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



 

 Part 2: Pet Freshman 
 
    “I’m proud of you, big brother!” 
 
    When she called him “big Brother,” why did it sound sarcastic? Technically, that phrase should have denoted his superior maturity and experience. But it didn’t, not in this world, not in a society ruled by women. 
 
    Besides, Natasha would have pointed out that young women mature faster than boys anyway, so his head start didn’t mean a whole heck of a lot. Plus, he was only a year older anyway. 
 
    While she was looking forward to starting her senior year of high school, he was about to move into the dorms on campus. 
 
    That’s right. He was going to be a college freshman. 
 
    More than three months before this, Jake had visited the home of Morgan Taylor. On that night, his little sister had advised him to be flirtatious and friendly. After all, the girls at the University wanted boys who could be “social”. Usually, that meant courteous and quiet. As far as the women in power were concerned, boys only went to college to find high quality girlfriends and wives. 
 
    But Jake really wanted to learn. He wanted to master something difficult and interesting. He wanted to demonstrate that he had potential. 
 
    To do that, he needed sponsorship. He had to get the approval of an upper class student, someone like Morgan Taylor. 
 
    Jake tried to tell himself that he should have expected her demands. She wanted to use him. She actually strapped him down, paddled him, and had sex with him. She used him for his body. But it wasn’t just his body. She had also craved his subservience. She wanted to domesticate him. She had said as much. Sometimes, when he was alone, Jake tried to convince himself that he should not have been surprised. And yet, he still fantasized about her. 
 
    He couldn’t help it. 
 
    Every day, he woke up, grabbed his phone, and turned it on, desperately hoping there would be a message from her. 
 
    Just a text. One text. That’s what he really, really wanted! 
 
    Yes, Morgan Taylor had been gorgeous, the kind of girl he would never picture himself with. She was too hot, too attractive, too smart and successful. 
 
    And yet, he had pleased her, hadn’t he? 
 
    At the very least, she had given him approval to enroll at the University. 
 
    Of course, his enrollment came with a price. 
 
    Every morning, he woke up and checked his phone. But, when he inevitably felt that step with disappointment, he reached down, his hand moving underneath the elastic of his sweatpants. And then he would feel it, that plastic tube locking his shaft. Once they had sex, she locked him in a chastity cage. 
 
    Jake didn’t really understand why she did it. Why did she want to make sure that he couldn’t have an erection, let alone an orgasm? 
 
    No, it wasn’t true that he didn’t understand. When he closed his eyes and thought about it, he knew precisely why that young woman enjoyed having the key to his cage. 
 
    Power. It was all about power. 
 
    In so many different ways, ways that women didn’t even realize, their relationships with men were all about power, control, and ownership. 
 
    He knew that most girls wouldn’t believe this. As far as they were concerned, women and men were equal. Legally, it was true. Mostly. Sure, the policies were different for males and females, but that made sense. Women and men were fundamentally different. They couldn’t be treated the same, not literally, not when there were these two sexes out in society. 
 
    But in all the ways the counted, women and men were equal. Men were free to apply for the same jobs as women. Sure, men might have to wait a little bit longer before they were legally allowed to vote, but that made sense too considering how emotional guys could be. They weren’t ready to vote at a young age like their female counterparts. Giving guys a little bit of extra time to mature and understand how the world really worked was actually beneficial for them. 
 
    Yes, pretty much every young woman Jake had encountered eagerly accepted and believed those patronizing myths and explanations. Why wouldn’t they? Those stories kept the girls in power. 
 
    “Please tell me that’s not what you’re wearing when you move in,” Natasha said to her brother, snapping him out of his reverie. 
 
    She had finally put down her game controller. She loved wandering the digital realms, playing a powerful Valkyrie. In this game, her character could wield magic and muscle to rip through enemy hordes. All of the female characters were like that. If someone wanted to play as a male, he would inevitably end up a healer or support character. 
 
    Did the programmers realize what they were doing? Probably not. Every woman sitting at a computer terminal would probably just ask herself what would be cool? And just like that, she would decide that the women would be up front, ready to fight with their superior intellect and dexterity. The boys might be physically stronger, but that just meant they were well suited to carry the women’s gear. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your outfit,” she said. “I know you’re just moving into the boys’ dorm, but you should wear something more appealing.” 
 
    “I’m going to be lugging around boxes and stuff,” Jake protested. 
 
    “I know,” Natasha said. “But I bet you there will be a lot of girls around. They’re going to be checking out the fresh meat.” 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” he said. 
 
    Now that she had stopped her game, she focused on her brother and grinned. “It’s true,” she teased. Somehow, she managed to distance herself from some of the sexual implications of what she was telling him. “These girls are going to come around looking for a nice young man like you. They’re going to want to get first dibs. You should wear something cute.” 
 
    “This isn’t my interview,” he said. “Going forward, I’m going to be judged based off of my abilities.” 
 
    Natasha stared at him for several frustrating seconds as though she couldn’t understand what he had just said. He may as well have broken out in ancient Greek or something. Then, even more infuriating, she just started laughing! It didn’t build up slowly either. She went from dead quiet to raucous laughter, and he could only sit there, blushing brightly. 
 
    “Unless, of course, you’re hoping that maybe Morgan will stop by?” 
 
    He was. He couldn’t admit it. 
 
    “Oh, Jake, don’t get your hopes up. You’re probably going to end up with a nice freshman girl. She’s going to want to experiment, and she’s going to want to play around with you. Don’t let her break your heart, but understand that this is college, and the girls have every right to do what they want.” 
 
    He bristled, biting down. Simultaneously, he thought of Morgan Taylor with her sleek, dark red hair. 
 
    “Anyway, you should go put on something cute. You want to impress ladies on campus, don’t you?” 
 
    “Not really,” he said. 
 
    She looked right into his eyes and arched an eyebrow. “Yeah, you do.” Just like that, she contradicted him about his own feelings. 
 
      
 
    Inevitably, she won the argument. He had on a pair of jeans that hugged him in just the right ways while still appearing reasonably loose. His T-shirt, on the other hand, seemed to cling to his every curve. 
 
    Over the summer, Jake had worked out. Why? 
 
    Because he had a lot more energy for the last few months. He tried to deny that it was the effect of the chastity cage, but he hadn’t been able to enjoy an orgasm for months. Freaking months! 
 
    At first, the denial had driven him close to crazy. He had been so frustrated all the time. But, like a good boy, he knew how to stay quiet and courteous, especially when around women. In the meantime, he took all of his pent-up sexual energy and channeled into studying and exercising. 
 
    So now, he looked better than he had when he first met Morgan Taylor. 
 
    His sister drove him back onto campus, and she waited in the car while he unloaded the boxes. Once he was done, Natasha escorted him up to his new, small room. Usually, boys had to share spaces like this, but Jake had gotten lucky. 
 
    His roommate had decided to get married over the summer, meaning that he wouldn’t need to go to college after all. 
 
    Still, the space was pretty tiny, basically a glorified closet. He didn’t know how they would have fit two guys in here, but that was part of the college experience, right? Then again, Jake didn’t check out the suites enjoyed by the females on campus. He didn’t want to know. 
 
    Natasha put her hands on his shoulders and smiled. “I’m proud of you, big brother.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. This is quite an achievement. You’re going to have an awesome time, and I’m sure you’re going to meet a really nice girl.” 
 
    He gulped, wondering what a girl would think of his chastity cage. Technically, he had said that he belonged to Morgan, but that couldn’t last forever, could it? It wasn’t like they were getting married or anything. Hell, he hadn’t even seen her for months! 
 
    Of course, there was a reason for that. 
 
    Each morning, he checked his phone without actually calling her or texting her for one very good reason. After she had released him from his restraints, Morgan had leaned down and whispered into his ear, “I’ll call you when I’m ready.” 
 
    He accepted the implication, knowing that he wasn’t supposed to reach out to her first. Over the course of probably several thousand moments of weakness, Jake had been so tempted. At several points, he had even picked up his phone, typing in her number. It wasn’t necessary, but he had memorized it. Fast. You know, just in case his phone crashed or exploded or something. 
 
    His sister gave him a big hug, squeezing him for a couple of seconds. Then she stepped back and asked, “Anyway, is there anything I can do for you?” 
 
    “No, I think I’m good,” he told her. 
 
    Just like that, she hugged him one more time, patted him on the head, and left. 
 
      
 
    As Jake worked to unpack his stuff, he started to hear someone knock on the doors down the hallway. “Hey, Boys. Welcome to college!” called out a cheerful, female tone. “We are having a meeting in the common room in ten minutes. Participation is mandatory!” She somehow managed to sound cheerful about that last part too. 
 
    Jake expected something like this, so he quickly wrapped up, and then headed to the common room after a few more minutes. He didn’t want to be really early. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, he saw a bunch of young men just like him. They were glancing around, apparently nervous. A few were chatting. 
 
    Then a young woman marched back into the room. She had a tablet computer under her arm. “Hello, everyone. My name is Alyssa, and I’m going to be your resident advisor, AKA RA. Obviously, you boys are all required to live on campus in the dorms unless you can find a female sponsor to vouch for you.” 
 
    Jake nodded along with the other guys. If anyone objected to this unfair system, they didn’t say anything. The girls could move off of campus whenever they liked. Usually, lots of the freshman decided to live at the school to make things simpler, especially while they adjusted. The boys, or so the thinking went, couldn’t be trusted to live in apartments on their own or with male roommates. They needed female supervision. 
 
    “As your RA, it’s my responsibility to make sure that you all follow the rules. You have your curfew, codes of conduct and behavior, and a general outline of expectations. If you step out of line, I will give you a warning. If you cause any trouble, I’m also authorized to enforce your behavior with corporal punishment.” 
 
    The boys gulped as they heard that, probably because they knew that this wasn’t some silly fantasy. 
 
    If this girl, Alyssa, decided to punish them, it would be severe. 
 
    Several of the guys shrank back, rolling their shoulders downward or trying to scoot deeper into their seats. 
 
    For his part, Jake told himself that it didn’t matter. Sure, males could theoretically be punished, but that wouldn’t affect him because he wasn’t planning on breaking any rules. He was there to get his education, so it wasn’t like he wanted to sneak out to go spend time with his girlfriend or something. 
 
    He didn’t even have a girlfriend. 
 
    No, he had a chastity cage. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, he didn’t allow himself to get frustrated or angry. Instead, he concentrated on Alyssa. 
 
    She was going over the bullet points, how the boys had to maintain a certain GPA, attend a certain number of events, and generally add to the college’s social atmosphere. 
 
    The boys all listened along, nodded when appropriate, and did their best to appear as though they weren’t nervous or intimidated by their new surroundings. 
 
    The way Alyssa smiled at these boys made it abundantly clear that she knew exactly how they were feeling. They could try to deny it all they wanted, but it was obvious. They were a pack of scared little freshman, and that made them adorable. That’s why, when she spoke, she sounded like some overly excited cheerleader or babysitter. 
 
    But then she finished with, “Does anyone have any questions?” 
 
    The boys looked back at one another, yet no one dared ask a question. 
 
    “It’s okay if you have questions,” she said, clearly doing her best to sound welcoming and understanding. “Hey, I remember what it was like on my first day too. I mean, not everything will be the same, obviously, but it’s normal and natural to be scared. Who here is scared?” 
 
    None of the boys raised their hands. Alyssa put her palms on her hips, then picked someone out. She pointed to a random guy with sandy blonde hair and said, “Tell me you’re scared.” 
 
    “But, but I’m not,” he protested. 
 
    Jake wasn’t sure whether or not he believed this young man, but he didn’t say anything about it. 
 
    Alyssa pouted out her lips with mock concern. “It doesn’t matter what you think. I’m telling you right now that you are really nervous. Written all of your face, sweetie.” Sweetie. Yeah, she didn’t see them as her equal. “Now tell me you’re scared.” 
 
    “I’m not going to lie,” he said. 
 
    Now she tilted her head to her side and asked, “What’s your name?” 
 
    The boy looked at the other young men, almost as though he hoped someone might step forward to help him. No one did. They understood that he was going to get himself in trouble, so none of them wanted to step in that same trap. 
 
    “Tyler,” he finally said. 
 
