Dylan struggled to decide what he should do.

"Come on," she whispered with a little hint of amusement in her voice. "Tell me. You can do it. I know you can."

His lips pulled back with frustration, but then something inside of him broke. "Yes. Boys are meant to be slaves," he admitted.

In the next moment, he was about to contradict himself, to say that he only told her what she wished to hear, but then she pushed him up against the wall, kissed him again, firmly this time. She liked his mouth and intended to experience everything his tongue had to offer. In that moment, they were making out, and he didn't get to contradict himself. He has said it: boys are meant to be slaves. By admitting it, Dylan surrendered even more power.

Excitement roiled through her body, and she grabbed his wrists. She squeezed them tight.

She held him like that for several long seconds until she adjusted her grip, pulled his right hand down, and ran his palm over the soft contours of her dress. He felt her right breast, that delicious give, and he clearly wanted more, only she rammed his hand back up above his head.

"No," she said. "It's time for you to get back to bed, young man."

"I'm not tired," he told her. Then he closed his eyes, and he leaned forward, ready to kiss her again.

"Too bad. I’ve already decided. Now, unless you need to be punished, you're going to cooperate." Then she grinned and let go of his left arm. By this point, he couldn't think clearly, so he didn't resist as she dropped her hand down between his legs. She cupped his balls and gently stroked her fingers underneath the root of his shaft. She teased him, gently massaging him and rubbing him right there between his legs.

A groan of need vibrated through his body.

"Please. Please…"

"Say it again," she ordered.

"Boys are meant to be slaves," he said.

"Good," she answered. "So maybe if you're lucky, I’ll decide to play with you again. Right now, take you back your dorm, and if you say another word, I won't play with you ever again." She pulled back, crossed her arms over her chest, and stared at him.

His eyes widened, and he started to shift his weight. Like so many other young men, he had learned implicit rules about how to pursue a girl. Even if she said no, he thought he was supposed to try again, maybe harder this time. Only now, there was something in her expression, something steely and unyielding.

Finally, this boy must have realized that he wasn't going to be able to defeat her. In battles of willpower, she would win every single time, so his shoulders slumped, and he nodded.

"Smart boy," she said, reattaching his collar, adjusting his leash, and giving him a hug before she took him back across campus and to his dorm room.

As she escorted into the dark, Olivia wore this huge smile. Considering that she had never trained the wild boy like this before, she was actually very satisfied with herself and the progress she had made it. She couldn't wait to see what happened next!

Penetration.

This could be one of the most important aspects of male subjugation. In so many cultures, one specific idea held true: in order to be a man, he had to thrust into a woman. He assumed control and dominated by pumping his shaft deep into her. And even if she enjoyed it, this became something of an afterthought. Maybe he would be proud of his skills as a lover, yet these judgements almost always came down to his perspective, his reactions, and his final decision.

Worse, sex was ridiculously assumed to begin and end with male arousal.

It was utter nonsense, of course.

In various classes, their male students learned to view sex as being completely female oriented. There was a reason why servants had to wear chastity cages.

Alice arrived at the classroom about half an hour before the next class was set to begin. Politely, she knocked on the door because in this was Mina Riker's domain. Unsurprisingly, it took almost a full minute before she heard Mina's voice shout through the door, "Come in!"

When Alice entered, he found Mina seated behind the large, wooden desk at the front of the classroom. Pristine white boards dominated the space behind her, but to the left and right, there were a myriad of different posters, each one showing different anatomical outlines and diagrams for both women and men. Not only that, different shelves held up various toys and implemented.

This was a course in Penetration. Here, both the male and female student bodies learned all about the different implements and how they could be used. Additionally, Mina Riker had expanded the scope of her class (this was something Alice allowed and sometimes encouraged) to include other toys. That was one reason why there were also paddles, nipple clamps, gags, and other restraints in addition to the dildos and vibrators of varying lengths.

This was a classroom where they could discuss theoretical matters as well as the practical application of different toys.

Standing to the right hand behind Mina, a blonde boy had his arms held behind his back. He was naked except for the chastity cage locked between his legs.

"Dean Carver," Mina said. Her face was flushed, and she had a shy smile on her face. Although Alice did her best to be as approachable as possible, she would always be the boss, which would forever intimidate some of her subordinates. Some hierarchies couldn't really be broken down.

"Good morning, Mina," Alice said as she strolled inside. "I was hoping you and I could talk for a little bit?"

Professor Riker nodded and smiled. "Absolutely. What can I do for you?"

"Are you tutoring this student?" Alice asked, glancing at the naked boy.

"This is Alex," Mina said. "He's my assistant." By "assistant", she meant teacher's pet.

"Oh, yes. I think I have seen him around the faculty lounge," Alice said as she glanced over at the boy.

Unlike so many of the other males, Alex met her gaze, and he flashed a bright smile. Although he remained quiet, it was obvious he wanted to speak, so Alice decides to be generous, especially since she wanted to make both of them more comfortable. "That was you, wasn't it?"

"Probably, Ma'am," he said. "Many of the faculty here have had fun with me."

"Don't be so modest," Mina said as she reached back and grabbed his naked ass. She gave him an affectionate pinch, and then she turned back to the Dean. "Alex here is my prized student. To be honest, I almost want to fail him, if only so I can keep him in my class!"

"I'm sure you'll be able to expand the curriculum to fit him in," Alice said. "And by the way, you do have my full support if you would like to add to the range of classes you teach. I know you already do a lot. And of course, you could always talk to his legal guardian."

Alex straightened his stance and rolled his shoulders back as he tried to look like some obedience statue. At the same time, Alice could detect that hint of excitement.

Guardianship could be bought and sold just like any other commodity, Alice knew. On Calista, males were routinely traded. Sure, a few couples got together and their relationships seemed fairly monogamous. But then there were other women out on the island who savored their power and control. They might enjoy an entire stable of servants and stallions. All of this certainly encouraged the ambitions of certain young women, especially those who craved the power to own an entire group of powerful and dedicated boys.

"Thank you for that," Mina said appeared "but I'm guessing you're here for something more specific?"

"Did you get the email about the new student?"

"Dylan Winters," Mina said with a quick nod. "I was surprised about him. We don't usually take students in the middle of the term."

"He's a special situation," Alice said.

"I gathered as much."

Although she had contemplated this exact conversation throughout the night, Alice still hadn't decided exactly how much she wanted to say. So instead, she told him, "Over the course of the week, we're going to have an important VIP observe some of what we do. To be honest, this won't really affect you. I just want you to teach the way you normally do. That said, Dylan is going to be in your class, so feel free to treat him like any other student."

"Is he a virgin?"

"Probably not," Alice said.

"What about when it comes to penetration?" Alex asked.

"On that front, he probably is." Alice shrugged and bristled as she realized how little she knew about this young man. She wondered if maybe she should have interrogated him herself. Or perhaps she should have had Olivia do it.

"It's okay," Mina said with a smile. "If we could teach Alex to enjoy it, then I'm sure this boy won't be a problem."

"Yes, Ma'am," Alex chirped. "Thank you, Ma'am!"

Alice studied that this teacher’s pet, especially because he seemed to exude this strangely compelling energy and exuberance, like he loved his status right there behind her.

Mina picked up on the Dean's interest and asked, "Would you like to spend some time with him? You've taken back to your office and ride him for a while?"

"Yes, Ma'am! Please?"

Alice pressed her lips into a thin smile and shook her head, "Thank you for the offer, both of you." She did her head down for a moment before glancing back up. "To be honest, I was just admiring you, Alex. I think you are an excellent boy, and I'm really glad you have embraced the ideology behind this institution so wholeheartedly."

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Mina, I don't wish to denigrate your work, but I do have a question for you."

"What is it?"

"This boy is pretty much everything we want from this institution. We have worked hard to train him. More often than not, we succeed. By the time they leave, they are willing, ready, and eager to accept voluntary ownership and enslavement." Outside of those walls, Alice probably wasn't supposed to use that kind of wording or freezing. Then again, she knew how quickly those dynamics could change. The government might issue a set of rules about what boys should be called, but that didn't necessarily affect how the women in charge used language in their businesses, schools, and homes.

So many boys would have been insulted by being called a slave. And yet, Alex seemed to grin and wiggle in place because he was genuinely happy about the opportunity to serve. Alice continued, "How do you think this happened? I don't mean to be blunt, but was it your curriculum?"

"I think that's impossible to know," Mina said honestly. "We can certainly nudge boys in the right direction. We can start to teach them and make sure they get all of the information they need. We can also give them the experiences that will help them appreciate what subjugation can feel like, but if you're asking me to solve the age-old question about nature or nurture, I don't think I can do that."

"Sorry," Alice replied. "I think maybe I put too much pressure on you right there."

Mina grinned. "It's okay. It sounds like this Dylan Winters might be an issue?"

"You have no idea," Alice said. But really, the Dean was thinking about his sister and how little she knew about her. Exhaling through her teeth, Alice continued, "Maybe I was just looking for a little bit of philosophical distraction."

"What do you think, Alex? Was it the training here that helped you learn to surrender to your superiors?"

The boys seemed to ponder this for several seconds. From what Alice remembered his reputation, he genuinely enjoyed being owned, especially in terms of penetration. Many of the faculty members had donned strap-ons and shoved this boy up against a wall or a desk for the pleasure of ramming him hard, again and again. According to the rumors, he could even climax while wearing his chastity cage.

Some of his exuberance diminished for a few seconds as he became pensive and thoughtful. Once again, Alice was impressed. Clearly, Alex was one of the school's star boy students. A woman had asked the question, so now he intended to give the right answer, even if it took a few extra seconds. "I think it was the training," he admitted.

"And what makes you say that?" Mina prompted him.

Again, he paused for a moment. "Am…am I going to get in trouble for admitting this?" He looked genuinely abashed.

"It depends on what you tell me," Alice said.

Realizing he had already made a mistake, Alex clearly understood that he couldn't backtrack. If he attempted to lie, these women would know. Both Dean Carver and Professor Riker were adept when it came to reading the expressions and intimations of the boys around them. Lots of young men tried to deceive them, and very, very few ever succeeded.

He nodded, gulped, and said, "When I first came here, I knew who I was supposed to be. I grew up on Calista, so I knew that men were supposed to be obedient. My father submitted to my mother, and my friends obeyed their sisters and parents. It was all very normal and wholesome."

"But?" Mina prompted, apparently intrigued.

"Well, one of my friends, when we were little, got his hands on a DVD. It was this really weird movie. We knew we weren't supposed to have it, but we decided to watch it anyway. I don't remember the name, but it was this action movie, and there was this man who was running around with a gun, and he was the main character. I had never, ever seen a movie like that before, but it made me think."

"What? What did it make you think?" Mina coaxed.

"It made me think that maybe I didn't have to obey the women around me," he admitted. Then his voice stopped, like he hated uttering those words. "I started to wonder if maybe I could get away from Calista. I started fantasizing about it…

"Did you know anything about the rest of the world?" Mina asked.

"No, not really," he said. "I didn't get to take any of geography classes like the girls at my school. And obviously, the history classes for the boys focused on local information."

"Did you try to do anything else? Maybe get onto a computer or steal a phone?" Mina asked, her voice level. She didn't sound angry or upset, but some red had started to gather along his cheeks. Admitting all of this was difficult for a boy like Alex, especially considering that he had been such an excellent student.

"No, Ma'am," he said truthfully. "But I kept thinking about going somewhere else. I didn’t know for sure. Maybe I wanted to go to Europe or Canada or South America. I don't know." He shook his head, clenched his eyes shut, and growled through the guilt that wracked his psyche. Only then he came to the part of the story that seemed to make him feel better. "Then I came here. Then I met you, Ma'am."

"What happened here?"

"At first, I thought it was just going to be more schooling. I thought I would learn the same things I had back in my other classes. But then, on the first day of class, you picked one of the other boys. You grabbed him, shoved him up against your desk, and you pumped into him."

"Were you angry about that?" Alice asked.

A look of shock plate across his face, like he couldn't comprehend how or why a boy would get angry at witnessing something like this…

"No!" Alex said. He didn't raise his voice, yet the enthusiasm and determination pulsed along his answer. "No, I wasn't angry at all. I was…" His voice trailed off as he seemed to consider this, but he couldn't come up with an easy answer. Eventually, he glanced down and exhaled. "I wasn't angry. I guess I was intrigued. I, I saw that look on his face, and then I looked back at you, Professor Riker."

"You were jealous," Alice said.

The professor's favorite student gulped and nodded, apparently shy and definitely nervous. "Yes, Ma'am. I think I was jealous. That night, I kept squirming and tugging on my chastity cage. I had worn it for several years by that point, but now I really, really wanted to get it off! I kept thinking about him, how it must have felt. I thought of her proximity." He dipped his head down again. "My teacher is very beautiful."

"She's a very attractive woman," Alice agreed. "But it sounds like you had an instinctive sense of what you wanted."

"I didn't," he replied. "I mean, I knew what I wanted, but I was trying to fight it. Then, after class the next day, Professor Riker had me stay behind. I spoke with her, and she talked to me. She tutored me and started teaching me. She told me about penetration and what it could mean, both in terms of my ability to serve, but also what it could do for me. It could affect me."

Although Alice had heard many lectures and study different articles and treatises along these lines, she still asked, "How? How could it affect you?"

"Men are at a biological disadvantage," he explained. He still sounded tentative, like he wasn't used to providing this sort of answer. Yes, he had been tested at various times, but this was different. It felt more like a conversation, like the Dean of the entire school might actually want to hear his opinion. Then again, these were really women's ideas; he only had to repeat them. "For some reason, men think that they’re in charge of sex, but this is untrue. As in all things, men should be appropriately obedient and deferential. Men exist to service the needs of women," he said, all of which sounded a little bit pedantic to Alice, but maybe he needed to reaffirm those basic truths before he continued. "This is also obvious when it comes to sex. Because men are often the ones who pump during sex, they think of themselves as taking control. This isn't true. Aside from the fact that many men need to be tied down for sex, women are smarter and stronger, so we should defer to them." His gaze jumped from his teacher to the Dean, "When a man is penetrated by a woman, he can start to understand his subordinate position."

"How long did it take you to be penetrated? How long before she used one of her dildos on you?"

"Three days," he said.

"Right after our first class, I could tell that Alex here had some potential," Mina told the administrator. "Basically, this boy really, really wanted it. Maybe he couldn't admit it, but you should have seen him. He was restrained at his desk, just like all of the other boys, but it looked like he wanted to run up to the front of the room to get taken as soon as possible. Isn't that right, Alex?"

In a quiet, slightly embarrassed voice, he said, "Yes, Ma'am."

She reached up and patted him on the head. "It's okay. There’s no reason to be embarrassed about that."

"This has been enlightening," Alice declared, "I do need to get back to my guest. We will probably be here a few minutes after you start class. Is that okay?"

"Absolutely," Mina said. "But thank you for letting me know ahead of time. I really appreciate it."

"Always," Alice said. She rolled her shoulders back, braced herself, and got ready to go meet with the Consortium's favorite scholar.

Across campus, Olivia checked her reflection and giggled. She loved this shade of eyeshadow. She adjusted it, dabbing her skin just beneath her right brow. Then she puckered her lips, stepped back, and tilted her head to the side as she flashed a bright smile. A couple of the girls on campus thought that they shouldn't have to worry about how they looked. They preferred baggy outfits and didn't worry about makeup or brushing her hair. Olivia could respect that, but she also enjoyed his power this gave her. Not only that, there was something so relaxing about applying her makeup and getting ready in the morning. As she took her time, she felt like she was telling the universe something important, "I'm powerful, and I'm not going to rush ahead for other people. If I want to take my time, then I will, and they can suck it."

Olivia grinned, popped her lips, and then she headed back over to the boys' dormitory.

As Dylan's tutor, she had been given his schedule, so she knew exactly where the boy was supposed to go.

When she found his door, she opened it, and there he was, seated on the edge of his bed with his arms crossed. He glanced up. "Aren't you supposed to knock or something?"

"I'm a woman," she said. "Why would I bother knocking? It's not like I have to respect your privacy or anything."

He jumped up onto his feet, took a step forward, and came to a halting stop as he realized something. No matter how angry he became, Olivia wasn't scared of him. He could get enraged or pouty, but this was the same girl who had stripped him, forced him to run, and played with him. She had leashed him!

"I saw your schedule," she told him. "It starts with Penetration."

"That's not a class," he snarled.

"Yes, it is. It's a class, and you're going to take it, and you're going to be an obedient and thoughtful student. Because if you're not, you and I are going to have some difficult words, and you don't want that, do you? No, you don't. Why not? Because I'm your tutor, and I know the number on your Chastity Cage." She grinned at him, tilted her head to the side, and even flipped her hair over her shoulder.

He hissed through his teeth, filling his lungs, but then he didn't say anything.

"Good. Now, get dressed."

"I am," he said, nodding down toward his jeans and T-shirt.

"No, no," she said with a dismissive wag of her finger. "That's not appropriate for a boy like you, especially on his first day of class."

"Some of the other guys went out in jeans and T-shirts," he complained.

"You aren’t some other guy," she said. "I don't care what their guardians let them too. You're going to put on something nicer."

"Fine. Can I have some privacy?"

"No," she said dismissively.

He inhaled, hissing through his teeth. Then he started to move, and he must have felt the weight of his Chastity Cage. It would always be there, tugging on his most sensitive parts and constantly reminding him of his status here before this young woman.

"You're starting to understand," she said. "Now hurry up or I'm going to have to punish you for dawdling."

"Fine," he said.

"Actually, I don't like your tone. Come back here." She snapped her fingers and pointed down to the spot in front of her feet.

He turned around, his brows creased, and he asked, "My tone?"

"From now on, you're going to address me as Miss. If you don't, you're going to be in trouble."

This defiant boy stared at this young woman. Last night, she wore a tight green dress. Today, she had on another dress, only this one was black and adorned with silvery rivets. She stepped forward, and he gulped. Clearly, he hated to acknowledge the fear that flashed through his body, but there was something so enticing, alluring, and dangerous about this female. She used the bet against him, carefully looking into his eyes, reaching up, and sliding her fingers along the side of his face before taking a hold of his hair.

No one was supposed to be able to touch him like this. No one was supposed to be able to violate those personal borders, but she did with impunity. Not only that, she seemed to enjoy it.

"What are you going to do?" Olivia asked him again. Her voice had become stern yet patronizing.

"I'll be more respectful," he said. Then he started to turn away, like he thought that would be good enough.

Her hand shot down, she grabbed him by his wrist, and then she pulled him close once more.

Their positions and closeness reminded her so much of last night, and Olivia experienced something she didn't expect: this little flutter of excitement. It started right between her breasts and flared down into her stomach. She pushed those emotions aside, however. Instead, she said, "Not good enough."

"You're just some random girl," he protested.

"I'm your tutor," she replied. "And you're in Calista. You know what that means. You're a boy, and you need to obey. So what are you going to do?"

His nostrils twitched.

Somehow, Olivia found herself really, really enjoying this! She had to summon even more self-control as she fought the urge to start laughing at him.

When he couldn't say anything, she uttered the words he had learned to dread, "Cage 15: Shock!"

The jolt of electricity raced through his body, making him fall back as she released his hand.

His tutor strode up to him, reached up, and put her hand on the top of his head. Then she shall do, and he finally got smart. He let his knees bend, and he dropped to the carpeted floor right in front of her.

He looked up along the length of her boots, her tights, and the dark fabric of her dress until he saw her smiling down at him. "Say it."

"Say what?"

"Say it," she ordered again.

"Fine," he said. "Miss." His voice dropped for that second word, but he still uttered her new title. He gave her the respect and authority she demanded.

"So what are you going to do from now on?" Olivia asked casually as she glanced down at the edges of her fingernails. She could have used that same intonation to ask him about his plans for the weekend (not that a boy got to make those kinds of decisions on his own).

"I, I’ll address you as Miss," he said.

"Good boy," she replied. "Yes, you will. Now, go get changed."

He scurried over to his bed, opened one of the drawers underneath, and he started to remove some of the outfits his sister had sent along with him. Ironically, while he’d been on the plane, down in the cargo hold, naked, bound in caged, he had glanced over and noticed some of his own luggage.

Obediently, Dylan pulled out a pair of black pants with a pleat down each leg and a pale blue shirt with a collar. He figured this would be good enough, so he started to pull on his new outfits. Stripping down to his boxers must have felt strange, especially in front of this girl. At this point, he was probably telling himself that he was a guy, so he didn't care about being naked in front of a young woman.

Olivia, however, didn't hide her interest. She studied him, admiring his arms and legs, his stomach, the contours of his buttocks, his back, his face, even his feet and hair. She drank it every detail. Really, she had no idea if she was drawn to him because of his features or maybe it was something else.

"Every time I see you like this, I really, really want to go enjoy some time with a stallion," she said.

"What, what does that even mean?" After another second, he remembered to add, "Miss?"

Smirking, Olivia loved the way he had to pour effort into behaving properly. He understood that the consequences could be severe if he messed up.

"It means that there are boys who are—let’s say—better endowed than you. I'm thinking, after I get to look at you, that maybe I want someone to pleasure me. He could use his tongue. He could use his cock."

"Miss?" Dylan asked, sounding like some scandalized Victorian.

Olivia grinned at him. "Cute," she said, turning her attention back to the pale blue of his shirt. "I think I want you in something else. Change."

"You can't…" Dylan started to say, only to stop himself. He must have recognized the obvious futility of trying to defy this young woman. His shoulders drooped, and he surrendered, "Yes, Miss."

He pulled out another shirt. This one was green. He lifted it for her to see, and he asked, "Do you like this one, Miss?"

"I don't know yet," she said. "Try it on."

He pulled on his new shirt, but it up, and that's when she stepped forward. She grabbed at the edges of his shirt and tucked them into his black pants.

"Nice," she said. Then she brushed her knuckles down along his cheek into his neck. "Should I collar you again?"

"No, I don't think that's going to be necessary, Miss."

"Are you trying to behave?" Olivia teased. "Is that what you're doing? Do you think that if you behave like a good boy, you won’t need to be punished? Maybe you can lull us into a false sense of security? Is that it?"

"What, no!" Dylan tried to say something else, but she slid her hand up to the back of his head, pulled him forward, and she kissed him again.

"It's okay. I think it's cute when you try to lie to me. And you're right, I don't think you need a collar. Remember, your chastity cage has a GPS tracker in it to make sure you can't wander off. Isn't that lovely?"

"Yes," he growled back. "It's lovely."

"Good boy." She patted him on the head, grabbed him by his hand, and she pulled him out of the dormitory room. They headed down the hall, back outside, it across campus. It was time for this boy to listen to a lecture on Penetration.

Calista High Academy had a beautiful campus. Aside from the gorgeously manicured rose gardens and expansive, green fields, it also included new buildings, one of which was the guest house. Alice could have easily sent one of her favorite students or maybe an instructor to see to Emily's needs, but she wasn't going to take that kind of risk.

She knocked, and the consortium's representative appeared. Already dressed in sleek, black yoga pants and a dark red blouse, she pulled a bag up over her shoulder and asked, "Where are we going?"

"Today, I was thinking we could observe the Penetration class," Alice said. As she spoke, the two women started down one of the concrete walkways. At the same time, Alice realized something: what was she going to do if Emily Winters demanded to see some other part of the curriculum?

Luckily, this girl decided not to be difficult. She didn't make some obnoxious power-play. "That sounds excellent," Emily replied.

"Is this an area of interest for you?" Alice asked as they continued to walk through the morning air. Off in the distance, the sun sent warm beams down across the damp grass.

"Occasionally," Emily said. "The psychology certainly fascinates me, but I don't know if I'm a big fan of penetrating boys."

"You know, you could always make them wear a strap-on," Alice replied. "I know this is something our instructor does quite frequently, especially with the servants. These boys don't deserve to be unlocked, but she still wants to teach them some of the finer points of female pleasure."

"I thought that was another class?" Emily asked, furling her brows.

"What can I say?" Alice asked with a shrug. "Our instructors routinely wander around the disciplinary spectrum."

"That is funny," Emily said with a knowing nod.

"What's that?"

"All of these artificial boundaries we create," she said. "You see it almost everywhere."

"Are you thinking of a specific example?" Alice asked as she continued to try to work out whether or not she liked this girl. She was obviously younger, and that resentment from the Consortium's snub still bothered her, but Emily still struck her as intelligent, articulate, and definitely dangerous. That last point, in particular, could it be forgotten.

"Well, there's the difference between Penetration and Women's Pleasure," Emily pointed out. "Theoretically, we want these classes to be distinct, but there's going to be some overlap. It reminds me of the difference between sociology and psychology. One studies groups while the other focuses on individuals, but those ideas collide all the time. Then of course, you see it in other academic fields. Basically, every academic study of art is going to hit this problem quite quickly."

"I'm always entertained by the distinction between different kinds of music," Alice told her.

"Exactly!" Emily enthused. "It's like we want to create these boundaries, but it just doesn't work. I remember once, I had this very silly teacher who told me that rap is based on lyrics that rhyme."

"Ouch," Alice said with a little smirk.

"In all fairness, I was probably being a precocious brat, and this teacher just wanted me to shut up and take a nap or something. But still, I remember that. I also remember thinking that it was wrong. But if you really try to stop, how can you tell the difference between something like rap and hip-hop, pop and rock? If you go to the extreme examples, it might seem obvious. But what about all the hybrids? What about all of the overlap?"

"And yet, this school is based on a powerful distinction," Alice said.

"The power between women and boys," Emily agreed.

"There might be variations," Alice conceded, "But we are talking about a core set of boys on this island to need to be trained."

"Not just this island," Emily said. "In an ideal scenario, boys all across the planet, our entire species, would be trained with a similar set of beliefs."

"We can make it happen," Alice said. "But I think you'll be impressed. I think you'll see that by the time you leave here."

"We'll see," Emily replied, always diplomatic and noncommittal.

By the time Olivia and Dylan arrived, the other students had already taken their seats. They sat down in their desks, and most of them were restrained. Since these boys had been at the school for quite some time, they didn't need the full set of shackles. Instead, their ankles pressed against the legs of each desk and were encircled by metal restraints. This way, the boys wouldn't be able to get up without permission, but they could still use their hands in case the instructor required them to take notes.

"Today, Alex is going to demonstrate an excellent tactic. This is one that your owner may expect of you at some point," Professor Riker said as she started the class.

Olivia stood toward the back of the room, discreetly out of the way. As Dylan's tutor, she was entitled to hang around and observe the lesson although she knew better than to interfere. Of course, Olivia wasn't the only observer on this day. Dean Carver and another young woman stood off to the side and observed.

"I know we talked about this a little bit last week, but we had a new student, and I would like him to get a strong understanding of what's about to happen. With this position, the boy will find himself down on his knees, and he will both suck and take a phallus."

"That's ridiculous," Dylan said. He had only been sitting there for a couple of minutes, but he clearly didn't know how to control himself.

"Oh?" asked the professor. She sounded genuinely curious even as her eyes flashed with something dangerous.

"I apologize," Olivia said. She started to step forward. "I can take him out into the hallway and have a little conversation with Dylan about appropriate behavior."

"No," Mina replied. "It's okay. Go on, boy. Tell us. Why is that ridiculous?"

"A real man should never, ever be in that position."

"Oh? Are you saying that my boy, Alex here, isn't a real man?"

"You just called him a boy," Dylan sneered. Some of his bluster from before came back, probably because she was talking to him like they were equals.

Olivia gulped, worried about what Alice thought. The Dean, however, kept her expression neutral with all of the practice diplomacy of an administrator who routinely dealt with trustees and other powerbrokers, yet she couldn't also help but wonder how Emily would interpret all of this.

Up until now, Dylan hadn't acknowledged or noticed his sister.

Dylan persisted, "You obviously don't respect him. Why should I?"

"Alex, do feel like I don't respect you?" Mina asked her favorite student.

"No, Ma'am. You definitely respect me."

"Whatever," Dylan said, rolling his eyes.

"I respect this boy because he knows his place. He's smart. He's wise. He understands how the world works. Intelligence isn’t based on the ability to rush forward and shout at the top of your lungs. Maybe that's how boys do it where you're from, but here, intelligence is based on much more."

"This is nonsense," Dylan muttered under his voice.

"Let's try something," Mina said. "Alex, grab the bench and assume the position."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. He glanced over at Dylan and shook his head. Obviously, the teacher's pet couldn't comprehend how or why another boy would behave so badly or so disrespectfully.

Alex rushed over to one of the closets, opened the door, and pulled out a wide bench. He dragged it up to the front of the classroom, and then he glanced back at his teacher. "May I?"

"Proceed," Mina said with a wave of her hand.

Alex exhaled slowly, climbed up onto the bench, and he braced his weight on his knees and elbows. With his back straight, his head forward, and his legs spread slightly, he seemed to lose himself.

At the same time, all of the women noticed the way his shaft twitched in its cage. Obviously, he wasn't allowed a genuine erection, but the anticipation raced through this boy's body as he waited for what might happen next.

"As my regular students know, Alex is an amazing specimen, especially when it comes to the practice of penetration. Unlike what some of you might think, I do respect him, especially in terms of his various talents. Like today, you are going to see how he can be taken and used beautifully." Mina grinned. "We have another student who can do this, but maybe you would like to volunteer, Olivia?"

"What would you like?"

"You and I are going to penetrate this boy from both directions."

"Absolutely," Olivia said, a little bit nervous as she strode forward.

"Bigger or smaller?" Mina asked as she pulled the tear off of her desk.

"Smaller is fine," Olivia replied.

"Front or back."

Olivia glanced down at the boy, and she grinned. "Back, I think," she said.

"Are you sure? He can take something big from behind," Mina promised her.

"I've heard about Alex," she said, reaching down and petting him affectionately like he was some puppy who wandered close and craved attention. "He's very popular with some of my friends."

Conscious that they had multiple observers, Olivia strode to the front of the classroom, reached up for that spot just above her shoulder blades, and she found the zipper to her dress. She pulled it down, let the dress fall, and then she grabbed it before it hit the floor. With a wink over at her student, Olivia tossed the dress on to Dylan's desk.

In just her bra and panties now, she grabbed the harness, pulled it up along the length of her legs, and then she looked down at the boy before turning to his teacher, "Lubricant?"

"He's been a good boy," Mina replied. "Definitely."

With expert precision, Olivia grabbed the small bottle, and she squirted some of the transparent gel down onto the tip of the phallus now pointing from between her legs. She rubbed it on, smearing it along the tip, the contours, and down the length. She turned back to Dylan and made eye contact with him as her hand continued to move. Once her toy glistened, she positioned herself and waited.

"Now, everyone, I want you to focus on Alex. He's going to suck my cock while Olivia here has some fun with him from the other side. Just because he's getting penetrated, however, that doesn't mean he can relax. Whenever you’re with a woman, it is your obligation to serve her. Maybe she will have a stallion pump you. Maybe you will flush him. Who knows? But one way or another, you can never be entirely passive, even if you are chained down and can't move. Understand?"

All of the boys, except for Dylan, instantly chorused back, "Yes, Ma'am." One way or another, all of these students had been trained to some degree. If nothing else, they recognized how powerless they were in this classroom.

Olivia glanced back at Dylan, and she gave him a quick shake of her head to make it clear to this boy that she noticed his sullen defiance.

At the back of the room, Emily asked, "Is a good idea to make sure that the boy up front is eager already? If he's already enthusiastic, what about the others?"

"The lesson is just getting started," Alice replied.

Emily nodded, acknowledging this point.

"Alex, lets start by showing off what you can do with your mouth. Remember, your eyes are just as important as your lips."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. He sounded enthusiastic, but there was something else there: adoration. This was the kind of boy who probably had a huge crush on his teacher.

She reached down, stroked his hair one more time, and then she pushed forward. The tip of her shaft brushed along his lips before sliding in deeper. At first, he wrapped his mouth around her length. Then he started to lean forward, almost like he craved more.

"Good," she said. "Everyone, I want you to make note of his technique."

Olivia glanced back at Dylan. He watched an abbreviated undisguised fury. Deep down, he was probably asking himself how any boy could allow himself to fall into this kind of position.

Olivia smiled at him, so he blushed, and he looked away. Clearly, he didn't know where to put his gaze. At the same time, he wasn't brave enough to simply close his eyes or put his head down on the desk either.

"Now, you don't know exactly what the person you are servicing is going to do. Maybe they’ll just stand there, and all of the movements are going to be up to you, but there’s a very good chance that this person is going to start pumping you. You have to be ready for that." Without warning Alex, she shoved forward, sliding the length of her dildo deep into his mouth. The toy probably brushed against the back of his throat, but his nostrils flared, and he focused on his breathing.

If anything, Olivia thought she heard him start moaning. This quick, eager little sounds vibrated through his body and resonated on the air.

"The person using you might go quick," Mina pointed out as she started pumping her hips faster and faster. Despite this, Alex took every inch. "Or she might go more slowly." She modulated the movements of her hips. "Either way, you should learn to enjoy this. Never knowing exactly what it will take is an important part of being a boy. You need to relax and surrender. Go with the flow. Follow their lead and give them what you think they might want."

One of the boys raised a hand. "Yeah, Drew?"

"Are you sure we should think about it? I thought we were just supposed to obey?"

"You know better than that," Mina replied. At this point, she set a steady rhythm, and the boy in front of her seemed to revel in the opportunity, especially since he was on display. Yes, he was definitely the teacher's pet. "An obedient servant thinks. You have to decide exactly what will be best for your guardian. Passive acceptance is never going to be good enough. You should be enthusiastic."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Smart boy," Mina said. Drew grinned.