    “Okay, Tyler.” She leaned forward, putting her hands on her thighs now. Since she was standing, it made her look like she wanted to be on the same level as him, which meant getting lower herself. “I’m going to tell you something. If you want to succeed in college, attitude is key. I know that you’re scared, so pretending to be some big, macho man won’t really help you here. The girls are too smart to be impressed by that. We want to see boys with the right attitude. You have the right attitude to succeed here?” 
 
    He gulped, looked down, and said timidly, “I guess.” 
 
    Confident that she had taken one more step in breaking his spirit, she jumped up and clapped her hands together. “That’s great! That’s what I want to hear! I want to know that you have the right attitude, which means that when something is obviously true, you should just go along with it.” 
 
    “But what if you disagree?” Jake was shocked to realize that it was his own voice who asked the question. 
 
    “Disagreement is fine,” Alyssa said. “In fact, that’s one of the tenants at this university. People must be free to disagree in order to discern the truth. But at the same time, it’s important that you recognize authority and credibility. I’ve been at this school for several years now, so I know boys like you. I’ve seen lots of guys, and I know that you’re always really scared on the first day. Isn’t that right, Tyler?” 
 
    When he looked up, it was clear that he wanted to resist. He needed to argue with her, but if he wasn’t scared before, he certainly was now. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Since I’m your RA, how should you address me?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said. He kept his expression blank, but the colors swirling along his cheekbones made it clear that he found this deeply embarrassing. 
 
    They all did. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Now, go back to your rooms and start unpacking. I will call you out when it’s time to go down to the cafeteria for dinner.” 
 
    They would all be eating at the same time. They needed female monitors to make sure they didn’t get into any trouble. Of course, the cafeterias in the female dormitories were always open. 
 
    Jake glanced back at Alyssa, only now he realized her eyes were on him. They were quite vivid, a sharp shade of blue, so he quickly looked away, worried that he had done something wrong. 
 
    He had. He just didn’t know what, not yet. 
 
      
 
    Back in his dorm room, Jake unpacked his stuff and reveled in the fact that he would be allowed some privacy. Seriously, how did they really expect to pack two guys into one of these rooms? He knew that a pair of twin beds fit in here, but they would have been so close! 
 
    Anyway, he appreciated his good luck as he finished putting stuff away. Just then, the door opened. Had he locked it? Jake couldn’t remember, but now there was a girl standing there. As he turned around, he saw her again. 
 
    “Alyssa,” he said her name, all without speaking. 
 
    “Hello, Jake,” she said. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, you can address me appropriately.” 
 
    Stupid! He quickly stammered, immediately going back to his conversation with Morgan Taylor from the spring. “I’m sorry, Miss Alyssa.” 
 
    She stared at him for a second, making him literally shiver and shake as he contemplated her reaction. What would she do? What would she say? 
 
    “Very nice,” she said with a condescending nod of her head. “Mind if I sit down?” The young woman didn’t actually bother waiting for his response. Instead, she moved over to his bed, sat down with her back straight, and crossed her legs. 
 
    “Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “Only in a manner of speaking,” she told him. 
 
    He gulped, suddenly feeling much more nervous. 
 
    “I’m really sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Do you know what you did wrong?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” he told her. 
 
    She smirked again. “Are you sure about that?” I know you’re just a boy, but think about this a really, really hard.” 
 
    “Miss Alyssa,” he started, grateful when she didn’t interrupt. “I didn’t want to be rude or anything. 
 
    “And yet, you did contradict me. That’s not really acceptable. So now, I think you need to show that you understand how the hierarchy works here.” 
 
    “Hierarchy?” He gulped as his voice threatened to crack. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said with a nearly feral grin. “The hierarchy. You see, the universe is structured based on the natural order. Women are in charge, and boys obey. I know, I know. It’s not politically correct or whatever to say it so bluntly, but it’s true. That’s something you’re going to understand here, especially if you meet other female supremacists like me.” 
 
    He stared at her, wishing that he could just retreat, but this was his room! Not only that, Alyssa felt, as the RA, that she could just sauntering here whenever she liked. She was in charge. This was her territory. She was an aristocrat, which made Jake nothing but a peasant before her. 
 
    And just like an aristocrat, she expected due deference. “If you want to succeed here, you must learn to be quiet and courteous, plus deferential and obedient. When a woman speaks, it’s your job to listen. That’s your job. It’s your place in society. I’m sorry you didn’t learn about this in high school or middle school, but it’s true. You are a little boy, so you shouldn’t speak out of turn.” As she spoke, she made everything seem so logical and rational, as though this were inevitable and there could be no other social structure. 
 
    “I understand,” he said, doing his best to fake it. Bowing his head down, he studied the dingy carpet. 
 
    “I’m glad,” she replied, arching her foot and sliding her heel out of her flat. “That’s why I want you to get on your knees and show me that you really understand by massaging me.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Give me a foot massage, Jake. It’s not that hard.” 
 
    “But Alyssa—” Jake started, only to stop and correct himself, “Miss Alyssa, I don’t think that would be appropriate.” His voice strained as he worried about how it would feel to lower himself down to his knees in his own room to give her a massage. 
 
    “That’s the point. You aren’t supposed to think. You’re supposed to obey. Now get on your knees. Don’t worry. As long as you behave here, I won’t have to report you to the administration.” 
 
    For a second, he opened his mouth and thought of threatening her right back. Couldn’t Jake report her to the administration? This had to be against the code of conduct for RAs, yet he already knew the truth. No one would believe him. He was just a boy, so the administrators would sit behind their desks, talk about the importance of student safety and making the boys comfortable, but would they punish a girl? No way. They would see this as some silly prank, and if he got upset, that was just because he was overly emotional. 
 
    That’s why he fell to his knees. 
 
    As those thoughts coursed through his head, the fight was knocked out of him, just the way Alyssa wanted. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, wiggling her toes in front of him. “Have you ever done something like this before?” 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice flat. 
 
    “Look at me,” she ordered. 
 
    Somehow, raising his gaze took a lot of effort. Then he was studying the blue of her eyes, the blonde of her hair, the curves of her cheeks and the planes of her chin. He didn’t want to absorb this moment, yet it seemed to flow into him, penetrating in a way he wished he could stop. 
 
    “Jake, Jake, Jake. Just remember, you are a boy here, which basically means you’re a guest. This university is for women. We are here to learn as much as we can about the universe around us. You are here to learn to be appropriately deferential.” She spoke carefully, overly enunciating every word as she taught him a lesson. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa.” 
 
    “Smile for me.” 
 
    He molded a plastic smile onto his lips, only it didn’t reach his eyes. Alyssa chuckled, not seeming to mind one way or the other. 
 
    “There we go! You have such a handsome smile! You should try to smile more. It’ll make you much more popular here.” 
 
    Jake didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to thank me for that good advice?” 
 
    His insides clenched. 
 
    “Thank me for the good advice,” she ordered, her voice becoming much stiffer and harsher. 
 
    “Thank you for the advice.” 
 
    “Very good,” she said. “Now you may start.” 
 
    He raised his hands, stroked her feet, touching and pressing down on her heels, and her toes. Over the next few minutes, he worked her feet, massaging them. And as he did it, he tried to find something to study, something he could look at. 
 
    He wanted to hide. 
 
    Then he imagined getting spanked, paddled by Morgan Taylor. Why did he think of her? Why did he think of her right here? 
 
    Somehow, Jake succeeded, losing himself to the memories of that redheaded girl. She was gorgeous, smart and intimidating, but he liked it somehow. All the while, he kept working on Alyssa, servicing her just the way she wanted. Then he glanced up again, and she had her legs parted, so he could see the panties underneath her skirt. He imagined her grabbing his hair and pulling his face between her legs, forcing him to lick her. 
 
    He had done that for Morgan Taylor. Could he do it for Alyssa? 
 
    He hoped not. 
 
      
 
    She patted him on the head, of course. She patted him on the head like he was a good little dog, got up, slipped her feet back into her shoes, and then she disappeared from his dorm room. 
 
    After that, Jake felt another surge of arousal. He hated himself for it. And yet, he still couldn’t get hard, not really. His cock tried to get hard, pushing against of the bounds of his cage, but he didn’t have any chance. He knew this. It had happened hundreds—maybe thousands—of times before. 
 
    He was a young man, and he wanted that erection so badly. 
 
    Jake quickly rushed over to his phone. He checked it, wishing and hoping that he would see a message from Morgan Taylor. What would he want to hear? 
 
    Maybe she would ask about his first day. Maybe she would say something about how she had missed him and would like to see him. Would she bother explaining her absence? 
 
    No. Of course not. She was a young woman, and she can do whatever she wanted. What was he? 
 
    Her plaything? 
 
    He wanted to be. He wanted to be so badly! Left alone with his thoughts, he stared at the door to his dorm room and slowly breathed in and out. Pretty soon, he could feel his pulse speed up. He kept thinking of Morgan Taylor, that trip to a café downtown, the conversations back at her place. All of it seemed so crazy. Sometimes, he had to actively examine those memories and wonder if maybe they had been some kind of dream or delusion. But no. 
 
    Based on his performance, he had earned the privilege to attend the college. And now, he threw himself back against his bed, stared up at the ceiling, and listened to his heart pound as he kept thinking of that girl. 
 
    For a second, he wanted to laugh, thinking about the absurdity of his situation. A plaything? Really? 
 
    He was smart enough to recognize that, even in the most egalitarian relationship, women and men simply were not equal. She would always be in charge. When she walked into a room, people would look in her direction, assess her authority, and determine what kind of respect she deserved. If he walked into a room, people would glance in his direction and determine whether or not he was cute. 
 
    It wasn’t fair, but he didn’t know if it was right or not. 
 
    Jake took a breath, held it, and thought of what it might be like to be with her. She was an older girl, a senior in college now. She would be taking important exams, debating weighty issues in class, and beginning to think about internships or other important career moves. 
 
    He wondered what it would be like to be back in her bedroom, strapped down beneath her, helpless. 
 
    Jake already knew that this was incredibly futile. Why bother exciting himself if it wasn’t going to do any good? Why get himself all worked up? 
 
    He jumped up onto his feet, paced the room like a prisoner, and then looked down at the floor. He had to burn off some of this energy. The arousal rushed through his skin like magma, making him hotter and hotter. All the while, he wished he could just slip out of his chastity cage. But no. Those long months ago, Morgan Taylor had done an excellent job. The cage wouldn’t hurt him, but he wouldn’t be able to get it off, not without a chainsaw. 
 
    That was a risk he wasn’t willing to take. 
 
    Puffing out his cheeks, he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. Then he straightened his legs, relaxed, and lowered himself down as he started to do some push-ups. This helped. A little bit. He stopped thinking about sex, and he started thinking about fighting gravity. 
 
      
 
    Jake started to make friends, chatting with some of the other guys at dinner. They kept their voices low in the cafeteria. It probably didn’t help that there was an RA at each of the tables. These girls sat back, although they didn’t eat. Instead, they seemed to study the boys around them, which had a dampening effect on each and every conversation. 
 
    There were tentative discussions about high school, names, and other obvious introductory questions. But no one got terribly excited. 
 
    Jake kept glancing over at Alyssa. He remembered how her feet felt under his fingertips. Then he looked over at the other boys and realized something. Some of them snuck those same tentative glances in her direction. They were all furtive, all nervous, almost like they didn’t want to attract the wrong kind of attention. 
 
    Maybe she had enjoyed massages from the other boys as well. Or maybe her disciplinary actions had been more severe. 
 
    Technically, she had the right to spank or paddle them. 
 
    He shivered at the thought, wondering what would happen if she pulled down his pants. Jake didn’t want to find out. 
 
    “You boys having fun?” Alyssa asked halfway through the meal. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa,” Jake said automatically. Somehow, he assumed all the boys would speak simultaneously. Perhaps he imagined that this would be like kindergarten where every student would answer that female voice of authority at the same time. 
 
    But no. He was the only one to speak up. At least the other guys didn’t chuckle at him. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.” After that, none of the boys wanted to say anything. 
 
      
 
    Like the other young men, Jake had to be in bed by nine o’clock. The hour seemed pathetically early, especially considering that his curfew at home had been ten. Sure, Natasha didn’t have a curfew the way he did, but his parents were always fond of pointing out that the rules would always be different for girls and boys. 
 
    Besides, her classes were harder, which meant Natasha often had to stay up late or go visit her friends to study. 
 
    Jake always suspected that “study” meant hanging out and playing video games, but he couldn’t prove it, and he knew his parents wouldn’t believe him anyway. 
 
    He was a boy. 
 
    If there were two versions of an event, one from a man and one from a woman, the woman always won. 
 
    But he tried not to think about that today as he made his way across the campus. Young, confident women with backpacks strode forward, their chins held high as they rushed to their next classes. Most of the students here knew exactly where they were going. There were some nervous freshman, mostly girls, but a few boys like him who kept glancing down at their phones as they tried to divine the exact location of one building or another. 
 
    Jake tried to concentrate on his nervous energy. It helped burn away some of the lingering arousal from last night. Working out had helped, but it wasn’t a panacea. Whether he liked it or not, that buzz of frustration was always there. 
 
    The most frustrating part was that he didn’t seem to be capable of thinking of some other girl. Seriously, there were so many famous actors, social media stars, and other celebrities. Lots of gorgeous women populated his imagination, yet he always went back to that one girl. 
 
    Morgan Taylor. Morgan Taylor with her dark red hair. Morgan Taylor with that little freckle just beneath her left eye. Morgan Taylor and her short skirts, her tight tops. Actually, he had only ever seen her twice, but that was enough. 
 
    No. 
 
    He couldn’t let himself think of her. 
 
    He couldn’t let himself imagine what it would be like if she walked up to him and took his hand, grabbing him and pulling him along. Maybe she would take him back to her sorority house where she would strap him down. She would take advantage of him, touching him and teasing him. She would use him, turning him into her own private plaything. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Why couldn’t he be more normal? Other guys his age usually fantasized about a girl being romantic and gentle. And yet, he already knew something like that wouldn’t happen, not with this girl. She would want to slide a collar around his neck. Sure, the fashion magazines might call them “chokers,” but that didn’t really change the truth. Everyone knew what those leather bands really were and what they meant. 
 
    Other guys might hope for a ring or maybe a pin or something. But ultimately, the symbolism was the same. These were markers of territory and ownership. If a girl gave you a pin, it meant you were hers. 
 
    Jake kept wishing for a collar around his neck. 
 
    No, no, no, he told himself. He needed to focus on finding the stupid building. 
 
    Where the heck was Alpine Hall? At one point, Jake stopped, concentrating, but he couldn’t see past of the thick streams of students all around him. Finally, he caught sight of Diego Hall, where the heck was that? 
 
    He looked down at his phone, realized he wasn’t where he expected, and started to march again. He couldn’t be late. If he was late, he already knew the professor wouldn’t be kind about it. If a girl was late, that was to be expected. She probably had some other social engagement or something. Maybe another project. Boys didn’t have that excuse because they were already in a precarious position. They had curfews and limited options for a reason. 
 
    Jake thought about breaking into a run, but he didn’t want to look like some panicked freshman—even if that’s exactly what he was. 
 
    Just before class started, he rushed into the lecture hall, found a seat, and sat down. The professor, obviously a woman, came in and sat down on the desk. Jake looked around the rest of the room and saw a few females who looked bored, plus a surprisingly large number of boys. 
 
    Jake hadn’t been allowed to pick his schedule. His courses of Composition, Basic Chemistry, Domestic Studies, and Introduction to Art History had all been assigned to him. 
 
    “Hello, everyone,” said the woman. “Today, we’re going to start talking about art, what it has meant through history, and what it means to us today. In particular, we’re going to focus on interpretations of gender.” 
 
    Jake heard an audible groan from his left, but it was just barely quiet enough so that the teacher didn’t pick up on it. When he glanced in that direction, he saw a couple of girls rolling their eyes. 
 
    Apparently, this wasn’t going to be fun. 
 
    Even so, Jake pulled out a piece of paper and a pen. He was ready to start taking notes. 
 
      
 
    When Jake got back to the dormitory, he arrived just a few minutes before the mandated dinnertime. Unsurprisingly, he heard Alyssa call out, “Get ready, boys. It’s time to eat.” She sounded just like a kindergarten teacher bringing her pupils together. 
 
    Just as naturally, she could have announced that it was now time. 
 
    Jake rolled his eyes at the thought, but he and the other young men on their floor headed down to the cafeteria. This time, there was a little bit more conversation, only Jake glanced across the room, and he saw a woman walking out. The door closed behind her, but there was this flash of dark red. 
 
    Morgan? 
 
    Jake needed to rush after her, to go talk to her. He had no idea what he might say. At the very least, couldn’t he ask for the key to his chastity cage? 
 
    What if Morgan had simply forgotten about him? The very realistic possibility steeped into his chest, but at least could he get the key back? Assuming she hadn’t lost it or something. What was he going to do then? 
 
    For several long seconds, Jake didn’t say or do anything, which was dumb because he knew Morgan would be walking away, putting more distance between them. 
 
    Finally, he turned back to Alyssa. Before he knew what he was doing, he stood up. 
 
    “You didn’t ask to be excused,” Alyssa pointed out, her head immediately jerking in his direction. Her eyes narrowed, and she seemed to study him the way a predator examines a potential meal. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “Miss Alyssa, do you think I could be excused for a minute?” 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “What?” Jake asked, utterly dumbfounded. He was eighteen, an adult and a college student and responsible for himself. 
 
    “You heard me. Sit down, young man, and continue your meal.” 
 
    All around the table, the boys had stopped speaking. They all looked at Alyssa and Jake as they wondered what might happen next. 
 
    He hated the strain in his voice, but he said, “Please. I have something I really need to take care of.” 
 
    “I’m sure you think that your issue, whatever it is, is very important. Right now, you will obey the rules just like everyone else. No sit down and keep eating.” 
 
    “I can’t,” 
 
    “is it a medical issue?” 
 
    “No, it’s not, but—” 
 
    “Sit. Down.” Her eyes seemed to bore into him, drilling deep into his head. Simultaneously, her voice brooked absolutely no discussion. This wasn’t a debate. A debate implied equality, and everyone at that table understood Jake had to be deferential—quiet and cautious as the old phrase always went. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, perhaps finally snapping back to reality. This girl could have him punished in so many different ways. 
 
    He sat down, kept his eyes downcast, and wondered if the girl he saw was even Morgan at all. 
 
      
 
    Jake sat in his dorm room. He pressed his lips together, wondering if there would be consequences for his behavior. Probably not he kept telling himself. Only then, he heard the knock on his door. 
 
    “It’s past curfew,” he quickly called back, hoping that maybe it was one of the other guys on his floor. 
 
    “That doesn’t apply here,” she said, sliding her key into the lock and turning the handle. “I’m your RA, which means I can check on you if I see fit. Now, I think we need to have a conversation.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, pushing as much deference as he could into those words. He quickly sat up, straightened his back, and wondered what she wanted. 
 
    “What was going on at dinner?” 
 
    Jake thought about lying, only then he decided it wouldn’t do any good. Somehow, he suspected this girl dealt with a lot of young men, which meant she was probably pretty good at figuring out when they were telling the truth. 
 
    “I thought I saw someone I knew. I was hoping to go talk to her.” 
 
    “Your girlfriend?” 
 
    Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “Then why would you want to go talk to her?” 
 
    At this point, Jake stopped. Telling her the truth could only take him so far, especially because he wouldn’t admit to the chastity cage between his legs. He wouldn’t tell her that he no longer had access to his cock because his sponsor wanted to play with him. 
 
    Shivering, he looked up at her. “She was just someone. My sponsor, actually.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    She walked over to the bed and sat down. Instinctively, he wanted to jump to his feet, but he didn’t. He stayed right where he was and kept looking down toward the floor. 
 
    “Jake, I see a lot of potential in you, potential for good behavior and bad. You seem to be willing to act without thinking, which is a really dangerous trait to have. It’s far better if you can just think before you start acting out. You think you can do that?” 
 
    Hoping that this would be the end of it, he told her exactly what she wanted to hear. Like so many other young men, Jake had become very good at this. “Yes, Miss Alyssa.” If he just kept agreeing with her, then maybe she would get up and leave him alone. 
 
    He wasn’t really tired. It was only nine o’clock, after all. 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” she said. “But I think some maintenance discipline would be good for you anyway.” 
 
    “Maintenance discipline?” 
 
    “That’s right. Now, I’m going to give you a choice. Do you want to be spanked, or do you want to service me with your mouth?” 
 
    He blinked rapidly, jerked his head in her direction, and stared, almost as though he hoped or believed that he had simply misheard her. No way. She didn’t actually expect him to go down on her, did she? 
 
    Why not? She was a young woman, virile and eager to explore her authority in the world around her. Why else would a girl become an RA except to have some fun with the boys? Sure, she probably had to say she wouldn’t fraternize with the young men under her care, but Jake suspected the administrators would always turn a blind eye to this particular behavior. As far as they were concerned, it was probably just a knotty perk. The same women who now ran the school had probably done the same thing when they were in college. 
 
    “Can’t I just apologize?” 
 
    “You can try,” she said. 
 
    Jake actually let out a sigh of relief, which made Alyssa chuckle. 
 
    Realizing this might be his best chance to avoid an even more demeaning punishment, Jake did his best to behave like an adult as he said crisply and clearly, “Miss Alyssa, I’m very sorry I got up without permission. That was wrong of me. I understand that you are or are an RA, and that I need to behave. I’m really sorry if my behavior or attitude has been inappropriate bus far. I don’t want to disappoint you or the administrators here. I understand that attending this college is a privilege, and I really want to do my best. I apologize and I’m sorry.” 
 
    Once he stopped, Jake felt the urge to keep talking, only he already knew it would be a bad idea. 
 
    So instead, he looked back at her and waited, wondering exactly what she might say to all of that. 
 
    “That was very good,” she said, her tone just a little demeaning. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, glancing back toward the door. With every moment, he waited for Alyssa to get up and leave. She had accomplished her goal, so now she should go. 
 
    And yet, she didn’t. Instead, she looked back at him, and her eyes lingered on his face. The awkward silence stretched out, and he kept waiting for her to say something. She didn’t. Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
    “Is there something else I can do for you?” 
 
    “Choose,” she said simply. 
 
    “Choose?” Jake may have understood precisely what she meant, yet something held him back. He couldn’t force himself to utter the words. Then his mouth started moving, seemingly on its own. “Choose what?” 
 
    “Silly boy,” she answered. “You need to decide whether or not you’re going to give me an orgasm or take your spanking.” 
 
    “I…” His voice trailed off because he couldn’t work through the static between his ears. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. “Pick. Because really, you don’t want me to pick for you.” 
 
    “I’m not going to pick either of those. I apologized. I haven’t done anything wrong!” The words burst from his mouth. By the time he finished talking, he froze, his chest pumping as he recognized just how foolish those words had been. 
 
    Alyssa arched an eyebrow. “And just like that, you prove exactly why you need to be punished. Okay, if you are still going to have a bad attitude, I will pick for you.” She grinned and uttered one word. “Both.” 
 
    He wanted to repeat that last word, but Jake held himself back. Could he try to apologize again? Maybe. What good would it do? 
 
    Bristling, he ran his tongue along his lips, and that’s when she reached out, gliding her fingers along his neck. He didn’t yank himself away, however. He had been to well-trained for something like that. 
 
    “I think I want the orgasm before I spank you.” 
 
    She stood up, raised her pleated skirt, pulled down her panties, and sat down on the edge of the bed. She braced the balls of her feet against the frame, spread her legs, and beckoned him closer with the curve of one finger. “Come on. You know you don’t have a choice. You might as well get it over with right now. Come serve me. Show me what you can do with that mouth of yours.” 
 
    His insides clenched, but he couldn’t move. That’s why she tightened her grip around the back of his neck. Her fingernails dug down into his skin. 
 
    “Get down on your knees right now.” When she pulled him to the floor, he stumbled, landing on his knees. 
 
    He bristled, thinking that he was in college, and he shouldn’t have to put up with this. 
 
    “Shouldn’t” didn’t mean a lot. There was the reality of his situation, the fact that she had power and he didn’t. Although it felt like there was a heavy weight in his stomach, he nonetheless faced her. He looked up at her for a second before lowering his gaze. He saw her wet slit. 
 