"It looks like the training is working well for that one," Emily whispered to Alice.

"Many of these young men are new here," Alice replied. "The training is effective, but it isn't instantaneous."

"Do you think instantaneous training could be possible?"

Alice started to open her mouth. Of course, she wanted to say no. The kinds of transformation they demanded from these boys required time, sometimes weeks were often months, sometimes longer. And yet, something about the question struck at Alice. Then again, she also remembered how this young woman had apparently trained several security guards in a very short period of time, not to mention a singularly defiant politician.

How?

Alice instantly assumed it had to be something like blackmail. And yet, she couldn't be sure, and the uncertainty grated on her.

"Olivia, I think now would be a good time for you to penetrate this boy."

Perhaps feeling silly or overly energetic, Alex gave his approval by raising his right arm and offering everyone a thumbs-up.

Olivia shook her head, clearly entertained. "You might not feel that way in a moment," she said as she put her hands on his hips. She pulled her right hand away, braced against at the tip of her dildo, and then she aimed it right for his opening.

A grunt of satisfaction vibrated from deep within his core as she should trust forward. She pushed into him, watching as he tensed and squirmed.

"Keep sucking, boy," Mina said from the front.

While his classmates watched, Alex was taken from both directions simultaneously. He whimpered, grounded, and growled. At the same time, Olivia could sense his frustration. Yes, he wanted more, but he knew he had to perform. He couldn't lose himself to the sensations.

That was the point.

Today, it wasn't just about passive penetration. It was all about embracing his surrender and accepting the passion that burned through his body while he remained focused on the woman placed in front of him. He sucked her shaft, worshiping her just as she expected.

"Good boy," Mina cooed down at him. "That's right. Keep going. Show me what you can do with your mouth. Good."

He continued to suck and did his best to bob his head forward and back. He slid his lips along her length, all while Olivia closed her eyes. Yes, she knew that these boys were looking at her, but she didn't need to turn back to see their expressions.

Instead, she easily envisioned that mixture of dread, embarrassment, and envy. Yes, most of these boys were servants, so they weren't allowed the privilege of release from their chastity cages, but they didn't want to climax, not like this.

What is that thought crossed her mind, Olivia felt the boy in front of her shudder. He whimpered as the orgasm burned through his body. Feeling generous, Olivia started pumping him with quick, furious movements. Not only that, she reached down and spanked him, drop your hand hard down against his exposed butt cheek.

The sounds mixed together: his moaning and the slap of her hand again and again.

Finally, he cried out, and Mina jerked her phallus away from him. Olivia did the same, and that's when the teacher gave a little bow, so Olivia mimicked that movement.

The boys clearly didn't want to do this, only they didn't see any choice. They started clapping their hands together as well, offering applause for the demonstration.

"Very nicely done, Alex and Olivia. Thank you, my dear, for that demonstration. That was beautiful."

"I'm always happy to help," Olivia said as she started to reach down for the straps on her harness. She thought she would remove it and grab her dress before returning to the back of the classroom.

"Actually, would you mind waiting for a second?" Mina asked.

Glancing up, Olivia could tell right away that the teacher had something in mind. "Sure thing," she finally said.

Turning back to the class, Mina strode forward. She only wore her bra, panties, and harness, yet she strode ahead with perfect confidence. This was a woman who understood how to hold the audience's attention. More to the point, she didn't allow herself to follow others' notions of what might be appropriate or not. Like so many other women on this island, she could take control. More importantly, she knew how to use it and enjoy it.

Mina started to stroll up and down the different aisles of desks.

"Drew," she said calling out that one boy's name.

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"Do you have any suggestions for how Alex might improve his technique?"

His mouth stayed open for several long seconds. Not only that, he peeked over his classmates, like he thought they might have something helpful to offer.

They didn't.

"No, Ma'am. I, I think he did an excellent job."

She continued to study Drew for several long seconds, and Olivia had resisted the urge to bring her hand up over her mouth or to start giggling. She understood how this technique worked, just as she realized exactly what the teacher was doing.

"You're right," she said. But then she walked back over to Alex who stayed down on his elbows and knees. "That said, there is always room for improvement. Isn't that right, boy?"

She grabbed his ass, straining his voice as he answered with a quick, "Yes, Ma'am!"

"Anyone? Anyone at all?" Mina asked as she glanced out at her class.

None of the boys said anything. Still standing off to the side, Olivia wondered exactly what she had in mind. One possibility occurred to her, but it was always difficult to predict in these situations.

"What about you?" Mina asked. She pointed across the room, and that's when all eyes turned back to Dylan.

He crossed his arms over his chest, glared, and refused to answer.

Before the teacher could say anything, Olivia decided she wouldn't let her boy embarrass her. "Cage 15: Shock!" The words punctuated the air, and the other boys flinched. They must have known exactly how that kind of punishment could feel, but it was only Dylan who endured that quick shock of electricity.

"The teacher asked you a question, Dylan. Be polite and answer it."

Breathing fast from the burst of electricity, he looked up. "I, I don't know!”

"Guess," Olivia said.

The disobedient boy grabbed onto the edges of the desk, and then he stalled out, "I don't care. This is nonsense. It's all crazy nonsense!"

Olivia walked right up to him. She sauntered forward, and her rubber phallus Bob from side to side. "Really? Is that what you actually think?"

He glanced down at the fake shaft, but he gulped, clearly intimidated. He didn't know what to do with a woman right there, especially when she was petite, but she had this thick shaft right between her legs.

"Yes?"

"Cage 15: Shock!" she ordered.

He flinched again, inhaling and exhaling as the humiliation pummeled through his body.

"Apologize to everyone here."

He inhaled, and she could easily imagine him saying something like, "For what? I haven't done anything wrong!" That self-righteous look on his face made it clear he still wished he could fight back. But at this school, and on this island, he was a boy, so he didn't stand a chance.

Unless he wished to endure another rush of electricity pulse through his body, starting right between his legs, he had to cooperate.

He glared at her with all of the fury he could manage, but Olivia just seemed amused by his best efforts.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"For?" Olivia asked. She wouldn't make this easy on him.

At the back of the room, Emily leaned over and said, "I always knew my brother needed this kind of treatment."

Alice replied with an appreciative chuckle, but she remained focused on Olivia.

"I'm sorry for wasting your time, Miss. I'm sorry for disrupting the class?"

"Now, apologize because you don't have a good guess for the teacher."

"I'm sorry I don't have a good guess for you, Ma'am." Like the other boys, he started to approach the women as authority figures without even realizing it.

"Good boy," Mina said. Then she glanced around the room again before deciding to ask her pet. "Alex, do you have a guess?"

Like an eager boy, he nodded his head down and up.

"And what is that?"

"I was disobedient, Ma'am."

"That's a good hint," Mina said. "You did something. You did something very inappropriate. And what was that?"

"I had an orgasm without permission," he said. At this point, he started to sound contrite. Then again, he had worked with this woman quite a bit, so he must have had a strong sense of when or how he had to beg. But for the benefit of the other boys in the room, he told her what she expected to hear. In the end, that counted for a lot.

"That's right," she said. "And now, I was thinking about using you for a second demonstration, but I think you might enjoy that a little bit too much. So instead, I want you to take these dildos and go wash them."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. He pouted just a little bit as he moved to obey.

"Two more," Mina said while her pet rushed out of the room. She tossed another dildo to Olivia who quickly slid it into her harness. Once it was secure, she waited to hear what the next step would be.

"That's what we did with a boy who was completely obedient and ready to serve. So should we see a counterpoint to now?" Mina asked of the group.

Of course, none of the boys said anything. Theoretically, they could have figured out exactly what she meant and volunteered to try to avoid the inevitable. But when it came to women like Mina Riker, they could never know for sure what might happen.

Mina scanned across the different boys in her classroom, each of whom was already caged and chained to his desk. Then her eyes locked on to one boy in particular.

Olivia wasn't surprised when she pointed straight at Dylan.

"You," said the instructor.

His restraints popped open, and he glanced from the left to the right, almost like he expected someone else to step forward and offer some kind of explanation. As far as he was concerned, something like this simply couldn't happen. It was supposed to be impossible!

Adorably nervous, he gulped and asked, "Me?" It sounded like Dylan genuinely couldn't believe something like this could happen. He glanced over his shoulder, toward the doorway, and then he made eye contact with Alice.

She motioned for him to start moving, yet there was something else in her smile: the memory of what happened the last time he tried to rush past her. He remembered being naked, getting shoved up against the wall, manhandled and powerless. This woman, built like an Amazon, would be defeated by him. She destroyed every pretension of strength and power he had once possessed.

That's why, with stilted movements, Dylan rose to his feet, and he starts to walk down the aisle to the front of the classroom. Olivia stepped over to him, grabbed him, and shoved him down onto the same bench Alex had occupied only a few seconds before.

"Do you think we need the restraints?" Olivia asked.

"I don't know," Mina said truthfully. She considered the boy standing in front of her. "What do you think, Dylan? Do you need restraints? Can you hold on to your bench like a good boy? And you take every inch of your tutor's cock without making a fuss?"

"I, I don't know," he said. But that he must have realized something. After an audible gulp, he turned back to Olivia. He sidled up to her, flexed his fingers, and asked, "What do you want me to do? Please, I will do anything else. I swear!"

"You sound so nervous," she said, whispering right back to him before she raised her voice for everyone else to hear. "He's very nervous."

Bright humiliation played across his cheeks, but he had to try again. "Please. Please, I can't do this."

"The good thing you don't get a choice," she said. But then she smiled, leaned forward, and she wrapped her arms around him. With her palms on his shoulder blades, she pulled him forward, and he brushed his chest up against her breasts. In that moment, he must've been able to feel her stiffened nipples through the soft material of her bra.

"You’re going to do this," she said. "I think you're going to make me very proud of you."

Then she nudged him forward, and he looked at her, his expression type with confusion. Clearly, he didn't understand what she meant by that, but then Mina grabbed him, pulled him over to the bench, and said, "Strip."

He still wore his nice pants, that jade-green dress shirt, not to mention his shoes and socks.

"If you don't cooperate, I’m authorized to start punishing you," Mina said. "Class, isn't that right?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" came the students' response.

Dylan must've hated himself for giving and like this, yet he obeyed it nonetheless. He unbuttoned shirt, shrugged it off, removed the T-shirt underneath, pulled off his pants, his shoes, socks, and even his boxers. Suddenly, he was naked. In that instant, Mina and Olivia worked together. They grabbed him, shouting down onto the bench, so now he braced his weight on his elbows and knees, just as Alex had done.

Mina turned back to the class, but her question was aimed at the young woman standing toward the back.

"It's Emily, right?"

"That's correct," said the Consortium's representative.

"And you’re his sister?"

"I am," Emily replied.

"So I think you should make the decision. Does this is boy need to be strapped down?"

Dylan glanced over at his sister, and everyone could see that pinched, adorably nervous shake of his head. With every iota of his being, he desperately wanted her to be merciful, but Emily was an ardent female supremacist. Unlike women such as Mina who lived on Calista, she had to go out to airports and deal with the men on the rest of the planet, overgrown boys who didn't understand where they really belonged.

"Absolutely," Emily said.

"No!" Dylan cried out.

Perhaps this meant something to him, like he thought he needed to retain some vestige of freedom.

But it was too late because the women had already made the decision.

Working together, Mina and Olivia spread his legs, pulled the restraints over each ankle, forced his arms down, and tied him into place by his wrists and the crux of his elbows. Thick, leather straps made sure he wasn't going anywhere!

Then they finished, and Olivia gave his ass a quick snack.

"Oh, that's nice."

"Would you like to take him from behind again?" Mina asked.

"Actually, would you mind if I used his mouth?"

"What kind of hostess would I be if I said no?" Mina replied.

Chuckling at the niceties, Olivia positioned herself right in front of his face. In fact, the tip of her dildo brushed along his lips. "I want you to know something," she said before they began. "You’re going to enjoy this. You might not be able to climax the way that Alex did, but you're going to like this."

Frantically, he shook his head from side to side. The fear continued to play along his features. Like so many other boys, he couldn't imagine anything worse than getting rammed from behind, nor could he envision himself sucking on some cock.

This boy had so much to learn!

Now she lowered her voice.

Just barely whispering to him, Olivia said, "I want you to relax. I want you to relax and surrender to this. It's going to feel good if you let it happen. That's what we are teaching you right here and right now. I know it's a lot for you to try to comprehend, but this is true. Can you do that? And you do that for me?"

Dylan couldn’t really respond. By this point, he couldn't, especially since he was down on all fours with his arms and legs strapped down. Halfheartedly, as he followed some animal instinct, he tried to pull himself free, yet he must've been able to comprehend the truth. He wasn't going anywhere; he couldn't escape.

By now, Mina finished lubricating her dildo. She put her hands on his hips, and she started to tease him. She pushed the tip of her cock right up against his opening. She brushed along that crevice, teasing him with what would come next.

Olivia rose to her feet, she grabbed him by his hair, and he immediately pressed his lips together. Although his body vibrated with desperate groans of angry frustration or despair, he wouldn't cooperate with her.

Olivia chuckled, "Do you really think you can stop me?"

The trapped boy didn't answer.

"No, I can't," he admitted.

"Then just relax. Don't worry. I know you've never done this before, so I'm going to be gentle, so long as you cooperate and behave yourself. Show me what you can do. I want to see you eager. I want to see you smile when I stuff that pretty mouth of yours."

He took another quick breath, glanced up at her, and he was about to say something, but Olivia had been kind enough. She grabbed him by his hair, pulled his head back, and she took advantage of that little opening. She shoved the tip of her toy straight into his mouth, sliding it passed his teeth along his time until it bumped up against the back of his throat.

"Breathe," she told him.

The scene unfolded, and Alice focused on all of this from a purely professional perspective. Yes, she could have relaxed into the scene playing out before her, but she needed to remain focused on her ambitions for the school, especially in terms of defending their funding. She watched all of this and finally glanced back over at Emily. "Your thoughts?"

"He's had this coming for a long time," Emily replied. She stared at the scene unfolding before them. Yes, she had been fairly interested when Alex got penetrated from both directions, but now she could watch, enraptured, as her brother was finally punished.

But then, Emily blinked, shook her head, and she glanced back at Alice. Perhaps Emily realized she had revealed too many of her personal feelings to the Dean. "I have read up on the application of penetration on boys. I understand why you include this in the curriculum."

"It can be incredibly effective," Alice pointed out. At the same time, she hated that she had to make this argument to this young woman. Perhaps dealing with Emily Winters would have been easier if she had been older and more worldly. Even if she had only been a single member of the Consortium…

No. Alice told herself she couldn't indulge in these particular thoughts. She had always been a pragmatist and a realist, which meant dealing with situations as they occurred. She wouldn't allow herself the luxury of whining about how she would have preferred things to work or turn out.

"Agreed," Emily said. But then she had to add, "Then again, effectiveness is a relative concept."

Alice understood exactly how that worked, only she wished she knew what they were competing against. Still, she stifled the question, especially because Olivia started smiling right at that moment.

Mina shoved forward, sliding the tip of her lubricated cock into Dylan. Another moaning whimper vibrated through the air.

Alice glanced back at the other students and felt compelled to point out, "If you notice the other boys, they’re all watching intently."

"They don't want to," Emily replied.

"What makes you say that?"

"The frowns, the grimaces, and the fact that they keep trying to glance away, but something pulls them back."

"Training," Alice said.

"But if they don't like it, does that count?"

"This is a beginning class," Alice pointed out. "It's why Dylan is here. Granted, these boys had several weeks of training, compared to a few minutes your brother has received, but they are learning. Besides, most of them are wearing tracking chastity cages, so we can pull up the data if you like."

Emily nodded absently, although she kept suppressing different smile as she watched her brother. He had to suck a dildo, he got penetrated by another one, and now Mina spanked him, swinging her hand down and striking at his backside.

"You know, he once told me that he loved spanking girls."

"Why would he tell you that?"

"He wanted to offend me," Emily replied without thinking about it. "He had this huge diatribe prepared. He loved giving me way too much information since he knew it was the best way for him to get under my skin. Brothers can be so aggravating, you know?"

"Agreed," Alice said. By now, she had her phone out, and she considered when she should share the data. Deciding to hold off for a few seconds at least, Alice asked, "Was it difficult to get him here?"

"Once I started working for the Consortium, the prospect became a lot easier. Before that, yeah, it would have been pretty much impossible. Then again, my brother never really understood what kind of enemy he made with me."

"You consider yourself to be his enemy?"

Emily glanced down, blushing just a little bit. But then she looked over at Alice for just a moment. "I'm definitely not his enemy. To be honest, I mostly feel bad when I think about my brother. We were never close, not even as children, but I always had this vision in my mind of what siblings could be like. You know, we could defend each other. It could have been us against the world."

"But what happened?"

"He did," Emily said truthfully. "I don't know why, but he has always been spoiled. For the most part, looking back, I think our parents were pretty fair with both of us. It wasn't like they favored him or me or anything."

"So what led you here?"

"My research," Emily said. "At first, I wanted to be a traditional economist, which meant studying how different markets functioned. Unlike quite a few other economists, I couldn't buy the idea that markets are rational. Based on the number of panics and bubbles, I thought the idea of logical participants made pretty much no sense. I started studying behavioral economics instead, and that took me to a simple fact about investments."

"And what is that?"

"Women are better traders," Emily told her.

Alice picked up on this particular point once or twice, but she had never studied it deeply. "I'm not surprised."

"Agreed," Emily said. "But it isn't just a some likely inference or assumption. This is a verifiable fact. For decades, if you compare male and female traders, the women consistently come out on top. Boys love to talk about how they aren't as emotional, but that's nonsense. Even if they tried to suppress their feelings, those impulses are still there. They just get buried and leak out at the worst possible times."

"They need to be put in the hands of loving owners," Alice replied.

"Exactly," Emily said. "It would be better for the boys, better for the women, and better for the economy at large. But here's the question, when Dylan is up there, strapped down and getting rammed, does that make him more likely to obey? Will this teach him a meaningful or useful lesson?"

"It's difficult," Alice acknowledged. "Look at him. He's struggling so hard." For an instant, she wanted to say, "It's adorable." Deciding that wouldn't be sufficiently professional, Alice let her point stand.

"He is. He hates it," Emily agreed.

"You know, there’s another half to the equation. It's not just a matter of making sure the boys learn to voluntarily accept slavery. Even if they have to be pushed and punished along the way, there's another big, big factor we have to consider."

"What's that?"

"The women," Alice replied.

Emily seemed confused for a second.

"Look, I get it. If you’re focused primarily on the numbers and theory, this can be tricky, but I'm well aware of the political realities outside of places like Calista. Yes, matriarchies are being established, but those are still small and quiet."

Quietly, almost to herself, Emily agreed, "Most men don't even know what a matriarchy is."

"Exactly." Alice pointed out, "That’s something too many of us often forget, especially here. My teachers and I try to remind the students, but it can be extremely difficult. Echo chambers are powerful. We spend time with women who are assertive and controlling as we know that's what's best, but then we forget about the rest of the world. Most women don't understand what kind of power they could have. They don't understand how easily we could all take control. Remember, it's not just a question of the boys. How do we convince the women?"

"Unfortunately, that is in my area of expertise," Emily said. By now, her eyes had drifted back to the bound boy up front.

Both she and Alice watched as Dylan yanked on his restraints. At one point or another, he attempted to turn his head to the side, but Olivia yanked on his hair each time, pulling him back into alignment. At the same time, Mina smacked his backside each time she saw him squirm just a little bit too much. Even so, both of these women enjoyed ramming him. They loved penetrating him, sliding those toys forward and back. It wasn't just the pressure applied between their legs. Although they were both working while under observation, they couldn't enjoy themselves too much, but it was impossible to resist the allure of this kind of control. They had perfect command over this boy. They could do whatever they liked with him, and they proved it.

Second by second, they turned him into their plaything!

There was nothing he could do about it.

On Calista, such scenes may have been commonplace, yet everyone on the island was aware of how the rest of the world worked. They recognized that the dangers posed by these boys, especially if they were allowed to coalesce into another toxic patriarchy. It was better for them to be down on their hands and knees, locked in chastity, spread out, and made available.

These women had made the decision, and this boy couldn't resist. He had to give in!

"That’s the other key facet of this school," Alice pointed out. "We help the young women here understand their power and potential. The experience that Olivia is getting right here as his tutor? It's indispensable."

"You might be right," Emily said, "I'm going to need to see a lot more before I make a recommendation to the Consortium."

"This is only your first class," Alice replied.

In truth, Olivia forgot all about the observers. In that moment, there was just her and this boy.

Sure enough, his eyes fluttered, and he looked up at her.

She didn't realize how powerful that could be. Simple eye contact sent this flutter of excitement running through her body, especially because he consistently jerked and yanked on his restraints. Unlike Alice, Dylan didn't know how to control his emotions. He didn't know how to savor the arousal that pumped through his body. And no, he wouldn't be able to climax, not while he wore his chastity cage, yet that shouldn't have mattered. The arousal itself was his reward for his mandatory obedience.

She cooed down at him, "It's okay. Just take it. That's right. Lick and suck. Focus on my cock. Don't worry about anything else, Dylan. Be a good boy for me. Good. That's right."

At several points, he listened to her.

Maybe he lost himself to the sensations. Maybe he feared some terrible punishment if he truly defied them.

Either way, Dylan moaned and growled like some tamed beast. Along the way, she savored every sound he made. As she rocked her hips forward and back, she could hardly control herself.

Of course, she wouldn't allow herself an orgasm in front of the Dean, their VIP, or her teacher. Instead, she started thinking about what she would do when they finished here. Despite the determination, she couldn't ignore the sparks of arousal that ran through her body.

"Pull away," Mina ordered.

At once, Olivia complied with her teacher's instruction. She drew back, and Dylan dropped forward.

"No, no," said the teacher. "You don't get to just pass out or ignore us." She walked over to him. With surprising gentleness, she pushed to fingers under his chin, she forced him to look up at her. "How are you feeling?"

"I hated that," he said.

"Did you? Did you really?"

"Yes!"

"Are you lying to me?"

"I'm not lying!"

At the back of the room, Alice Carver and the observer whispered back and forth.

"So there isn't any part of our time together that you have enjoyed?"

He pulled on the restraints to emphasize his point, "I hated it."

With a beneficent smile on her face, Mina turned back to the rest of her class and asked, "Students, do we think this boy is telling the truth?"

"No, Ma'am," they said as one.

Mina shook her head from side to side. "No, I don’t think he's telling the truth either. In fact, I believe he's lying to us and to himself."

"I'm not lying!" Dylan growled again, louder this time. "You fucked me! You made me suck a cock!"

"We did!" Olivia giggled out. Then she realized her reaction may not have been considered appropriate or professional, so she quickly stepped back. At the same time, she wondered what it would be like to just grab him and shove her toy right back into his mouth. She earned for those echoes of power, for the privilege of knowing she could do whatever she liked with him…

Puffing out her cheeks, she exhaled slowly, got her emotions under control, and turn her attention back to the teacher.

"I think you are lying. I think you're lying to us; I think you're lying to yourself. Now, would you be up for making a little bet?"

"A bet?" Dylan asked, obviously bewildered.

"That's right," Mina told him. "Since you seem so sure of yourself, what are you willing to give up? How are you going to prove that completely, absolutely, and totally hated getting penetrated?"

"I hated it," he said again. Maybe he got lost among her different questions, but he wouldn't cooperate. He would hold onto that one simple truth, no matter what it took. All of this was readily apparent on his face as the anger played along his otherwise handsome features.

"How about this? If you’re telling the truth, then Olivia will let you out of the chastity cage for the rest of the day. But if you’re wrong, then each boy in this classroom is going to paddle you once." Mina turned back to the class, "Oh, and by the way, if anyone goes easy on him, you'll be next up on the bench."

Alice noted that many of the boys swallowed nervously as they registered those words.

"Really? You’ll actually let me out of the chastity cage?"

"I will," Alice replied.

"Fine. I accept your bet," he said with all of the dignity could muster despite being naked and strapped down.

"Get up on your hands and knees. I'm going to need access to your cock and balls."

"Do it," Olivia said.

The force of their personalities beat down against him, robbing him of his reticence. He lifted his haunches up, and that's when Mina casually reached down and brushed her fingers and palm along the tip of his chastity cage. "Look at that," she said, holding her hand out to Olivia first. "What do you see?"

"Pre-come," said the tutor.

"What? No!" Dylan called out.

Mina ignored his outburst and continued, "Boys, we had a bet. This young man insisted that he didn't enjoy getting pounded, but we know he did. You have all been in similar positions at one point or another. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Ma'am," came the obligatory responses.

"So today, we're going to get to play with some other toys. This young man is going to need to be paddled, per the agreement we made with him."

Dylan glanced over at the other guys. "You can't let her do this. This is ridiculous. This is insane!"

Olivia leaned down and whispered into his ear, "You don't want to make a fuss. If you start arguing with the teacher, you could get into real trouble. You don't want that, do you?"

Her voice was soothing, soft, and it made him pause. Listening to her had started to feel normal. He didn't know how or when or why, but she was manipulating him. That much was obvious.

"Boys, let's get started." Mina reached over for her desk, and she tapped in a button on the built-in panel. Suddenly, the restraints opened it, and each of the boys could leave his desk.

They walked over to the walls, grabbed paddles, and made a line.

"No. No, you aren't restrained anymore. You're not chained to those desks! We could rebel right now! We could show these women that we are supposed to be in charge!" Dylan cried out those words, one after another. He wanted to feed a rebellion and start a revolution against the leaders of Calista.

But that wasn't going to work.

The males in that room, aside from Dylan, instinctively understood how the world was supposed to work. Sure, they hadn’t been fully trained or educated yet, but this was just a matter of time. They’d eventually see the inevitability of female rule. They’d realize that women enjoyed a natural right to be in charge. This was how the world was supposed to work.

"Remember, the panel needs to sting," Mina said.

The first boy positioned himself, raised the paddle, and waited for permission. Mina gave it with a nod.

For her part, Mina peered down at Dylan. "Remember, you didn't have to make that bet. You’re just as responsible for this as anyone else."

He opened his mouth, and Dylan desperately needed to say something, but he didn't get the chance. The paddle crashed down against an unprotected backside, and he couldn't turn away. He couldn't flee, not when they had him surrounded.

Olivia clutched his cheeks, looked down into his eyes, and said, "It's okay. Just relax and let it happen. I know it's going to sting, but you can handle this. Remember, she is right. You are responsible for your actions and your obedience. You could have avoided this. You could have agreed with her and admitted the truth, but you didn't want to do that. Now, this is going to happen."

"No. You have no right to paddle me!"

"She has every right. She is a woman and a teacher, and you're a boy in her class," Olivia said. "But what you think doesn't really matter. Your opinion is irrelevant."

For just a moment, Olivia thought that maybe she had made a breakthrough with him because he had to acknowledge that simple truth. Whether or not he liked this, he was the one who endured the punishment.

"If you listen to the women around you, you can avoid this type of outcome," she said. "And just relax. Look at me and relax."

He could have closed his eyes. He could have tried to turn away as the paddles landed again and again, one blow after another. Dylan hadn't bothered to count how many students might be in the classroom. Not only that, he wasn't keeping track of the different blows as they struck, coming in hard and fast.

"It is fascinating," Emily said.

"Which part?" Alice asked.

"The psychological effects of pleasure and pain," Emily told her.

"Agreed. Frankly, these are the key ideas behind this entire institution. Boys learn to associate pleasure with obedience and surrender while defiance leads to pain and unhappiness."

"It's not necessarily a new concept," Emily pointed out.

"But it can be an effective one. Like right now. Look at him. Look at what Olivia is doing with him. I think he's going to make some important progress today."

"Maybe," Dylan's sister said as she crossed her arms over her chest. Apparently, she had a lot of faith in his stubbornness.

Knowing she couldn't interfere, Alice simply watched and hoped for the best.

His buttocks turned a bright shade of red, and the other boys looked back and forth at one another. Olivia understood the theory as it was applied. These boys had punished one of their own. In doing so, they became part of this system. They learned how to cooperate. More importantly, maybe some of them decided that it had been his fault. Theoretically, Dylan hadn't needed to accept the preacher. He could have insisted that he wasn't going to play their games. But he had gotten greedy. He wanted out of his chastity cage, so he lied about the pleasure he had experienced.

Even if he hated it, those desires had swarmed through his mind and body nonetheless.

"Each boy has paddled you," Mina said. Then she looked over at the assembled boys, all of whom had dutifully returned to their desks and slit their feet back into the restraints. "By the way, Philip, you did an excellent job. I really appreciated your technique there. Marcos, I think you and I might need to have a little talk about the application of force."

"Yes, Ma’am," came the solitary reply.

But for now, Mina turned her attention back to Dylan. "I'm going to talk to my students for a few seconds. In that time, I want you to think about what's going to happen next. Admit the error you made, or you can insist on being defiant. I think you know what will happen if you insist on rebelling against the rightful authority of the women around you."

True to her word, she stepped back, and she started talking about the techniques both she and Olivia had employed. She discussed at the angles, the length, and the best methods for observing the individual getting penetrated. Yes, because they were beginners, they were the ones who often ended up on the bench. At the same time, however, they would be possible for using toys on their owners and guardians. Those women might decide that they wouldn't want a servant's unimpressive cock, but he would still be responsible for pleasuring her.

As she lectured, Olivia whispered down to him, "You know what you have to do, don't you?"

"I'm not going to give in, not again—I won’t cooperate. I’m not going to let them defeat me. I won’t be tricked or brainwashed!"

"Dylan, if you fight, you're only going to get punished. And you're only going to get punished again, in front of the Dean. Is that really what you want? Besides, if you make a really bad show of it, there's a good chance the Dean might decide to put you on public display for punishment."

"What would that mean?"

"Trust me, you don't want to know."

He tightened his jaw and considered this.

"It's your decision, Dylan. You really do get to decide what you want. But tell me. Is it really logical to fight when you know you're going to lose? You're not going to inspire any of the boys here."

"I might," he said.

"It's far more likely that you’ll show them how defiance is a waste of time and energy. But hey, if you want to do that, it's up to you." Olivia shrugged and smirked right as the professor turned back to those of them.

"Dylan, have you learned a lesson today?"

One, two, three full seconds elapsed before he answered. In that time span, Alice held her breath as she waited to see what this boy would do. If he continued to fight, then Emily might decide right then and there that this program wouldn't work. Yes, they had several other days in classes to convince her, but this was the first step.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered with a slow sigh.

"And what have you learned?"

"I, I can enjoy being penetrated."

She clapped her hands together. "Very good. Olivia, would you remove his restraints?"

"Sure thing," Olivia said playfully. Then she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair, almost patting him like he was a pet.

Mina told her newest student to return to his desk before she resumed her lecture.

Emily and Alice headed over to the faculty lounge where they could enjoy lunch. When they arrived, they saw the small food station in the center of the room. Behind the counters, young men eagerly scurried about as they cooked and prepared the meals for the faculty.

"Steak and salmon today," Alice said as she held out a plate to the observer.

Emily took it, made their orders, and headed over toward an empty table in the corner of the room. Around them, the other instructors read their books, chatted, or typed away at their laptops as they considered their lesson plans for the rest of the day or week.

"Your thoughts?"

"It was an intriguing exercise," Emily allowed. "But that still doesn't convince me that this was the best method. I have looked through the books, and I know that the Consortium is investing a considerable number of resources in this institution."

"We’re worth every penny," Alice said, almost automatically.

"Please, don't get me wrong. I'm sure you are doing useful work here, but there might be a better approach."

"Hypnotism? Propaganda?" Alice asked, almost disdainfully.

"There are quite a few different possibilities," Emily replied. "Besides, from what I understand, even you’re exploring a pharmacological approach."

"Only if it can be used in conjunction with social dynamics and training," Alice told her. Only at that moment, she realized something. She wouldn't be able to convince the representative, not yet. Instead, she needs to be patient and use the time allotted to prove the value of this institution. "But these are bigger questions we aren't going to solve right now."

"Probably not," Emily acknowledged with a diplomatic nod of her head. "So what class are we going to see next?"

"Tomorrow, I thought you might enjoy Women's Pleasure."

"Oral servitude?" Emily asked, her eyes lighting up.

"Oral servitude among other approaches. We actually have an entire class dedicated to oral service," Alice replied. "The boys here learn incredible techniques. So really, control and enslavement are relevant, but they can learn other skills along the way. In doing so, maybe you can even take ownership of their subjugation."

"That sounds like an oxymoron," Emily pointed out as she took a bite of her salmon. The boys behind the cook station had done an amazing job. It was crispy and juicy in all the right spots. The meat had been prepared perfectly.

"Yes and no," Alice said as she took a bite from her perfectly steamed broccoli. "Men can view subjugation in two ways. Either comes from the top, meaning that they are forced to behave based on the codes of conduct established by the experience, or they can decide that they want to cooperate. That's really what we're focusing on, isn't it?"

"But does it really work? Are they just lying to us or to themselves?"

"That's a fair question," Alice said. "I'm not sure we can ever truly answer it. That said, look at the boys over there." She pointed her fork toward the young men cooking the meals for their teachers.

"And what am I supposed to be sitting right here?"

"They’re dedicated. They're proud of what they're doing. Yes, they know that we will tell them what to cook, when, and how, but they can still dedicate themselves to doing a good job. They understand that their work is important. Not only that, they understand that they are supporting the matriarchy here on Calista."