    The light actually glistened along her opening because she was already so turned on. 
 
    That wasn’t fair! She could say whatever she wanted, but this wasn’t really about correcting his attitude or educating him. Oh no. She simply wanted to demean and humiliate him because she could. Like so many other people throughout history, Alyssa simply enjoyed having power. She loved getting to do and take whatever she wanted from the boys under her authority. 
 
    Now Jake was one of them. That’s why he decided his education would be worth it. He would be able to do something about this some day. He didn’t know how or when, but he had to try, which was why he took a breath, inhaled, and then leaned forward. Moments later, he started licking, his tongue moving along her opening. 
 
    He had gone down on several girls before, so he liked to believe that he knew what he was doing. He serviced her. There wasn’t really any enthusiasm in his tongue, but Alyssa didn’t know. 
 
    In fact, she decided to complement him, as though this were some kind of fair transaction between equals. “Oh, that feels good. You know what you’re doing, don’t you? You’re a good slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    He tried to pull away. He was not going to let her talk to him that way! 
 
    But Alyssa understood how sensitive boys could be. Rather than apologize, she put her hand on the back of his head and forced his face to stay right there, pressed up against her opening. 
 
    Realizing he couldn’t win any argument with this girl, he kept licking. He moved his tongue up and down, lapping at her pussy. At the same time, he tried to think of someone else, someone better. 
 
    Morgan. 
 
    He wanted to see that redhaired girl again. He wanted to know that he could be with her. 
 
    She would be wearing his key. She would pull it out from beneath her blouse, letting the small piece of silver dangle before she ordered him to remove his pants. Then she would unlock him, and they could make love. It would be so incredible. 
 
    Jake kept licking, servicing this girl because she had given him no choice. 
 
    At first, he had done a good job of blocking out the sound of her voice. He had pretended that she wasn’t saying anything at all. But now, that wasn’t an option. “Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Lick like a thirsty little dog. That’s what you are now, you know. You’re a thirsty little dog and you should always be ready to lick just like this. And hey, you’ll probably thank me when I’m done. I mean, you’re going to be able to use these skills when you get a wife. She’s going to tell you to go down on her, and you’re already going to know exactly what you’re doing.” 
 
    He hissed through his nostrils, inhaled again, and caught the aroma of her arousal even as the flavor continued to simmer along his taste buds. 
 
    “Good boy. That’s right. You should be grateful. Gratitude is so important in a guy like you. I mean, you’re not the most handsome young man here, but at least you’re eager. In the end, that probably matters more.” She chuckled as though she really thought he would be grateful for that wisdom. 
 
    Jake thought of a dozen different counter arguments, logical points he could use to defend the idea that women and men should be equal. Women and men should be able to follow the same laws, enjoy the same privileges, and both get to vote. 
 
    But that wasn’t going to happen, not anytime soon. 
 
    Understanding all of this, Jake kept licking, his tongue gliding up and down, up and down. Then she put her hand on the back of his head and called out one word. She was nearly breathless as she ordered, “Deeper.” 
 
    The tip of his tongue massaged her clitoris. He pressed down, serving her, stimulating her, giving her all the pleasure a you a woman could possibly want. 
 
    Her hand rose from the back of his neck to his hair. She gripped the strands, pulling them tight underneath her grip. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Just like that! Keep going. Perfect! You are a good slave!” That last word got her off. It triggered an explosion of pleasure throughout her body. Then she yanked his head back, and he stumbled, landing on his butt. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said with a quick shake of her head. She stood up, grabbed her panties, and looked down at the wadded-up cotton in her hand before realizing something. 
 
    “You know, I don’t want you to wake up any of the other boys. When I spank you, you’re going to have to have this in your mouth. Go on. Take it. Put in your mouth.” 
 
    She grinned at him. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Jake protested, perhaps hoping that she might change her mind. 
 
    But then she stood, rested her hands on her hips, and glared down at him. “Based off of everything I’ve said, do you really think I would joke about something like this? I’m your RA, so when I tell you to do something, you had better obey. Seriously, how do you think you’re ever going to find a wife if you keep acting like some stubborn, spoiled little prince?” 
 
    Jake didn’t have an answer to that, yet he already knew he didn’t want to be married if he would be treated like chattel. 
 
    And yet, wasn’t that exactly what marriage meant for a boy? 
 
    “Take off your pants and get up here,” she said, sitting, tapping her thighs, and watching him. 
 
    “I can’t,” he said, his voice shaking. 
 
    “Can’t or won’t?” 
 
    “Can’t,” he said. This was the part he didn’t want to admit, the reason why he didn’t think he could get spanked by this girl. 
 
    “And why is that?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    His nostrils flared as he exhaled, but he told her the truth. “Because I’m wearing something.” 
 
    “What? Are you wearing panties or something?” She grinned as though the idea made her want to laugh. 
 
    He gave a quick, frightened shake of his head. 
 
    She wasn’t offended by his reticence, not anymore. Rather, Alyssa seemed to be entertained by it. If he was this nervous, that meant he had something good to hide. 
 
    “If you’re not wearing panties, why else would you want to keep your pants on?” She seemed to consider this although it was obvious she actually had an answer in mind. She could guess what he was hiding from her, but that didn’t stop her from tapping one finger against the curve of her cheek until she asked, “Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “No,” he said, thinking maybe he should have lied. Girls didn’t respect boys and their choices, but they respected other young women. A guy with a girlfriend was usually off-limits. Usually. 
 
    “So then you’re wearing a chastity device.” 
 
    He blushed brightly, his face turning a hot shade of scarlet. 
 
    “Are you? Are you wearing a chastity device? Come on. Let’s see it!” 
 
    He stood up and started to back up. Pretty soon, he ran out of room, and his shoulder blades hit the wall behind him. 
 
    Alyssa stood, easy and casual. Then she started to saunter in his direction. Her short skirt swirled and swished around her sides. 
 
    “I’m going to get your pants off you one way or another. What’s it going to be, Jake?” 
 
    “You can’t do this! It’s not right!” 
 
    “If you have any problems, you can always lodge a complaint with the administration,” she said, grinning. The corners of her eyes crinkled because they both knew the administrators would take her side. She was a brilliant young woman with a sterling academic record. If he said she misbehaved, he would need hard evidence, and he didn’t have anything like that. 
 
    Then she reached out, and she moved her hands down toward his belt. She loosened it, she yanked down his boxers and pants in one swift movement, and that’s when she saw his cock, trapped in that cage. 
 
    She cupped his balls in the palm of her hand, examined his genitals, turning his equipment to the left, then right. “Very nice. But tell me. Not a girlfriend, why do you have to wear this?” 
 
    Jake couldn’t find his voice. She gave a little squeeze and repeated her question. “Why do you wear this?” 
 
    “My sponsor!” Jake finally burst out. 
 
    “Your sponsor?” She repeated the words as though he were some little kid getting an important announcement. “Did she make you wear this?” 
 
    He gulped back the dryness at the edge of his throat and nodded his head. 
 
    “Oh, that must be really rough. But don’t worry. I can still spank you.” Her hand shot down, she grabbed his wrist, and then she dragged him across the small room. Before he knew it, he was spread out, on his stomach, his naked ass aimed toward the ceiling. 
 
    “How does this make you feel?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Her hand crashed down against his backside. But then, she didn’t pull her palm away. Instead, she massaged him, pinching and groping his naked behind because she could. She loved having this tender piece of meat underneath her touch and underneath her authority. 
 
    “Well?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    Realizing that she wasn’t going to be patient with him, Jake quickly answered, “It’s embarrassing!” 
 
    “You know, it probably shouldn’t be.” Although he couldn’t see her face, she grinned brightly, revealing her rows of white teeth. “Seriously, just think about it. Her boy. Boys need to be owned. We might not use that word, but it’s accurate. We should be more honest. Women are born to rule, and boys are born to obey.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” he whispered. 
 
    Unfortunately, there weren’t any other sounds in the room, which meant that she easily picked up on those furtive words. 
 
    “Oh yes, it’s very, very true. You’re going to be a lot happier when you recognize your place in the universe. In time, I’m sure you’ll find a nice girl who can take care of you. But until then, you need to be obedient. You need to understand that you’re already owned.” 
 
    Did that even make any sense? 
 
    She laughed. “This girl can take you and tell you to do whatever she wants. Because if you don’t, she won’t give you that key. She won’t unlock you.” 
 
    Jake gulped, wishing that weren’t true. 
 
    “Now, how many times should you get spanked for your disobedience and bad attitude?” She bobbed her head from side to side as she did the quick and arbitrary calculations. “I think ten is a good number. So start counting for me.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “One!” 
 
    “No. You’re going to have to start again because you didn’t address me properly.” 
 
    His eyes bulged as he heard that. 
 
    Instinctively, Jake pushed his hands down against the bed as he tried to climb up and off of her. He had to escape. He had to get away! Those animal instincts told him to flee, but then she just put her free hand on the small of his back and shoved him down onto her legs again. 
 
    When he fell back into place, she got ready to spank him again. 
 
    She raised her hand, only this time she held it aloft. Why? Because she wanted him nervous. She wanted him to experience that moment of dread as he waited to see precisely what might happen next. He couldn’t know for sure. He could only guess, waiting, feeling the uncertainty crawl along his skin. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    Jake squirmed, but this time he wasn’t extra trying to escape. Instead, he wanted to know what would happen. The pain would be bad, but waiting for it seemed somehow more torturous. 
 
    “Tell me that women deserve to be in charge.” 
 
    He had done this once before with Morgan. When she said those words, there was something patronizing and almost loving in her voice. Alyssa sounded cruel, as though she just enjoyed talking down to him. 
 
    He had to wonder if girls talked about this kind of thing behind closed doors. Sure, they would just call it a joke or “locker room” talk, but it meant something. 
 
    Right as Jake started to speak, she spanked him again, her hand flashing down. 
 
    This time, he remembered to address her appropriately. “Two, Miss Alyssa.” 
 
    “No, no,” she chided. “I told you to start over. Now, start again.” She spanked him, her hand flashing down. When she clapped her palm against his skin, he told himself that it wasn’t supposed to sting. But that idea didn’t amount to much, not when she knew exactly what she was doing. The flash of pain exploded along his nerves, rippling through the rest of his body. 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands and he curled his toes, tensing pretty much every muscle in his body. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “One, Miss Alyssa!” Jake cried out despite his overwhelming urge to say that this was unfair. He wanted to argue with her, to say that he deserved a chance to defend himself or something. He didn’t know precisely what he wanted, mostly because thinking clearly had become impossible while getting spanked. 
 
    She chuckled, enjoying that consternation. “You poor boy. You need to stop thinking and accept your place.” 
 
    She spanked him again. 
 
    “Two, Miss Alyssa!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Three, Miss Alyssa!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Four, Miss Alyssa!” 
 
    “You’re doing a good job,” she said, looking down and admiring the way his backside glowed. She loved the crimson coloring along with everything it represented. Then she spanked him again, her hand flying down, striking, connecting and sending a burst of pain along his skin. 
 
    She knew what she was doing, which meant she alternated, striking different spots. The pain flashed between his nerves, making him whimper and squirm. Even so, he kept counting for her, just the way she commanded. 
 
    When he hit seven, she smiled and gave him a quick squeeze. “You’re doing a good job, Jake. I mean, I told you what to do, and you’re doing it. Aren’t you proud of yourself for that?” 
 
    No! No, he wasn’t! He’d hated every second of this, but he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    “Just remember, if you try to complain about this, I will report you and your bad attitude to the administration. Don’t tell anyone about your spanking.” 
 
    He still gripped her panties in the palm of his hand. She saw it, but she was enjoying this counting game, so she continued, swatting his backside with the flat of her hand over and over again. 
 
    Eight. Nine. Ten. 
 
    He called out her name, acknowledging her authority each and every time he did so. 
 
    Finally, she finished with him. Or so he wanted to believe. 
 
    “That was very good,” she said, talking down to him. “Now, this is just going to be for fun.” 
 
    Fun? What did that mean? 
 
    Before he could ask, she grabbed the balled-up panties from him and shoved them into his mouth. “Don’t spit them out,” she ordered. 
 
    He tasted her excitement for the second time, only now that musky flavor was tinged with the aroma of laundry detergent: clean and dirty mixed together. 
 
    With her panties in his mouth, and Jake tried to hold back that next wave of humiliation. But he was wearing a stupid chastity lock, he was on display with his butt in the air, and this girl seemed to be able to do anything she wanted! Bristling, he shut his eyes and tried to block out the embarrassment. 
 
    He didn’t succeed. 
 
    It didn’t help that she reached down and stroked his buttocks, her fingers moving along his skin. She petted him like he was some prized possession, a beloved dog. 
 
    “Now, think of this as maintenance discipline. Or maybe it’s just entertainment.” She shrugged. “Who knows? All you need to know is that I am in charge, and I’ve decided that you need this. Or maybe I’m just doing it because it’s fun for me.” She chuckled. 
 
    Her amusement didn’t delve the pain when her hand flew down, striking at his backside. His buttocks were already glowing from the previous spanking. Now it became even worse! The pain glanced through his body, every bolt another shocking sensation. It felt demeaning and electric at the same time. He wished the pain could overwhelm the humiliation and shame, but it didn’t. 
 
    It wasn’t good enough or big enough or strong enough. 
 
    After all, this girl was demonstrating something important. She could do whatever she wanted. That’s why he would always go down on her when she commanded him to. That’s why she would always take control with hardly any effort. 
 
    And he could fight or argue or resist. He could even complain to the administrators, but none of it would do any good! 
 
    Jake closed his eyes shut as the tears threatened to overwhelm him. He promised himself that he wasn’t going to cry in front of this girl. 
 
    She spanked him five more times in quick succession. She seemed to really savor the way he squirmed there on her lap. “This good for you. You should be grateful. Actually, you’re going to thank me when I’m done. You’re going to thank me and tell me how much you love getting spanked.” 
 
    “No! I can’t!” 
 
    “Why? Is that because you think you would be lying?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    She seemed to ponder this for a few seconds. 
 
    Realizing he had to say something, Jake took another breath between his teeth. He could feel the cool air along his incisors before he pressed his lips together. Was he going to do this? Was he going to try to argue with her? On some level, he had to know that it was completely futile. There was no chance, no real hope, not here and not now. 
 
    “Please, I don’t like being spanked. Please, I can accept my punishment, but I won’t be grateful for it.” 
 
    “Yes, you will,” she said, growling those words. 
 
    He opened his mouth to respond, only he didn’t get to utter any words. He still made sounds, but now they were gasps and grunts of pain. Frantically, he attempted to climb back up, to get off of her lap, but she held him down just as easily as before, slamming him against her thighs. 
 
    “If you keep struggling, then we’re going to have to do another count. You don’t want that, do you?” 
 
    The spanking came to a halt, so he lost his will to fight. He slumped down against her lap, just to she had expected. 
 
    “There we go. There’s a good boy. That’s right. Stay down on your stomach. Accept your place. You understand that if a girl wants to spank you, then you should get spanked. You need to be punished. This is good for you. In fact, this is gentle. But you still need to say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he grumbled. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    If he hoped for just one, he was sorely disappointed. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The barrage came down in quick succession, one strike after another until he lost count and it seemed like it might go on forever. Behind his eyes, Jake’s world became a blaze of pain. It shot through him, everywhere at once, waves that seemed to permeate every inch of his body. 
 
    And when she stopped, he hadn’t moved, but he was still gasping, his heart hammering away behind the bars of its cage. 
 
    “What do you have to say?” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Alyssa!” Desperation and fear mixed together, making sure he gave her exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Good boy. You see, you should never contradict a girl. We’re always going to be smarter than you.” 
 
    Jake didn’t want to believe it. 
 
    But then she continued, “You can think of it as a combination of genetics and social engineering. I can recognize that some of this is a function of how boys are nurtured. Every day, you wake up, and you’re told by the world that you are inferior. That might start out as a genetic question, but I’m sure getting told that women are supposed to be in charge makes it harder for boys to challenge this status quo. What do you think?” 
 
    With his backside throbbing, there was only one answer for Jake to offer. “I don’t know. I think you’re right.” He didn’t know. He thought she was right. Just like that, he surrendered to this girl, giving her everything she could want. 
 
    He was dumb, so dumb that he would just agree with her blindly. That’s what many of the women out in the world wanted to hear. Boys needed to understand two things: their own incompetence and female superiority. 
 
    But did Jake really mean it? 
 
    At that moment, he didn’t know. 
 
    “Good. That’s a very good,” she said. “Say it again.” 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you for training me. Thank you for teaching me.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. 
 
    Alyssa nudged the boy off of her lap. He fell to his knees and looked up at her, like some dog who didn’t know where he was supposed to go now. She grabbed her panties from the floor. At some point, they had fallen from his mouth, but she didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she stroked his cheek one more time with the back of her hand. 
 
    “Get to bed. It’s past curfew.” 
 
    Of course it was past curfew! She had decided to saunter in here and play with him! 
 
    Obviously, Jake didn’t point any of those facts out to her. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, bowing his head down in surrender. But at the same time, he made a decision. He had to find Morgan. 
 
    He had to find her. 
 
      
 
   



 

 Part 3: The Hunt 
 
    Over the next couple of days, Jake spent his time studying, learning his way around, and generally doing his best to stay out of Alyssa’s way. Even so, he occasionally saw her on his floor. He would be heading back down toward the bathrooms or coming from a class, and he would catch a glimpse of her. She might be turning a corner, or he would see a flicker of her blonde hair as she talked to one of the other boys. 
 
    Every time, he would hold his breath, worried that she might notice him. Of course, if he tried to hide in his own room, it didn’t do very much good either. She could walk in whatever she wanted. As the RA, she had the right to inspect every room. Heck, she probably didn’t even need to use that excuse. 
 
    But when he saw her, he deferentially addressed her as, “Miss Alyssa.” She would smile at him, apparently comfortable with his subservience. 
 
    On the Thursday night of their first week, she called all of the young men under her supervision into the common area. Jake and the others charged out of their rooms. Some of them were in their pajamas. Others remained dressed from the day. It was getting close to curfew, so they would have to hurry because they needed to be in bed by nine. 
 
    Every time Jake thought of that, he couldn’t help but tense up and shake his head. On the one hand, he wanted to protest this. He also knew that it wasn’t going to do any good. 
 
    “Boys, I want to let you know that there’s going to be a party tomorrow. It will be expected that you all attend. You should get the text tomorrow morning. Remember to dress well, and be on your best behavior.” 
 
    The boys glanced back at one another. 
 
    One guy raised his hand. Alyssa called on him, so he tentatively asked, “is there going to be a theme to this party?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “There is a theme, but it’s supposed to be a secret until tomorrow morning.” 
 
    One of the other guys, someone sitting closer to Alyssa quickly spoke up. “Come on. You can tell us!” He winked and smiled at her. Jake didn’t know this guy particularly well. His name was Brad or Chad or something like that. But he was also incredibly handsome with perfect teeth, a big smile, and broad shoulders. He was the kind of boy who could walk into any class and automatically enjoy the attention of pretty much every female in the room including the teacher’s. 
 
    “I’m really not supposed to say anything,” she said, but her eyes lingered on the boy up front. 
 
    Jake rolled his eyes, simultaneously annoyed and jealous at the same time. He knew it was dumb, especially since he didn’t want Alyssa’s attention. And yet, there was still that frustrated little fact because he knew that the rules would be interpreted differently for different guys. 
 
    Sure, the girls probably faced something similar. Different people always experience the world differently based off of charisma. Someone bright and shiny will get more than someone dour and frustrating. But with boys, it seemed to be so much worse. 
 
    “Please?” The cute boy upfront actually held his hands together, as though begging. 
 
    Jake wondered if that guy had ever been spanked. He hoped so, and the thought almost made Jake feel a little bit better. 
 
    “Are you begging?” Alyssa teased. 
 
    This guy had absolutely no dignity, no self-respect! “Yes. I’m begging! I’m begging because I really want to know! Come on. If there is a theme, then we have to get the right outfits and everything.” 
 
    The right outfits? 
 
    Jake silently shook his head, only to freeze because Alyssa glanced in his direction. No, it was better that he didn’t move. Even if he wanted to criticize the other guy, Jake should have been grateful that Chad or Brad or whatever his name was took all of her attention. 
 
    “You boys and your clothes,” Alyssa said. “I swear, you are all a bunch of prancing ponies.” 
 
    Jake really wanted to point out that this was just one more stupid stereotype. Not every boy worried about his fashion choices. 
 
    “Okay, so that might be true,” Brad or Chad said. “But we really need to know!” 
 
    “So you’re going to try to stay up all night planning?” 
 
    “No, Miss Alyssa,” the guy said without any hint of irony or dignity. “I just really want to know! We have to go to sleep for curfew, but it would be really nice to start thinking about it. You think? And hey, if we do a good job, then you can take credit for it because you’re our fearless leader!” 
 
    Jake felt the muscles in his legs tense up. 
 
    What was wrong with this guy? Why would he do this to all of them? But being such a ditz, he made every guy in the room sound like an idiot. 
 
    “Please? Pretty please? Pretty please with sugar and ice cream and cherries and all the good stuff on top? Pretty please? I’ll even throw in some marshmallows!” 
 
    Alyssa was obviously enjoying this, but she held up her hands, silencing Brad or Chad. “Okay. Okay, you’ve won me over.” 
 
    “Yeah!” Brad or Chad cried out as though this had been some meaningful victory. 
 
    “It’s going to be a toga party. That’s all I can tell you right now, but start thinking about what this might mean. I’m sure you boys will come up with some good stuff.” 
 
    A few of the guys applauded politely. Jake kept his hands by his sides, at least until Miss Alyssa glanced in his direction again. Then he started clapping as he did his best to go unnoticed. 
 
      
 
    Friday. 
 
    Jake had one morning class, and then he was free for the rest of the day. He knew that this was going to be futile and pretty much destined for failure, but he had to find Morgan Taylor. Yes, he knew where she lived, but he also knew that walking into that den of female supremacy would be pretty much impossible. 
 
    He would show up, begging to be admitted, and then the girls would probably just laugh at him. Maybe Morgan would hear about his visit. Maybe not. 
 
    No, if he really wanted to talk to her, he had to just accidentally “bump” into her. That’s why he started wandering around the campus, strolling between the buildings. He had his backpack on so he could claim that he was on his way to go study or something. He was a college student. That was a believable excuse, right? 
 
    As he walked around, Jake did his best to not get nervous, but that proved to be pretty much impossible, especially when he passed the bigger groups of girls. 
 
    Inevitably, one or two of them would check him out. For the most part, they were polite, just smiling or maybe flashing a quick wave. But then there were the girls who made the more predatory movements, calling out to him. 
 
    “Hey, boy! Want to come over here for a little chat?” 
 
    “You’re cute! I should take you home with me!” 
 
    “Yo! Take it off!” 
 
    Each time, he kept his face aimed down at the pavement. Usually, the girls would just laugh as he walked away, but he had heard stories of young women becoming offended, grouping up around the boy, maybe picking on him. It was easy enough to imagine those girls encircling him, shoving him to the ground, maybe ripping off his clothing… 
 
    Chastity locks for boys were encouraged to avoid certain kinds of unwanted sexual behavior. 
 
    He tried not to think about that even as he felt the plastic around his cock. 
 
    As Jake walked along the campus, he found himself relaxing into the milieu. There was something magical about being on a college campus. It felt different, with the buzzing energy of so many young people eager to learn and change the world. Even the students who were bored seemed to vibrate with a certain kind of anticipation. It was amazing. It was magical. 
 
    He was grateful to be here, which made him think of Morgan Taylor again, the girl with his key. 
 
    But was that the only reason why he wanted to see her? 
 
    It had been more than three months without an orgasm. By this point, his desperate arousal had become this background buzz of sensation, a hunger he could never quite satisfy, an itch he could never really scratch. But at least he could still focus now. 
 
    When he was really honest with himself, he knew that he worked better this way. It was dumb to admit, and he wouldn’t tell anyone, but he had been working out and studying so much harder since she locked him up. 
 
    Jake had heard misandrist stories about girlfriends deciding to lock their boyfriends up. Theoretically, this was just supposed to be an urban legend or maybe a common fantasy online, but the idea was simple. Lock up a boy’s junk, and suddenly he would become so much more devoted. He would become eager and desperate to serve his girlfriend—now called his keyholder. 
 