"Unless they're lying," Emily replied, sounding stubborn.

"That's always a possibility. But if you really stop and think about it, can you ever know what someone is truly thinking? Instead, we focus on how they behave, what they do, and we try to read them to the best of our abilities. Just look at your brother."

At this point, Emily couldn't help but smile. "Okay. That was a lot of fun," she said.

"He tried to lie to himself and to us," Alice said, ignoring that look of glee on Emily's face. Yes, this young woman had a tremendous amount of potential and ambition, but her callow inexperience showed itself from time to time, especially when it came to her brother. "But in the end, it didn't matter. Mina found something else she could use against him. It worked, and so he learned a lesson."

"I guess that's where I still get stuck," Emily told her truthfully. "I know my brother. Just because you can break him for a few minutes, that doesn't mean he's going to really learn his lesson. There's a very good chance that he will continue to misbehave."

"I'm sure he will, at least in the short term. But day by day, he will become a different kind of person. He’ll become a better, more obedient boy."

"We'll see," Emily said. "But I want you to know, I hope you are right. I've watched him for a long time, and he has always been a brat. It's time for him to learn to behave."




By now, everyone else had left the classroom. Both the students and teacher were gone, leaving Olivia and Dylan alone. She watched as this boy got dressed. He took his time, probably because he had exhausted himself, straining his muscles.

"How do you feel?"

"Humiliated," he said. "Angry."

"And?"

"Humiliated and angry, Miss," he said with a sneer.

Olivia chuckled. "No, silly. That's not what I meant. What else are you feeling?"

His lips parted with an automatic answer, only then he stopped himself from making another mistake.

They were alone now, and this girl still enticed him. She could see that every time he glanced back in her direction.

In other cultures, boys could be mysterious and difficult to read. Girls and young women spent countless hours wondering what the objects of their affection might be doing or thinking or what they "really meant". After so many classes in male psychology, not to mention boy training and discipline, Olivia enjoyed an easy confidence when it came to this young man. He wished he could rage. He wanted to throw a tantrum, to run up and kick or punch a wall. He needed to break something. The frustrations surged through his frame, but she still wouldn't let him relax.

"Tell me," she said. "You can do it. It's not hard. You can trust me."

He began to turn away, but now he spun back to face her as he demanded, "Trust you? Seriously?"

"Why not?" Olivia asked, sounding genuinely curious.

The boy’s eyes widened, like he couldn't believe that she had the gall or temerity to voice such a question. Still, the brown-haired boy continued to watch him with those big, seemingly innocent eyes. In that moment, she may have been able to read his expressions, yet he couldn't do the same. The confusion flickered along his lips and up to his eyes for the next moment or two.

"You're trying to train me. You’re trying to break me!"

"Yes," she said. "I'm trying to break you of some pretty bad habits. And yes, I will punish you when it’s necessary, but I'm doing this for your own good."

When she stepped up to him him, taking one smooth stride after another, Dylan didn't turn away. She reached up, and she adjusted the collar on his shirt. Then her fingers pressed down against his chest, gliding along his body. At that instant, he stopped breathing, and he froze in position.

"You're just messing with me now," he said, sharpening those words into an accusation. "You don't really care about me."

"That's not true," she said. She looked at him, and she said, "I care about you a lot. In fact, I think you are a very sweet, very handsome boy. And I'm having a lot of fun with you."

"Exactly," he shot back at her. "You're having fun with me, like I'm a toy!"

Olivia wobbled her head from side to side like she was considering that point. "Toy? Boy? Is there really that much difference?" As he tried to stammer out an answer, she chuckled, reached up, and touched a finger to his lips. "I think you did a great job earlier, and I know it was difficult for you, so I'm willing to give you a reward, but you're going to have to ask for it. Oh, and you also have to admit that other part."

A reward? As the confused yearning raced through his body, his lips stiffened, and he wanted to speak. That much was obvious, yet she still kept her finger to his lips.

"What else are you feeling? You told me that you're angry and frustrated, but there's something else."

His breathing came quick and tight for the next couple of seconds. His heart was hammering, she could tell. She still had her other hand right there against his chest, so she could easily guess what kind of adrenaline pummeled through his veins. The real question was whether or not he would be able to control himself. Could he, as a boy, ignore his base instincts and do what this young woman expected of him? Could he behave properly?

"I…"

His expression hardened. In that moment, she knew the answer.

No.

He wasn't ready, not yet.

"I'm not going to play your games," he promised her. "I'm not going to let you do this to me!"

"Reconsider what you're saying," she told him. It wasn't a request. It wasn't a suggestion either.

"No. You're trying to turn me into a slave! I'm not going to let you get away with this!"

"Cage 15: Shock!"

The jolt of electricity can't him off guard. He stumbled back. Then he reached down for his crotch, like he thought he might be able to remove the chastity cage, but both the tutor and her student knew it would be a futile effort.

Even so, Olivia wasn't done with this boy. "Cage 15: Shock!" Then she told him, "I don't like punishing you, Dylan. I don't like using the shock feature. Frankly, I wish you could just behave yourself, but if I need to continue to punish you, I will. Cage 15: Shock. Someday, you’re going to realize that I really do care about you. All of the teachers and all of the women here really care about you. We want you to improve. We want you to be better." At that instant, he tried to say something else. His lips started to move, except he couldn't make more than a squeak because she said, "Cage 15: Shock! If you could just cooperate, then this would be so much easier. I would be able to reward you." She touched a finger to her lips. "I would be able to have some fun with you. Cage 15: Shock! But you have to insist on being a bad boy, don't you? Fine. I'm going to take you back to your dorm room. You don't have to tell me the truth. You don't have to admit that you're turned on right now. You don't have to admit that some part of you enjoyed that even though we already know you did."

She grabbed him by his hand.

After those storms of voltage, Dylan wobbled on his feet. Unable to think clearly after those bursts of pain, he had his shoulders bent forward, and his gaze fell to the floor.

"No talking," she said.

She escorted him back to his dorm room.

They walked quickly, and he must've been able to discern her anger and disappointment. She didn't say anything else to him. At several points, she noticed the way he tensed up, like he thought he might be able to apologize or something…

No. It wouldn't be that easy for him. More importantly, she had just given him a rule, so now she had to wait to see if he would break it. As they made their way across campus, she knew she would punish him if he attempted to communicate with her again.

But then they made it back to the dorm room, and it was empty.

"Get on the bed," she said.

His brows creased with uncertainty, he glanced over at his pillow, the sheets, and the mattress underneath. He saw the drawers, and his cheeks started to warm up.

"Cage 15: Shock! Get on the bed," she ordered.

He flinched, falling back and stumbling several paces before she shoved him. With both hands, she pushed against his chest, and he dropped down against the mattress. In that next moment, Olivia climbed up on top of him. She straddled him, pushing her knees against his flanks. She grabbed him by his wrists, pushed down, and she let some of her hair fall around her face, framing her cheeks as she glared down at him. "Today, we could have had a really nice afternoon. I could have enjoyed myself with you. You want to know something? Even if you can't admit it, I can. Right now, I'm very turned on. I want to have sex. I was thinking maybe you and I could have some fun, but you had to go and ruin that by being disobedient."

Dylan attempted to speak again, but she let go of his right wrist and placed her palm firmly over his mouth.

"No," she said, cutting them off and make it impossible for this young man to utter a sound. Back in the United States, he was a man, so his voice carried, and people instinctively listened to him. Here, on Calista, this boy had to wait for an invitation to speak. Olivia was in charge; she was the default center of attention. Her perspective was the one that counted because she was a woman, so she was smarter, wiser, and more insightful.

"I want you to know what's going to happen right now," Olivia said to him. "I'm going to go find a stallion. I'm going to strip him naked back in my room, and I'm going to tie him down. I'm going to ride him slowly. I'm going to have so much fun as I feel him right beneath me. I will use him again and again. And you know what my favorite part is? He's going to be obedient, not just obedient but grateful. He's going to understand how the world should really work. Could that have been you? Maybe. Could we have had a lot of fun? Absolutely. But you had to go and ruin it."

She narrowed her eyes as she glowered at him with obvious frustration and discussed. "Think about that, Dylan. Think about it while you lay here in your restraints."

His restraints?

She pulled her hand away from his mouth, jerked his arms back, and she slipped them into a set of shackles. Yes, he probably had noticed them before, but no one said anything about them, so he almost forgot they even existed. But now they locked him in place, keeping him chained to his back.

"Assuming I'm not still busy with my stallion, I’ll come back for you and we can have dinner together. Hopefully, by then, you will have reconsidered your behavior."

With that, she got up and strode to the door.

He must have realized that this would be his last chance to say anything to this girl with the long, dark hair, wicked smile, and kind of voice. "Please, Miss, wait!"

She stopped at the door right after opening it, turned and glanced over her shoulder. Her eyes locked on his, but she just had three words for him. Slowly and deliberately, she said, "Cage 15: Shock."

The jolt of pain flared through his body, forcing him to arch his back and closed his eyes as he instinctively yanked against his unyielding restraints. By the time his vision cleared, the door had closed, and she was gone.

"From what I understand, this class is dedicated to helping the stallions perform," Emily said as they navigated another one of the college's buildings.

"Correct," Alice said. "That said, I thought it would be good for you and your brother to see what they are capable of. To be honest, we are very proud of our stallions. Oh, and then there is the question of the cream and its effects."

"The cream?"

"So we have a pretty extensive pharmacology department here," Alice said. "One development they came up with is a set of creams that we have used quite a bit over the last year or two. Once all of the experimentations and human trials were completed and we have the approval of the government, we went ahead with its implementation."

"Tell me more," Emily said, clearly impressed.

"The first cream desensitizes the boy. He can put it on, and it will make it far more difficult for him to climax. The main goal here is for him to master control. Ideally, he would do this on his own without any additional help. However…"

"Boys will be boys, which means they’re incompetent," Emily said.

"Frequently, yes," Alice agreed.

"So what are we going to see today?"

"An exam," Alice replied, "But I should let Britney talk about it."

"Professor Reyes?"

"Yes. She's done some pretty amazing work," Alice said as she opened the classroom door.

Unlike many of the other classrooms, Britney's course (officially designated Female Pleasure and Satisfaction) didn't require desks. Instead, she liked to have the stallions sit on the floor with notebooks or kneel in place when she lectured.

At this point, several young men had already arrived. They were naked and assumed a suitably subservient position. Down on their knees with her legs spread slightly, they crossed their wrists and looked down at the floor. In doing so, they make themselves vulnerable and open themselves up to female authority.

She had strawberry blonde hair, vibrant green eyes, pale skin, and a smattering of freckles along her cheeks. Although she looked Irish or more broadly Celtic, she had actually lived in Calista all of her life. As such, it had been easy for her to embrace female sexuality. Frankly, she loved these boys and the pleasure they provided with her. Better yet, she knew exactly how to connect with these young men, teaching them how to improve their techniques, both physically and psychologically.

"Welcome," Britney said. She turned back to the rest of her class, "Boys, we have several visitors here. If you're lucky, maybe they will partake of your services."

Emily licked her lips and glanced around.

The stallions looked amazing. They were exactly what most girls fantasized about: young and vibrant men with powerful builds and well-defined muscles. From their biceps to their pectorals and abs, these young men clearly worked out a great deal. Not only that, they were clean-shaven, had their hair neatly trimmed, and they looked like they were ready to be taken by any woman who happen to cross their path.

But it was more than that, Alice recognized. Yes, they were gorgeous, but they were also quite obedient. These males had the right understanding of how strength and subjugation fit together. Maybe they still needed to be taught and trained by unknowing woman, but they intuitively understood that they were meant to be taken and used. One way or another, they were playthings.

Maybe it was easier for the stallions, both Alice and many of her colleagues reflected quietly. For the servants, enslavement inevitably meant the chastity cage. Since they were sufficiently well endowed, they didn't deserve to have orgasms unless they happened under strict observation and female control. Meanwhile, stallions were often allowed to pleasure themselves if they saw fit. Most of them refrained, knowing full well that they might be called upon at any moment to please a woman who decided he was cute and who secured the right to take him from his guardian.

Perhaps this kind of sexual enslavement was easier for the modern male psyche to endure. Out in the rest of the world, men were still viewed as independent and powerful. Yes, the stallions were enslaved just like the servants, but they still enjoyed a certain element of the common fantasy: they could enjoy sex and their own orgasms (so long as they came at the right time and with permission).

With all of this in mind, it wasn't surprising that Britney Reyes never bothered to take a pet ("assistant") considering the nature of the classes she taught. All of them had one specific goal: males learned to appreciate female satisfaction. Yes, pleasing the women around them was and underlying principle for every class they took. In fact, this was a foundational ideal for the entire nation of Calista, that things were different here.

The boys could be judged a very quickly and easily. If they couldn't make the girl climax, then they failed. If they lost control and climaxed prematurely, then they failed. Everything existed in relation to these women and their reactions.

"We're going to give the rest of the boys a couple of minutes to arrive. In the meantime, ponder how you will serve. Consider your mantras and what it takes to obey."

"Mantras?" Emily asked.

Brittany glanced up and smiled. "That's right. As a part of their instruction, each boy is assigned the task of coming up with an appropriate mantra, something he can use to put him in the proper state of mind."

As she explained all this, the door opened again, and several more boys came in. Like their comrades, they were naked, and they came in, yield, bowing their heads down and assuming the requisite position. Apparently noticing what their comrades were already doing, these stallions quickly started to mouth their own mantras to themselves.

"I can see how that could be effective," Emily said. "Have you ever tried using mantras with the servants?"

"It certainly a possibility," Britney said. "To be honest, I usually focus on these boys."

Alice interjected, "Generally, the servants enjoy other kinds of training."

"What's an example of a mantra?" Emily wanted to know.

"Samuel?" Britney asked.

As though he had been waiting for this exact question, the stallion quickly looked up. "Ma'am, I repeat the following words to myself: I am a boy, and boys must obey."

"A classic," Britney said. Then she pointed to another young man.

Just as quickly as the first, he looked up and said, "Ma'am, I repeat the following mantra to myself: I am a boy, and boys are born to serve."

Britney wobbled her head from side to side. "Personally, I think that makes you sound like a servant, but if it helps you control yourself and remember your place, it’s acceptable."

"Thank you, Ma'am," he said.

"I see how this kind of self-induced reinforcement would be helpful," Emily replied. She nodded to herself and held her hands behind her back is the last of the boys came through the door and kneeled in place.

"And you?" Britney asked as she turned to another one of the stallions.

"Would you like to get a better view?" Alice asked, whispering over to Emily.

"That sounds like a good idea," Emily replied.

The two women made their way to the other side of the classroom. They still stayed off to one side and in the corner, careful to make sure that they didn't disrupt the proceedings.

Britney waited for another boy. He hesitated for just a second, then he looked up at her, and he said, "Ma'am, my mantra is: I must serve my superiors."

"Very nice," Britney said and pressed her hands together. "But you hesitated. Why is that, Diego?"

The young man continued to look at her, only his eyes flickered for a moment, like he itched to turn away, only he knew better than to try to ignore a direct command from his teacher. The Penetration class included new students. Here, these boys already knew how to behave themselves. They understood how the hierarchy worked here more importantly, they respected it. They seemed to experience it deep at the center of their personalities, like this was a fundamental point of how they existed.

Alice hoped that the Consortium's representative noticed all of that. After all, these points were reinforced again and again by the school, plus the women who taught and learned here.

Pausing again, the young man seemed to carefully consider his response. Unlike the others, he didn't reflexively leap to answer. It could have been nervous energy, or maybe he really wanted to make sure he pleased to this woman. Maybe he even hoped to become her "assistant". Either way, he said, "I wasn't sure it would please you, Ma'am."

"I think that's an excellent mantra," she said. "You acknowledge your superiors. If you like, you can include the fact that women are your superiors, but I don't think that's necessary."

"It's not?" Diego asked.

"No, Britney said with a smile. "And you know why?"

He pondered this for several more seconds once again. Then he said, "Is it because women are obviously my superiors? I don't have to think about it?"

"Is that how you feel?"

This time, he didn't pause or weight at all, "Yes, Ma'am."

"Good boy," she answered. "And you are right. If you already know, on every level, that women are better than you, then you don't need to think about it explicitly. Just let it be a part of your reality. Let this be your guiding truth."

The other stallions nodded along.

"Admittedly, these young men certainly do know their places," Emily whispered.

"These are some of our best students," Alice said. "Frankly, I think they’re going to do quite well for themselves. I've met all of their guardians, and they are really pleased with their progress."

"Were they always like this?"

Alex grinned. "That boy right there, Diego?"

"What about him?" Emily asked, sounding surprised.

"Technically, he’s a native of Calista, but I guess his father had rebellious streak or something. He picked up some pretty bad habits at home, plus he had a predilection for asking about the United States."

"So he had lots of bad examples?"

"Far too many," Alice agreed. Although she was careful to keep her voice down, she couldn't help but chuckle. "But look at him now. He’s making excellent progress, and I think he's going to do incredibly well for himself." A thought occurred to her. "If you like, I could reach out to his guardian to see if she would like to share him with you. All of these boys have been broken-in, so it wouldn't be that unusual."

Alice watched as Emily seemed to consider the temptation. Her eyes moved along his body. She seemed to pay special attention to his neatly trimmed, black hair, the lines of his neck and the contours of his shoulders. After another moment, she said, "I really shouldn't. Don't get me wrong. I appreciate the offer, but I need to remain focused."

"Fair point," Alice said. "But remember, the possibility is always there. These boys can be a lot of fun."

"Do you ever enjoy the stallions for yourself?"

"Of course," Alice said. "Here on Calista, pretty much every woman will. These are some of the best boys to be had."

"Maybe I'm too much of a traditionalist," Emily replied.

"North American traditions," Alice replied. She tried not to sneer, but the other woman still laughed just a little bit, and Alice had to wonder if she had made a mistake by revealing too much of her personal belief system.

"You don't approve?" Emily asked.

Suddenly on the defensive, Alice pressed her lips together. Up ahead, Britney continued to interrogate the boys about their mantras. Each time, she made a quick, approving comment or she facilitated discussion about how the mantra might be improved. Sometimes, they needed more specificity. At other points, they needed to be made more concise. Each time, however, the boys seemed to be better enlightened, like they would leave here today with a better understanding of their own status in society.

"When it comes to implementing the matriarchy, I think we're going to have to offer some degree of flexibility. That seems like a given to me. If we try to use the exact same system on every continent, in every nation, and with every culture, it just won't work."

"There are members of the Consortium who don't agree with you on that point," Emily said.

"And I respect their opinions," Alice answered both politely and carefully. "But still, it's just a reality of how people work. Maybe you will decide that you want to remain monogamous, that you will take your husband and keep him. Maybe you will want him and chastity. Maybe you will want to be free like a stallion. Either way, you'll do things as you see fit. So long as it is a woman making the decision, then I don't have a problem with it."

"So you think it has to be global?"

"Absolutely," Emily replied.

"And why is that?"

"Justice," Alice whispered back. It felt strange to have this kind of philosophical discussion while they had to keep their voices down, but Emily seemed interested, so the Dean couldn't ignore her. "Restitution may not be the best idea for organizing a new governing ideology, but I think it's necessary. For far too long, the majority of humanity has been guided by men. Along the way, they have caused so many different problems. It’s time for the boys to pay."

"But those were past generations. Those men are long dead," Emily pointed out.

"They might be dead, but I want to prevent their sons and grandsons from making the same mistakes. Besides, it's ridiculous to suggest to that each generation starts over."

"Many in the United States would disagree with you," Emily replied.

"And I think they're making a mistake. It's true. You're born. You get to make your own choices, but the starting position makes a massive difference. Not only that, people will judge you based on where you started, so the effects linger and compound over time."

"You really think so?" Emily asked.

Alice pursed her lips and glanced over at the representative for the Consortium. For a moment, she couldn't tell whether or not Emily was being serious, only then she remembered that this young woman was fairly inexperienced. More to the point, she specialized in economics and psychology. She preferred quantitative information and the sciences, so the internal logic of how groups, individuals, and societies might fit together could seem like sets of irrationally alien concepts.

"Okay," Alice said. "Let me give you an example. Let's say you’re a woman in the United States. You're born, and your family isn't very well-off. Your parents are good people, but they don't have a lot of money. They do their best, but they can't necessarily help you or encourage you very much. For example, maybe you have a ton of potential to be a computer programmer, but you won't get any extra help or training. You're going to have to work a lot harder."

"Which anyone can do," Emily said.

"Granted, but is that really a fair expectation of a child? Especially because we can easily consider an alternative scenario. That same little girl grows up in a different family. Yes, she is interested in computer science, but now one or both of her parents are also programmers. When she wonders aloud about how their phones work or why website appears the way it does or why software might crash, they can actually give her real answers. More importantly, they can ask follow-up questions. They can coax her along, helping her. Better yet, if she starts working on programs on her own, she might get stuck and frustrated. They can help her again, either with the right answer, or they can help her learn to find the right answer on her own. They will already know where to go and what to do. The first girl wouldn't have any of those advantages. She's a lot more likely to get discouraged."

"Then she didn't really want to be a programmer," Emily said simply.

"It's not that easy," Alice said. "I don't think it's fair to say that someone was meant to be one thing or another. Just look at these boys. Look at the school. For centuries, men have taken power. One of their favorite arguments? They were meant to lead. Oh, and they also loved that same line of logic. If women really wanted to take control, then they should have done it. They could have done it. But at the same time, they did everything in their power to discourage women from actually doing so. Now, we take the opposite tactic. The Consortium has decided that they won't put up with this nonsense any longer. It's time for us to take control. We don't care if the boys are going to throw a tantrum. We don't care if they're going to get upset or their feelings might be hurt. Yes, there are going to be difficulties, but we will handle them."

Emily listened to all of this, and Alice finally stopped. She had kept her voice quiet, whispering from one syllable to the next, but she realized she was nearly panting. Slowly, Emily pantomimed genuine applause. "That was very passionate," said the representative.

"Thank you," Alice didn't know whether or not those words were actually intended as a continent, but she didn't care. "Cause and effect is incredibly complicated and difficult to track, especially when it comes to an individual and their development. That said, I think it's pretty easy to reason out that you start as a big impact on where you end up. And of course, we haven't talked about the nonsense women in computer science still have to deal with."

"Justifying their presence?"

"Exactly," Alice said. "I expect you have had to have those conversations?"

"Economics is a male-dominated field," Emily replied. "When there is a woman in the room, the boys don't know what to do. Yes, they still behave professionally, and they pretend to respect me, but I can see it in their eyes. On some visceral, primal level, whether that comes from actual biology or social programming, they don't really think I belong there with them. They huddle up into their little cliques and work together. They share their best ideas, and I work on my own."

"Would you say that's another disadvantage based on birth?"

"I see your point," Emily said with a little bow of her head.

Alice was about to follow up with something else, but to more people just came into the room.

"I'm sorry we're late," Olivia said, her tone frosty. "But this boy decided that he needed some extra discipline this morning." She had Dylan asked in a collar and on a leash.

Strictly speaking, she didn't know whether or not her comment was true. That morning, she had arrived at his dorm room, and she saw him again, and she remembered his bad behavior from the previous day.

He didn't try to apologize. Instead, he remained silent, like he thought he might be able to defy her. Deciding she didn't want to put up with any of his nonsense, she punished him preemptively. She didn't wait for his bad behavior. As far as she was concerned, he hadn't been appropriately deferential upon her arrival, so he needed at least ten jolts of electricity. They flared through his body, one after another as she repeated that same phrase. And when she was done, he was down on his knees, his eyes wet.

"Say thank you," she had commanded.

After this prolonged session, he was down on his knees, bent forward and braced on his knuckles. Jagged frustration clearly ran through his body, but he had no choice, and he knew it, especially because he couldn't take anymore. The pain had drilled down into him. That much was obvious. "Thank you," he had replied.

"Thank me for training you."

"Thank you for training me."

"Thank me for giving you the discipline you need."

Again, Dylan didn't hesitate, "Thank you for giving me the discipline I need," he answered, his voice shaking as he forced himself to utter those hated words.

And yet, she smiled down at him when he finished. Not only that, she cupped his cheeks, leaned down, and he must have believed she was about to kiss him. At the last instant, right before their lips could touch, she grinned, pulled back, and tapped the tip of his nose. "I might consider kissing you if you behave and impress me. But right now, I want to spend some time with the stallion, and you get to observe a very special class. Aren't you a lucky boy? You're going to get to spend some time with the best man on campus." After that, she slipped the collar around his neck. When he felt that leather touches skin once again, he looked at her, his eyes were wide. Olivia stared right back. In the span of a heartbeat, she practically dared him to say something, only he wasn't brave enough to confront her.

He was starting to figure it out. He followed her lead; every decision came down to her prerogatives, not his.

Again, he apparently knew better than to complain when she attached the leash and yanked it, guiding him out of the dormitory building, along one of those beautiful walkways, and to their next classroom.

"Is that right, Dylan?" Britney asked.

He glanced over at his tutor, but he tried not to say anything. With the gazes of four different women on him, he crumpled. His defenses broke, and he nodded, telling them all, "Yes, Man. It was my fault."

Having already received all of the pertinent information, Britney said simply, "Cage 15: Shock." Then she turned away and resumed her lecture. The boy fell to his knees, his eyes watering. After so many punishing jolts, he could barely remain quiet. Somehow, he stayed silent, if only to avoid drawing even more attention to himself.

Then he glanced up, and he met Emily's gaze. She only watched him for another moment or two, but then she looked back at the others.

"Stay down on your knees," Olivia told him. "Demonstrate that position, just like the other boys."

He gulped and nodded. "Yes, Miss," he said.

Since she stood behind him and held his leash, he couldn't see that little smile tug at the corners of her mouth. Between venting her fury this morning and hearing him surrender so readily now, she started to feel a lot better about his situation.

"Boys, today we’re going to focus once again on delayed gratification. To put it simply, we want to see exactly how long each of you can last. A woman is going to use you for as long as she sees fit. If you can satisfy her, then please do so to the best of your ability, but you know how demanding our students can be."

At another college in another part of the world, the idea of a bunch of beautiful coeds mounting and using a bunch of guys would have been cause for celebration. But right then and there, the stallions seemed nervous.

"Just a reminder, if you fail, you will get the cream. We will desensitize you, and you are fully aware of the other effects, aren't you?"

Emily looked like she was about to ask what that meant, but Alice just shook her head and nodded back toward Britney.

Sure enough, the instructor pointed down toward one of the boys. "Adam?"

His throat clenched as the fear coursed through his frame, but he answered to the best of his ability, "Ma'am, the insensitivity cream will enhance our stamina, making it easier for us to please any woman who decides to use us. Unfortunately, it can also reduce the size of our genitals."

"Does that mean it can actually shrink their dicks?" Dylan hissed in a whisper.

Olivia crouched down next to him. "That's right. So guess what? There can be serious consequences for these boys. But don't worry about that, you’re already a servant. Isn't that right, Dylan?"

Bowing his head down, he answered with another whisper, "Yes, Miss." There wasn't anything else for him to say.

Intent on making the same point, Britney focused on her student stallion. "Go on, boy. Tell me all about it. Tell me why you don't want to get that cream too often. What could happen to you?"

"Shrinkage," he said. Then he gulped. "Ma'am, if we fail to often, our genitals will shrink, and we will be reclassified."

"Does anyone here want to be reclassified as a servant?" Britney asked. She placed her hands on her hips and looked out at the group of virile young men. These were some of the best of the best. Well-endowed, handsome, obedient, loyal and dedicated, they had everything it took to please the women in their lives. Better yet, they weren't humiliated with the status of "servant," (many women insisted that they respected their servants and stallions equally, but this probably wasn't true).

At once, all of the men bellowed out, "No, Ma'am!"

"Exactly."

Britney walked over to the door, opened it, and said, "Ladies, feel free to come in now." At the same time, she turned to the young men. "Boys, set out the mats."

Olivia watched all of this with a nervous flutter running through her body. She had been allowed here once or twice, and she enjoyed it each time. As a female student at this college, she was entitled to use the stallions, but there was something special about the classroom setting. Maybe it was their dedication and determination, like they tried even harder while Professor Reyes oversaw their performance.

The voice carried over to the closets, opening them up, pulling out different padded mats, and setting up in neat rows on the floor.

Dylan watched all of this, and he probably still haven't figured out precisely what was going to happen or what these women would do. Maybe he couldn't stretch his imagination far enough, but that was about to change.

The boys kneeled on their respective mats, and that's when of the doors opened again. This time, some of the other female students entered the room. There were different shapes and sizes, some taller, some stouter. Some of them were classically beautiful while others followed the most popular trends in Europe and North America. Although the stallions kept their eyes downcast, like they were simply waiting to be chosen, Dylan let his gaze wander along the different females.

"I bet your cock is twitching right now," Olivia whispered to him.

When he said nothing, his tutor chuckled, fully aware of the truth.

"Hello, ladies," Britney said. "I think I'm all about done with my lecture. These boys are going to do their best to please you. Tell them what you want. And remember, it's up to you to decide how specific you want to be. After they graduate, there's a good chance that these boys will receive vague instructions from their owners and guardians. With that in mind, it's up to you to tell them what to do."

Unlike the boys, the women didn't bother answering in sync. A few of them nodded. Others cheerfully replied with, "Yes, professor!" Others just wandered among the boys as they picked out the different possibilities.

But then Britney glanced over Olivia and asked, "We have plenty of boys. Would you like to have some fun with one?"

At this point, Dylan turned his head up so he could turn and see her. His eyes widened, and his mouth fell open.

She smiled at him and realized something: he really would be jealous.

Perfect, she thought.

"That sounds like a lot of fun." Yes, she had enjoyed herself last night with another male, but now she glanced over at one of the unoccupied boys. She didn't know his name, and she didn't care either. He had dark features, matching hair, and a solid build. He wasn't the most handsome boy she had ever seen, but she could still have a lot of fun.

She started to saunter over to him.

Within seconds, Dylan Salish ran out of slack, so she yanked, and he hissed back at her, "What are you doing?"

"What? Did you think I was going to let an untrained to servant off of his leash?"

He was about to say something else, only her eyes narrowed, and that was enough to silence him.

All around them, the other young women began to enjoy themselves. Some of them kissed the boys. Others started stroking her teasing them. Lots of the girls on campus had become fascinated with male genitals. There was something so interesting about them, stroking them, teasing them, watching them stiffen and harden. In other cultures, the girls didn't develop this kind of fascination. But maybe cocks were viewed as more aggressive or dangerous considering the individuals they might be attached to. Here, the girls understood their power. They knew that they were in charge, so these stallions couldn't possibly pose any kind of threat. If anyone might be misconstrued as dangerous, it would be the young women who had every advantage and would always win in any contest these boys.

Olivia circled the dark-haired boy once or twice. She studied his legs, his abs, and every other detail. "Tell me you're going to be a good boy," she said. "I'm going to be a good boy, Miss."

"Excellent." She flipped her hair back, and then she looked toward Dylan once again. For just a moment, she experienced at this little flicker of...something. She couldn't quite name the emotion that sparked somewhere behind her rib cage. Regret? Sympathy? No…

But then she decided to lose herself. She straddled this boy, spreading her legs and pushing down. She wore a denim miniskirt and a white tank top, but now she pressed her body to his. At the same time, she loved touching the small of his back, his flanks, that his shoulders and neck. She clutched his cheeks in her hand, and she kissed him, softly at first before she pressed forward.

After another moment, she pulled away and looked over at Dylan. "Watch," she commanded. Then she closed her eyes and started kissing him.

Her student shifted his weight from one foot to the other. At the same time, he continued to stare down.

Yes, she had offered a command, but now it served as little more than an excuse because he wouldn't have been able to help himself. Like so many other boys, especially the servants, he yearned for this sort of attention. He wished he could have been down there, however. That much was obvious.

At the same time, this was torture! As she opened her eyes and looked back up at him, grinning while she continued to kiss the stallion, Dylan had to stand there, knowing full well that he couldn't even enjoy an erection! He squirmed helplessly, but he couldn't even step back or away, not while she kept him leashed. It must have been so infuriating! It must have been maddening!

Olivia closed her eyes again, and she marveled at the heat and solidity of his body. She loved touching the stallion, especially when she grabbed onto his pectorals. Next, she pulled away, only then she grinned and said, "I assume you’ve done well in Oral Service?"

"Yes, Miss," said the stallion. "I earned top grades."

"Then let's see what you can do with Women's Pleasure," she said. "And remember, I want you to take your time. First, you're going to use your mouth. Then I'm going to have some fun with that down there." She smiled and flashed a lascivious grin at his genitals.

Feeling playful, she reached down and stroked the underside of his balls before trailing her fingers up along his length.

With that one caress, he hardened, and Dylan didn't want to see this, yet he couldn't tear his eyes away either. It was her command. It was his own instinct, combined with his insecurities that kept him paralyzed, forced to watch while she enjoyed putting on a little show.

Olivia stood up, surprising him.

She glanced over at her student, and she enjoyed this little flicker of false hope as it played across his features. In that heartbeat, she could tell what he was thinking. He had to hope that maybe she had changed her mind. He must have been envisioning different scenarios where she would just flip her hair again, shrugging, and laugh, perhaps telling him that she had never intended to have sex with a guy right in front of him.

All around them, the other girls partook. Some of them stripped down completely and savored the heat and solidity of the stallions' beautiful bodies. Already, some of the girls started to pant and moan as they enjoyed those first few seconds. As far as Olivia was concerned, those girls probably intended to show off. Still, as long as they enjoyed themselves, it didn't really matter.

The professor wandered around the room, glancing at the different boys, studying their techniques, and obviously taking mental notes about their performance.

The female students ignored the teacher. As far as they were concerned, they were here to have fun, so they shouldn't let anything interfere.

For her part, Olivia stretched out, and then she glanced over at Dylan.

By this point, he had started to retreat inside of himself. Yes, he knew what he was about to witness, but he clearly thought he might be able to protect himself.

No. She wouldn't allow him to hide in some other memory. He couldn't disown out and pretend that he wasn't here.

"Come here, Dylan," she said.

When he didn't behave fast enough, she yanked on his leash, dragging him forward.

Once he was there, she said, "Lift my skirt."

His eyes widened. Again, there was that false hope.

"Now, I want you to pull my panties down for me," she said.

His lips hardened as he swallowed back some of his nervous energy. But he obeyed, hooking his fingertips into her panties. He pulled them down, letting the white cotton slide along her legs before she grinned at him. He was down on his knees now. She kicked off her underwear, and then she asked, "Would you like to lick me? Would you like to taste me? I'm already very excited. Last night was good but that was another stallion, but I still want more. Frankly, I've been turned on almost all night. Punishing you this morning might have gotten a pretty worked up too." She admitted all of this while he blushed, yet he still couldn't bring himself to speak.

Instead, he answered with a quick little nod.

"Beg. Beg for the chance to lick me."

"Please, may I lick you?"

"You hate that, don't you? You hate it, but you love it. Silly boy. Don't worry. Eventually, you're only going to love it. You won't think about the person you wanted to be before. You will understand that the belong right there, collared and leashed. And I'm sure your guardian is going to love you once you are all new and improved." She patted him on the head, glanced over at the stallion, and said, "Use your mouth."

Dylan started to step away, but she quickly wrapped up the leash around her wrist, shortening the slack and making sure he wasn't going anywhere. He would stand there and watch.

"You might learn something," she said casually to the hapless boy.

With a nod at the stallion, she made sure that he positioned himself right there. If he had any thoughts about Dylan watching all of this, he didn't say anything. Then again, he could be proud of his powerful muscles. Sure, he had been tamed, but he must have worked hard. His trainers had exercised him thoroughly, working him like an actual beast of burden.

The stallion nuzzled her inner thighs first. Her ankles were separated, but he would still be able to slide his time along her tight crevice. Knowing all of this, she closed her eyes. She relaxed as the first flickers of his tongue played along her dampened opening.

The shutters of satisfaction ran through her. But really, this was just the beginning.

Still holding onto his leash, she reached out and grabbed onto Dylan's shoulder.

The boy let out this adorable little squeak, but she still wasn't going to release him. "Stay," she said.

Having already been so thoroughly punished over the course of the morning, Dylan complied. He stayed right there. Not only that, he continued to watch. Although she was busily losing herself to the pleasure pulsing through her body, Dylan looked down from the other boy, along her denim skirt, to her white tank top, and over to her beautiful face.

In her eyes opened, and she had no trouble guessing what he was thinking.

"If only you had behaved last night," she said. "I really thought we were making progress, but you had to go and ruin it by being defiant, didn't you?"

Dylan's lips parted, and she was about to say something, but he must have realized that his tutor didn't actually care to hear his opinion. He didn't get to argue or defend himself; he couldn't offer any excuse.

In the meantime, Olivia enjoyed herself. She stood there, triumphant and powerful like some warrior goddess from a bygone era. She reveled in the pressure of his leash around her wrist, the flickering movements of the stallion’s tongue, her power and status. In those moments, she knew she was unstoppable. Not only that, this would grant her the confidence she needed to move forward, to work with the other women in the room as they proceeded to establish female supremacy all across the world.

"Stop," she commanded.

The stallion obeyed instantly.

Relaxing, she let her heart pound for several seconds. She savored the exertion, the simple adrenaline from enjoying herself. And now she kneeled down, and she pushed this boy back. She decided to lay down, to peel back her skirt, to lift her knees and spread her legs. "Keep going."

"Yes, Miss," answered the stallion.

He dipped his head back down between her legs. His cheeks brushed along her inner thighs, and he swept his tongue along her opening.

"Lay down with me," she told Dylan.

He lowered himself onto his side.

"Are you hard?"

"I can't get hard," he said, his voice fragile, like it might break into frustrated grunts were gasps at any moment.

"Good," she said with a condescending smirk. But then, he probably wished to answer, only he didn't get the opportunity because she arched her back and moaned as primal ecstasy raced through her body. Yes, she just climaxed, and he had to watch, and he loved it, but he must have hated it too. Poor boy. Poor Dylan.

Without any sympathy for this young man, she opened her eyes and glanced back at him. "That could've been you down between my legs. But you didn't want to be a good boy, did you?"

Dylan opened his mouth to say something, likely to apologize, but Olivia wasn't interested in it. She reached over with her hand and pressed one finger to his lips, casually silencing him.

"Check out his cock," she said casually. "Boy, sit up again."

The stallion complied, positioning himself on his knees with his hands behind his back. His stiffened shaft pointed forward.

"You know, I might decide to play with you at some point, Dylan. Would you like that? Would you like me to play with you?” She used this possibility against him before, and now she did it again.

As she spoke, Olivia reached down for this boy's girth. Of course, Dylan's shaft continued to twitch and struggle against the confines of his cage. Not only that, this look of absolute need flashed across his face, but he still didn't say anything. He couldn't, not while she commanded him to be silent.

Conscious of her power, Olivia took note of this. She grinned at him, stroked the stallion, and wondered aloud, "Do you think I can make him climax before we even do it?" As she spoke, she ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth and lips. Then she gripped him, stroked him, and started playing with the stallion. She drew him on, using all of her tricks to tease and stimulate the boy.

A few seconds later, the teacher happened to stroll by. With her hands clasped behind her back, she nodded toward Olivia, then the stallion. "Very nicely done," she commented. "Excellent work." It was impossible to tell if she meant those words for the stallion or Olivia as she toyed with him.

Finally, the stallion’s composure broke. He arched his back, gasps, groaned, and started to speak. Right as he was about to bag, Olivia pulled her hand away.

This girl with her dark brown hair, her vivacious smile, and condescending engages, considered him for several more seconds. Then she said, "On your back."

By giving him a few moments to relax, she allowed the stallion to regain his composure. He probably wouldn't climax right away. He might be able to hold out.

They were about to find out for themselves.

She shoved the stallion, pushing him down onto the mat. He fell back, kept his hands at his sides, and waited for instructions.

"Close your eyes," she said. "Both of you."

Dylan gulped, yet he obeyed, bringing his eyelids down because this girl told him to.

She spread her legs, lifted her skirt again, and now she took the stallion by the tip of his cock. Slowly, she started to lower herself down, but by little, inch by inch. Then she rubbed his tip against her opening. She allowed her body to relax. She was already so wet and hot, but she intended to take her time. There wasn't any reason for Olivia to rush, not when she set the pace and decided when they might begin or end.

Like some hungry, devious predator, she leaned forward, glancing down at the stallion. In a moment, she realized something. Yes, he was handsome with his solid features and chiseled jaw line, yet she craved something else. Then she glanced up at Dylan.

Refusing to let herself drift in that direction, she lowered herself down onto this man's shaft. She surrounded him, squeezing and enveloping him. The walls of her opening closed around every side of his most sensitive body part.

The stallion stayed silent this time. Clearly determined to maintain his control and avoid the desensitizing cream, he held his breath as this young woman used him. She lowered herself down, inch by inch. She took him. And then, once she was firmly mounted on top of him, she looked down at this boy and said, "I've got you."

Knowing he had to respond, he answered with a quick, nearly eager, "Yes, Miss!"

As his voice strained, she turned back to Dylan. He had his eyes closed, and she said, "I bet he would love to see this, wouldn't you? Don't look. If you look, I might decide that you need to spend a couple of years in my chastity cage."

Dylan couldn't help himself, "You, you don't get to make that decision."

"I bet your guardian would listen to me. I bet I could convince her to lose your key for a while, maybe forever."

Some of the color dissipated from his cheeks, making it readily apparent that he believed her. Olivia was an intelligent, articulate young woman. Not only that, she would have a strong connection with another woman. They would listen to one another. Not only that, it would probably enjoy tormenting and harassing him, especially if he had to remain in chastity for a very, very long time.

For this boy, it had only been a couple of days. He must have known that it could be so much worse…

"Think about me," she said to him. "With your eyes closed right now, think about me on top of you. Think about the holding you down. I could cross your wrists over your head and continue with one hand. I could put my other hand on your throat and make it harder for you to breathe. I could choke my boy as I used him. He would like that, wouldn't you? You want me to write you. You want me to take you."

"Y-yes, Miss!" Dylan stuttered out. The volume of his voice didn't increase, yet the desperation still reverberated through his every syllable. It was obvious he needed this. He ached for it.

"Now you can watch," she said to him.

At this point, Olivia couldn't decide whether or not this was a kindness or a different kind of torture because she allowed him to watch as she rolled her hips forward. She moved back. She slid up, then down. Her thick brown tresses undulated along her shoulders as she enjoyed herself. Occasionally, she glanced back at him, only to smirk like a triumphant flirt. At other points, she rolled her head back and looked up towards the ceiling, losing herself in the sensations of her body stretching against the stallion's.

"Don't look away," she said as his eyes started to slip back down to the floor. "Don't you dare look away, Dylan. This is what you want. I'm being very generous. I let you watch. Come you like it."

"I, I like it," he stammered out.

"You think I'm pretty?" Coming from another girl, those words would have sounded vacuous and insecure. Coming from a well-trained female supremacist like Olivia, she sounded playful, like she already knew what the correct answer needed to be—for his sake. "You think I'm beautiful?" She easily articulated herself even though she was busy writing another man.

Dylan stared at her like he couldn't figure out what to do or say.

She grinned at him, the corners of her mouth rising upward. Again, she looked predatory, like she could have elected him at any moment, grabbed him, freedom from the chastity cage, and taken everything he had to offer. This girl could have held him down. She could have wrestled the floor and used him.

But she wasn't going to do that. He had already been created and classified. His superiors had already found him wanting…

"Yes," he said, snapping to the word. "Yes, Miss. I think you're very pretty. I think you're beautiful!"

Olivia was actually surprised by the little flutter of excitement that flared up to her chest.

But then his nostrils twitched, and he growled back at her, "But that doesn't matter. This is just a game to you, isn't it? You were messing with us! You think you can take over the world or something!"

He turned those words into a vicious accusation.

At once, she rose to her feet, sliding away from the stallion, who carefully remained silent and stoic.

She smoothed out her skirt and stomped over to him. Then she pushed him up against the wall, granting by his ass, and she spanked him.

It didn't really hurt, not to the layers of his boxers and trousers. Even so, it was obvious he had messed up. Some of the other girls saw it. All of the stallions noticed. A few of them even looked horrified, especially because they couldn't imagine defying a young woman like Olivia.

"For that, I'm going to give you something very, very special."

She didn't tell him what she was going to do. Instead, she grabbed him and pulled him back to the mat. She pushed him down onto his back.

Intimidated after his spanking, Dylan didn't try to resist or pushed back. Instead, he allowed himself to be maneuvered and positioned. Then she was on top of him, straddling him.

"I bet you want me to let you out of your pants. I bet you want me to free you from your chastity cage. Is that it?"

He started to speak, but she tucked the bang of hair quickly behind her ear, leaned down, and kissed him. She squeezed her legs against his flanks as she bent forward and kissed him. Her lips played along his as she teased him, taunting him with one caress of her mouth against his. Their bodies came into contact, and he simmered with need. He shivered and shook between her legs and underneath this beautiful girl.

"I want you to watch," she said, breaking off the kiss. "I want you to see exactly what's going to happen when a real man fucks me."

The profanity cut through the haze of confusion.

"Don't look away," she said. That's when she lifted her skirt again, and she called out to the stallion. "I want you to take me from behind while I kiss this boy."

"Yes, Miss," he said automatically. He positioned himself, all while Olivia looked down into Dylan's face.

Almost instantly, his eyes grew huge as he recognized what he was about to see.

Poised on top of him, there was Olivia. Right behind her, there was this taller, broader, stronger male. Not only that, Olivia let out a theatrical moan as the stallion plunged into her again, thrusting. She took his every inch. Then she commanded, "Stop." Demonstrating his obedience for the disobedient boy on his back, the stallion froze immediately. A woman had given him the command, so he didn't dare defy her.

"Look at him," Olivia ordered the void beneath her.

Although he tried to hold out, his eyes inevitably turned back toward this man.

"Right now, I'm using him. That's a privilege. Isn't that right, boy?"

"Yes, Miss. Thank you, thank you so much for this privilege," said the obedience, deferential slave.

"That could be you some day," she said. She grinned down at him. "Maybe. Probably not."

Dylan tried to answer, but she leaned down and kissed him again. As she did so, she rubbed her chest against his. She continued to glide her fingertips along his wrists. She held him down, keeping them trapped, yet heat of her body soaked into his sides. More than anything, he must have craved her attention. The desperation practically radiated off of him in waves, but he still couldn't do anything.

Soon enough, she lifted her head, panted, cried out, and moaned as the ecstasy swept through her.

Then the boy was done, and she grinned down at Dylan. "Lesson learned," she said.

The boy on his back, shivering with desire, couldn't argue. He couldn't disagree. In that moment, he was utterly defeated, and they both knew it.

“Now,” she said, seemingly out of nowhere, “Do you feel like seeing a play?”

Alice wore a sly smile even as she asked, "You think this is a waste of time, don't you?"

Emily answered with a question of her own, "A drama class?"

"Exactly," Alice said. They walked down the hall to a set of four doors these led into the large auditorium where Professor Lisa Cartwright ran the Drama program for Calista High Academy.

Politely, Alice opened the door for her visitor, so Emily strode into the large, almost entirely empty auditorium. Rows upon rows of seats filled the darkened chamber. Most of the light came from the stage upfront.

"It's okay if you're skeptical,” Alice told her.

"You have to understand, I prefer a more rigorously scientific approach. I can understand the psychological elements of instruction, especially when it comes to something like chastity, oral worship, pleasure, or even pegging and the use of toys, but this? You have the boys run around in cute little outfits?"

"We do," Alice said. She didn't have to lower her voice as much a she did for the previous course, mostly because the chamber was so expensive.

"Beautifully done," called out another voice, booming and powerful.

"That's Lisa," Alice pointed out. "She’s an amazing instructor. She also happens to own one of the most popular lingerie shops on Calista."

"And what are they practicing tonight?"

"I spoke to the instructor earlier," Alice told her. "I'm given to understand that they had been working on a piece called Kiss Me, Nate."

Emily blinked, apparently uncertain.

"Are you familiar with Shakespeare?"

"Just the really obvious pieces, the ones that get a remake every couple of years.”

"This one is based on an especially difficult play of his. Technically, it's a comedy, but he wrote a piece about a man named Petruchio. Petruchio marries a woman, Catherine, and he spends most of the play 'taming' her."

"Disgusting," Emily replied.

"Indeed," Alice said. "But that's why this class is so important, especially at a moment like this. Yes, female directors, actors, writers, and producers are becoming more powerful in the creative centers all across the world, but they need material. This is one such piece."

"Okay. I'm intrigued. Go on."

"In Shakespeare's original play, it's debatable exactly what happened. Technically, the husband is supposed to tame his wife; it’s right there in the title. Frankly, it can get pretty brutal. He deprives her of food and sleep. He disorients her and wears her down until she is ultimately an obedient wife matching every obnoxious stereotype an Elizabethan could have come up with."

"That's something I've never been able to understand," Emily said with a shake of her head.

"Which part?"

"These boys, especially from previous generations and centuries. Elizabeth was a powerful queen. I'm not a history student, but from what I understand, she was a competent ruler. You see the same thing with Catherine the Great in Russia, yet the men continued on, thinking that women were incapable."

"Yes, and the pseudoscience of the era even claimed that women couldn't be as intelligent as men," Allison agreed. "These are just a few more reasons why humanity has been held back. Men have made some progress, I grant, but they could have made so much more if they had been willing to work with the women in their lives."

"And they would be even further along if they had submitted to female authority."

"Agreed," Alice said. "But that's why we’re here. And more to the point, the boys out in the rest of the world will need new stories. This play is a great example of that. When they watch it and hear it, they are going to get a better sense of what their identities could be. They will learn to obey. They will learn to think of themselves as servants and stallions."

"As slaves," Emily said with a smirk.

"Exactly."

"I guess I just have a hard time seeing irrelevance of art, especially if we could pursue other, neurological or pharmacological approaches."

"Give Lisa a chance," Alice said. But this comment on the air, both women took a pair of empty seats, all while the teacher appeared on stage.

She called out again, "Boys. I want all of my boys out here. That includes the stage crew!"

Alice once again suppressed the nervous energy running through her body, especially because she didn't know how this might turn out. It was true; drama classes could be more chaotic, especially because Lisa Cartwright exuded a different kind of energy. She was cheerful, emotional, and sometimes mercurial. She both reported and punished boys with prodigious determination.

"Let's start with Act Four, Scene Three," Lisa called out. "Oh, and we have our new servant?"

About an hour before, Olivia took Dylan by the hand. She laced her fingers through his and pretended she didn't feel anything beyond the standard thrill of excitement because she could grab him, pulling along, and dictate exactly where he went. Like so many other women around the island, she understood how powerful this kind of control could be. Then again, she had just enjoyed a stallion, both last night and in the previous class.

But now, according to Dean Carver, Olivia needed to take him to see Professor Cartwright.

When they arrived at the auditorium, the last class was just finishing up, and that's when she presented him to the teacher. First, she answered a few more questions from the stallions. They looked amazing in their fine suits, especially with their snug shirts and tight jackets. Yes, Lisa and her employees from her shop did an amazing job outfitting these young men.

Not only that, the stallions seemed to be proud of themselves. At other institutions, performing with the drama department was probably considered somehow unmanly or pathetic. But here, these boys were grateful for the opportunity to serve.

And then there were the actual servants, the boys who were shorter, smaller, and thinner.

Like the others, they waited around to ask their questions, but Dylan quickly realized something.

"Those aren't girls," he said flatly, like he couldn't believe it even as his eyes roamed along the emasculated servants.

Sure enough, their cheeks had been shaved beautifully, and they wore snug corsets, panties, and other outfits. Some of them were even out of their chastity cages, with their small shafts stiffened and aroused, demonstrating their inferiority. Even so, these same boys also wore wigs, makeup, and they looked so dainty.

"No," Olivia agreed. "Those are servants." Then, because she couldn't help herself, she added, "Like you."

Dylan stammered and stuttered. He tried to get something intelligible to come out of his mouth, but he failed again and again. Then it was time for the two of them to talk to the professor.

"Professor, I have someone who would like to meet you."

"Yes, Dean Carver told me all about our new addition. Now, he's not going to be here for long, but I have the perfect role for him. Are you ready? Are you ready to strike the stage, servant boy?"

"My name is Dylan," he said.

"And for that, I think you're going to need to be disciplined."

Dylan stared at her, but she wouldn't be dissuaded. She turned back and called out to the assembled servants, "Peter, come over here."

That's when one of the servants stepped forward, straightened his back, and nodded. He wore a short skirt with fluffy petticoats, a dark red petticoat, and other accouterments. It looked like he had blonde hair, but Emily couldn't be sure if he wore a wig.

The servant rushed forward, practically running in high heels. Then he presented himself with a little curtsy and a spin. "What can I do for you?"

"This is my assistant and one of my favorite actors," Lisa said. "Emily, servant, I want you to meet Peter. Peter here is my little starlet."

She reached out and started to touch his cheek, but he retreated back a step. "I'm still in makeup!" When he spoke, his voice carried a sweet, almost girlish intonation. Clearly, he had practiced sounding feminine, but he didn't completely succeed. Not only that, Olivia was certain this boy's stiffened little shaft pressed up against his panties, not that she could see it with those petticoats on him.

"Silly boy," Lisa said, her voice measured with affection. "You're lucky or my assistant."

"It's both luck and skill," Peter said as he did another little curtsy. He held onto the edges of his skirt as he bowed down, stretching one leg behind him with the grace of a ballet dancer.

"Anyway, we’re going to need someone for the punishment scene. Right now, I was going to have Devin do it, but I'm thinking this might be a good role for this boy."

"Have you ever been on stage before?" asked the feminized servant.

"No," Dylan said.

"Then I'm guessing you're going to need to be thoroughly punished, broken in, and taught how to behave. You will be an important part of my show because every part is an important part. You understand? Besides, there was that little infraction from before."

Olivia had a hard time keeping up, but then the boy in the petticoats hopped up and down. "Oh, can I go get the paddle? Please? Can I go get it?"

"You're his tutor. You don’t mind, do you?"

Olivia raised her hands. "No. By all means."

Dylan spun on her, it was obvious he was hoping she might defend him, but she just shrugged. With a glance, she communicated one very simple idea: he had been defiant, so now he had to deal with the consequences of his actions.

With his makeup and his hair tied back into those pigtails, Peter quickly scurried back, only now he held onto a long, rectangular paddle.

"Bend forward, stretching your legs, and hold your ankles."

"You should do it," Olivia said to her student. "If you don't, it's only going to get worse for you."

"I'm not bending over here on stage," Dylan snarled.

Olivia arched an eyebrow, like she wanted to ask, "Really? Even now, you still haven't learned anything?"

"Boys," Lisa called out, snapping her fingers and pointed to two of the remaining stallions. They rushed forward, apparently having overheard most of the conversation. They grabbed Dylan, shoved him forward, and held him down.

Whether he liked it or not, he was going to grab onto his ankles, and he would present himself for this paddling.

"Oh, can I pull down his pants? Please? Pretty please?" Peter wanted to know.

"Absolutely," she said to the boy in the pretty petticoats and lingerie top.

Peter hopped forward, grabbed the belt around Dylan's waist, opened the clasp, and yanked down his pants. It took less than two seconds, but now this boy was on display.

The teacher didn't waste any time, nor did she make a show of getting him ready. Clearly, she didn't care if he was scared or not.

She pulled the paddle back, swung down, and there was this crash, the sound of that loud smack, and he braced himself. For an instant, the fear seemed to grip him more than anything else, like you forgot about the pain. The sound rocketed through his body, and then the agony flashed.

He grimaced and tried to push it all away, but the other stallions held him down, making sure he stayed there, right in the middle of the stage, bent over, ready to take this whether he liked it or not.

The paddle shot down again. And again!

The professor called out, "I don't approve of silly, sissy servants who insist on wasting my time! There are no divas in my class!"

The paddle struck three, four, five, then six and seven more times. Olivia watched all of this as his backside turned a bright shade of red. He tried not to say anything, but soon enough, Dylan was gasping and begging. He was pleading with her, calling out, "No more. Please, no more!"

Finally, the teacher stopped and asked, "Are you going to be obedient little actor for me?"

"Yes!"

The teacher nodded, and the stallion stepped away.

"Take off your pants and go with Peter. He’ll get you dressed up. He's got to do your makeup."

"Do you mind if I tagalong?" Olivia asked. "Technically, I'm supposed to keep an eye on him."

"By all means, my dear," replied the stage director.

Peter grinned and grabbed Dylan's hand before tugging. The feminized cutie practically dragged Dylan back behind the curtain, down some steps, and into the inner workings of the stage. With an indulgent smile, Olivia followed.

They passed different dressing rooms, storage closets, and into a large chamber. Here, large mirrors had been fixed to the wall, along with a long table, and nearly a dozen different chairs. This was where the cast could do their makeup, Olivia realized. As a student, she had watched several of the shows, yet she had never been involved in the production of a play.

"What do you think you're going to do?" Dylan asked. Now that he was no longer in the teacher's presence, he apparently felt more comfortable asking questions.

"Sit. Just sit down, and you don't have to worry about it. Trust me, this is going to be amazing. I've been studying boys like you for a while, and I know you’re a servant, but that works perfectly because you have excellent bone structure!" Peter clapped his hands together and hopped up and down, making his petticoats flare.

"You really enjoy this, don't you?" Olivia asked even as Dylan remained sullen and defiant.

"Drama?" asked the teacher's assistant. "Definitely! It's amazing! I'm so grateful. I mean, I always have to play the girl parts, but that's how it works in the drama program. The servants play the girls, and the stallions play the boys. Along the way, we learn how to behave more appropriately. I mean, we aren't allowed to look like actual women because that might be insulting to the females on campus, but we still get to have a lot of fun. Besides, I love putting on makeup and cute outfits. I mean, just look at this." He waved down toward his skirt, did a little spin, making the edges of his dress rise up.

"You do look adorable," Olivia said with a smile.

"Thank you," Peter replied. "Now, I need to get this boy ready. Can you do me a favor and strip?"

"What? In front of you?"

"Well, yeah, duh," Peter said, making it sound obvious.

"I'm not going to do that," Dylan said, his voice low, quiet, and menacing.

Just as those words left his lips, Olivia told him, "Yes, you are. You're going to strip, and you're going to do everything in this assistant says. Because if you don't, you know what I can do with you."

The feared phrase haunted the air, unspoken for the moment, yet she could speak and punish him with hardly any effort. Besides, he had already taken his paddling. Bunching his shoulders up, he stepped away, and then his right hand lifted toward the top button on his shirt.

"Hurry up," Peter said. "Hurry up. Class is going to start soon, and I have a lot of work to do with you."

"Do you know what role he's going to play?"

"I do!"

"What is it?" Olivia asked.

"Well, it's supposed to be a surprise." The assistant looked generally abashed. Despite his enthusiastic nature, he probably wasn't in a position where he could deny women of anything very often. And yet, if his teacher had given him the command, then he had to obey her first. "I'm sorry. Is that okay?"

"It's fine."

"And don't you worry your pretty little head," Peter said as Dylan continued to work. The assistant patted him on the shoulder right as he started to shrug off his shirt. "I'm going to make sure you look amazing, plus your lines are going to be really easy. Professor Cartwright even allows for a little bit of improvisation. Isn't that awesome?"

"Fine," he said.

Layer by layer, Dylan pulled off his clothing. His shirt, pants, shoes, socks, and boxers eventually fell into a pool on the floor. That's when Olivia sauntered over to him. The assistant was about to say something, but he must have recognized that determined expression on her face.

"Are you going to behave yourself?" Olivia asked. Before those words left her lips, she reached up and took him by the back of his neck. Her fingers pressed down as she gripped him, making sure he couldn't turn away from her.

He inhaled, got ready to defy her, but she kept her expression completely neutral, like she was just waiting for him to mess up. "I…" Dylan started. Then he deflated and agreed. "I’ll behave myself."

"And if this servant wants to put makeup on you, are you going to cooperate?"

"Yes."

"And when he puts you in a cute little costume?"

"What does that mean?"

For just a second, she let go of the back of his neck, which should have warned him. He should have taken this opportunity to "Collar 15: Shock," she said. Without even letting him retreat back a step, she grabbed him by the back of his neck again. With her fingers pressing down at her nails digging into his skin, she asked, "When he puts a cute little outfit on you? What are you going to do?"

"I will cooperate!" Dylan promised.

She pulled her hand away, patted him on the cheek, and said, "Good boy. That's right. Today, you're going to be an actor."

"So, Miss," Peter said, interjecting now. For the last few seconds, he had stayed quiet and off to the side and out of the way. Obviously, he didn't wish to risk irritating a young woman who could've punished him just as easily. "I’ll get him dressed and made up, and then you will go out to the auditorium?"

"That works," Olivia said.

"Okay. Let's get started with the clothing. Now, I know the audience will technically be able to see you, but I think this is really nice. Besides, you don't get to wear something this find very often, so let's start with the panties."

"Panties?" Dylan repeated the word like he couldn't believe it.

Peter came back with a pair of bright red, silk panties. They shimmered. They looked so soft...

"Do you have a problem with that?" Olivia asked her student.

After a shuddering breath, he glared at her for a moment, but then he shook his head, "No, Miss."

"Put these on. You’ll look cute!" Peter insisted as he held up the underwear.

Dylan took the panties like he thought they might try to bite him or something. Then he pulled them up along the length of his legs, hugging his balls and tucking his chastity cage away.

After that, Peter came back with a black corset and a matching skirt. "Let's do the skirt first. Oh, then we can do the tight and the petticoats."

"Tights? Petticoats?"

"Are you going to repeat everything Peter tells you?" Olivia asked. By this point, she couldn't help herself. This huge grin had stretched across her face. Seeing this boy and panties fascinated her.

In some of her theoretical courses on female supremacy, the question of feminization had arisen on more than one occasion. In particular, Olivia remembered some of her classmates arguing that dressing boys up like girls, especially as some sort of "punishment", didn't make any sense. Boys needed to learn to obey and revere the women in their lives. Dressing like them shouldn't have been viewed as a punishment. Rather, this was an honor.

Most of the time.

Some of Olivia's classmates proposed a solution. This was the same faction in the class that loved dressing the boys up. As little girls, they had probably grabbed at their little brothers and forced them into panties, petticoats, cute little dresses, all before they practiced doing the boys' hair and makeup. The boys could become "sissies," not respected women, but not actual men either. At the time, Olivia didn't really have an opinion about this one way or the other. But now, she could see the allure, especially as she watched Peter work on Dylan.

Dylan looked cute, especially as he pouted.

Still afraid of additional punishment, her student obeyed peters every command.

It actual took several minutes for Dylan to get completely dressed. At one point, Olivia decided she enjoyed the show. She wasn't sure if it was the frustrated embarrassment on his face, the cute, stiff petticoats, the corset, or the snug little dress.

"I like how you look," Olivia said to him. "You look cute. Really cute."

"No, I don't!"

"You look adorable," Peter said sincerely. "But we really need to do your hair and makeup!"

Dylan clearly didn't want to cooperate, but Peter put his hands on the boy’s shoulders, nudged him over to the seat, and then he asked, "Should we strap you down? Sometimes, that makes it easier."

"What do you think, Dylan? Can you cooperate?"

Obviously eager to hold onto what little freedom he possessed, even if he now wore tights, panties, petticoats, a corset, and a skirt and top, he hardened his mouth. "I, I can cooperate," he said. While he spoke, Olivia enjoyed one facet of his makeover. Despite the many layers, the fabric was so tight that he actually looked smaller. In his usual dress pants and collared shirt, Dylan seems to expand. His clothing was loose even if it did a reasonably good job of highlighting the curves and lines of his body. But now?

He looked more like a doll. From the neck down, could have been a toy on some little girl's bookshelf, and Peter was about to take care of the rest.

"Now, just relax. This isn't going to hurt at all," Peter promised the target of his makeover.

Peter had Dylan tilt his head from one side to the other, looking up or down, pouting his lips, or simply looking up. Along the way, he started to transform. Olivia, like so many other young women, recognized that the power of makeup. A little bit of powder, some gloss or lipstick, could do so much, downplaying certain blemishes and highlighting certain features.

Occasionally, Olivia had watched some of the makeup tutorials on YouTube. She even watched a couple where a sister or girlfriend made some boy look like a girl. Yes, Olivia had marveled at the skill required, but now she saw what Peter could do, and she developed even more respect for Professor Cartwright.

"Okay, close your eyes," Peter instructed for the second half.

Dylan obeyed. If anything, he seemed to like this part since he could relax and maybe even pretend he was somewhere else, doing something else. With deft movements, Peter continued to apply the makeup. Once he was reasonably satisfied, he pulled out the wig, drew it over the top of his head, and readjusted it. He made sure all the clips were in place, and that everything looked natural.

"I think I'm done," Peter said. But then he chuckled. "Well, I'm not done. I mean, there's always room for improvement, and I'm sure I could do a better job next time. But for right now, we don't have that much time."

"Can I see him?"

"Absolutely! But like I said before, I need to spend some time with him before the dress rehearsal. That's okay still, right?"

Olivia nodded, but she didn't glance over at the drama teacher's pet. Instead, she focused all of her attention on Dylan.

"Come on," Peter said. "Go on. Show her."

"I don't want to move," he said.

"But you look so pretty!" Peter said without a hint of sarcasm or irony. "And I did such a good job. Look at that. You have amazing cheeks. And those lips!" He clicked his tongue and shook his head, clearly impressed by his own work. "Show her. She's your tutor! Besides, you don't want to get in trouble…"

Dylan glared at Peter, and Olivia could tell exactly what her student was thinking. How could this boy surrender so completely? How could he give up like this? Did he have any self-respect? Didn't he have any loyalty to his own sex?

Apparently not. Like many other boys, Peter had discovered the following along, deferring to female authority, and recognizing his own status in society could make him a lot happier.

"I don't want to get up," Dylan said again.

"You want to get punished?" Olivia asked. Knowing that Peter was right and that the teacher wouldn't want him to be down here for much longer, she said, "No more wasting time. Stand up and present yourself to me."

He pushed himself out of the chair, stood, and turned around, all without looking at any of those large mirrors.

"Wow," Olivia said. She clapped her hands together. "Just wow. Peter, you have done a great job!"

The assistant answered with a little bow and dip.

"The two of you almost look like sisters!" Olivia said, on the verge of laughing now.

"This is ridiculous. I hate this," Dylan muttered.

Olivia stepped forward, touched the underside of his chin, and nudged his gaze upward so he had to meet her stare. "No," she said. "You shouldn't hate this. You should be grateful. In fact, turn around, do a little curtsy, and thank Peter for all of his hard work."

"You can't be serious."