    Jake didn’t want to think about that, but he wondered what he would be willing to do for Morgan. 
 
    As he thought about it, his shaft started to harden again. Taking another breath of warm, late summer air, he continued to scan the people around him. By this point, it was getting closer to noon, which meant most of the morning classes had let out, and there weren’t many Friday afternoon classes. 
 
    Instead, he was going to have to go back to the dorms. 
 
    He would have to get ready for that “toga party.” He shook his head, thinking that was such a huge cliché. Was this supposed to be fun? 
 
    He would show up, hang out with a bunch of drunk girls, and probably get groped. And yes, the girls would say that he should be flattered because it was a form of a complement. They didn’t really care whether or not he wanted to get his shoulders, arms, or buttocks pinched. To them, it was just a game. They didn’t have to put up with that kind of harassment, so they didn’t care about it. 
 
    His nostrils flared as he thought of all of this and more. But finally, Jake headed back to his dorm, disappointed because he never found her. 
 
      
 
    When Jake got to his dorm, he saw the guys chatting. He started picking up on bits of conversation. “This is going to be wild.” A few seconds later, he heard someone call out, “I can’t wait. Our first college party!” Another boy said, “I’m going to be the best sex slave ever!” 
 
    What? 
 
    Jake stopped, thinking that he must’ve misheard. But then he approached the boys. “I thought it was just a toga party,” he confessed, hoping these guys would correct him. 
 
    The guys looked up at him, then back at each other, and they started laughing. 
 
    Jake knew he wasn’t good at this, so he just held back his frustration for a few more seconds. Some guys knew how to play with the girls. They knew what the women wanted to see and hear. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s toga party, but it’s going to be Roman-themed. The girls are going to be the empresses and centurions.” 
 
    “So that means we have to be the slaves,” Jake said, finishing the thought for him. 
 
    “Well, you don’t have to be a slave, but if you really want to be popular, it’s probably a good idea,” said the guy. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, Jake looked around the rest of the room and saw what his classmates were doing. They had already started to fold sheets into different patterns, most of which left their chests exposed. 
 
    “You know what you’re going to do?” 
 
    “Not really,” Jake said, wishing that he didn’t have to deal with this. He figured he would go back to his room, pull out his phone, and try to find something reasonably appropriate and dignified. 
 
    “If you want, I can help you,” said the guy. He held out his hand, ready to shake Jake’s. 
 
    Jake didn’t like this, not one bit, and he was tempted to blame the boy right in front of him. But then Jake reminded himself that it wasn’t his fault. 
 
    “My name is Sam,” the guy said as they shook. 
 
    “Jake.” 
 
    “Good to meet you,” said Sam. 
 
      
 
    As Jake sat in the common room with the other guys, he couldn’t help but marvel at the kind of energy radiating out from these young men. In theory, they were all college students, each and every one of them there to get an education. And yet, this was the real class and test all rolled together for most of these guys. 
 
    So many of them were talking about the different girls and who might be there. They had only been on campus for a week, but they had been studying the girls, learning about who is most popular and most likely to be successful. 
 
    At one point, Jake heard a guy say, “I really want to marry a doctor. I think doctors are just amazing.” And of course, being a doctor also meant being a female by default. 
 
    Jake could feel his nostrils twitch. It was one thing to hear this kind of stuff coming from the girls. They were raised to think that they deserved to be in control at all times. But the guys? 
 
    Technically, he didn’t think brainwashing really existed, but there could be so many different forms of social control. He had read about that in an article online once. Sure, that piece had been talking about class warfare, but it applied to gender as well? 
 
    Maybe. Jake wasn’t well-educated enough to know. But that was the whole point. That’s why he went to college in the first place! 
 
    “Okay,” Sam announced. “This is going to look good.” 
 
    When the other guy stepped back, Jake tensed, scared of what this might look like. Someone had brought a full-length mirror out to the side of the room. Other boys were checking themselves out. Mostly, they flexed their muscles and did everything they could to appear as impressive as possible. 
 
    Tonight, they’d be on the hunt. 
 
    No. Not really. These boys were prey eager to attract the attention of the huntresses who inhabited the college. 
 
    As Jake thought about this, he wondered how many of the other guys in the room really understood this. More likely than not, they didn’t care. This was just going to be a fun night for them. 
 
    Then Sam came up to him and held up a flimsy piece of fabric. 
 
    When Jake saw it, he gave a quick shake of his head, “Oh, hell no.” 
 
    Sam grinned at him, then said, “Oh, hell yes!” 
 
      
 
    Jake lost the argument. Flustered and embarrassed, he tried to say something about how the boys shouldn’t allow themselves to be objectified, and the idea of wearing such a demeaning costume was absolutely absurd. They were college students! They didn’t need to dress up like slutty boys to try to impress the girls. But then he looked around the rest of the room and could tell right away that he had already lost the argument before it even started. 
 
    To make matters worse, Sam came up to him and said, “Hey, man. It’s okay. It really is. If you don’t want to wear something like this, you don’t have to. But this is what the girls want to see. And tonight, it’s all about making them feel good. If you want to meet Mrs. Right, you need to play the game.” 
 
    “Fine,” Jake said, taking the flimsy piece of fabric. 
 
    He put it on, and he glanced back in the mirror when he finished. 
 
    Like so many of the other college boys, he now wore a flimsy little “toga”. It was short, leaving his legs mostly exposed. Then a thin piece of fabric looped over his shoulder, leaving his arms and chest mostly bare. 
 
    “Aren’t we going to get cold?” Jake asked, feeling lame. 
 
    The guys around him just laughed. 
 
    Then someone else added, “Probably. That’s why you just have to find a nice, strong girl to keep you warm.” 
 
      
 
    When the boys left the dormitories, Alyssa wasn’t anywhere around. Instead, it seemed to be Sam who took the lead, and the others just followed. That was fine with Jake. 
 
    When they headed off campus and toward some of the larger sorority houses, Jake started to hope that maybe they would go to Morgan’s. Then again, he wondered if this would break her order. She told him not to contact her. But if he just happened to be there because all of the other boys were expected to go, that wasn’t his fault, was it? He couldn’t be blamed for that, could he? 
 
    At first, he dreaded the possibility that Morgan Taylor might see him like this, probably because he still entertained that adorably naïve notion that he would be able to win her respect. 
 
    Lots of boys said it was important to be respected by their future girlfriends and wives. Even if this notion of respect was different from what those same females would offer their colleagues, bosses, and friends, it still counted as respect. Right? 
 
    Jake wasn’t so sure, especially from some of the comments he saw online. 
 
    But again, the rules were different and weird for so many different dynamics. Whenever guys went online and complained about harassment, for example, lots of women would rise up and say that it was a problem caused by a few bad apples, and mostly the boys should learn to relax anyway. 
 
    At first, Jake felt pretty decent with the other guys, mostly because he didn’t need to worry about being judged. Sure, there might be a couple of whispered to comments as some of the guys worked to assess who was in the most likely to succeed tonight, but Jake blocked that stuff out easily enough. At least he didn’t need to worry about the girls. 
 
    Not yet. 
 
    Only then they were on the porch, and Jake stifled his disappointment. This wasn’t Morgan’s sorority house. Their school was big, with the dozens of sororities, so the chances hadn’t been on his side. And yet, maybe he had just hoped that the universe would be nice to him this time. 
 
    Focusing on tonight, he scanned the room, realizing he needed to add another goal his agenda: avoid Alyssa. 
 
    Because he saw her within the span of just a few seconds. 
 
    When they walked into the sorority house, they were on the first floor. A long staircase cut across the center of the room, leading to a landing and banisters up overhead. As the boys gathered on the ground floor, a group of girls were already positioned above them. 
 
    “Hello, gentlemen,” said one young woman. She was gorgeous with black hair pulled back into a pair of sexy pigtails. Every time she moved her head it, those pigtails whipped back and forth like tentacles. 
 
    “Thank you all for coming.” And she smiled, making it seem as though they had a choice. “Tonight, we’re going to play the usual games. I’m sure a lot of you will be flirting with the sisters here tonight. There will be dancing and some drinking. If you’re very good, maybe someone will offer you a beer.” 
 
    That was one of the mostly unspoken rules on campus. Even if the guys weren’t legally old enough to drink, they could still be offered alcohol by the sisters. It was totally illegal, not that the administrators cared. These were all kids out looking to have fun. And if sometimes the boys got drunk and stuff got out of hand, they were supposed to be capable of making their own decisions. So really, it was their own fault. 
 
    Then he thought of that old argument. 
 
    If anything happened to the guys here tonight, lots of people would hear about it and blame the boys. Why? Because they were dressed like this. 
 
    Jake looked down at his costume and experienced a spike of apprehension. Then he looked up, and he saw all of the girls studying him and the rest of his group. Knowing that he was part of a pack made him feel slightly better. And yet, he saw Alyssa, and their eyes met, and Jake wished he could just retreat somewhere. Unfortunately, based off of the angles, he couldn’t actually hide. She could study him like a predator looking for her prey as much a she wanted. 
 
    His buttocks still ached from the spanking. More than that, she knew about his chastity cage, which meant that he wouldn’t really be her target. Right? 
 
    Unfortunately, he still had his mouth, which meant she could demand oral service. She could take that all night if she wanted. 
 
    And because she was his RA, he couldn’t really say no. 
 
    The thought swirled through his head as he consciously studied the other girls. Unsurprisingly, they were all gorgeous. They wore short skirts and tight tank tops. It was still early enough in the semester that it was pretty warm during the day. As the sun was now starting to set, it would get colder and colder. Lots of those girls would probably offer the boys jackets or coats or something. 
 
    The girls could demonstrate that they could be chivalrous and considerate, which meant the boys needed to be grateful. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to continue a long tradition tonight. The Pleasure Hunt.” 
 
    The boys glanced back at one another in search of reassurance. 
 
    “Don’t worry. Basically, you are all dressed so adorably, we just can’t help ourselves. You see, all of the girls here want to talk to you. But it’s not really fair for all of us to try to figure out who gets to talk with whom.” Silently, Jake wondered if maybe the boys should have something to say about it. Of course, he didn’t raise his voice or draw attention to himself. “So this is what we do. We have the Pleasure Hunt. Tonight, we are going to chase you with these.” All at once, the girls pulled paintball guns out from behind their backs. When Jake saw them, he felt that ripple of fear from the other guys. Several of the boys stepped back. 
 
    The girls saw this and chuckled. A few of them winked or waved, like that would be enough to make up for this proposed “game”. 
 
    Jake found himself whispering, “This is BS. We shouldn’t have to do this.” 
 
    “Man, it’s just a game,” Sam said. “Let the girls have their fun.” 
 
    Jake pressed his lips together. Someone else whispered, “Yeah. This is why we were admitted in the first place. Remember what Alyssa said at orientation? We need to be sociable. This is sociable.” 
 
    Jake couldn’t tell if these guys were trying to reassure him or themselves, but it didn’t really matter. 
 
    “The rules are simple, boys,” said the sorority president. “If you get shot, you belong to the huntress who shot to you for the rest of the night.” 
 
    “She can’t be serious,” Jake muttered, doing his best to keep his voice low. 
 
    “It’s just a game,” one of the boys reiterated. 
 
    “Other than that, there really are no rules. Feel free to run as much as you like. But don’t worry. We will find you.” The girls all chuckled. 
 
    That’s when the president announced, “Three. Two…” 
 
    The guys looked at one another, suddenly confused. Was it starting just like that? Wasn’t there going to be some other discussion or something? 
 
    “One!” The president grinned, waved her arms, and shouted, “Go!” 
 
    Still stunned by this turn of events, the boys didn’t move, not until the girls started rushing down the staircase. There were three of them in each row, and the front runners started jumping the steps three or four at the time as though they had done this a bunch before. 
 
    The guys finally started moving, spinning around, pushing against one another. 
 
    They had to run. Run now! 
 
    Against the sounds of laughing girls, the hunt was on! 
 
      
 
    Jake quickly broke from the pack, running hard. He felt ridiculous in his “toga,” especially since he could still feel the weight of the chastity cage between his legs. Sure, he had gotten used to running with the device, but he usually wore more clothing. 
 