"Do I look like I'm joking?" Olivia asked, her voice training, but then she flashed him a big smile.

Dylan inhaled, stopped, and he turned back to face the other boy. His heart must of been fluttering in his chest, but he gave in. "No. You don't look like you're joking, Miss."

Tentatively, he turned around, and he wasn't anywhere near as dexterous or graceful, especially since he didn't have the practice. Still, he dipped down as best he could. Then he said, "Thank you."

"It was my pleasure," Peter said cheerfully.

"Now, take a look at yourself," Olivia told him.

Dylan obeyed. And as he did, he must have felt something shift inside of him, like he saw a new version of the kind of boy he could be.

Then, because she couldn't help herself, she stepped up behind him, grabbed him by the hem of his skirt, and lifted it up to check out his backside. Under those layers of panties and tights, he looked so cute! She pinched him and said, "Good luck with your debut." Then she turned around and strolled away.

She knew this was going to be fun.

"One of my mentors once told me that it isn't the size of the crowd that matters, but its quality," Lisa Cartwright said to the mostly the auditorium.

The drama teacher clapped her hands together and focused on Alice and Emily. "As such, my boys understand just how hard they should try today. This might be a dress rehearsal, but they will do their best. You have my word." She paused, smiled, and continued, "Ladies, my boys have been working very hard, and I must say that I am proud of all of their efforts. So without further ado, let's get started."

It was time for the show (dresser rehearsal) to begin!

The auditorium may have been almost entirely empty except for the teacher, Emily, Olivia, and Alice, yet a sense of excitement seemed to roll across the air.

Alice always enjoyed this moment, especially because she knew what it meant for the actors. This was it, the final instant before that grand leap when they stepped out on stage and lost themselves to the storyline. While members of the audience might relax and enjoy a snack or for a few more snippets of conversation, and the actors would experience that final jolt of desperate, nervous energy before they fell into the rhythm of creating a story and a world for their viewers.

And now it was time.

A stallion stepped out onto the stage. He was handsome, tall, and carried himself with this gruff, overly elaborate sense of self-importance. He puffed out his chest, rolled his shoulders from side to side, and sauntered onto the stage like some barbarian from another time. Better yet, he wore this gorgeous suit; black and shimmery, it looked expensive and gave him the kind of gravitas most young men wouldn't have enjoyed on an island like Calista.

"Marriage is a waste of time, especially for a boy," he declared, shaking his head. "I'm not interested in getting married. I'm not interested in love." He practically spat out the words. "A boy needs a wife like a fish needs a bicycle!"

Alice chuckled appreciatively, easily recognizing that little twist.

But then a dainty servant came out. Dressed like a matriarch, "she" smiled and said, "My dear son, what are you up to now?"

And the play was off. That first stallion, Nathaniel, was eager to avoid marriage, no matter what it took. For him, that basically meant misbehaving. Over the course of the first couple of scenes, he went out on dates, this behaved, and insulted all of his suitors.

Though suitors happened to be servants dressed as fine young women, each of whom would have made an excellent wife. And yet, something was wrong with Nathaniel. For some reason, he insisted on being defiant. He insisted on being disobedient, like that was his purpose in life.

At one point, his exasperated mother reached up and cried out, "What is wrong with you? Why can't you just be an obedient boy like your brother?"

That's when Brandon appeared on stage. Yes, he was clearly another stallion, only he was a little that shorter, and he smiled brightly, first to the imagined audience, then back to the rest of his family. "Yeah, bro. Why can't you be more like me? I understand how a boy is supposed to behave. We need to be strong, obedient, and respectful!"

"Maybe it's that second part I have a hard time with," Nathaniel said acidly. "And maybe the third part too. There are a lot of girls out there who don't deserve my respect."

Alice could easily imagine members of the audience rolling their eyes as they heard this point from this young man. Lots of the women in the audience would have encountered boys like this in one way or another. They insisted on throwing a tantrum, arguing, or defying the women in their lives who obviously knew better than they did. And yet, they could still be so stubborn…

"I swear, Nathaniel, you’re going to be the death of me," said the servant playing his mother.

Only then, "Patricia" sauntered out on stage. She looked gorgeous in those black boots, that leather skirt, and her white blouse with the black blazer and red trim. In some ways, she reminded Alice of a schoolgirl, only she carried herself with a different kind of confidence and authority. She sauntered up, and that's when she saw him.

"Hello," she said smoothly. "And who might you be?"

"Like that's any of your business," Nathanael answered, clearly unimpressed by the beautiful young woman. The boy who played Patricia was obviously another servant, and yet he probably had come close to attaining the status of a stallion.

Seconds later, Peter came out onto the stage as well. At this point, he had shifted to a pink dress and glanced over at Patricia. He carefully lowered his voice to a stage whisper and said to his friend, "You don't want to mess with that one. That's Nathaniel, and he's never going to cooperate with you. There's no taming not one!"

The other actor quickly whispered back, "Yeah, but there's something about him. He looks like the kind of boy who’s hard to break-in. Tame him, and you can have something really special!"

As Alice listened to all of this, she glanced over at the Consortium's representative. Although she was proud of the boys up on stage for their performance, especially as they explored at the push-and-pull of their worst instincts, the Dean remembered herself and her position. More importantly, she knew what she had to accomplish with Emily.

If this young woman didn't care about the performance and didn't understand its importance, then this might just be a waste of time. Worse, it could convince Emily Winters that the Consortium really did need to focus its resources elsewhere. Yes, the cadre of women controlled tens of billions of dollars, which might have sounded like a lot, but the world was a big place, and that kind of leverage might not be enough…

Like other businesswomen and leaders, they had to make difficult choices.

And yet, Emily stared at the stage. Better yet, she leaned forward, like she wanted to get a better view as she followed along, left at the jokes, and lost herself to this story crafted by the servants and stallions on stage.

At first, Olivia felt nervous, especially because she was sitting right there next to Dean Carver. Technically, the auditorium was pretty much empty, so these women could have taken any seats they wished, but Olivia thought it would have been weird to sit down somewhere else, in an empty span of seats. Besides, she always recognized the importance of networking with her mentor.

So she sat down, only then it started to feel awkward. Was she supposed to say something? Was the Dean watching her?

No, probably not, yet those little insecurities and doubts continue to pepper the back of her mind. With the boys, she could be completely confident, but it was still difficult to negotiate the niceties of dealing with a powerful woman like Alice Carver. Additionally, Olivia alternatively wondered what would happen if she made it good or bad impression on their VIP visitor.

After a few more minutes, she started to fall into the storyline. She laughed as Nathaniel consistently insisted that he should be able to make his own decisions. The play included this great monologue where he talked on and on about how men had the potential to be independent. It was beautifully written and completely ruined by Peter's character when he asked, "But who would buy you pretty shirts and handsome pants?"

In a place like Calista, a boy could only work with the permission of his guardian. Without that, he wouldn't be able to get a job, have money, or open any sort bank account…

Even when boys had bank accounts, they had to be overseen by a female chaperone or guardian, meaning it wasn't really "his" money, especially if he couldn't access it without her presence.

Everyone in the audience would know this. Everyone would laugh or chuckle appreciatively. Olivia and the other members of that tiny audience didn't need to try to play along. The jokes were funny and perfectly delivered.

In fact, Olivia quickly forgot about the boy she was supposed to be tutoring. He was still backstage.

Then came the scene where Patricia was in "her" study, standing over the fire as she contemplated the frustrating creature that Nathaniel had become. As a part of her monologue, she pondered, "What am I supposed to do? What am I supposed to do with this disobedient young man? He's handsome, he makes me laugh, and I love being near him, but do I really care about him? Shouldn't I find an ideal boy on my own? Shouldn't I find someone who is already well behaved?"

Clearly, he wasn't speaking to anyone in particular, but then a servant appeared onstage.

"Excuse me, Sir," came another voice, a familiar, tentative, and obviously very, very nervous voice.

Olivia sat up a little straighter. Even as she waited, knowing what could happen next, this thrill of nervous energy ran to her stomach, especially because she didn't know whether or not he would really behave himself.

Dylan appeared onstage, taking several nervous steps in his high heels. Dressed like a pretty girl with that blonde wig and his hair in pigtails, he looked so sweet! He looked just like a little doll!

On a stage viewed only by a couple of people, he nonetheless skittered forward, froze, and glanced out at the audience. Luckily, he probably couldn't see much, not the massive lights shining down on him.

"One of my loyal servants," Patricia said, covering up Dylan's pause.

This would be a perfect chance for Dylan to disobey, to ruin the show. Maybe he would even summon up some naïve little sermon about how men could take care of themselves. He could have said that this was ridiculous and insist that they free him from his chastity cage.

Olivia grabbed onto the sides of her seat, and her fingers pressed down into the armrests. As she waited with that nervous energy, something seemed to spark just beneath the surface of her skin, this fluttering excitement. Without realizing it, she started to whisper, "Come on. You can do it. I know you can."

Then Olivia's student seemed to recall that he had a line. "Sir, if a boy disobeys, don't you train him?" He sounded so earnest, like he didn't really understand exactly what this meant.

And just like that, Patricia strode forward. As the hero of the story, he seemed to consider that. Dylan stayed off to the side, in the shadows now.

"Yes. That's it. I think I forgot myself there. Sorry," he said, actually winking to the audience. The four women watching all chuckled appreciatively. "But I know what I need to do. I will take Nathaniel, I will grab him, kiss him, hold him, spank him, and train him. I know he loves me. I can see it in his eyes. Bad habits make him want to disobey, but those can be fixed. He can be corrected. I can have my boy. Just wait, Nate. I'm coming for you."

The curtain dropped, the act ended, and now intermission would begin.

Olivia dropped her head forward and exhaled. That was amazing, she realized. At the same time, she couldn't wait to see her boy again.

"Bravo," Olivia said as Dylan emerged from the dressing room.

He was back in his shirt, pants, shoes and socks.

"Bravo," she said again before slipping her fingers into her mouth and whistling at him.

As he stepped in front of her, he paused for a moment, looked back at her, it seemed like he didn't know what to do. Then he gave another little bow, just as he had back on stage.

"How did that feel?"

"It felt good," he said, only to blink. In that moment, Dylan apparently realized what he had just confessed. As a boy from the United States, the idea of getting dressed in a cute little outfit with petticoats, panties, and being put on stage for the amusement of women on in a foreign country should have horrified him.

Knowing this boy and have so many other males would have reacted in the same situation, she stepped forward. In that moment, Olivia decided to save him from himself. She cupped his cheeks in her hands, she tilted his head, and then she leaned forward, brushing her lips against his. She kissed him, slowly at first.

Then she pulled away, seemed disoriented, like those sensations had overwhelmed him. "What, what was that for?"

"I know you," she said, reaching up and tapping the tip of his nose. "You were about to say something very foolish. Weren’t you?"

Sheepishly, he agreed, "Maybe."

"Come on," she said, taking her student by the hand. "Let's go get you some lunch. In the meantime, you can think about how much fun you had."

This time, Dylan didn't need any help. He stayed quiet on his own. As they strode across campus, Olivia had to wonder if his feelings about Calista had started to shift. It had only been a few days, and his bad behavior would surely reemerge, but maybe he was starting to learn. Maybe he was starting to figure it out…

As she guided this boy between the different buildings, she began to wonder something else as well. How could she explain that fluttering excitement, that special energy, that delicious heat the seemed to simmer at the pit of her stomach when she saw him again? Reminding herself that she was a tutor, she knew she had to be professional. She couldn't mess this up, not when Dean Carver had put so much faith in her.

"Your thoughts?" Dean Carver asked. She was careful not to sound overly eager enthusiastic.

By this point, the two women were strolling out of the auditorium and back outside. It was time to grab some food, but the young woman didn't answer right away.

"I can understand the purpose of the exercise," Emily said after several more steps. She held her hands behind her back as she seemed to consider the different possibilities. "That said, I'm not sure I really see the viability."

"How so?"

"Please," Emily said politely. "Don't misunderstand me. I think that in this drama program is probably really good for those boys. I think it has a lot of potential." Then she smiled and seemed to consider the different variables. "In particular, having them play out these different dynamics reinforces the correct social norms."

"I'm sure Professor Cartwright would be happy to hear you say that."

"But still…"

"You aren’t convinced," Allison said flatly.

"I haven't made up my mind. Again, there's the question of the opportunity cost. The system you're employing here has a lot of potential, but it also takes a lot of time and effort. The Consortium has poured a lot of money into this institution. This might not be viable, especially if we can come up with other systems."

"This is the best," Dean Carver said. "The boys here are going to learn their place. More importantly, they are going to enjoy it. They will volunteer for it. In fact, many of them will actually defended."

Infuriatingly, Emily answered with a simple and curt, "Perhaps."

At that moment, Alice really wanted to push the idea. She wanted to argue, only she didn't think it would work, so she parted her lips together and they continued to walk. A few seconds later, she changed the subject. But even as they chatted, Alice considered exactly what she might offer. And then a different possibility occurred to her. She was going to have to talk to Jessica.

Later that night, after her secretary and assistant had left for the day, Alice sat in front of her computer screen. The Consortium maintained a database and several organizational websites.

Up until now, Alice hadn't been naïve. She had understood perfectly well that there were different factions within the Consortium. Different women had different agendas and desires. They had different visions of what the matriarchy might be as it spread across the world. Up until now, however, the Dean hadn't wanted to think about the political minutia. Like so many academicians before her, she wished she could stay out of politics. She was searching for a higher truth.

But in reality, money and power necessitated some element of political expedience. Perhaps it wasn't supposed to be as crass as the mainstream arguments and mudslinging. Maybe academic positions were supposed to be better considered and held to higher standards of evaluation. But still, the politics seeped in. Identities mattered, ideologies flared to life, and human nature still stuck in despite the safeguards.

Alice still recognized that the superiority of an academic approach. In the corporate sector, companies sought profits, which made perfect sense, only it also precluded those institutions from asking random questions and following the joy of discovery. More importantly, they would always be bound by that one goal. Alice recalled one of her instructors lecturing about the easiest thought experiment to prove this point: if a pharmaceutical company normally treated the symptoms of a disease, and they suddenly stumbled upon the cure, would they release that information? Theoretically, it was supposed to be obvious: absolutely. They could make the world a better place. And yet, if they did this, there was a very good chance they’d destroy their market and make it impossible for their company to proceed in the future.

Maybe they would be willing to evolve. Perhaps their leaders would be bold enough and brave enough to jump into other markets with new drugs and treatments. That was the counterargument, and yet…

Alice, like so many other people, had to wonder whether or not the company would take the easier solution and simply bury the information.

An academic researcher didn't necessarily have the same kinds of incentives and problems. The researcher could find an answer, whether good or bad, knowing that it might affect her reputation, but she would still have her job.

"I'm getting off topic," Alice whispered to herself. By now, the sun had set, and she tapped her fingers on her desk as she considered what she was about to do.

As the Dean, she was supposed to be this implacable, almost unreadable creature, more like a sphinx than a real woman. Her students respected and admired her. Behind her back, they also whispered about her, probably because they were scared of her. Some of the boys, especially in the first days of their training, probably hated and definitely feared her. Of course, they never thought of Alice as a real person. Instead, she was a fixture in the constellation of their lives, another authority figure, someone powerful and ultimately unreadable.

Only right there, her heart kicked faster because she didn't know whether or not this was a line she really wished to cross.

Tentatively, she picked up her phone. She had already pulled up the number.

Jessica Yang.

Breathing out slowly, Alice hardened her resolve. She pushed to the little green icon and held the phone to her ear.

It rang twice, and then she heard Jessica pickup.

"More trouble with the Consortium?"

"I want complete access," Alice said.

A pause.

"Access? Access to what?"

"I want access to the Master Files," she said.

Another pause.

When Jessica spoke again, Alice detected the smile in her voice. There was something about this young woman, about how she could never take anything seriously. Or maybe that was just a defense mechanism. Either way, she asked cheerfully, "And why would you want something like that?"

"I need to know what else is going on," Alice replied. "The Consortium doesn't trust my approach. Fine. But for this to be a fair fight, I need to see exactly what we’re up against."

"You're talking about factional espionage," Jessica pointed out. She didn't necessarily sound offended, probably because she expected Alice to understand how dangerous this could be.

"A little bit," Alice answered without missing a second. "Look, I know this is a big ask. But frankly, the future of my academy is hanging on the recommendation of this girl, and I don't know what she has seen or what she might be thinking."

"What if you don't like the answers you see?"

"Look, I'm not looking for the exact details. I don't need to know the formula, just like I don't need to see the patterns or programs. What I need," she articulated, "is a solid understanding of what I am competing against."

"You don't think you can guess?"

"Probably," Alice said as her fingers tightened around the phone.

"Look, I just want to make sure you aren't doing anything you might regret. I know you have a lot of friends with the Consortium, but those women are powerful, and they aren’t accustomed to betrayal. If you mess with them, they might mess with you back."

"If you give me access, would I get caught?"

"Probably not," Jessica conceded.

"Would you get caught?"

"No way," replied her friend.

"And there we go."

"Not so fast," Jessica said. "If we do this, I want to know what you're looking for. Tell me. What do you think is going on right now?"

"I've been talking to Winters, but she hasn't given me much to work with. From what she said, I'm guessing she might be interested in a chemical approach."

"Probably," Jessica said. "That has been the dream for a long time." She chuckled. Alice had no idea where her friend was or what she might be doing, but it was easy to envision her at the top of some skyscraper, in an exclusive restaurant, eating a steak as a boy kneeled under the table and massaged her feet. Or maybe she had simply been in bed. It was always impossible to tell if someone like Yang. "I mean, wouldn't it be amazing if you could just give a boy a pill or an injection, and suddenly he would simply obey?"

"Even then, there are variables. Would it be an autonomic response, something subconscious, or would he simply feel the desire to do as he was told?" Alice asked.

"Exactly," Jessica replied. "There's a very big difference, and we should figure it out. More importantly, trying to find a chemical that could induce that kind of reaction across literally billions of boys all across the world is an enormous task, even with the Consortium's money and reach."

"So we need something cheaper," Alice said.

"Keep guessing," Jessica told her.

"Are you really going to do this?" Alice said. "You know me. You know I'm going to pass this test." As she finished speaking, she waited for Jessica to answer, but the other woman remained quiet on her end of the line.

"Maybe I was bored?"

"Fine," Alice grumbled. After a sigh, she said, "If you really want to alter the male population, a pharmacological approach would be possible, but we know that might not work at scale. There are too many boys out there, too many regions. So we could try something else. There could be a propaganda approach."

"That one could be risky. It really comes down to the effectiveness of advertising, doesn't it?" Jessica was probably shaking her head now. "People have been trying to figure out how to sell ideas and change behaviors for a very long time, but we still don't know how well it works."

"Isn't that the old joke?" Alice asked. "Advertisers know that half of their money is well spent and the other half is complete waste. The only problem is figuring out which half is which."

"So no matter how clever or creative we get, it might not work."

"Might not?" Alice asked. "I think it's fair to say that the boys would be able to figure out what was happening and rally against it online. Seriously, just look at the uphill battle feminism has faced. Female supremacy has very little support, outside of small clusters. Unless we want to wait decades or centuries, I don't think your propaganda is going to work, especially considering the kind of push back we would have to fight."

"Feminism is winning," Jessica said.

"You’d know better than I."

"Are you sure you don't want to try to open another school somewhere else? Maybe Canada? Maybe Britain?"

"No. I love my students, my faculty, and the school."

"I can respect your loyalty," Jessica replied with just a hint of something that could have been genuine admiration...or sarcasm.

"There's also the possibility of a military response," Alice said.

"For or against?"

"Both," Alice told her. "I'm sure the Consortium has agents working with every military on the planet. Some of them are probably better placed than others. But still, I'm sure they are working on it."

"The military, plus various governments," Jessica said.

"Why do I get the impression I’m missing something?"

"Because you are," said her friend.

"You have to be this evasive?"

"I don't know, do I?"

"You know, if you are one of my male students, I could have you punished pretty severely for that kind of answer."

"That's a good thing I'm not one of your boys," Jessica answered. "But hey, at least you didn't pick any Apples337."

Alice grimaced for a second as she tried to understand what that meant.

"Anyway, I'm sorry, but I won't be able to give you the password. That would be a betrayal of my commitment to the Consortium. I know we are friends, and my highest loyalty should be to you, but we both know that's not how the world really works."

"Well, thank you for your help, Jessica. It was good talking this out with you."

"And hey, if you ever find yourself in Moscow, I would love to hang out with you. I've got this pet boy who is really sweet. Apparently, he runs a hedge fund or something over here during the day. It's so cute seeing him act like this big alpha male, only to know that he's going to be on his knees in front of me every night."

"I hope you're getting more than his loyalty?"

"Absolutely. You know how much money he has funneled to the Consortium?"

"A lot?"

"You have no idea," Jessica said. "Seriously, the Russian oligarchy is powerful, and they’ve got a lot of money, and now all of these big, tough men are going to help fund their subjugation! Isn't that nice of them?"

"Very nice," Alice said with a little smirk.

Jessica excused herself because she had a party, so Alice ended the call and glanced back at the screen.

Apples337.

A little smile tugged at the corner of the Alice his mouth as she contemplated what she was about to do. Technically, the Consortium was probably an illegal organization in several countries, so worrying about the rules seemed somehow strange. And yet, she respected the members of the Consortium. Did this qualify as a betrayal as Jessica suggested? Or maybe they wanted her to be more aggressive and demonstrate initiative?

"Either way, I'm doing this for my students," she whispered to herself. She placed her fingers on her keyboard, and she started typing.

At first, nothing happened. Holding her breath, she stared at the screen as she waited for the information to process.

Then the screen turned green, and she had access. She started to search through the organizational reports. For a moment, she smiled as she looked at those she had written about Calista High Academy.

Resisting the urge to check out the notations made on her reports, Alice shifted her mouse, and she started to read through the other possibilities.

A lot of it was exactly what she had predicted: propaganda and chemical responses. There was a report about a potential for military coups, only those were pretty clearly written as a thought exercise rather than any kind of serious analysis. If the bombs started flying, nobody would win. That much was obvious. Sure, a couple of guys might be allowed to run around on the streets, break a few bottles, smash a few windows, and event their fury before they were rounded up. But actual wars?

No. This would be far too costly.

Alice smirked and wondered about some of her own sexism. For a moment there, she wondered if many male military leaders would feel the same way. How many of them would be willing to drop nuclear weapons if it meant preserving male autonomy and independence? They might burn the world to a cinder rather than embrace female supremacy.

"We need a better way," Alice whispered again.

There were additional files on the propaganda approach, but those didn't impress her. Then she saw some of the information about the chemical approach, but those faced serious problems. Besides, Alice lacked the pharmaceutical understanding necessary to really comprehend what any of those formulas or suggestions might mean.

Only then, she saw another option, something the Consortium could embrace.

As Alice started reading, some of the heat drained away from her body.

This…

This was different.

This might work.

This might mean the end of her school.

Olivia had dropped him off a couple of hours before, and it was past the boys' curfew, but she felt energized and antsy at the same time. At first, Olivia had told a hoodie over her dress and decided to wander around outside for a bit. She stuffed her hands into her pockets and wandered the campus. By this point, it was pretty much empty.

She could have called her friends to see if anyone wanted to meet up and hang out. They could wander back toward the city, maybe hit a bar or a club. They could have a lot of fun.

Instead, she found herself wandering back to the boys' dormitory.

Without even thinking about it, she went inside and soon found herself in front of his door. She raised her hand, and she was about to knock, but she could hear the whispers coming from the other side.

Olivia grinned.

She wondered what they were chatting about, what secrets or worries they were sharing. Were Dylan's roommates trying to convince him to succumb? Or maybe they were planning an escape? Maybe he had convinced them to rebel against their female overlords?

Olivia didn't think that would really happen, and she was about to prove it. Rather than knock, she grabbed the door, opened it, and she flipped on the lights. Right away, the boys rolled over, turning away from her as they tried to pretend that they had been asleep the whole time.

"It's okay," she said. "I'm not here to supervise or inspect you."

None of the boys moved. Perhaps they thought this was a trap of some kind.

If so, they were smarter than they looked.

"Dylan," she said. "Get dressed."

"What if I don't want to?"

"Haven't you learned anything?"

Reluctantly, Dylan pulled away his blankets, he sat on the edge of his bed and looked at her for several long seconds. Was he going to try to rebel or defy his tutor? Would he argue with her?

Olivia put her hands on her hips, and she smiled at him. "I don't think you want another exercise session, do you?"

"No, Miss," he said, scrambling to obey now. He removed his pajamas, put on his pants, his shoes and socks. Next, he pulled on his shirt, and then he was pretty much ready to go.

"Grab a comb," she instructed.

The boys' dorm rooms all included a small desk with a little nearer where they could make themselves presentable for each day. Olivia nudged her boy over into that seat, and then she started to comb his hair for him.

He grimaced like he didn't like it, but then she saw his features begin to relax.

"Very handsome," she said.

"Why are you here?" Dylan asked. A sharp look from Olivia made him added, "Miss?"

"I felt like spending some time with you. Now come along."

As the door closed behind them, some of his roommates whispered back and forth, but Olivia didn't care. Instead, she took her boy by the hand, and she guided him out into the dark.

"You were really cute on stage," she said. His fingers tightened around hers.

"Thank you, Miss." He replied appropriately, but his tone was flat and devoid of any emotion. Just like that, he made it clear how much he had hated wearing those panties, the petticoats, the dress, and everything else.

"Tell me how you're really feeling."

"Angry," he said.

"Is that all?" They’d only walked a few feet away from the dormitory, but now she grabbed him, stepped into his personal space, and looked into his eyes. A few lights along the concrete path shined, but most of the world seemed like shattered shades of gray. The moon was big, full, and silver overhead. Stars shined in a panorama, especially since the school sat a few miles away from the city.

"Maybe if you're a very good boy, I could let you out for a little while," she said. As she spoke, she slipped one hand up his shirt. His breath caught, and his stomach flattened as her fingers slid along his flesh. Next, she reached down into his pants. She cupped his balls in the palm of her hand, and she gently teased him.

"No. No…"

"Tell me how badly you want out."

"Please…"

But then he gasped and growled back out, "Miss, no. No, I can't do this. I can't let you do this to me."

"And what am I doing to you?" Olivia asked as she tilted his head to the side and whispered those words into his ear. "What do you think is the worst that could happen?"

"You’re trying to train me. You're trying to train me for my sister. You want to become a slave or something."

"Sweet boy, that's already happened," she said with a little chuckle.

"No. I, I'm not a slave."

"I could punish you right here. Or I could reward you. I'm in charge, which makes it feel like you are a slave." But there's nothing wrong with that."

He struggled to answer, to think of some coherent response, but she decided to keep him off balance. She grabbed him by his hand again, time to comment stepped away, guiding him down the path. They headed away from the buildings and out toward one of the clusters of trees. Near campus, they have this huge arboretum filled with different plants. Exotic flowers and towering trees stretched out across the landscape.

Olivia had always wished to come here at night and giving Dylan a "tour" seemed like a good excuse, not that she really needed one.

As they strolled through the dark, she glanced over at her boy and asked, "Tell me. How badly do you want it?"

"What?"

"Freedom. Freedom from your chastity cage, just for a little while. Obviously, I would have to put you back in."

"Do you mean it?"

"That depends on how you behave. But first, tell me that you're desperate."

His fingers tightened around her hand. Maybe he realized what he was doing. He probably didn't.

When he didn't answer right away, she felt the silence with a simple reality. "You know, slavery doesn't mean that you lose the ability to make your own choices. Yes, your options are more limited, but everyone's options are limited in one way or another. For you and the other boys, the restrictions are just a little bit more severe." She held up her hand and tightened her fingertips a few inches apart from one another.

He didn't smile.

"I'm serious," she said. "You get to decide what kind of boy you want to be. You get to work hard and please your owner, whoever she might be."

"You don't know my sister," he said.

"You probably won't be here forever," Olivia said.

He tilted his head and looked up at her. "Because you think I'm going to escape?"

Olivia smiled at that and suppressed the urge to laugh, only she didn't completely succeed. "No," she resisted the urge to add, "silly boy." Instead, she continued, "No, I don't think you're going to escape. That doesn't really happen on Calista. Besides, this is an island, and all of the women are willing to work together. We would make sure that we found you if you want it off and got lost."

"I would be running away. I would be lost," he said.

"But you wouldn't know where you were going or what you wanted to do. You’d be lost." She tightened her grip on his hand, giving him a reassuring little squeeze. "But that's okay. There's nothing wrong with it. You can be honest about wanting to run off. And I'm going to be honest with you about how you would fail. We would track you down, bring you back, and make sure you understood that it had all been a terrible mistake."

"By punishing me," he spat the words.

"Exactly," she answered. "But you know why I would punish you, right?"

"Why?" In the dark, he probably rolled his eyes.

"Because I care about you. Yes, I'm your tutor, but I like you, Dylan." She gave him another little squeeze. She pulled them up along the path, into the trees, and soon the concrete gave way to a dirt path. Moonlight and starlight flickered down between at the trees with little splashes of illumination. That's why I want you to tell me that you're desperate. That's why I want you to show me you have made some progress."

They came to the clearing. Surrounded by trees, it was empty except for a few large rocks.

Olivia sat down, and then she pointed to a spot in the dirt. "You can sit there," she said.

His lips parted, and it was obvious he was thinking about defying her again, perhaps insisting that he wanted to sit upon the rock with her. Only after another moment, she smiled at him and said, "Remember, you might be able to get out of that chastity cage, just for a little while. You want that, don't you?"

Her question drifted on the air before he finally answered, "Okay."

"Good boy," she said.

Instantly, he stiffened and demanded, "Why do you do that? I was cooperating, but then you have to make me sound like a dog or something."

"You're not a dog," she said with a little chuckle. "You're a boy. You're a boy, and that makes you a slave." She reached down and pressed her fingers along his cheek. Olivia almost expected him to try to knock her hand away. Instead, he cooperated, surrendering to her as she stroked his face.

This time, he didn't argue, so she said, "That's right. This is who you want to be. Deep down, you have to know it. Just think about how desperate you are. Think about how your body is turning against you. It's simple. I'm holding your key, so I can't tell you what to do."

"What if I tried to take it from you?" Dylan asked.

From another boy, those words would have warranted a punishment all on their own. For the moment, Olivia was willing to indulge him, especially since he had only been here for a few days. "Oh, you wouldn't want to do that," she said simply.

This time, he didn't argue.

"You still haven't told me how you feel. "

"I said I was angry," he growled back.

"No," she replied with little shake of her head. "That's not how you really feel. Deep down, when you look up at me, what do you feel? You can do it, Dylan. I know you can. It's hard. You're a boy, and you’re steeped in all of this nonsense from another culture, but we are fixing you. We’re making you better by teaching you."

"You mean, you're brainwashing me," he snarled back at her.

"No," she told him. "This isn’t brainwashing. Trust me. This is a different kind of training. This is a different kind of instruction. We are tricking you. We're showing you the reality of your situation."

"But it's only the reality here because you took over. Somehow, women ended up in charge, and now I'm wearing a stupid chastity cage!"

He jumped up to his feet, turned away, it seemed like he might try to run.

Her tone shifted, becoming powerful, overwhelming even, "Sit." Her one-word command sliced through the air and cut through his defenses.

Tentatively, he lowered himself back onto his knees. He sat before her. Yes, she was only perched on top of a large rock, but it still felt like her throne, especially as she looked down at him.

"Women are in charge here because we took over. We took over because we understand how the world is supposed to really work." He tried to say something, but she shook her head and shushed him. "Let me finish. Yes, I know this is difficult for you, but you are going to learn to appreciate it. Now, be honest with me. The need that anger, what do you feel?"

Several seconds of silence stretched between them.

"Desperate," he finally confessed.

"Exactly," she said. "You feel desperate. And beneath that?"

"I, I don't want to say it," he told her. At the same time, he lifted his chin and stared up at her.

"It's okay. If it helps, I already know. You're not the first boy to go through this."

"It's not fair. It's not fair. I mean, I probably could have gone a couple of days without an orgasm before. Why does a chastity cage change anything?"

Her student probably didn't expect an answer, but Olivia gave him one anyway.

"The chastity cage changes everything," she told him. "You're a boy, and you instinctively believe that your genitals are the most important part of who you are. That's fine. Whether it's socialized or biological, I don't really care. The important part is that you understand that I'm in control of you because I own that part of you."

"You have the key," he said.

"Exactly. I have the key to your freedom, to your orgasms, and ultimately to your obedience. Just now, you sat down. You sat down because I told you to. And when you did that, how did it feel?"

"I don't want to say it," he told her. His voice flared out, jagged and ragged.

"It's okay. I know you don't want to say it, but you're going to do it anyway because I'm telling you to."

When he looked up at her again, his eyes were big as he must have realized something: she made this simple declaration, and she was right…

"It felt good," he told her.

"Exactly. You like serving me. You like doing as you're told. It feels right now. That's one reason why we keep you poison chastity. But it's not just that. You know that, right? It's showing you that you can get penetrated, that we can train you, that we can do whatever we want with you. And along the way, how does it feel?"

"Good," he said.

"Exactly," she said. She cupped his cheeks and the palms of her hands and forced him to look up at her.

"Do you want me to kiss you right now?"

"Yes…"

"And what should you do."

"Yes, Miss?"

Olivia gave him a patronizing chuckle, but that still wasn't good enough. "Try again," she commanded.