    He started to hear the sounds of paintball guns. The swish of pellets cut through the air, and then he heard the grunts of boys as they were shot. 
 
    Glancing over his shoulder, he got a glimpse of another dude who was basically just jogging. What the hell? 
 
    Jake put a lot of distance between them, but then the boy was shot, threw his hands up, and said, “You got me!” 
 
    That’s when Jake understood. 
 
    A lot of these guys didn’t mind getting caught. They would prance around, pretending that this was a hunt when really they couldn’t wait to be captured. They had already dressed up like pleasure slaves. Because really, that’s what they were. 
 
    Jake sprinted over to a tree, darted behind the thick trunk, and panted as he took a look at the rest of the street. 
 
    Lots of young men were running as best they could, sprinting. They probably thought this was their opportunity to play hard to get. Literally. 
 
    For his part, Jake scanned the different groups. At first, he didn’t see anything to alarm him. This all looked normal enough. But then one of the girls shot a guy, he fell, rolling on the grass of the front yard. When he got up, he found the girl in front of him, only now she reached into her purse and took something out. 
 
    Jake had to squint. It was small as it dangled from her hand. 
 
    Then he realized exactly what it was. A collar. He couldn’t tell if it was a dog collar or maybe something sleek and sexy from some specialty shop. Either way, Jake gulped, wondering what it would feel like to have a band around his neck. 
 
    Frankly, he didn’t want to find out, especially when he saw the girl walking toward him. 
 
    Tonight, she had on a white dress with a black purse. The strap hung down across her chest and between her breasts. As the blonde strode toward him, walking confidently in her high heels, Jake felt extremely exposed. 
 
    But then he jerked back behind the tree trunk, and he had to wonder. Had Alyssa spotted him? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    A cruel smile curved along her lips, and she started laughing. She didn’t run, but she did call out, “Here, boy! Come on. We both know I’m going to get you. You might as well stop now.” 
 
    Jake turned and ran, sprinting to the right. Then he heard her steps continue, clicking along the street. 
 
    What was he supposed to do? 
 
    Theoretically, he could outrun her. But then, he knew that he needed some of the other guys and sorority sisters to see him at the party. That’s why he kept running, making it another block or two before doubling back. He followed the easiest route, always checking over his shoulder just make sure Alyssa didn’t find him. 
 
    But then he stepped back onto the main boulevard, the one which would lead right back to the sorority house. And that’s when he glanced up and saw her, just twenty or thirty feet ahead. 
 
    “You boys are so predictable,” she said. 
 
    Jake didn’t know what he had done wrong, but he was new on campus, so he didn’t really understand the best ways to sneak between the buildings. Then again, Alyssa had played this game before. She’d probably studied maps, learning how the boys operated. 
 
    Even as those explanations flashed through his head, Jake jumped to the right, just in time to avoid her first barrage. Three pellets cut through the air, hissing just above his shoulder as he fell. Luckily, he hit the grass. 
 
    She’s kept shooting, adjusting her aim. He scrambled forward. 
 
    “You’re cute when you crawl!” Alyssa called out, taunting him. 
 
    Then he started to wonder if she missed on purpose. Maybe she liked watching him run. 
 
    Jake didn’t know for sure, but he didn’t like the idea of “belonging to her” for the night, whatever that meant. 
 
    Besides, maybe a different girl would shoot him; he would’ve laughed at the idea, except it really was his only hope. Yeah, right. 
 
    She shot again, pulling the trigger with ease. Crawling, he scampered on his knuckles and knees. As he did so, he could feel the hem of his toga rise up. And she laughed. She pulled out her phone and snapped a picture. “Oh, this is going to be a good one,” she said. 
 
    Returning both hands to her paint gun, she aimed again. “I do like hunting you, Jake, but I have big plans for you tonight.” 
 
    With her eyes on the sight, he turned around, raised his hands, and hoped maybe she would leave off the indignity of actually firing. But her finger started to twitch, and he knew this was futile. He closed his eyes, wondering exactly which spot she would choose. Some of the cruelest girls shot boys right between their legs… 
 
    Eyes shut, he braced himself. He heard the pulse of air as the paint pellet snapped out of the barrel. But it didn’t hit his body. He didn’t experience that shock of pain. Instead, it splashed against something plastic or metal? 
 
    Opening his eyes, Jake looked straight ahead, right at Alyssa. Her hands were covered in paint. It splashed on the gun as well. Then he looked down, saw that she had missed. Another paint pellet had hit the grass to his right. Then, in his peripheral vision, he saw the other figure. He turned and saw a girl with dark red hair. 
 
    Morgan Taylor. 
 
    “He’s mine,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Jake turned to the redheaded girl. At first, he couldn’t believe it. Morgan! After the last week of searching for her, he had started to wonder if maybe she transferred out or something. Maybe she had graduated early? But now, she stood there, bad and ready with her gun aimed right at Alyssa. 
 
    “Hey!” whined the RA. “You’re not supposed to shoot me!” 
 
    “You were going to shoot my boy,” Morgan said. 
 
    Alyssa, maybe having already had a few drinks, didn’t catch on right away. Brows crinkled with confusion as she pointed right at Jake. “He doesn’t have any paint on him!” She sounded infuriated, like she couldn’t believe her friend would break the rules. 
 
    Morgan tilted her weapon to the side, casually aiming it at Jake before she pulled the trigger. He felt that splattered paint against his chest. 
 
    “There,” Morgan said. 
 
    Alyssa’s face turned bright red. “That is not fair,” she protested again. 
 
    “Caitlin and I are best friends. You really want to go talk to her about it? Because you can if you want.” 
 
    Caitlin. Who is that? Jake didn’t know, but some of the color drained away from Alyssa’s cheeks as the name hit her. 
 
    “It’s fine,” Alyssa finally said, sounding sullen. She dropped the weapon down, aiming the barrel toward the ground. Then she marched off. 
 
    Jake looked over at Morgan, but he didn’t know what to say. His mind turned blank as static resonated between his ears. 
 
    “On your knees,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed at once, falling into position. “Thank you,” he said, holding up his hands. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, I think she was going to be mean to me,” he confessed. 
 
    She walked up to him, reached down into her purse, and pulled out a dark blue dog collar. It even came decorated with little white bones along at the edges. “What makes you think I’m going to be any better?” Morgan asked with a wicked smile. 
 
    That’s when it dawned on him. Over the last three months, Jake had been somehow stupidly assuming she cared about him or wanted him as more than a plaything. But now he looked up along the length of her body. From the neck down, she was just like any other girl, gorgeous with her breasts, her toned legs, and her tight waist. In fact, he felt himself pulled magnetically toward her, just as he did with lots of other attractive women. 
 
    But then he saw her eyes, and he could read that distant cruelty right there. 
 
    She had been teasing him, playing with him, toying with him. He parted his lips, hoping he could find words to say, but she pulled the collar tight around his neck. The material pushed down against his skin, making it slightly harder to breathe. She didn’t want to choke him. Instead, she simply wished to make sure that he didn’t forget his new status. 
 
    “Jake, Jake, Jake,” she said, repeating his name. Every breath made it clear he belonged to her. “I’m going to take you back to the party, and I’m going to lead you around all night. Tell me you understand.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Morgan. I understand.” 
 
    He hoped that by giving her this honorific, she might decide to be nicer to him. Or maybe she would just get bored and let go? A boy could hope. 
 
    “That’s not good enough,” she said, reaching down into her purse once more. She had already locked the collar around his throat. What else could she add? 
 
    When she talked about leading him around, Morgan had meant it literally. “That’s a leash,” he said, the words popping out of his mouth. 
 
    “Smart boy,” she agreed before she attached the leash, hooking it onto the small ring now dangling from the base of his throat. 
 
    Then she turned, tugged, and started walking. 
 
      
 
    “Before we get back to the party, I should tell you that I have been pretty impressed. I expected you to start calling me frantically within a week or two.” 
 
    “You told me not to call you. You told me not to contact you.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, tossing a glance in his direction. “But boys get so frustratingly selfish sometimes. They know what they’re supposed to do, but they start thinking with their cocks instead of their brains. You, it seems, have some self-control. You should be congratulated.” 
 
    She didn’t actually say “congratulations”. 
 
    She pulled on his leash, dragging him just a little bit faster. Feeling as though he should stay a step or two behind her, he skipped forward, doing his best not to fall. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Morgan.” 
 
    Right there in the middle of the sidewalk, she stopped, turning around. 
 
    “Come here,” she ordered, spreading her arms a few inches away from her sides. 
 
    Did she want a hug? 
 
    It seemed insane, but Jake wasn’t about to question her. He approached, tentative and nervous, like some skittish animal. Sure enough, she pulled him close and wrapped one arm around his shoulders. 
 
    Then her other hand slid up the hem of his toga, all the way to his snug underwear beneath. That’s when she gripped him, squeezing his ass like he was some piece of fruit she might purchase. 
 
    “You need to be punished for forgetting.” 
 
    Jacob didn’t understand. A look of confusion played along his face, one Morgan would have enjoyed gleefully. Only now, she was focused on his rear end. She still held him close, except now she pulled her hand away from his buttock. Then she swung down, spanking him! 
 
    At first, shock dominated his reactions. 
 
    He didn’t understand how something like this could be happening, how a girl could spank him right there on the sidewalk. 
 
    Worse, he cried out, although he couldn’t be sure if his voice drew the attention of a couple of the girls standing on the porch. They glanced over, snickered, giggled, and laughed. They were watching, pointing. Maybe a few of them even shouted encouragement to Morgan. 
 
    Jake didn’t know what the heck was happening, but he tried to pull away, and that’s when he heard her commanding tone, “You aren’t going anywhere. Stay right here.” 
 
    “No,” he moaned, humiliated beyond anything he had ever experienced. Simultaneously, he wiggled, eager to escape her grasp. Theoretically, he probably could have wrenched himself out of her arms. Instead, he only halfheartedly tried to get away, fully aware that the other girls around them would be incensed if he shoved her or did anything “ungentlemanly”. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “You aren’t going anywhere. Stay right here. Take your punishment. Be grateful that I’m not bending you over one of the tables at the party. This could be so, so much worse!” Now her voice boomed out as she laughed at him. She struck again and again, her palm slamming down against his posterior. 
 
    She demonstrated once again that she knew how to spank him. She knew how to make it sting. 
 
    It was even worse than when Alyssa punished him. 
 
    Finally, she released him. His backside glowed a bright shade of red, his shoulders slumped, and he hung his head down low. 
 
    Without even waiting for her to say anything, he started to walk away. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    Jake swallowed, realizing that he had disappointed her once, but now he still didn’t know what to do to please her. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could go. I didn’t dismiss you,” she said. 
 
    “You’re not my RA,” he told her, thinking of the first position of female authority that came to mind. 
 
    “I don’t need to be your RA,” she snapped. “I’m your Mistress.” 
 
    His eyes widened when he heard those words, mostly because he had indeed forgotten. He didn’t know how it was possible. Over the last couple of months, he had played and replayed those memories so many times, and yet it had all become fuzzy, distorted by time and anxiety. 
 
    “Say it,” she barked. 
 
    “You’re my Mistress,” he said. 
 
    Snapped her fingers and pointed to that spot at her feet. 
 
    He fell into place, and she took ahold of his leash. She smiled, grinning cheerfully as she got up and walked. 
 
    Jake didn’t know what he was supposed to do. 
 
    For a moment, he seriously thought about standing, only then he thought of how she had ordered him into this position, which meant she probably expected something else. 
 
    Crawl. 
 
    The idea felt more like a command, even though she hadn’t said a single word to him as she strolled off. 
 
    He crawled, moving on his knuckles and knees. It was hard on the pavement, but she soon stepped onto the grass, which made it much, much easier. He scurried behind her, blushing brightly as the other college girls pointed and laughed. 
 
      
 
    “He’s a cute boy,” Morgan said to them as they stood on the threshold of the doorway back into the party. Jake could already hear the music pumping. A young woman was singing over the stereo system, talking about how she loved making boys into her bitches. She loved having them on their knees, licking her out. She talked about how she could spank them, strip them, and put them on display for all of her friends. 
 