Dylan gulped as at the right answer finally occurred to him. She could see it in the way his eyes widened and how his lips tightened. Even so, those bad habits persisted. He still tried to fight this, to deny the truth of his situation. His old instincts may have lingered, but Olivia and the teachers of Calista High Academy knew what they were doing. They understood how to draw out these boys' best instincts.

"Please? Please, would you kiss me?"

"Not bad," she said, letting her voice trail off. "Not bad at all…"

Raising his hands up, he grasped his knuckles and looked at her, his eyes wide with this pleading need and while the desperation. "Please. Please, would you kiss me? Please. I want it. I want you. I want you so badly."

Olivia turned her gaze down to him, he seemed so adorable, so sweet, so deferential and pathetic all of the same time. He was everything a young woman might want in a servant, so she couldn't help herself. She stuck her hand into the small pocket on her dress, and she pulled the key out. She held up by the chain and let it dangle there in front of him.

Right away, she expected him to reach out for it, to try to grab it. So many boys would have fallen into that psychological trap. They would have forgotten all about their subjugation and jumped to their feet, desperate to get their freedom.

"Strip for me," she said.

The muscles along his throat tightened. Somehow, he had to ask, "If I strip, will you let me out of the cage?"

"I might…"

Apparently, that would have to be good enough for him. Dylan rose to his feet, he unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off. He started to strip, removing one piece of clothing after another, all while she sat there with her legs crest. She watched, and then she looked right back at him. "Yes. I think I really, really want to have sex with you, Dylan."

At that moment, his eyes had been turned down toward his feet as he pulled off his pants, but now his head flew out, he stared at her. "I'll do my best to satisfy you!" Dylan good.

"Good," she said. "You made a promise, and I expect you to keep it." Then she chuckled as he finished yanking down his boxers. "Remember, I’m your tutor, so it's my job to evaluate you. When I take you out, I expect you to do a very good job."

"Yes, Miss!" Dylan cried out, only to flinch as he realized how silly and servile must have sounded.

"Very good," she said.

Once he was naked except for the chastity cage between his legs, he got down on his knees. That's when she slipped off of her rock, and she towered over him. Leaning down, she let him see the contours of her cleavage in the moonlight before she touched the underside of his chin, lifting his head a little more. Then she pressed her lips against his. She just barely touched him once more and savored of that soft friction of contact. There was something so magical, so soft and easy and intimate about being close to the boy.

The pleasure rippled through her. She kissed him a little more firmly now. He strained, stretching his back. She pulled away, only to push down into him again.

As she did so, she contemplated what it would be like to have him, to keep him.

Right now, she was his tutor, which meant she was responsible for him, but that could be taken away at any moment…

If Emily Winters decided to take him away, Olivia wouldn't be able to do anything about it. When she first heard about this assignment, she didn't think it would be a big deal. He was just a boy, after all. Not only that, he was a servant!

But now, she pulled back, and she studied him. For a moment, she was tempted to take him by the hand and just beat him right back to the dormitories. She could shut him down at the bed and leave him there. She could go find another anonymous mail and have whatever fun she craved.

But she didn't want a stallion. She didn't want some big, powerful man. She wanted this boy, all locked up, adorably defiant and eagerly servile from one hour to the next. There was something so intoxicating about the challenge he had presented.

Just as importantly, Olivia marveled at how much progress he had made.

"Kiss my feet," she commanded.

She slipped her toes out of her sneakers, and then she pulled away her socks, tossing them down onto the ground. She stood there, and she waited, wondering what he would do.

The conflict burned across his eyes, down his cheeks, and along his lips as he struggled to make a decision. But then, he seemed to swallow back any resistance he felt to the idea. Perhaps he understood that this was who he was supposed to be; perhaps he realized this was where he belonged.

As he started to lower his head, she encouraged him gently, coaxing him and cooing, "That's right. You want to kiss my feet, don't you? You want to recognize your status before me?"

"Yes, Miss," he agreed. The reluctance still chimed in his voice, but it hardly mattered because he obeyed.

His actions meant so much more than the hesitation.

And then he gently touched his lips to her right foot. He kissed the curved ridges of her toes, first on her left foot, then on her right.

That's when she pounced on him.

She pulled away, pushed him down to the soft ground, and she started kissing him again. Olivia grabbed his wrists, pushed them down, and held him in place. Straddling him, she savored the solidity of his body. Maybe he was just a servant. Maybe she could have found someone with bigger pectorals or broader shoulders or bulging biceps, but she didn't care. In that moment, she wanted this boy!

Distantly, she recognized that the seconds turned into minutes. Just as importantly, she could hear this boy whimper and groaned beneath her.

At one point, she pulled away, and that's when he looked up at her with the hungry expression painted across his face. "Please. Please, just let me out, okay? Just let me out for a little bit?"

"Maybe," she said impishly.

"Maybe?" Dylan started to ask, but she cut him off with another kiss. Soon, they were making out again.

She had complete control over this boy. She dictated how they started and when they might stop.

To make matters worse for Dylan, she spread her legs, straddled his thigh, and started rubbing herself on him. By this point, the hem of her skirt had ridden up, so he could probably feel the heat coming from right between her legs as she moved her body against his. The rhythm sent delicious sparks flaring through her body.

More. She craved more!

Then she broke off, and she lifted her skirt. She pulled down her panties, and she started to move into position.

"What, what are you doing? I thought we were going to have sex?"

"We are," she said.

Maybe Dylan tried to say something else. If so, Olivia didn't hear him. Instead, she straddled his head, pushed her down, and she rubbed her sex against his lips.

"Certainly, boy," she ordered. "Show me what you can do with that. I know you're just a servant, but that's okay. At this school, we will make sure you learn everything you need to know. Think of this as a private tutorial!"

She braced her knuckles against the ground as she rubbed her slit along his lips.

Yes, it felt good. Yes, she enjoyed his reluctance. He held out, denying her that pleasure for a little while longer, but then he had no choice, and he knew it.

If he ever wanted to get out of the cage, he had to lick. He had to serve her.

"Oh, you don't like doing this, do you?" Olivia teased the boy. "I bet you're one of those boys who thinks you're too good to go down on a girl. Silly. That's okay. Just open your mouth, gently lick, and take your time. Besides, it's not like you get any choice!" That last comment wasn't for him.

She rubbed herself against him, gently grinding against his lips. Finally, he obeyed her commands, opening up and licking. He slid his tongue along her sex, gently pleasing her just that she expected.

Olivia could have climaxed instantly. She could have felt that quick, fluttering jolt of excitement. He could have coalesced into something amazing, but she wasn't going to let go, not yet. Instead, she held out, denying herself that rush of energetic bliss. Rather, she took her time, holding the inevitable back.

Unlike Dylan, she could take what she wanted whenever she liked. This was entirely voluntary, unlike his servitude. And yet, he was learning, wasn't he? Yes, he was! He was learning, and he was beginning to accept his status. She could see it in his eyes.

Despite those random bursts of defiance or rebelliousness, this boy would succumb to his natural instincts. She would see to it!

"That's right. You know where you belong, don't you? You are my only. Right here and right now, I can do it right want with you. Yes. Lick. Go deeper. Deeper! Faster. Faster, boy!"

Boy. That single, three-letter word probably grated against his psyche. It reminded him of his inferior status, but she didn't care because it felt so good. Asserting her will over this boy was one of the most intense aphrodisiacs a young woman like Olivia could envision. With her dark hair rippling along her back, she continued to ride him, undulating her hips forward and back, up and down while his tongue slid deep between the walls of her opening.

"Now. Go faster. Right now."

She growled out the words, and he obeyed. He licked eagerly, almost frantically. She raised her head toward the sky, arched her back, rolled her shoulders, and lost herself to those addictive movements. The pleasure roared through her body, undeniable and unstoppable. She finally pulled herself away, panting, and dropped down next to him. She rested her head on his shoulder, and then she let herself does.

Olivia had no idea how much time went by, but it had probably only been a few minutes when he shifted. "Well?"

"But what?"

"Don't you, don't you want to have sex?"

"We just did," she said. "I came, and you did a very good job." She patted him on the chest as a mark of congratulations. "Good boy."

"No," he said. "That, that's not what I meant."

"Oh?"

"We, we were going to have sex," he said.

She leaned over, lifted her head, and rested her cheek against her knuckles with her elbow pushed against the ground. A sly smile stretched across her lips, and she asked a simple question, “What does that mean?"

"Sex," he said. "You know…" The boy seemed to be at a loss. It was sweet and adorable! "You, you have to let me out of the chastity cage."

"I might, but I think I want you to beg for the privilege first."

"I, I already begged for you to kiss me. I kissed your feet. I went down on you!" Now he pushed himself up, and he kneeled above her. In the silvery light, she could see the aggression worked his handsome face. He was on the verge of snarling.

"Yeah, you did. You were a good boy, and I told you as much. Now, lay back down. I'm not done using you as a pillow."

His eyes got bigger as he registered those words. "You, you're not really going to let me out of this thing, are you?" He glanced down at the cage. Even worse, he reached for it, cryptic, and tugged. He wasn't serious about trying to pull it off, but he still made his point.

"Lay down," she said.

"No. I'm not going to." Then he looked up and around.

An idea seemed to occur to him.

They were mostly alone. It was dark. Maybe this could be it; maybe this could be his opportunity to escape.

"Don't do it," she said. "We both know I can kick your ass if I want to." It was true, she had the training, but he was probably thinking he might be able to get far enough away that the microphone on the chastity cage wouldn't pick up her voice. Or maybe he was just so frantic and frustrated that he couldn't think clearly (he was a boy, after all).

Another thought occurred to her. Still relaxing with that throbbing between her legs, she placed her fingers behind the back of her head and rolled over onto her back. "If you try to run off, there are going to be consequences. You won't like them, especially if I have to drag you to Professor Saunders' class tomorrow."

"I can't do this," he said. "I can't let you own me!"

"One way or another, you're going to be owned. You should just behave and embrace it now." She made the sound is so obvious, like there couldn't be any other possibility.

His breathing quickened, and that's when he turned. He glanced out toward the darkness between the trees, and then he stuffed his feet back into his shoes before he jumped away, running as fast as he could.

Olivia rolled back up onto her feet. She watched as his outline disappeared into the darkness. Then she pulled out her phone, and she checked the tracking device built into his chastity cage. She rolled her eyes, thinking that he was a silly boy, but if he really wanted to be punished, that was fine with her.

In fact, a different sort of excitement built in her chest. She jumped forward as well, kicking her feet down against it the soft ground. She chased him, weaving between the trees.

He may have been frantic and desperate, but Olivia with an athletic young woman. In fact, she enjoyed the speed as the world blurred around her.

Not only that, she knew the school well, including the arboretum. This felt so easy for her while he had to slam up against different branches, swiping the parent leaves out of his face.

Then she saw him.

Second by second, she started to catch up.

Olivia didn't warn him. She came closer, closer still.

Maybe he could hear her footfalls as she cut the distance between them. Maybe he had no idea she was right there. Maybe he thought he was running from a ghost.

But then she threw herself forward, stretched her arm out, and her fingers wrapped around his wrist. She jumped to decide, shifting her momentum. He swung around and she let go. Losing his balance, he dropped to a soft patch of grass.

"Stay down," she said.

He tried to get up, but she leaped forward, grabbing him, shoving him to the earth, and pinning him. She wasn't done there. Instead, she let him struggle. Then, at the right moment, she allowed him to roll over onto his stomach. Maybe he thought he would crawl away.

Wrong.

"Don't you remember?" Olivia asked. "I know what I'm doing. I know exactly how to punish you." She didn't call out the command phrase this time. Instead, she dropped her hand down against his tight bottom. She spanked him, smacking the right side of his ass, then the left. Her palm jumped again and again, sending those echoing smacks out onto the night air.

It may have been cool out, yet his backside started to glow a bright shade of pink as she disciplined him.

"I'm sorry!"

"What was that?"

"I'm sorry," he said.

"Say it again. Apologize. Apologize for your bad behavior," she instructed him. But then he surprised her.

So often, when the boys around her said they were sorry, it was just a performance. Yes, it demonstrated their obedience, but she looked down into Dylan's eyes, and she saw something, something that surprised her.

"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I'm sorry I tried to run. You, you're right. I’m never getting away, am I? I belong to you."

She rolled him onto his back, straddled him again, and she looked down into his eyes. "Do you know what you're feeling right now?"

"No," he said honestly with this sweet little shake of his head.

"Surrender," she said. "You're feeling the need to surrender. You're finally starting to figure it out, Dylan. Deep down, you can feel it. You know that I'm a woman, so you should obey me. You should do what I say. I'm smarter than you, better educated than you, and I can tell you what to do. So right now, I'm telling you to lift your hands above your head and cross your wrists."

"Yes, Miss," he said in this timid little voice.

In that moment, he seemed to discover the purity of obedience. He could let go and surrender. He didn't have to think. He didn't have to fight. For so long, he had been taught that males thrived on conflict. In actuality, they needed to dedicate themselves to true authority: a woman. And right there, she became that woman for him.

He crossed his wrists, straightened his back, and that's when she pulled out the key.

Once again demonstrating his surrender and obedience, he didn't argue with her. He didn't try to reach for it or even plead. Instead, he seemed to finally comprehend the truth. This young woman could do whatever she liked, and that was how it was supposed to be. This became a new, better truth for him.

She let the key dangle in front of him for several seconds. In that moment, neither Dylan nor Olivia understood what might happen in that next moment. She could test him by slipping the key back into her pocket. Maybe she would ask them to back again, issuing the orders and testing the boundaries of his surrender. And yet, she didn't want to do that. She wasn't interested in torturing this boy, not when she could see the progress he has made.

She slid the key into the lock on his chastity cage, and she pulled different pieces off.

For an instant, she was tempted to remind him that she was still faster than him and knew how to fight better. He could swing randomly and try to throw some punches, but he couldn't take her. This was just one more facet of her superiority.

So she pulled the tube away from his shaft, and his member hardened instantly.

"Are you ready?"

"Are we going to have sex?"

"No," she said. "You already went down on me, and I'm very, very satisfied." She practically purred across her comments.

"What then?"

"Don't move," she instructed. Then she kissed him again for just a few seconds. She could taste her own excitement right there against the contours of his lips. The moments ticked by as the heat gathered between them. Then she slipped away, and she slid her hand down along his neck, over the curves of his collarbones, and all the way to his flattened stomach. At this point, every muscle in his body seemed to tend to, especially because he had to lock himself down.

"You're doing well," she said. "Just focus on the sound of my voice. You don't need to worry about anything else. You don't need to think about anything else."

"Y-yes, Miss!"

"Good," she said. "Very good." She rubbed herself against him, and he stayed right there. Then she pulled back, kneeled over him, and gently slid her nails down along his thighs and shins. Finally, she said, "With your left hand, reach down for your cock. Wrap your fingers around your dick for me. Don't squeeze and don't rub yourself."

"What's going on? What are you doing?" Although he asked of these questions, Dylan nonetheless reached down and obeyed her.

"I’m in control, and I'm telling you what to do. Do you trust me?"

"I don't get a choice, do I?"

"You could fight me," she said. "You could fight me and lose. Those are your choices."

"Yes, Miss."

By this point, he had obeyed her, wrapping his fingers around his circumference.

"Move your hand up."

He obeyed.

"Slowly move your hand down."

Again, he obeyed.

"How does that feel?"

His voice nearly cracked, but he told her, "Good. That feels so good."

"Now reach down with your left hand. Gently stroke your balls. Rub your shaft, but you aren't going to have an orgasm."

"Are you, are you going to let me have an orgasm? Are you going to let me get off?"

"That's for me to know and you to wonder," she said.

His eyes grew bigger as he understood what she meant. Maybe he could have complained. Maybe he could have said something and try to assert himself. Instead, he stayed there, down beneath her, on his back, naked in the dark as he pleasured himself by her command.

"Slowly move your hand up and down. Slower. Good boy."

Olivia watched and observed. She learned about him. She studied how his lips moved and how his nostrils flared. She enjoyed every second, especially because she could see how much control she wielded over him.

"Faster," she said. "Move your hand up and down your cock. Move your hand faster. You can do it. There we go. That's right."

He showed his shoulder blades down against the ground as he groaned out, "Please. Please tell me this means I can have an orgasm. Please?"

A boy like Dylan probably never imagined a scenario where he would have to beg for something like this, yet he still followed her commands.

"Stop," she said. As this one order cut across the air, she had no idea whether or not he was capable of obeying. Despite his best intentions, maybe he would mess up. Maybe he would lose control.

His hand froze. They both stopped.

"Good boy," she said. "Cross your wrists over your head again."

His bottom lip twitched, making it obvious he itched to ask her the obvious question: was she going to lock him up again? She didn't make it here, especially when she said, "I could put the cage back on you right now. I could lock you up."

All of this seemed to stretch the boundaries of his self-control, but he dipped his head down, "Yes, Miss. You can, you can lock me up. You can do whatever you want with me, Miss. You’re in charge!"

His eyes got huge as she reached down and wrapped his shaft in the palm of her hand. Her fingers danced and played along his most sensitive bit.

Then she started rubbing him, gently gripping him, gliding her hand up and down. She teased him and tormented him, starting and stopping. She made it impossible for him to know what was going to happen next. Clearly, he ached to ask, to understand, yet this young woman laughed. Even if he whimpered out a question, he wasn't going to get the answers he craved, not until that moment when she finally told him, "Now."

His breathing came in one frantic gasp after another.

"Now," she reiterated. "Come for me right now!"

He embraced her authority, accepted his own surrender, and jerked his hips up as the pleasure forwarded through his body, creating a powerful association between his subjugation and this kind of satisfaction.

She drained thoroughly, working him. His shaft throbbed in the palm of her hand as she played with him. And then he was emptied, done and spent. He had nothing left.

She grabbed his shirt and wiped him down. Distantly, he probably understood what was going to happen next, but he didn't argue or fight as she slipped the tube back into place. Then came the ring. Then came the lock. Then came the click. Back under lock and her key, Dylan kept his eyes closed as he embraced his surrender.

Later that night, when she guided him back to the dormitory, they stood outside of the door to his room. She reached up, put her hand on the back of his head, and tilted his face down. Shifting onto the tips of her toes, she kissed him gently. Then she broke away and said, "I had a very good night tonight. Now, I want you to think about tomorrow."

"What's tomorrow?"

"Women's Pleasure," she said. "I expect you to do even better." Then she opened the door for him and motioned for him to step inside. She was done with this boy, so it was time for him to rest. Soon enough, she would want to play with him again.

Although he may have tried to hide it, she still saw the way the corner of his mouth twitched upward into a furtive little smile. Then she closed the door behind him, and she headed back to her own room.

"Good morning, Alice," Emily said. She was already in front of the dining station and held out her plate for one of the boys to fill with breakfast.

Although she had barely slept, Alice awoke feeling energetic. That happened with the anger simmering deep within her stomach. Fatigue couldn't touch her, not in this condition.

"Good morning," Alice answered. Somehow, she couldn't inject the same faux cheer into her voice that she had over the last couple of days.

"Is everything okay?" Emily asked.

Silently, Alice admonished herself for letting her emotions seep out so obviously. "Yeah," she said. She grabbed a plate, held it out, and indicated her choices to the boy behind the counter. He dutifully gave her a beautiful little fruit bowl, crisp bacon, and some scrambled eggs. "I'm doing pretty well," she said. "But I think you and I need to talk."

"Sounds ominous," Emily said.

This time, Alice didn't answer. She understood how effective the quiet could be when it came to a conversation like this.

The two women made their way back to a small table off in the corner, away from the other instructors. At that moment, Mina Riker actually had her boy with her as he ate a few grapes out of the palm of her hand. On a different day, that would have been an almost idyllic moment: an obedient boy pleasing a woman by following her commands. Elsewhere in the faculty lounge, Kayla Black had two stallions on their knees with their hands crossed behind their backs. Each one looked so desperate as he watched her eat. Their bodies practically vibrated with sexual tension.

"Let's skip the diplomacy for now," Alice said without touching her food. They were both seated, so she looked across the table and asked, "Have you already made up your mind?"

"No, I haven't," she said.

"But you already know what the Consortium will do," Alice said. This time, she wasn't asking a question.

Emily's eyes narrowed slightly. At first, she did a good job of looking aggressive or angry, only then she revealed her inexperience because some of the nervous energy played across her face, especially with a little opening along her lips, like she felt she needed to answer this woman. She saw Alice as a teacher, which made her the student.

"I can't say anything," Emily replied. "And I'm sure I don't know what you're talking about."

"Are they going to listen to your recommendation?" Alice already knew she wouldn't get a concrete answer, but she continued to watch the young woman in front of her.

Alice persisted. Although Emily did her best to remain neutral and detached, she couldn't hide those little micro-expressions: the tug of her lips, the flicker in her eyes, the way she tilted her head to one side or the other. Each time, Alice thought she got some useful information as she attempted to figure out exactly what was going on with the Consortium and the future of her institution.

"You know I can't say anything," Emily finally told her.

"Right," Alice answered. She leaned back in her seat and watched the representative for one, two, three full seconds. "I think I understand how this game is being played."

Right then, Alice made up her mind. The exact details hadn't been in the Consortium database. They never wrote out their plans precisely in case the databases were compromised, but Alice could read beneath the surface of those reports to figure out where they were headed. At the same time, Emily was still a variable. If she could be convinced, then maybe this could work.

But first, she had to take a chance. She had to show Emily how the adults in the room conducted business.

"Do you support Project Siren?"

"How do you know about that?"

"Unimportant," Alice retorted.

"That's supposed to be top-secret. Only a handful of people have even heard of Project Siren," Emily hissed, dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. At the same time, she glanced around the faculty lounge, like she worried one of the boys or the teachers might hear this.

"Where I get my information doesn't really matter."

"The Consortium might disagree," Emily said.

"They don't question my loyalty," Alice said. "Besides, are you really going to run back to them like a little tattletale? Yes, it sounds childish, but some rules never go away. Unless you can prove that I'm a threat, they aren't going to care."

Considering this, Emily glanced off into the distance without really saying anything. She didn't care about the boy pets in the room, the teachers, or the food in front of her.

"It's a clever idea," Alice said. "It has a tremendous amount of potential. But it could also blow up in your face."

"Unless you’re a programmer, I don't think the Consortium is going to worry about your perspective."

"And I think they've overestimated the power of aggregate data."

"You don't know what you're talking about," Emily shot back, her tone defensive and frustrated. Obviously, she wished she could be somewhere else, but she knew better than to just jumped to her feet and storm off like some little kid, especially because she still wanted the Dean to take her seriously.

"Okay then," Alice said. "Tell me. What do you think this grand plan is going to do? What is your best case scenario?"

"Project Siren locks out male access to the internet. Along similar lines, a propaganda initiative will encourage women to take advantage as the virus alters who has access to what kinds of information."

"It's an excellent idea, and I think it would be really helpful later on, but it's too soon. It's way too soon."

"You can't know that," Emily said. "Besides, your method is taking way too long."

"How long?"

"At this is school—how long do students usually spend here?"

"Three to four years," Alice acknowledged, only she wouldn't let that point stand unchallenged. "But you also have to look at the kinds of boys we produce. We are one of the premier training institutions on Calista, and we make sure our boys are ready for service. Our servants are some of the most highly prized, both here on the island and literally anywhere else in the world for those who know what they really want. The same goes for our stallions."

"So you're saying this is an incredibly expensive finishing school for boys?"

"No," Alice almost snarled back. At the same time, she had to fight down the instinct to stand up and slammed her fist down against the table to make her point. Attacking her would have been one thing; insulting her school was an entirely different matter. Despite that flare of passion, Alice maintained her composure. In fact, her voice dropped into wintry menace, "Project Siren abandons the central goal of the Consortium. It won't encourage boys to willingly surrender. If they lose access to the internet and their digital lives, do you know what they're going to do?"

"We know there will be some blowback," Emily already told her. "We're adjusting for it. We have assets…"

"Your assets won’t be enough, not when the men get together and start rioting. No," she corrected herself. "Rioting isn't the right word. You're going to have a full-blown rebellion on your hands. I understand. A very smart programmer came up with this idea, and I'm sure she is confident that it will work. In fact, she probably ran some simulations and probability models. I can respect that kind of work, but this is just a fancy way of walking away from our real goal. If we want a prosperous matriarchy, then we need to make sure that the boys accept it. Taking away their toys and telling them that they never wanted them in the first place simply won't work. They need something more personal. And yes, it's going to be more expensive. It's going to be harder, but this is the right way to do it. We can't rush it. We can't just move fast, break things, and hope everything works out for the best. We have already seen how that plays out."

Alice stopped.

She exhaled slowly, glanced over at the representative, and she said just three words, "Think about it."

Then she got up and left the representative alone to consider exactly what kind of recommendation she might make.

A few minutes later, Alice came back. She didn't apologize or refer to their discussion from before. There wasn't any point. Instead, she sounded quite pleasant as she asked, "Are you ready to see one of my favorite classes? This is going to be Oral Warship."

Emily was apparently still shaken by their conversation from before. Again, she demonstrated her youth and inexperience. Perhaps she knew how to deal with men, but she had a harder time with a powerful woman like Alice Carver.

As they strolled toward the next building and the Oral Worship class, Alice glanced over at the representative and asked, "What do you want?"

"Beyond world peace under a benevolent matriarchy?"

"Beyond world peace under a benevolent matriarchy," Alice agreed. "What do you want for yourself?"

The young woman seemed to consider this as they strolled along. A couple of boys came their way, deferentially stepped off to the side of the path, and waited for the women to pass. "Back home, I have a couple of boys who I really care about."

"I still didn't answer my question."

Emily remained thoughtful. "I think I'm satisfied."

"But?"

"What makes you think I need to add anything else?"

"You said you think you're satisfied."

"My work is never done."

"Very true," Alice replied. "But that doesn't mean you can't be satisfied. That doesn't mean you can't be happy."

"I know what you're doing," Emily told her.

"And what's that?"

"You're looking for some leverage. You're trying to figure out how you can manipulate me."

"You might hold the future of my school in your hands. Of course, I'm going to try to figure out what I might be able to do or say to convince you."

"Fair enough," Emily acknowledged, perhaps thrown off by Alice's blunt honesty.

"Just think of this as a thought experiment then. If you could have anything, what would it be? What would make you happy?"

"I think you're right," Emily said instead appeared "I know I have my boys under my control, but they haven't come to accept my power, not yet."

Alice stopped, surprised. "What are you saying?"

"I know how to train them. I know how to control and enslave them, but even now, I still see the defiance in their eyes. I know that they haven't really surrender to me. I can coerce their good behavior. I can make sure that they bag or do whatever I want, but that's not good enough, is it?"

"You could always send them to the school," Alice said. "We always have room for more."

Emily chuckled, "I'm not sure that's the best alternative."

"Because you're not convinced that I can train these boys?"

"You have an excellent institution," Emily conceded, "But that might not be good enough, and you know it."

"What makes you skeptical? You've seen our classes. You see how our boys behave."

"And the vast majority of them grew up here. That's not exactly a fair comparison or an honest experiment, now is it? These boys have already been socialized from birth to recognize their own inferiority. When they played with little girls, they knew that those girls would grow up to make their own decisions and do whatever they liked while they would be classified as servants or stallions. It was always an inevitability for them. They never really got to consider other alternatives, did they?"

Alice opened her mouth, "I stand by my institution and the curriculum."

"I know you do. And I have a lot of respect for your passion, but no, I'm not convinced."

As they walked across campus, Olivia held his hand again. By this point, she wasn't worried that he might try to rush off. He was quiet, but then she decided to reassure him, especially because she was still impressed by everything he had done last night.

She remembered that look on his face when he stroked himself. Despite his masculine urges and that drive for an orgasm, he had been able to control himself. Or rather, he had embraced her control. Perfect.

Halfway to his next class, she pulled him behind one of the buildings, and then she looked right into his eyes. "You've been quiet. Tell me what you're thinking."

For a moment, she expected him to resist, like maybe he had embraced some of his dumb boy ideas. Instead, he glanced down toward the ground. "I guess I was just thinking a lot about last night, and I'm not sure how to feel."

"Look at me," she commanded.

He raised his gaze.

"When you look at me, tell me what you feel."

"I'm grateful to be with you," he said, only to blink. Maybe he was surprised by the unabashed honesty of his response.

"Good boy," she said. Those words could have been demeaning or humiliating. They weren't meant to be. When she said it, she really meant it. He was a good boy, and now she rewarded him. She pushed him up against the wall, grabbed his wrists, and kissed him. This time, he didn't struggle. Better yet, she knew he wasn't thinking about trying to escape, even if he had to abide by the chastity cage. At the same time, he knew that if he embraced his feelings for her, she might let him out. He didn't know when, it wouldn't be able to argue with her or convince her. He couldn't force the issue, but if he trusted her, it would be okay…

"Was that a reward?" Dylan asked right after she pulled back.

"I don't know," she said. "You tell me."

"I, I really don't know," he said. "It's like I'm close to you, and I don't know what's going on."

"Is that a bad thing?" Olivia asked, both as a young woman who liked this boy, but also as his tutor.

This boy answered with a quick shake of his head. "I don't think so. I, I can follow your lead, right?"

"Yes, yes you can." She gave his hand or reassuring squeeze. "You can follow my lead, do as you're told, and be happy. Trust me. I will take care of you. I know what's best for you, Dylan. I know how this place works." Left unspoken, she also knew what was best for this boy.

"Thank you," he whispered.

"By the way, you did a really good job last night." She reached up and touched his lower lip before wrapping his hand and pulling him back onto the main path. It was time for him to get to Oral Worship. Heat percolated within her body. In fact, she could feel that little hint of dampness right between her legs as she imagined what it would be like.

Unfortunately, Olivia had overestimated his progress.

Olivia and Dylan came into class together. She still held onto his hand. As they walked through the doors, Dean Carver detached herself from the VIP. With those same, long and confident strides, she approached Olivia.

"I'm going to need to speak with you after class," she said.

"Sure thing," Olivia replied.

After the Dean returned to her guest, Dylan leaned over and whispered, "Is everything okay?"

She was surprised by the question, if only because he sounded concerned, like he was genuinely worried about her. "Yeah. As far as I know, everything is good." This time, it was Dylan who offered her a reassuring squeeze of her hand.

A few seconds later, the class started.

The boys sat down at random desks, and other female students appeared. They weren't alone. Stallions also entered the room, only they stood back and off to the side.

For once, Olivia didn't find herself glancing over at those beautiful men. Yes, they were handsome, especially with their strong features and perfectly exercise bodies. She could still appreciate their aesthetics, but she found her gaze drifting back over to Dylan. Then she smirked, considered what they had done last night, and knew that this kind of intimacy was special.

This was probably one of the most contentious issues for the female supremacists of the island of Calista. Yes, males could be trained and owned, but was that enough? Was a woman supposed to love her boy? Was she supposed to love her property? Could she train him and discipline him appropriately if she developed feelings for him?

"Yes, I can," Olivia whispered to herself. But then she reminded herself that she might need to know this information, especially since Dylan certainly had to pay attention. Seated at one of the desks, he appeared to be an attentive and obedient student, just like the other males.

"Good morning, everyone," said the instructor. “Since we have so many guests today, including Dean Carver, plus our very special volunteers, I would like to reintroduce myself. I am April Saunders." In some ways, she looked a little bit like Alice. April was larger and rounder, but she was also quite tall. Dressed in black sneakers, jeans, and a white blouse, she looked like the executive of some midsized company. Her red hair was short and straight, trimmed just at the tip of her earlobes.

"Boys, I know you have all been working very hard when it comes to oral service. So let's see what you can do, especially with the more challenging scenarios. Bryce, come up here. Paula, you wanted to volunteer as well for this, correct?"

"Yes please," said one of the girls from the back of the room.

"And you have a special present for this boy, correct?"

"That's right," she chirped as she scurried to the front of the room. Near the instructor, there were several seats, some taller, some shorter, in addition to the whiteboards and the instructor's desk.

"Bryce, today, you're going to service Paula. But this is going to be a little bit more challenging. Do you remember why?"

"Yes, Ma'am," came the boy's obedient answer.

Paula, a tall and skinny girl with small breasts and broad hips sauntered forward. She wore a denim dress as she perched on one of the taller seats. She held onto the sides, spread her legs, and that's when the instructor turned back to the class. "This is going to be a little bit more of a challenge because Paula just had sex. And that means she has a nice little present for Bryce."

As Dylan heard those words, he tightened his hands against at the sides of the desk. From the back of the room, Olivia watched him. She saw how his shoulders turned rigid. At the same time, she hoped he could handle this. He had been making such excellent progress, yet she understood how fragile boys could be.

Bryce kneeled before this girl, bowed his head down, and then he looked up at her. "Please, Miss. Now I have the privilege of licking and cleaning you?"

"You may," she said gingerly as she spread her legs.

The boy slid his head up between her legs, and he started licking, gliding his tongue along her sex. At the same time, he must have tasted the excitement from the stallion who came before him.

"This can be especially challenging for young men. Too often, they think that their own pleasure is all that matters," said April, the instructor. "These boys want to believe that their personal preferences are more important." Addressing the young men in the room, she asked, "Are your personal preference is more important?"

"No, Ma'am!" called out all of the boys...except for Dylan.

Obediently, Bryce continued to lick, gliding his tongue up and down. He worshiped this woman, giving her everything she wanted to. Paula certainly seemed to be enjoying herself. Her nipples had stiffened, pushing up against the underside of her dress.

During all of this, April continued to lecture. She talked about the importance of males recognizing female pleasure, especially in terms of its superiority. Far too many young men stopped thinking when it came to arousal. This needed to stop. Or if they really couldn't think for themselves, that they needed to concentrate on one guiding principle: her satisfaction. Nothing else mattered, set the instructor.

Paula agreed t0o, especially as she tightened her grip and her knuckles turned white as she held on so tight to the seat. He licked, eager and diligent, his nose pressed to her thick pubic hair as his tongue danced for her. She pushed her heels down against at the crossbar between the chair's legs. Then she arched her back and cried out, gasping as the pleasure flashed through her.

Finally, Paula pushed her palm down against his forehead, nudging him back.

"And how would you score him?"

Olivia smirked. She had been to classes like this before, and she always loved this part, especially when she glanced over at Bryce. This mixture of pride and worry played across his face. He clearly had no idea what kind of grade she would give. Had he done well? Yes, he seemed to make her climax, but was that good enough? Maybe she had been board for most of his service…

"Seven," she said.

"Seven out of ten," April said. "Not bad, Bryce, but I think you might need some extra tutoring."

The boy dipped his head down, "Yes, Ma'am."

Finished with these two, April continued, "Well done, both of you." After that, she turned back to the rest of the class. "Now, as I'm sure many of you are aware, there are going to be instances where your owner is going to expect you to service other boys. Simply put, they enjoy the show, or maybe they will want you to prepare him for her…" April said. "For this demonstration, my assistant will help."

A servant, blonde and lithe stepped forward. He wore nothing but black boxers as he lowered himself down to his knees.

From there, April glanced at the different stallions. "You. Derek. I think you would be an excellent choice for my boy."

"Yes, Ma'am," came the gruff answer.

Well-tanned, muscled, and tall, Derek strode forward.

He had on snug black jeans, but he pulled them down to reveal his enormous shaft. Olivia actually smirked as she watched all of this. At some other point, she would have been tempted to volunteer to take advantage of the erection after the lesson finished, but she glanced over at Dylan instead.

His eyes were big, and he was clearly paying attention, but it was obvious he didn't know how to handle this.

Olivia pressed her lips together, and she wondered if she should step forward and intervene. She could have grabbed him by his hand and taking them out into the hall.

But if she did that, what would the Dean think? What about her VIP?

Torn between concern for her boy and the desire to impress Dean Carver, Olivia didn't know what to do. At several points, she found herself starting to step forward. She could feel her weight shift beneath her, but she never took that initial step.

Dylan didn't say anything. He didn't leap out of his seat and snarl at these women. Instead, he remained quiet as he watched and absorbed all of this.

The blonde boy, April's assistant, smiled at the crowd. He wore a chastity cage, just like all of the other servants, but he seemed eager and excited at that moment. He waved once, and then he held his hands behind his back.

"No need to show off," April said, but it was obvious she was proud of him. "Begin."

The stallion was currently soft and flaccid, but that didn't last for long as the blonde leaned forward, licked the underside of his shaft, and started to bob his head as those first sparks of interest became apparent. Within seconds, the stallion was hard, his large shaft rigid. He didn't touch himself. Like the other boys, he had been trained. This was a demonstration, a test, so the blonde assistant had to serve. If he failed, then it wouldn't be the stallion's fault, at least in theory.

As the blonde worked, the stallion kept his expression neutral, but it was obvious that his eyes had glazed over with pleasure. He couldn't help it, not while that eager assistant did his best. He served, worshiping the stallion to the best of his talents. Not only that, he must’ve been incredibly skilled to become April's pet.

At the same time, many of the observers noticed how the assistant's chastity cage dampened. Obviously, he was enjoying this just as much as he worshiped the powerful male above him.

"Should we let him climax? Ladies, let's take a vote," April said.

Feeling generous, Olivia raised her hand into the air, and she lifted her thumb up toward the ceiling.

Other women around the room did the same. Several others flashed a downward pointed thumb, either because they weren't impressed or simply because they thought males should only enjoy the rarest of orgasms.

Taking her time, April counted out slowly, tapping her finger on the air as she jumped from one focus to the next. "Sorry, Bryce. The audience has spoken."

On that cue, the blonde pulled away before glancing back at his teacher, "Is there anyone else I can serve? Please?"

"No, honey. Not right now."

The young man nodded, but disappointment radiated off of him nonetheless.

"And what about you?" April asked. She pointed right at Dylan. He had already been tense, but now he raised his head.

Despite the anxiety roaring through his frame, he looked at her and asked, "Ma'am?"

"I know you’re new, but let's see what kind of skill you can offer."

"I…"

Olivia raised her hand, "I volunteer!"

"Well, I wasn't asking for volunteers, but if you really want to feel his mouth, let's see what he can do."

Based on our outward appearances, Olivia seemed utterly confident, especially as her black boots clicked against the linoleum floor. She strode down the aisle of desks, and then she made a careful note of passing Dylan. She reached down and gave his wrist a reassuring squeeze. Maybe some of the others noticed. Maybe they didn't.

Hoping to give him a few more seconds, she stood in front of the class, gingerly reached down beneath the hem of her dress, and she pulled her panties, pinching one spot and drawing the white cotton down along the length of her legs. Then she perched herself on her chosen seat. Unfortunately, that hadn’t been enough time for Dylan.

He still sat at his desk. Holding onto the edges like he was worried some vortex might open up and suck him through a black hole, he sat there, rigid.

"Come here, boy," Olivia called out, playful and flirtatious even as she beckoned him with the curve of one finger. "Come here right now. I know you can do it." Some of the other women chuckled. As far as they were concerned, boys could freeze up just like any other animal. Yes, a dog might be very well-trained, but that didn't mean he wouldn't have those precociously obstinate or stubborn moments of bad behavior.

He glanced up, and then he said, "I, I can't do it. I can't do it. I can't go down on you, not like this, not in front of so many people."

"Ladies, shyness is an issue to be considered, but a male is not allowed to say no to his owner, guardian, or chaperone. Now, Dylan, I understand that you are new to this class in this school, but your disobedience will not be tolerated."

"I won't do it," he said, only his voice became sharper. It crystallized as his defiance gained momentum. "I don't care what you do to me. I'm not going to do this. I'm not a servant. I'm not a slave!" Then he jumped up, and he looked out at the other servant seated at their desks, plus the stallions who stood around the periphery of the room. "We aren't boys! We are men! We are men, and we can do whatever we want! We can…"

Before he could finish, Olivia slid off of her seat, and she called out, her voice cutting through his bluster, "Cage 15 Shock!"

Just like that, the electricity burned through his body, knocking him to his knees. She strode forward, cold and determined. She grabbed him by his hand, yanked him to his feet, and she dragged him out of the room.

April Saunders was a professional. Just as importantly, she had seen young men throw tantrums before, so none of this phased her. She picked another male, had him come up, and then she made him apologize for Dylan's bad behavior, not that this guy had anything to do with it. The servant didn't object, however. He apologized profusely. By the teacher’s command, he even begged another girl for the opportunity to serve her sexually.

The other servants and stallions watched all of this. They saw this example of what an appropriately behaved young man could be.

Under other circumstances, Alice would have been impressed, only she knew what kind of damage that boy had just inflicted on this school.

"We need to talk," Alice said to Emily right as Professor Saunders dismissed her students.

"I think my brother proved the point I made earlier," Emily said. "The boys here are obedient because they grew up on Calista. Your school is excellent, and I truly admire the work you do, but we might need something more aggressive out in the wider world."

"What are you suggesting?"

"Maybe you’re right. Maybe Project Siren will actually cause a rebellion. Perhaps it will even spark several civil wars. And maybe that’s necessary."

Alice stared hard, "Are you serious?"

"As long as we know that it's coming, we can win. That's what counts. Besides, if we have control over the information infrastructure on the planet, through Project Siren, then I'm confident we will win. The boys will be in isolated groups, and we will be able to hunt them down. Hey, there might even be room to retrain them. If so, you and this institution could definitely be helpful."

"And the rest?"

"Collateral damage," Emily said with a shrug.

They walked for a little while. Olivia didn't know exactly where they were going. She could have taken him to the stocks and disciplined him there, but she didn't want to just inflict pain. Then he yanked against her fingers, tore his hand free from her grip, and he started to stride away.

"Stop right there," she finally said, exasperated.

Almost surprising her, Dylan froze. He stopped, his shoulders heaved, and he was obviously breathing heavily, but he didn't know what to do or say. He had to understand by now the running wouldn't be an option, yet the idea of cooperating with his tutor didn't work for him either. So what did that remain? Frustrated, aggravated paralysis.

She stepped around him, looked into his eyes, and she asked, "What happened?"

"What? You're not just going to shock me again?"

"Back there, that wasn't a serious attempt of rebellion, was it?"

He didn't answer.

"No," she told him. "He got upset, and you didn't know how to deal with your emotions."

"I guess," he said.

She gently pinched his chin. "No. That's exactly what happened," she told him. "You're scared because you're worried about what I might do with you. You're scared because you know I have you."

"I, I'm sorry," he told her. "But it was so much. And I couldn't do it. I couldn't just go down on you in front of everyone like that."

"Why not?"

"Because it would be degrading."

"You're still thinking like a boy from another country," she said. "Do you know what you did? You humiliated yourself. You acted like some spoiled brat, a boy who doesn't know how to behave. You had the opportunity to impress all of those women, including one of the instructors, and you messed it up. I saw your potential last night. You can be an amazing servant, Dylan."

"But what if I don't want to be a servant?"

"It is who you are," she said flatly. This time, Dylan couldn't disagree. To reinforce the point, "Just think about last night. Think about how you felt when you were touching yourself. Think about how good it felt to know that I was in control and I could tell you exactly what to do."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

By this point, they had wandered out into one of the wooded areas around the school. They were off, away from everyone else, so she looked into his eyes. "You want me to make an apology, don't you?"

"…Yes, Miss."

"And you will learn to go down in front of other people. The right now, I want to see you say you're sorry with that skilled tongue of yours."

Slowly, tentatively, like he wasn't sure this was what she really craved, he lowered himself down to his knees. Olivia glanced around, saw a random tree stump, and she sat down, spreading her legs. Her only crawled over to her, and he started licking with impressive talent and skill. Placing her hands on the top of his head, she cooed down at him, "Good boy. That's right. Show me what you can do." This time, he didn't fight her as he surrendered.

When she brought him back to his dormitory, Olivia felt relaxed and at peace with the world. Everything seemed to be going perfectly, right until that moment when her phone started vibrating in the pocket of her dress. She pulled it out, recognized that the number is one of the school extensions, and hit the green button. Then she heard Dean Carver's voice.

"We need to talk."

Minutes later, Dean Carver was seated behind her desk. Breaking the quiet, her intercom chimed for her attention. It would be Olivia.

Without waiting for the announcement, Dean Carver hit the button and said simply, "Send her in."

The double doors opened a moment later, and Olivia stepped into her office.

"Have a seat," Alice said to her favorite student. "We have much to discuss."

Olivia strode forward, and Alice had to admire this young woman's stride. Her heart was probably pounding while adrenaline must have been flaring through her body, yet she held that nervous energy back. Instead, she sat down, crossed one leg over the other, and she said very simply, "You wished to see me?"

"I'm sorry I haven't done this sooner," Allison said. "To be honest, I have been busy with our VIP."

"It's okay," Olivia said.

"I should have checked in sooner," Alice reiterated. "Because the performance has caused some problems."

Olivia raised her hands, "I understand. I know that what he did was wrong. More importantly, he knows it too."

"That may not be good enough," Alice said.

Up until now, Olivia had seemed utterly relaxed, like she knew she needed to be respectful, but she thought she could handle this. Now something in her body language shifted. A boy probably wouldn't have been able to notice the subtle shift, but Alice knew how to free people. "I'm sorry to say it, but I'm not sure your tutoring is working out."

"But it is," Olivia insisted. "Look. I know he misbehaved today, but that was our fault, not his."

"Excuse me?"

"I'm serious," she said. "Yes, he is just a boy, but that's my point. We pushed him too hard. I took him to an Oral Worship class. He saw some of the most advanced techniques we use, especially in terms of the bisexual training. It was too much for him, he freaked out, so yes, he blew up. He threw his tantrum."

"Is he making progress?"

"Yes," she said emphatically.

"Is he making enough progress?" Alice asked.

"He is. I swear, he is making so much progress. You should have seen him last night."

"What happened last night?"

Again, someone else might have missed it, but there was this slight intake of breath, her bottom lip trembled for the fraction of a second, and Olivia glanced away. Then she returned her attention to the Dean. "Last night, I took him for a walk. After that, I had him stripped down, and then I let him out of his chastity cage."

"You sleep with him?"

"No," Olivia said it, her brows wrinkled with distaste. "He's a servant."

Those were the right words, but they sounded just a little too convenient. Like so many other teachers and administrators around the world, Alice understood how clever students could be, especially when it came to telling the adults in the room what they wished to hear. "He might be a servant, but you’ve been spending a lot of time with him, haven't you? Plus, despite his classification, he's a cute boy."

"He might be attractive," Olivia conceded. "But that doesn't matter. He went down on me. After that, I guided him through some masturbatory exercises. And he did it. He did it like an expert. I swear, I have worked with lots of the guys at the school, and few of them could have obeyed the way he did."

"I appreciate where you're coming from," Alice said. “More to the point, I respect the amount of passion you have for this project."

"He's more than a project," Olivia insisted. "He's my student. Look, I know I haven't been a tutor for very long, and I know it must look like I really messed up. I get that. But you have to believe me. He has grown so much. He learned to embrace his subjugation."

Then the Alice asked the question Olivia had been dreading.

"Do you have feelings for him?"

Olivia stared back at the administrator. Alice Carver was in charge of this entire institution. The academy wasn't a monarchy, and it didn't have royalty, but if it was, and if it did, then Alice would have been the queen. When she asked a question like this, Olivia knew she couldn't try to deceive her.

Stretching her back, tensing her shoulders, and pulling her arms over her lap, Olivia decided to be honest. "Yes."

"Are they getting in the way of training him?"

"No," she said.

Silence.

Alice waited, letting each moment pass as she considered the different implications. At times like this, she understood how quiet contemplation could be useful, especially since it was hard to discern exactly what Olivia was thinking. Although Alice had watched this young woman grow from her earliest days at Calista High Academy, she also recognized that young women could make mistakes, especially when it came to their feelings.

"Are you sure about that?" Alice finally asked.

"Okay, so maybe I look like I'm weak," Olivia acknowledged. "I could try to lie to you right now. I could do a little rant and sound like some of the other girls."

"And how do you think they would sound?" asked the Dean.

"Angry," Olivia replied. "I get it. It's easy to argue for aggression. It's easy to argue for constant punishment and cruelty, especially if you grew up outside of a place like Calista. But that's not how we should do things here. We have a chance to turn this boy into obedient servant, so constantly spanking him or shocking him or whatever, just isn't a good idea. Trust me. I understand that this boy has needed to be disciplined, and I have never hesitated. I won't spoil the boy by sparing the shock, but I’ll only hurt him when necessary."

"You think men can be redeemed," Alice said. "Despite your feelings for him?"

"Yes."

"Do you love him?"

"I, I don't know."

"You know, he is still the property of another woman. She is legally responsible for him, and she can take away whenever she likes," Alice pointed out. "Maybe it would be better for me to find another tutor for him now, if only to spare your feelings."

"I can handle this," Olivia said. "Maybe I'm not a professional, but I will be. And yes, I care about him, but that makes me a better trainer and better tutor. I want him to be everything I demand. I won't settle for anything else. Someone else might be reckless with him. I won't. Someone else might take a haphazard approach, but I will make sure he gets exactly what he needs. Besides, it's working. I know I can turn him into an obedient boy."

"Take him to a Chastity Appreciation class. While there, I expect you to punish him. Use the sensitivity cream, and make sure he regrets his disobedience and defiance."

"Yes, Dean Carver," Olivia said. Taking the cue for what it was, she jumped to her feet. "I’ll make sure he understands his place."

"Good," Alice replied. At once, the young woman started to retreat and withdraw from the office, but the Dean wouldn't let her go quite that easily. Her voice cut across the air, "And Olivia?"

"Yes, Dean Carver?" Olivia asked as her hand reached out for the metal handle on the office door.

"If you mess this up, the consequences will be severe, both for him and many boys like him."

This time, Olivia just nodded, swallowed back her response, and disappeared back through the doors. Once she was alone, Alice leaned back in her chair, touched her fingertips together, and wondered if she had made the right choice.

Olivia found him in the cafeteria. He was sitting there at a bench with several other boys. Surprisingly, Dylan was chatting with some of the others. Yes, they were polite and deferential, careful to keep their voices down even as some of the female students monitored their behavior. Still, when she first walked into that cavernous chamber and spotted him at one of the long tables, Olivia marveled at one simple fact: he looked like any of the other boys. He could have spent months or even years at Calista High Academy.

"We can do this," she whispered.

She walked over to the table, sat down, and looked right at Dylan. The boys twitched, like they needed to scatter because a predator just appeared. In some ways, sauntering into the cafeteria like this, while the boys ate, felt a little bit like becoming a huntress. Here were the prey, they saw the danger, and yet they froze nonetheless. They understood that if they tried to flee, she could chase them and bring them down with hardly any effort…

"Hello, boys," she said, grinning at the young men.

Each of them, Dylan included, lowered their cases to their trades. They held their hands on their laps and politely responded, "Hello, Miss." Even Dylan joined in.

"I need to talk to my student here. Give us some privacy."

"Yes, Miss," they said all at once.

Although she kept her expression neutral and potentially aggressive, like these boys really needed to remain intimidated by her, she nonetheless resisted a smile, especially since she had to wonder whether or not these boys practiced speaking in sync. They certainly did an impressive job either way.

Once the young men left Olivia and Dylan alone, she leaned forward and looked across the table at him.

"You're in trouble," she said.

"What, what do you mean?"

"I just spoke with the Dean. She's debating whether or not I'm capable of being your tutor."

Olivia actually enjoyed his little intake of breath. With that sharp inhalation, he revealed just how nervous the prospect of losing her made him.

"What, what did you tell her?" As hard as he tried, he couldn't keep that stutter out of his voice. Maybe it would have been easier when he first arrived, but Dylan had learned to succumb. If he didn't have to be strong or powerful, then he could reveal some of the anxiety wracking his psyche.

"Unimportant," she said. "What I want to know is whether or not you’re going to be able to handle your public punishment."

"What, what does that mean?"

"Your next class is Chastity Appreciation. The Dean wants you to be punished there. She's bringing her VIP back, I'm guessing, which means we need to put on a little show."

"But, but didn't you tell her that you already punished me and that we made up? I, I'm going to do my best," he said. Before she could continue, he dropped his chin down against his chest and stared into his lap. He was probably tightening his grip around his fingers and knuckles. "Please. Please, I know I messed up. I know what I did was stupid. It was so stupid, but I couldn't help myself. Please, I don't want another tutor."

"Do you love having me as your tutor?"

Love. There was that word, one she had been secretly thinking about, although she never let that thought drift to the forefront of any strategy or consideration.

"Yes! I love you."

Then he stopped—paralyzed by the implications of what he just admitted.

Olivia stared at him. She didn't know what to do or say. In fact, she froze too, probably because this wasn't something the boys of Calista routinely told the women around them. Yes, they could be grateful for training. They could even be appreciative or eager for additional discipline, but "love"? When a boy could be traded or sold, that idea became rare, generally something shared between a wife and her husband.

For once in the relationship, she was speechless. She stared at him, and she kept wondering if maybe this was some sort of strategy, like he was trying to mess with her head or something.

Stiffly, she said, "Your classes going to start in a little bit. Let's go. I don't want to be late."

"Miss?" Dylan asked.

"Don't forget to clean up your spot," she said. Then she stepped back and strode over toward the doors leading out of the cafeteria. Once there, she crossed her arms over her chest and watched him. He glanced up at her several times, perhaps hoping she would say something else.

Instead, her heart kicked away in its cage, and she kept searching for the right words, only something inside of her seemed to freeze up, when she didn't know exactly what to do.

Damn it. A boy wasn't supposed to be able to mess with her head like this!

He tried to talk to her when they walked across the campus. She had grabbed him by the hand, squeezed a little tighter than was necessary, and tugged, dragging him along like he was in trouble or something. In fact, she wished she could turn around, shut him up against the wall, and start spanking him. But she had meant what she said. She really didn't want to be late.

Understanding that the next couple of hours might make an enormous difference, Olivia brought him straight to the Chastity Appreciation classroom.

Unsurprisingly, they got there first. She turned on the lights, looked around at the different tables, benches, stools, and chairs. She guided him over toward one of the padded benches and pointed. "Strip, and then lay down." He would be on his back with his legs spread it, his arms pulled over his head and strapped to the legs of the contraption.

In this way, she would have perfect, easy access to his genitals.

Dylan started to strip right away, which felt like a...disappointment? Olivia easily concealed in the emotions rippling through her, especially because she recalled what Dean Carver told her. This boy belonged to someone else. Olivia had only been training him. That was part of living on Calista and studying at the school.

Besides, what if he was messing with her?

What? No. Olivia tried to tell herself that she knew how to read these boys. It wasn't possible that someone like Dylan Winters would be able to trick her. And yet, everything felt so strange.

"Miss?"

Dylan asked once he was naked except for his chastity cage.

"Get on the bench," she said.

He obeyed, scurrying into position. He spread his legs and slipped his ankles down near the manacles. He did the same with his arms, raising them over his head and bending at the elbows. The position was awkward, but it forced him to look upward. Not only that, this left his inner thighs, genitals, stomach and chest exposed.

She strapped him down quickly, pulling the restraints tighter than was technically necessary, but it made her feel a little bit better.

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry if I said something wrong," he told her.

"Stop talking," she said.

"It's just…" One glance from this girl made him stop. Deciding she had given him plenty of opportunities to cooperate on his own, she grabbed the ball gag, and she shoved it down between his teeth. She muzzled him, silencing him. He murmured something, but she strapped to the gag in place, making sure he wouldn't be able to talk to her.

"Oh, you're here early," came another voice. "And look at that. It seems that you’re eager to teach this specimen."

Dylan raised his head just enough that he could see the newcomer. There she was, tall with her black hair, and he remembered her instantly from his arrival on Calista. This was the woman who graded him. This was the woman who had decided he should be a servant. Worse, she had slid to the chastity cage into position, sealing his fate as a slave on this island.

Olivia watched as his eyes widened, and she glanced over at the teacher. "I hope you don't mind. He has been pretty disobedient lately."

Kayla strode forward and glared down at this young man. She seemed disappointed somehow.

"Actually," she told Olivia reluctantly, "He seems to be behaving himself."

Olivia peeked down at the trapped boy. Sure enough, he hadn't started struggling. He didn't panic when he saw her despite the fear playing out across his eyes, down his cheeks, all the way to his clenched throat and tensed muscles.

"It looks like he's learned quite a bit," Kayla said.

"He's been working hard," Olivia said grudgingly.

"But I heard about his little outburst."

"Rumors?"

"My dear," Kayla said. "It's a small school. They're going to be lots of rumors about everything pretty much all the time."

"I guess so," Olivia agreed.

"Did he say something?"

"Yeah. He said something," Olivia answered.

"These boys. They can be so much trouble," Kayla said with a little sneer. But then she walked over to Olivia's student, and she pinched his cheeks, letting her nails dig down against his skin. "After today, I think you will learn to behave yourself. You embarrassed your tutor, and for that, you're going to pay."

Olivia inhaled, thinking she would say something to defend her boy, but then she stopped herself. She understood it would be a bad idea to intervene, especially when it came to Kayla Stark's brand of discipline.

By this point, Alice and Emily remained relatively quiet as they strolled across campus and headed for the Chastity Appreciation classroom. Conversation seemed to somewhat irrelevant, especially considering that Emily seemed to have already made up her mind. She was comfortable with Project Siren and the chaos it might bring. More to the point, she seemed comfortable walking away from the idea of truly training these young men.

This, of course, put Alice in a very precarious position. What was she supposed to do? Continue to argue? Hope that one of the few remaining classes, either Chastity Appreciation or their course in Pharmacology, somehow convinced her? This was a school, after all. It wasn't like they had any miraculous laboratories. Yes, the students and resident researchers had several reports indicating that they were making excellent progress with a new compound, but it wouldn't really change anything.

Once they arrived, they saw that the servants were already in position. Each one had a female student with him. These boys are strapped in place, powerless in one way or another. Some of them had only had their arms tied behind their backs. Others were completely immobile, like Dylan, Alice quickly saw.

"That is good," Emily said.

"She's taking control. Isn't that what you would expect from a tutor?" Alice replied, sounding just a little bit more defensive than she had intended.

"True," Emily conceded, "But if she were really making progress with him, then why would he need to be strapped down so thoroughly?"

"You'll see," Alice told her. As she spoke, she hoped that she would be right about this.

Kayla Stark stood at the front of the class, and since it was time, she called out, "Welcome, everyone. Today, we're going to be focusing on some light theory. We have some visitors, so I think we can take a break from our usual exercises and the lecture I started earlier this week. Instead, I want us to focus on the effects of chastity. For those who might not know, why is chastity so effective in terms of training the male psyche?"

One of the young women raised her hand. Kayla nodded in her direction.

The girl cleared her throat, glanced around, and it was obvious she intended to show off in front of the Dean and her guest. "Many men are preoccupied with the idea of sex. They see themselves as stronger, more aggressive, and more powerful throughout society. Consequently, if they are locked up, those urges can be turned against them. As such, they need to be taught to appreciate chastity."

"Turned against them how?" Professor Stark wasn't the kind of instructor who could be easily satisfied.

"Basically," said the young woman, "It's denial and control, the simplest of truths: you have something they crave. There’s something they really want, but now the woman who holds his key has complete control over him because she can give him relief." Kayla frowned at that last point. The young woman quickly stammered out, "Or not!"

"Probably not," Kayla said. "And for many of you, this will be one of the most difficult facets of training. Remember, Chastity appreciation includes more than simply locking a boy. You must learn to read him. He must become adept at understanding what he really wants, what he really needs, and what he deserves."

Olivia tilted her head to the side, as did Emily. Neither of the young women had expected something along those lines.

Kayla allowed a little smirk to tug at the left side of her mouth, "Remember, boys can deserve rewards or punishments. More often, it will be a question of punishment. Let him think he might have a chance. Give him a little bit of time. Allow him to entertain the idea of freedom even as you snatch it away. That's the true meaning of control. Isn't that right, Jesse?"

A young man, probably her assistant, stepped forward. "Yes, Ma'am!"

"Does chastity keep you in line?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"And have you learned to love it even as you hate it?"

The boy actually flashed a grin. "Yes, Ma'am. I, I know that I belong under lock and key. This is who I am."

Alice glanced over at Emily. Unable to resist the temptation, she whispered, "Even the boys of Calista don't volunteer for chastity. This is just another example of what we can accomplish."

Emily remained quiet, probably because she didn't have an easy answer. If the young men of this island could be trained to appreciate denial, frustration, and subjugation in defiance of their biological urges, then maybe there would be hope for the rest humanity's inferior half.

"Ladies, you have your servants. They are currently restrained. I want you to show them what chastity can be. I want you to tease them. Turn them on. Help them embrace the lock; teach them to be grateful for the denial and control that only you can provide."

Olivia and the other young women nodded as they got ready.

She looked down at Dylan. At first, she felt comfortable and confident, like she knew precisely what she needed to do, only then another word popped into her head, one that made it harder to think.

Love.

She shook her head. Some of her dark hair came loose, but she ignored the bang hanging down in front of her eyes. Instead, she pulled out the key. She grinned at him, inserted it, and opened up his chastity cage. "Are you ready?" Olivia asked.

He looked up at her with big eyes and shook his head. Gagged, he couldn’t speak to her, but she didn’t mind. The tension and fear gripped his body, making him rigid all over.

"Too bad," she replied. She pulled off the chastity cage, removing the different components and freeing his manhood. Almost instantly, his shaft became rigid. It points up towards the ceiling, and that's when the torment began.

She started touching him, stroking and teasing him. Within seconds, he was groaning and growling, like he couldn't possibly control himself.

This was only the start, however.

"Look at me," she ordered.

He complied.

Then she slipped one hand from the top of his shaft down along his length, the base of his cock, and then she fondled his balls. Her fingers started and slid along his skin, taunting him.

"Does this make you feel vulnerable? Does this make you feel helpless?"

Dylan looked up at her with big, frightened eyes. The black, rubber ball gag was still locked between his teeth, making it impossible for him to speak.

Drawing her hands back, she gazed down at his naked body and spiked her fingernails along his skin. She just barely scratched him, yet those fresh sensations made him gasp, crying out as he jerked against the bonds holding him down.

"You're scared," she said. It wasn't a question, yet he nodded his head down it up anyway.

In that moment, he seemed so vulnerable. Or to the point, she almost wished she could be tender with him.

Almost.

"It's okay if you're scared," she said, whispering these words down to him. She slid her fingers through his hair, massaging his scalp and probably making him feel like a pet at the same time. His pupils focused on her as he waited to understand what was going to happen next. "You should be a little bit nervous. Do you know who that teacher is? That's Kayla Stark. She loves tormenting boys like you. If I'm going to do a good job today, I need to make sure you suffer."

He gulped, but then he surprised her. He didn't shake his head from side to side or even whimper. Instead, he gave a quick, understanding little nod.

"Do you still feel guilty about your behavior?"

She saw how his jaw clenched against the gag. There was something he didn't want to admit, but he knew he couldn't escape the truth.

His head dipped down and back up again as he nodded: yes, he still felt guilty. "Let's see if we can exorcise some of those feelings for you, shall we?" Reaching down, she unclasped his gag with one hand, pulling the ball from between his teeth. With her other hand, she reached for his cock. She used it to fingers and started massaging him, pressing down on the tip of his manhood before working down about an inch. She pressed, pulled back, massaged and fondled him, sending fresh bolts of arousal racing through his body.

His insides tightened; he craved this. He needed it!

He needed her.

"Do you want to be a good boy for me?"

"Y-yes, Miss!" he hissed now that he could speak.

"Good," she said.

Olivia said nothing for the next couple of minutes as she continued to stroke and tease him.

At several points, it seemed like Dylan wished he could say something. His lips parted, and he started to shape the sound, only to stop himself at the last second. For her part, Olivia didn't ask what he had in mind. Instead, she continued to stroke the underside of his balls, his scrotum, and his member. She caressed him, gently working him.

This was just the appetizer, she knew. She was getting him started. Along the same lines, she studied him, learning more and more about what his body craved. Soon enough, he wouldn't be able to help himself.

In fact, he was quickly approaching that point, so she pulled her hands away.

Dylan stiffened, pulling against the shackles that held his hands above his head and bent downward toward the legs of the bench. She could hear those thin chains jangle and clank as she glided her fingertips down along his thighs, then back up toward his flanks, around his nipples, over his shoulders, and along his neck. Wherever she touched him, little tingles of electric excitement followed.

"You're going to need to be punished," she said.

He pressed his lips together and looked back up at her. He probably didn't understand. After all, he couldn't understand the minutia of what happened in Dean Carver's office. He was just a boy, and the politics of this island could be too much for him.

"There we go," she whispered. "You like this, don't you?"

The nervous energy had started to dissipate, replaced by the easy contentment of knowing that this young woman was touching him. He craved more, she could tell.

Olivia made him wait for it.

Eventually, her hands started to slide back down toward his cock and balls. She caressed him, just barely touching him. She teased him, making him wonder when or if her light fingers might slide along his shaft again. Right as he closed his eyes, she reached out with her left hand, squeezed his shaft, and elicited a moment of desperation from her boy.

"Did you like that?"

"Yes, no. I, I don't know!" Dylan said.

"You're sounding desperate," she decided, "But I don't think you sound quite desperate enough, not yet. Let's work on that."

She continued those soft strokes, playing with his balls, rubbing his shaft, and drawing him closer and closer to an orgasm. At several points, she could see how his throat tightened again. There was that punching of his shoulders, the slight tremble in his bottom lip.

At the same time, she loved how his gaze seemed to come in and out of focus.

Was this just a punishment?

A different question popped into her head.

Had he lied to her?

Olivia resumed at the teasing. Her hands played along his genitals, stroking, caressing, fondling and rubbing. From one second to the next, she sent those delicious impulses racing through his body, triggering his most primal urges. At several points, he struggled so hard to remain motionless and placid, like none of this affected him, but then he jerked his hips up. Not only that, his muscles strained as he tried to pull himself free from the restraints. Dylan must have been able to understand the simple truth that he would never break free, yet some instinct compelled him to try.

She smiled down at him. Then she pulled her hands away. "Relax," she said.

She stepped away, and that's when he looked up at her. "Where, where are you going?" Dylan gasped out as she started to walk away.

Olivia didn't go far. Instead, she strolled over to his sister. "Emily?"

The two young women hadn't spoken much since the tour earlier that week. But now, Olivia had to ask, "Do you mind if I ask you something about your brother? I was hoping we could talk out in the hallway? Would that be okay, Dean Carver?"

Alice frowned for a moment, but she obviously couldn't think of any reason to deny this request. "Don't be too long," said the Dean. "You don't want your boy to relax."

"We won't be long," Olivia promised. Then she headed for the exit, and she hoped that Emily would follow.

She did.

Once they were out in the hallway, Olivia opened mouth and froze. She wasn't sure what she was supposed to say or how to word the questions spinning through her head.

"So it's going on? Is everything okay with Dylan?"

"I think he's doing well," Olivia said honestly. "He was initially quite defiant, but he and I’ve had a few conversations, and I think he is coming around."

"Really? I saw his outburst," Emily said. As she spoke, she crossed her arms over her chest. "That kind of tantrum makes me think he isn't really learning anything here. Or if he is, he isn’t developing fast enough."

Crap. Emily's points made perfect sense, but Olivia hadn't been prepared. Now she scrambled as she struggled to come up with an appropriate response, especially because she had already defended herself with the Dean. But what about this young woman, a VIP for some powerful organization. Worse, Emily didn't really know Olivia. With Dean Carver, Olivia already enjoyed a lot of credibility.

"Your brother is doing quite well," Olivia said carefully. "You're right. He had a tantrum, but I think that was more my fault than his."

"Oh?"

"I pushed him too hard too fast."

"Are you sure that isn't just an excuse?"

"It's not," Olivia said defiantly. "But there is something I want to know about him. That's actually why I asked you out here."

"What's that?"

"Your brother," Olivia started. "Is he, is he a very good liar?" That was the best she could do as another word continued to pound against her brain. She thought of it again and again, the fluttering in her stomach, and the answers she wanted or feared.

"Does it matter?" Emily asked. But then she smirked and seemed to draw her own conclusion. "You're worried he's faking it, aren't you?"

"Yeah," Olivia answered. "It something like that."

Emily stared down the hall for a few seconds as she seemed to consider her answer and exactly what she believed about her sibling. "Normally, I would say no. Dylan isn't a very good liar."

Olivia exhaled without having realized she had started holding her breath. "Normally, he can't control himself. He's impulsive. When he wants something, he goes after it, which could be respectable, except for the fact that he can't focus for very long. To be frank, he's kind of the perfect example of why boys need to be controlled." She smirked and shook her head as she reveled in some random memory of one of his mistakes.

"You said normally," Olivia pointed out.

"There are times, when he really tries and really concentrates. Sometimes, he wants to, he can lie. He can be really deceptive, in fact."

"I see…"

"If you're wondering whether or not you should trust him, the answer is no." With that, Emily excused herself and headed back inside.

Standing out in the empty corridor, Olivia didn't know what to do. Her fingers pushed up against the palms of her hands, and her muscles remained locked in place. Back in the room, her boy was strapped down and powerless, waiting for her—waiting for her to make a decision.

Following a few seconds later, Olivia reentered the Chastity Appreciation class.

Around her, the boys squirmed and wiggled as the women touched him and he's to them.

Olivia sauntered back over to her boy with the appearance of way more confidence than she actually felt. Without saying anything to him, she met his gaze, and then she started stroking him. She brought him close, so close to an orgasm. Then she stopped. After that, she walked away again. She couldn't be close to him. She couldn't focus.

She saw one boy yank against his restraints, thrashing and bucking while a young woman stood over him and laughed. "More cream?" she asked. She lifted the blue bottle up for him to see and wiggled it on the air. "Just think about how much more sensitive you could be."

"No. Not the blue bottle! Please!"

"You know what? I’m thinking you need a muzzle. You're obviously talking way too much, and no one wants to hear what a boy has to say anyway," she mocked.

True to her word, she brought the muzzle up to his mouth, forced the gag between his teeth, and strapped it on.

The young woman glanced back at Olivia. She smiled and said, "Isn't this fun? I love Chastity Appreciation!"

"Me too," Olivia said absently. From there, she continued on.

"Please. Please, I can't take this anymore. Please, can I have the ice? Can I have the ice and the cage?" begged another boy.

The girl working with him grinned back at Olivia. "They're so easy!" she said.

Olivia agreed politely and continued to walk on. Knowing she couldn't hold off the inevitable for much longer, Olivia watched the other students as they tormented the boys strapped down to the different seats and benches.

But then she glanced across the room, and she saw Dylan there, spread out, naked, his shaft still stiff as he waited for her.

Her eyes narrowed, her lips tightened into a frowned, and she marched back to him, swinging one arm as she strode over to the bound mail. Then she pinched his cheeks, and she looked right on into his eyes, "I don't believe you."

Dylan said nothing.

"I don't believe you're really into me. I don't believe you really love me. You just messing with me. You're trying to manipulate me. You're just like all of the other boys. You're desperate, so you will do anything you can to escape. But guess what? It's not going to work."

He looked confused, like he didn't know what to say, which was almost enough to make her stop. Almost.

Olivia stroked him again. She teased him, using both hands. Soft, fluttering movements followed by gentle squeezes and tantalizing hugs made him squirm and wiggled.

"I, I wasn’t lying before," Dylan finally told her. "Please. Please, I…"

Anything he might have said was swallowed by a groan of desperate, delicious need to.

She had left him there, soaking in his arousal as he tried to figure out what might happen next. Now the onslaught battered against his thoughts, making it impossible for this boy to come up with anything coherent. She rubbed him and teased him. She used to the heel of her palm in one moment before tightening her fingers around his length in the next. Then she scratched at his side for just a moment. In those instances, Dylan probably hoped that he would be allowed to catch his breath.

She destroyed those hopes each time.

Olivia continued to play with him, stroking and teasing, fondling, grasping and taunting him with one sensation after another. The physical impulses ran along his nerves, driving him to new heights of eager need.

"Don't lie to me," she said. "We both know what you want. We both know you just want to escape."

"I, I don't want to escape. I don'—don't—want to get away from you," he told her. "Look, I know. I know I don't understand how everything works here, but I want to be close to you. Please. You have been teaching me. You have been teaching me so much. Please, I want to learn!"

Around them, the other boys were trained to eagerly begged for chastity. They were punished with simple desire. There urges became weapons and bludgeoned to be used against them, as they lost control again and again. For those other boys, and they just had to beg and embrace and learn to love their chastity cages. Those locks were the only freedom they could hope for, especially as the young women around them escorted the white cream from the blue bottles down into the palms of their hands and rubbed them along are already-sensitive parts.

"Let's try this again," she said. Her expression became cold as she squirted some of the cream from the bottle down into the palm of her hand. At once, she experienced the desensitizing effects. The chemicals worked along her nerves, making her tingle. Ciardi knew what would happen when she rubbed it down against his cock and balls.

Olivia got started, working his contours, the lines of his manhood, every inch. She worked the tip, the middle of his length, and the root of his cock before rubbing it along his scrotum, then underneath his balls along the most sensitive part of his body.

Hot arousal coursed through him.

She pulled her hands away and gave the cream time to work.

"What was that?" Dylan asked. "What, what is it going to do to me?"

Olivia chose not to answer his question. Instead, she counted to fifteen. Then she asked him another question, "Were you lying to me before?"

"No!"

Did he sound believable? Yes.

All of her training indicated that he meant those words, yet she still couldn't comprehend how something like this could happen. She had seen boys embrace obedience before, but was it possible that he would accept his subjugation so completely that he could fall in love with her?

At the same time, Olivia had to contend with her own feelings as they swirled like a storm deep within the inner recesses of her psyche. As a young woman at Calista High Academy, she was supposed to be in control, both of the boys and her own emotions. But now, these impulses gripped her, and she peered right down into his eyes.

He seemed so sincere, so eager…

"Tell me you’re lying," she commanded.

"Miss, I…" She gave his shaft another squeeze. It was almost enough to let him enjoy that burst of satisfaction.

Even so, Dylan somehow held out. He pushed those desires down, and he shook his head even as he closed his eyes. "I'm not going to lie to you. I won't."

Relaxing her grip, she started to stroke him again, gently massaging him on the left side of his cock, then the right. She pressed down on the basis of a shaft before teasing his tip. She continued to do this, on and on. At the same time, she started silently counting to herself. He had no idea how long any tormenting session might last before she stopped, giving him a few more seconds to calm down and collect himself.

Then she started again.

"Please. Please, don't make me say it. Please, I’ll do anything else you want. Please, I, I will beg for chastity."

This tormentor didn't answer.

"Please. Please, just lock me up instead. Okay? You, you don't need to trust me. I, I can be your slave! Please, enslave me! Please, lock me up! You, you don't have to let me out. Please, keep it locked up for as long as you want. A day, a week, a month, six months! Whatever you want! Please, Miss explanation please!" He was howling now, begging and pleading with everything he had.

Then Olivia looked up, and she saw Professor Stark and several of her classmates watching all of this.

The professor started to clap, the other students joined in, and Olivia finally pulled her hand away.

"I love hearing the boys’ begging," Kayla said to the students. "But I think it's time for him to get to the ice and the cage."

"Your thoughts?" Alice asked as they walked away.

When I first entered Chastity Appreciation, the Dean had to be honest with herself. She hadn't expected much. Or rather, she had already anticipated failure on her part. After all, Emily seemed to so loyal to Project Siren.

But now, after seeing her boy back like that, Alice could be so sure.

Better yet, Emily didn't respond right away. Lost in thought, she apparently couldn't make up her own mind about what she had just witnessed.

"Part of me wants to believe he was faking it," Emily replied. "I knew my brother, and I have heard him begged before. He's like so many other boys. Yes, he likes to strut around like he's always in charge, but then something goes wrong, and he can look so ridiculously pathetic."

"Boys," Alice said with a knowing shake of her head. Although she spent most of her time on Calista, she had still interacted with males from other communities. She knew what they could be like, especially when they first arrived at her school.

"Boys," Emily agreed.

"Still, I believe him."

"I don't know," Emily let her voice trail off.

"Those creams are intense. More to the point, did you see the look on Olivia's face?"

"She was determined. I don't know what the future is going to bring, but she is going to do very, very well when the matriarchy takes hold."

"That is something we can definitely agree on."

"So this was the last class, right? It's pretty much time for me to head out and send off my report."

"You know what you're going to write?"

"I have a pretty good idea," Emily answered. Both women had been walking out of the building, and now the warm sunlight played down along their features. But Emily stopped, and she looked at the Dean. "Alice, I know I have said it before, but I want you to know that I really do admire you and appreciate what you're doing here. Still, I can't write the recommendation you want."

"We have another class," Alice said, cutting her off. "It's experimental, but I want you to see it. I want you to consider another alternative."

Emily's eyes tightened, and she turned her head slightly to the side as she considered this. "What class is that?"

"Pharmacology," Alice replied.

"But I thought you preferred a social dynamic?"

"Stay for another day. You'll see. And you won't regret it."

After everyone else, including the teacher, had left, Olivia had stayed there. At first, she stood over her bound boy. Then she wandered over to one of the random seats, and she sat down. Only a little while ago, a boy had been here, his legs spread, his arms trapped behind him, all while he begged and made one promise after another. Of course, it hadn't done any good.

Olivia had dutifully used to the ice on her student, running the frozen water up and down his length until he softened. Yes, the powerful urges remained, but he hadn't complained.

For several long minutes, Olivia studied him. She watched this boy, almost like staring would be enough to let her see the truth behind his eyes and between his ears. What was he really feeling?

Normally, reading a boy could be easy. It was supposed to be simple, especially because they so frequently telegraphed their emotions. Even the most deceptive and manipulative males could be understood with just a little bit of training and practice. But now, Olivia lacked that objectivity.

"I could get up and walk away right now," she said to her boy and the rest of the empty classroom.

"Yes, Miss," he said dutifully, his voice quiet and accepting.

"I could walk away and let someone else become your tutor. The Dean came close to reassigning me already. She isn't convinced I can handle you."

"Yes, Miss," he said as he listened to everything she had to say. If he had his own thoughts or opinions, he didn't share them, probably because he had started to realize that her perspective was more valuable anyway.

"Ask again."

"Please, Miss. Please, make me your slave?" He sounded uncertain this time. Yes, the desires were still there, but it was different now. His heart wasn't pounding away in his chest, and he didn't have the instinctive urge to struggle against to the restraints.

Olivia stood up and walked over to him. "This was your last class," she told the boy. "After this, your sister is probably going to take you back into custody. Then I don't know what she's going to do with you."

As she spoke, something inside of her tight into twisted. She had worked with other males before. There had been classes, demonstrations, exercises, and practice. But now, she didn't know what to do or say. Then her vision blurred, and she closed her eyes before she dipped down and kissed him.

Somehow, it almost felt like saying goodbye, right until that moment when her phone buzzed.

Alice didn't have much time. After she excused herself, she rushed back to her office, and she started making the calls. She spoke with both students and the members of the relevant faculty. She started asking questions, and she repeatedly heard the same answers. "We know it's safe, but not sure if it's going to work."

Someone else said, "The statistical models look good, but there's no guarantee."

"Yeah, the safety protocols are in place, but this is still going to be a risk, especially because we aren't sure."

"We don't know. We really don't," said another one of the researchers. She was trying to be honest with her boss, but Alice had always emphasized benign neglect when it came to the laboratory work.

And now, because of an intellectual bias, this might be the only way to save Calista High Academy.

At several points, Alice actually wondered if she should just stop. It would have been easy to relax into her seat, acknowledged that she and the rest of the institution had done a lot for Calista and move on. She was a skilled trainer with lots of experience, so she could do very well for herself. More to the point, she might have been able to convince the Consortium to rework the purpose of Calista High Academy.

Maybe they could have focused on intensive weekend trainings or something.

But no, she didn't want to see this college morphs into a resort for the women of the Consortium and their friends.

Alice started tapping her fingers against her desktop, only now she sped up, smacking her nails down against the solid wood louder and louder. Then she froze, stopping, and she knew what she had to do.

She made several more calls, secured the boys, and recognize one simple fact.

She had to use Dylan Winters. That would be the only way.

"Where are we going?" asked her student.

"To be honest," Olivia said while still holding his hand, "I don't know." Yes, she had received the text message, and it told Olivia she was supposed to take Dylan to another class: Pharmacology. Yeah, she had met a couple of the students on campus who studied biology, chemistry, and a few other hard sciences, but she does courses weren't part of the standard curriculum. Calista High Academy prepared the female students for leadership positions rather than positions with pharmaceutical companies.

So now, she headed toward building she had never visited before, and she escorted Dylan there.

"Do you know what's going to happen?"

She glanced over at the boy. "I don't."

"Miss?"

"What is it, Dylan?"

"I meant what I said. I meant all of it."

She stopped, tightened her grip on his hand, and then she closed her eyes for just a moment as she waited to decide whether or not she would say anything. Ultimately, she remained silent. She pulled on his arm again, guiding him across the academy and to the laboratory.

It only took them a couple of minutes to get there. Once she found the door, she tried to grab the handle and turn it, but it wouldn't budge. She knocked, and that's when Dean Carver opened it for her.

Olivia blinked, surprised to see her.

"Come in. It's time we get started."

The laboratory was a large room equipped with different types of microscopes, laptops, scanners, and centrifuges. The lab looked impressive. The technology seemed expensive. It was full of monitors and wires. There were tubes and machinery. They could hear the hum of it. It was muted yet constant.

Like many of the young women on campus, Olivia had focused almost exclusively on social dynamics. She intended to learn how to convince the nails of the world that they needed to surrender. It would be better for them. Deep down, this was what they craved anyway.

Only now, she had to wonder what else the school had been up to.

When she arrived, she found Alice waiting for her.

Dean Carver turned around, and she said, "Hello, Olivia. How are you doing with your boy?"

"I think we are both doing well," Olivia said carefully. "What's going on here?"

Just then, someone emerged from a back room. Actually, there were two people.

"Let me introduce Jennifer Bailey and Alyssa Shore. Professor Bailey is one of the best chemical engineers on the island."

"I'm probably one of the best in all of Europe," Jennifer said. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Olivia. This is my assistant, Alyssa. I believe the two of you have had some classes together? Is that correct?" Jennifer was a middle-aged woman in a white lab coat over a navy blue dress. She wore black framed glasses. She also had red hair and was extremely tall and thin. She had a large and alluring set of breasts and was very attractive.

"Yeah," Olivia said uncertainly. Still holding onto Dylan's hand, she tugged him forward.

Seconds later, the door opened and closed behind them again.

Olivia glanced over her shoulder and saw his sister.

"What's going on here?" Olivia asked again.

"A demonstration," Alice replied. "Dylan, can you tell us about yourself?"

The young man glanced back at his sister, then the Dean, the researcher, and finally back at Olivia. His tutor nodded, encouraging him to cooperate and behave himself.

"What would you like to know, Ma'am?" As he spoke, Olivia let go of his hand, so he crossed his wrists in front of his pelvis and let his eyes slide back down to the floor.

"You have been with us for almost a full week. How does that make you feel?"

At first, he didn't say anything, so Olivia coaxed him, "Go on. Just be honest. That's all you have to do right now."

Emily stepped around to join the other women. At the same time, she rolled her eyes, like she didn't believe any of this.

"You're skeptical," said Professor Bailey. "Am I to infer or that you don't believe in social programming?"

Emily swallowed back her uncertainty, especially because it was obvious she didn't know exactly what to say for a moment. But then, perhaps remembering that she was almost done with Calista High Academy, she opted to tell the truth. "Let's just say that I prefer more quantitative methods."

"You're not alone," said the chemist. "Frankly, I was get frustrated with the social elements. Deception is always aggravating. I prefer something verifiable and objective."

"Science," Emily said.

"Exactly," Professor Bailey agreed.

"Science, in its purest form can be objective," Olivia interjected. Suddenly, all of the women in the room turned back to her. All at once, she felt very, very much like an inexperienced college student. Yes, Emily was younger, but she had still presumably graduated. She was obviously someone with clout and leverage. Then there was Dean Carver, one of the most powerful women on the island. And yet, no one chided her for her comment. That's why she continued, "In a lot of ways, science one of the best ways to understand the world. Empiricism has been incredibly helpful, but we need to remember that science is still filtered through people. No matter what you discover or invent, people will be the ones who use it, so that element of sociology, no matter how distasteful, will always be there."

"True," Professor Bailey replied. "Unfortunate but true."

"Go on. Tell us about yourself," Olivia told her student. "Tell us how you feel."

"Nervous," he said. Then a stupid smile drew the corners of his mouth upward. Obviously, he wanted to be serious, and yet he needed to obey this command. "Aroused." Professor Bailey's assistant smiled at that, but the other women remained serious and implacable. "But more than that, I think I am just grateful."

"Nonsense," Emily muttered as she glanced down and shook her head.

"And why would you be grateful?" Dean Carver asked. This wasn't going well, especially if they hoped to convince Emily.

And yet, her brother continued, "Over the last couple of days, I have met incredible people. More to the point, I have also been shown a new way to live. I think, I think this is a better way."

"And what way is that?" asked Professor Bailey.

"I can be obedient," he said. He uttered the words like a revelation. "I can be obedient and recognize the authority of the women around me. I know this isn't what I was raised to believe or expect, but I think this is who I am supposed to be. It feels right. When I'm down on my knees in front of Miss Olivia, I know that's where I belong. I know I'm being trained, but I like it. This doesn't feel like coercion, I guess. I guess that's what I'm trying to say."

His brows creased with frustration, and then he stopped talking.

For several long seconds, no one said anything. The moment stretched out, one after another.

"Of everyone here, you know your brother best. Is he lying?" Dean Carver asked.

To her credit, Emily considered this and waited. She processed what he just said. "I've never seen you behave like this, Dylan. Are you actually changing?" She stepped forward, and he remained right there with his wrists crossed and his eyes downcast. Then she grabbed him by his hair, pulled his head back, and looked into his eyes. "Be honest with me."

"Yes. I'm telling you the truth."

"I'm not sure," Emily eventually decided. "So tell me again, Alice, why are we here?"

"Professor Bailey, tell us about your compound."

The woman in the lab coat finally smiled, perhaps pleased she now had the opportunity to demonstrate her work. "As I'm sure you are all aware, humans have experimented with psychedelics for millennia. Mostly, these have been used for recreational and religious purposes. In the last century or so, governments and other institutions have started focusing on the relationship between chemical interactions and psychological control. As we know, there are certain compounds that exist in nature that can alter behavior, making people more reckless, lowering their inhibitions, and helping them to approach the world in one way or another. This might mean reducing anxiety or stimulating certain emotions. What we are doing here is similar, however there is one instinct we wish to promote above all others."

"Obedience," Alice said.

"Exactly," said the chemist. "And that is what all of our research indicates we have achieved here."

"What?" Emily asked. "I didn't think you had made any real progress."

"I'm good," Jennifer replied simply. With those two words, she seemed to expect her audience to understand exactly what this meant. But then she chuckled and continued, "I know that this is hard to believe. And yet, that is what our statistical models tell us. The male mind, once injected with our formula, becomes more malleable and susceptible to verbal commands for one very good reason."

"And what would that be?" Emily asked, only the excitement obviously rippled through her voice.

"Our chemical compound alters the way a male will react to any given command. Right now, when a boy hears in order, he starts to process it. First, his mind runs through a set of psychological and organic algorithms to determine how much tension he should pay. From there, he consciously considers the choice. Most of the time, a command comes with some sort of pain response. It is generally minute, as though the boy doesn't even realize that it is there. However, we can take this response and inferred it and expand it, making it so that the boy enjoys following orders. Thus, he could be enslaved voluntarily."

"But that's not voluntary," Olivia said, stepping forward. Again, she realized she may have pushed things too far. But then, seeing that everyone was looking at her, she said, "Maybe that should be used in extreme cases of disobedience or something, but that's not what we have here."

"Are you sure about that?" Alice asked, if only because she knew Emily would do so.

"Yeah," Emily added. "My brother has always been a spoiled brat. Actually, let me amend that. He’s always been a stubborn, spoiled brat."

"Maybe he was before he got here," Olivia conceded, "I have been training him. Just let him demonstrate. You don't need to do this. You don't need to mess with him. This school is working. We are taking boys like Dylan and turning them into obedient servants."

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure he's not manipulating you?"

"It doesn't matter. We can give him the shot, and then it will no longer be a question of choice," Professor Bailey said.

"No," Olivia said, stepping in front of her boy.

"He isn't your property," Alice pointed out, her voice little more than a whisper.

Apparently recognizing the simple truth at the same moment, Olivia turned back to his true owner: his sister. She stepped toward Emily and said, "Look, I don't know exactly why you are here, but this is her brother, right? You want to see him enslaved. You want to see him take the right path. He's a boy, but no matter what he has done, you can test him right here and right now. You know him better than anyone else here. Make the determination for yourself. And if you think he's faking it, then, that I won't get in the way."

Even as Olivia made this promise, she recognized the silliness of it all. She had no legal standing, no right to protect this boy from that untested chemical compound. Sure, the models said it would be safe, but a chemical compound tested out in the wild on an unknown subject could be dangerous. As she stood there in front of Emily, desperately hoping this young woman would listen to her, Olivia realized how scared she was for her student...for this boy.

"Fine," Emily said. Then she turned back to Alice. "I want this to demonstrate that I'm not biased against your program. Right here and right now, I'm giving your program a fair chance. Let's see what this boy can do."

They pushed him too far once. In doing so, he had broken, demonstrating just how brittle male obedience could be.

Olivia experienced that rush of trepidation. It seemed to vibrate deep within her chest even as she stood back. Many women have been in this position before in one way or another, wondering whether or not their training would hold and the boys they had worked so hard to sculpt and mold would be able to live up to their expectations.

But she had only been with Dylan for a couple of days. And deep down, she still had to wonder. Even if she recognized her own feelings, what about his? She wanted to believe he had meant what he said, but he was a boy, and boys could lie so easily…

"Strip," Emily ordered first.

Olivia blinked, surprised to hear the command, but Dylan didn't have the same problem. Like any well-trained stallion or servant, he quickly worked the buttons of his shirt, shrugging it off. His pants, shoes, socks, and even his boxers followed. He didn't have any hesitation as he got naked in front of these women. Down to his chastity cage, he now stood there in front of her, calmly waiting for his next command.

"Not bad," she said. "I wasn't sure you would be able to get naked in front of your sister."

"You gave me an order," he said. "And I wanted to obey it."

"That's the question, isn't it?" Emily asked philosophically. "Did you really want to obey my command, or are you only doing this because you're scared of the compound and what it could do to you?"

"May I speak, Miss?"

"Go for it," Emily said with a little sneer in her voice.

If Dylan noticed, he gave no sign of it.

"I'm not scared of the compound," he told her. "If you decide to give it to me, I will accept it."

"So you’ve changed this much in just a couple of days?"

"Miss Olivia is an excellent tutor," he said without any hint of irony or sarcasm. "She has been training me." Then he risked looking up at his sister. "She has shown me just how good it can feel to surrender. I will do anything she wants. I will do anything you tell me to do."

"Kiss my shoes," she ordered.

He lowered himself down, and he pressed his lips to her right shoe, then her left.

Emily narrowed her eyes as she watched this, almost like she didn't really believe him. And yet, she hesitated afterward, like she doesn't know how else to test him, not until a little smile grew along the contours of her mouth. Suddenly, Olivia had this strange, sickening twist at the pit of her stomach.

"When I was seven, did you steal my doll?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. Emily's eyes got bigger, and she glanced around, almost like she didn't really believe he had just confessed that point.

Maybe to herself, maybe to the others, she said, "He's never admitted that before. Seriously, I have tried to get him to tell me the truth, even after the point where parents wouldn't have cared. He lied to me every single time. Didn't you?"

"Yes, Miss. I lied to you." He lowered his head down further and said, "I'm sorry. I never should have lied to you."

"Why not?"

"You're my sister," he said automatically. "I should have been a better brother." Only then he shook his head as though he just came up with a better thought, "More than that, I'm a boy, and boys should never lie to their superiors. I know that you're smarter than me. Even before I came here, I knew it. I knew you were smarter and stronger."

Emily sneered again. "I was fifteen, I said you emptied my wallet. You stole from me. Is that true?"

"Yes, Miss."

"After admitting all of this because you know you are meant to be a servant? You know that you are meant to be a slave? Is that it?"

"Yes, Miss."

"I almost believe you," Emily said. "See that counter right there? Put your hands on it."

He obeyed, turning around, leaning forward, and pushing his palms down against the curved edges of the counter. She came up to him, she grabbed his ass, and she said simply, "I’m to punish you right now. I’m to spank you. I want to do this, so I am. You can make this stop just by turning around and fighting me. That's all you have to do, Dylan. We fought a lot of us kids, didn't we?"

It seemed almost painful for him to admit, but he told her, "Yes, Miss."

As he tightened his eyes shut, Olivia had to wonder what this boy was thinking. Would he really dedicate himself to serving the women around him? Would he do it for her?

None of the women flinched when Emily started his punishment. She didn't start out slow, and she didn't give him the opportunity to adjust or get used to it. Her hand smacked down hard. She lifted her palm, brought it down just as hard again. If anything, as she spanked him, channeling all of her strength, she got better as she struck the same spot.

He shivered, his knuckles tightened against the counter, and he fought to stay right there.

Olivia didn't count because she didn't want to know, yet his backside turned a bright shade of crimson within the span of a couple of seconds. Still, she wasn't done.

He grunted. He whimpered.

"Quiet, slave," Emily snarled.

This time, he shut his mouth.

Olivia shifted forward, and she was about to say something, but Alice put a hand on her shoulder and whispered, "Don't. If you interrupt right now, you might ruin everything. He's trying hard. He's doing it for you."

Olivia tried to answer, only the words wouldn't form. Instead, she had to listen as the staccato rhythm of that spanking beat out against the air, one ricocheting noise after another.

Finally, Emily stepped back. Her face was flushed, she was breathing hard, and she turned to the others. For a second, it looks like she was going to say something, only then she said to him, "On your knees, slave."

Without a word, Dylan obeyed.

In that instant, Alice could see it. Emily chewed on the inside of her mouth as she processed all of this; she was about to make up her mind, to stick with what she had already known and believed. It would be easier. With her background in economics, she could rely on the numbers, watches this boy surrendered, and maybe take the formula back to the Consortium.

"This boy knows his place. In just a couple of days, we have turned your brother, one of the most disobedient males I have ever seen, into an eager servant."

Emily looked back at him. Just like that, she seemed to give herself permission to change her mind. "I think you're right."

"So you're not going to inject him?"

"That's your decision," Emily told Alice. "That said, I don't need to see anything. I think you're right. Maybe it's going to take longer, but institutions like Calista High Academy need to exist. The boys will be retrained because doing it right will be better than doing it fast, especially if we can reproduce results like this."

"We don't need to inject him," Alice said. "Professor Bailey, keep studying this, and let me know when you're more comfortable proceeding with human trials."

"Understood."

Emily exhaled a long breath, and she held out her hand. "Dean Carver, thank you very much for hosting me over the last week or so. I really appreciate it. I will send my recommendation to the Consortium, and I will make sure you get a copy."

"Thank you very much."

"What about Dylan?" Olivia had to ask.

Emily glanced down at the boy. "Keep him," she said.

Dylan glanced up. Some of his obedience seemed to fray right then. Yes, he remained naked and on his knees. Still, it was obvious that he needed to speak, yet he held his tongue. Women were talking, and their perspectives were obviously far more important than his.

"When you finish your studies, I might even let you keep him permanently," Emily said. "Think of it as a graduation present."

The two young women hardly knew each other, but Olivia threw herself forward, and she wrapped her arms around the school's visitor.

After she saw Emily off, Alice went back to her office. Luckily, Jeffrey was already inside, diligently alphabetizing some files for her secretary.

"Lock the door," she said without any preamble.

Her assistant quickly obeyed, jumping from his small desk in the corner and racing off toward the double doors. He locked them, turned around, just in time to see Alice Carver lift her skirt and pulled down her panties.

"Good news, Ma'am?"

"Very good news," Alice said. "Maybe I will tell you all about it. The right now, I want you on your knees." She sat up on the edge of her desk, spread her legs, and watched as the boy rushed forward. He slid his head between her inner thighs, and he started licking diligently, demonstrating once again why Jeffrey was her favorite servant on campus.

That night, she pulled him from the cafeteria, held onto his hand, and rushed ahead, practically running. They could have gone back to her room, but she had something else in mind. A silver sliver of moonlight cutdown across the campus, and she followed the light, guiding him back to the Arboretum, back to their open space. She remembered that large stone, and now she wanted to play with him.

Dylan did his best to keep up.

They maneuvered around the trees, through the clearings, and finally found that special spot.

Once they got there, she spun on him, and her eyes glittered in the light. She unzipped her boots, kicked them off, and her socks followed moments later. Next, she turned around, and ordered, "Unzip my dress."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

The fabric fell away, and she stepped out of that pool of clothing. Next, she removed her bra, and finally, she took off her panties, all while he watched.

"I'm proud of you, Dylan," she said. Then she stepped over to him. Naked, she seemed to exude this incredible power. Yes, he remained closed, yet that hardly mattered. "There's just one more test for you to pass."

"Test?"

"That's right," she said.

As he started to ask a question, she grabbed him by the hair along the back of his head. She kissed him firmly and passionately as she reveled in the soft give of his lips. That mixture of firm and yielding made her growl with desire. She nibbled on his bottom lip before her tongue started teasing and flirting with his.

A groan of need vibrated through his body.

"Don't say anything," she said. "I want to completely silent until I take you back to your room. In the morning, I will let you speak again. The right now, you’re mine. You’re the quiet boy I’ve trained and tamed.”

With those words, she made sure he understood.

But this was only the beginning because she pushed him down onto his knees. Next, she forced him to the grass. The damp moisture rubbed along his shoulder blades, but he didn't complain. By her command, he didn't say anything, especially when she straddled him and rubbed her sex along his thigh. At the same time, he must have struggled through those conflicting sensations. The grass rubbed against his back. It was cold to the touch, but her body was hot. Her breasts squeezed down against him, and it was everything any boy could have hoped for!

But then she kissed him some more, first to the right side of his neck, then the left. She grazed her teeth along his skin as she toyed with him.

He didn't utter a word, but he couldn't keep those whimpers suppressed or locked away in the depths of his chest.

"Suck," she commanded as she pulled herself up onto her hands and knees. Then she dipped her breasts down toward his mouth. She started with her left nipple, and he latched on obediently, sucking just as she ordered. His lips hardened around that point, and her eyes widened. A miniature orgasm raced through her body, lighting up her senses and making her crave even more.

She switched and slid her right nipple down between his lips. Again, he sucked, hollowing his cheeks as his tongue flicked out. He played with the tip of her nipple, and bright, evanescent sparks of need sprinted through her body.

"Good boy," she said. "That's right. This is how you look like a real servant, don't you? And this is just beginning, Dylan. You're going to learn so much. I'm going to tutor you every single day. I’ll make sure you are the best behaved, best trained boy on the island. Yes, I'm going to be so proud of you!"

Then she pulled away again, and now she straddled his face. Her knees pushed down against the grass as she rubbed her sex along his lips, and then she issued the next command. "Serve me."

Olivia grabbed onto the nearby stone. She used that enormous rock for leverage. She rubbed herself on him even as she lost herself to the rhythm, to the jolts of sensation. They felt like musical lightning bolts as they played through her body. Her heart hammered faster and faster as she came closer and closer.

But Olivia wasn't done, not yet.

"This boy is mine," she declared to the rest of the school, the rest of the island, the rest of the world. "This boy is mine, and I love him, and I'm keeping him!"

Pleasure exploded to her body like a newborn star. It pulsed again and again, racing along her veins. Wild satisfaction gripped her, making Olivia forget about everything else. But as she closed her eyes, she thought of this young man.

Then she pulled away, and she straddled him again, looking down as his lips glistened with her excitement. "I love you too," she finally said before she kissed him.

Like the servant she always knew he could be, he remained quiet because his trainer hadn't given him permission to speak. Together, they cuddled under the starlight until it was time for Olivia to take this boy back to the boys' dorm.

The End
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