    He heard the misandrist lyrics, but he didn’t argue or try to protest. Instead, he stayed there on his knees as Morgan leaned to down. “I want to talk to some friends, and then I’m going to take you.” 
 
    Take him? 
 
    Jake didn’t know exactly what that meant, but just the possibility was enough to make his cock stiffen against the walls of its cage. His cage. He hated the chastity device so much, but he didn’t try to argue with her. He didn’t try to tell this girl that she couldn’t do any of this. Instead, he kept his head down. 
 
    “Cute boys like you should be seen, not heard,” she said. Then she tugged on his leash and walked into the party. 
 
    Sure enough, there were all of the girls there. They were bobbing to the music, laughing, cheering one another on. Then there were some of the boys, all of whom had been splattered with paint of one color or another. 
 
    A few seconds later, Jake spotted Sam who had dark blue down his shoulder. 
 
    The two boys looked at one another, flashed reassuring smiles, and then returned their attention to the girls nearby. 
 
    While Sam stood off to the side, smiling and nodding and laughing as though he were the equal to these girls, Jake had to crawl. With the leash dangling from his neck, he moved on his knuckles and knees, more like a pet or a dog. Luckily for him, the girls enjoyed this, and they didn’t want to annoy Morgan, so they were very careful not to accidentally kick him or trip over him. It had nothing to do with Jake himself. 
 
    These girls didn’t respect him. If he had been crawling around on his own, they probably would have randomly petted him or “accidentally” swung a foot in his direction. 
 
    Even so, petting still wasn’t out of the question. Jake could only bristle when one of Morgan’s friends glanced down at him and said, “What a cute boy! Mind if I pet him? Would that be okay?” 
 
    Of course, those questions weren’t aimed at Jake himself. He was just a pet, a plaything for these girls. 
 
    Morgan smirked and called out over the music, “Go for it!” 
 
    Jake seriously thought of retreating back, withdrawing, pulling away and fighting. But he was on a leash, one which Morgan had even shortened by wrapping around her wrist. 
 
    No, he had to be a good boy. He had to be obedient, especially if he hoped to get out of his chastity cage tonight. 
 
    If she decided to free him, that would mean he didn’t have to wear the cage anymore, right? 
 
    Jake never paid much attention to the articles or books about the art of seduction. Unlike lots of other guys, he had always held onto that hope that he might be able to succeed with his own natural talent. He didn’t want to just support some woman. He didn’t want to look good by being the trophy for a successful female. 
 
    Except now, he wished he had studied those manuals. There were so many different advice columns and articles all over the internet. Puffing out his cheeks, the girls laughed at him when Morgan’s friend reached down and started petting him. She ran her hands across the top of his head. She even scratched him behind his ear as though he were nothing but a dog. 
 
    “Was it hard hunting him down?” 
 
    “Not too bad,” Morgan said. “It’s fine. I swear, these hunts are so amazing. There’s nothing like chasing down a boy to really get the blood pumping. You know what I mean?” 
 
    The other girls laughed. Of course, most of them hadn’t participated in the hunt. There weren’t enough boys to go around. Only the best and most attractive young women could enjoy owning a young man like Jake. 
 
    “It’s probably the fear,” Morgan continued. “This might not be politically correct or whatever, but when you see a boy, and he has a gun pointed at him, and you can look into his eyes and just know he’s going to do whatever you want. That’s the real moment when a woman can demonstrate true supremacy.” 
 
    Jake opened his mouth. He wanted to say something, to argue with her. 
 
    That was the entire point of college, right? 
 
    Not there. Not then. At this party, these girls were in charge, and there wasn’t even the pretense of allowing for any kind of equality, not while these sorority sisters had their way. 
 
    Tonight was for fun. And guys who questioned the matriarchy just weren’t fun. 
 
    He held onto those thoughts and reminded himself of his real and actual goal. He needed the key to his chastity cage. He needed freedom! 
 
    His shaft was throbbing now. He couldn’t get a real erection. He wouldn’t be able to climax either. Although he had suppressed his urges for the last three months, he could feel so much of that passion and lust and desperation swirl through him like a tornado. 
 
    And yet, Morgan was having fun. She enjoyed drinking from those red, plastic cups, chatting with her friends, and joking with the different groups. It seemed like Morgan was one of the most popular girls on campus. Everyone knew her. Everyone wanted to talk to her. 
 
    And inevitably, everyone wanted to “complement” her boy. 
 
    Granted, no one ever talked directly to Jake. Instead, they would say things like, “He’s so cute!” and “you picked a good one!” They talked about him, never to him. 
 
    For the most part, Jake remained on his knees. Even when the muscles in his thighs and lower back started to ache, he remained down below the waistlines of the girls around him. They stood, chatting and talking. Meanwhile, he had the status of a dog. 
 
    But then, something strange happened. 
 
    “Oh, I love this song!” Morgan called out. She glanced over at one of her friends, someone Jake had never seen. “Do me a favor. Hold his leash!” 
 
    The girl willingly obliged. 
 
    Jake bristled, his eyes widening. No way! It was one thing for Morgan, his self-proclaimed “Mistress” to hold his leash, but to just hand it off to another girl? 
 
    He tried to summon up the courage necessary to argue with this choice. He wanted to stop Morgan right there. If this had been a different day or time, he probably would have had the courage to grab her and tell her that he wasn’t going to put up with this. Heck, his collar wasn’t even locked on. Nothing but a plastic clip held it in place around his neck. 
 
    Even so, Jake was a well-trained boy, so he didn’t argue or protest. He didn’t want to seem like a bad guy or a disrespectful male. So he let Morgan pass his leash off to another young woman. 
 
    And then he could only crouch there and watch as Morgan rushed over to the impromptu dance floor. She raised her hands above her head and started to balance, weave, and undulate to the music. All the girls were so amazing, their breasts bouncing, their asses on display. Sure, most of them had on shorts, jeans, T-shirts, and halter tops, but it was still amazing. 
 
    Jake couldn’t deny the power of evolutionary programming. Those girls were amazing. 
 
    But then, something snapped his attention away from focusing on the girls dancing. 
 
    “You know, you’re really lucky,” came a voice, female. 
 
    It sounded more like a stage whisper, loud enough for him to hear over the music even as she tried to maintain some element of stealth. 
 
    Jake looked up and saw the girl holding his leash. She had straight, black hair, freckles along her cheeks, and big brown eyes. She was very pretty, although she wouldn’t be able to match Morgan, either in terms of confidence or physical perfection. 
 
    “She really likes you.” 
 
    He parted his lips, wishing he could say something. 
 
    The girl kept talking. If she noticed that he wanted to add something else, she decided it wasn’t important enough. Lots of girls did that when speaking to boys. “I’ve known Morgan since we were freshmen. She usually just picks a boy, has some fun, and drops him the next day. But here? She talked about you a couple times. That makes you special.” 
 
    Jake looked up at the girl. 
 
    He studied the way the light flickered along her hair, her eyes glimmered, and he kept searching for some sign of deceit. It was hard being a boy, knowing that the girls had every advantage and could take whatever they wanted. 
 
    Sure, there were young women who talked about how dangerous men could be. Productive. Manipulative. And yet, it was clear that the girls were always the most powerful. Money and political power didn’t equal “looking cute” or “being a temptation”. 
 
    Jake was about to say something, only then Morgan bounced back over to them. She took his leash and tugged. 
 
    “Up,” she said. 
 
    He rose to his feet, so she put her hand on the small of his back and pushed him forward. 
 
    He had no idea where they were going. 
 
      
 
    Moving with the easy confidence and grace of a woman who had been here many times before, Morgan escorted her slave boy down one hall and deeper into the house. The music faded, becoming a low thud vibrating through the walls. 
 
    The dark-haired girl took him right to a door, her hand around the knob, turned, and pulled it. With her other hand, she tugged on his leash. It wasn’t even necessary; she only did it to reassert her authority over this young man. 
 
    She stepped into the bedroom, turned around, and faced him. 
 
    “Mine,” she said. “You belong to me.” 
 
    He didn’t make the same mistake again. “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    Mistress. A word loaded with power and authority. This was a girl who could take and do whatever she wanted. He had no choice, which meant that he really had been enslaved. 
 
    “You look cute in your little slave uniform, but I want to see the real symbol of my power over you,” she said. This time, she could have been referring to the collar and leash. But no, they both understood precisely what she wanted. 
 
    Jake hesitated, his fingers shaking slightly. Of course, that only made this that much more entertaining for his tormentor. He reached up and loosened the tie on his toga. The sheets fell away all at once, leaving Jake standing there in his underwear. 
 
    “Take them off,” she said with a glance at the dark blue fabric. 
 
    He removed his underwear, pulling it off. And as he did so, he revealed the chastity cage, just as she remembered it. 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back, slave.” She dropped the leash and let it dangle there, a thin strip of material down his chest. 
 
    Then she proceeded to walk around him, strolling the circumference of his body. 
 
    At one point, she reached out and pinched his bicep. At another, she grabbed his ass again. The redness had dissipated, which disappointed her, but only slightly. She could bring it back easily enough. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do with me?” Jake asked this girl. 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she said with a brisk smile. 
 
    She stopped in front of him. 
 
    He should have been taller, but her high heels gave her the extra inches to loom above him. 
 
    In previous generations, Jake would have been stronger and more confident. He would have had the charisma to stand up to a young woman like her. At the same time, Morgan would have been weighed down by decades of misogyny, explicit and implicit. She would have watched movies about girls getting taken and objectified, teased and tormented. 
 
    But now, the weight of history was on her side, so she peered into his eyes and touched the underside of his chin. 
 
    She could feel that exhilarating authority run through her body. “I liked it when you begged me to go to college. What do you think of it so far, Jake?” 
 
    “I, I really like it,” he said uncertainly. “I’m learning a lot.” 
 
    “Are you learning the most important lesson?” 
 
    “What, what is that?” Jake asked, assuming that ignorance was always the right answer for a boy. 
 
    She leaned in and said, “Women will always reign supreme.” She hissed those words against of the curves of his ears. He felt the warmth of her breath and shivered again. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Good.” She proceeded to run her fingers along his chest. “You’ve been working out,” she said. 
 
    Jake beamed. He was careful to keep from smiling, yet he loved the idea that this girl really noticed all of his efforts. Over the last few months, he didn’t see anything startling or dramatic, but he had spent a lot of time on treadmills and pull-up bars. 
 
    “You look good. You look absolutely wonderful,” she said. “You’re a beautiful specimen of what a boy can be, especially when you’re all locked up.” 
 
    Her fingers moved down to his thighs. She brushed his skin, raising little bumps all over his body. 
 
    “Are you getting nervous?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said quickly, almost frantically. 
 
    She leaned in again. He could feel the curves of her breasts against his chest. It was wonderful, addictive, and dangerous. This girl was a siren, the creature capable of dragging him beneath the depths. 
 
    He was there for one reason. He had sought her out to get the key to his chastity cage. 
 
    More than anything, he wanted an orgasm! 
 
    Hot desperation gripped him tight, making every breath feel like thousands of eager needles pushed down against his skin. 
 
    “It’s good that you get nervous. You should always be a little bit scared of your superiors.” She leaned in. “As far as you’re concerned, I’m a goddess, and you’re nothing but a sniveling slave boy. You do as you’re told. You think what I tell you to think, and you always obey.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” He sounded frantic now, his breath stretching out every syllable even as he pushed them out as fast as he could. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. She walked over to the bed, lifted her skirt to reveal the white of her panties, and then she pulled down her underwear. 
 
    She spread her legs as she perched herself right there. 
 
    “Crawl over here and service me, pet.” 
 
    Pet. 
 
    He still felt that stab of embarrassment. Even so, he lowered himself down to his hands and knees as though he had been trained like an animal. Then he started crawling, bringing himself inch by inch closer to her. He raised his head, and that’s when she grabbed his leash again, pulling. With one hand beneath her thigh, she had no problem yanking his face back between her legs. 
 
    With his mouth pushed up against her sex, he waited for permission. 
 
    It made her laugh. 
 
    “A boy should always be humble and obedient,” she said, intoning those words as though they were sacred. “A boy should always do is he’s told.” She grinned, and that’s when she said, “Lick me. Lick me like the thirsty slave you are.” 
 
    As he tasted her again, he yearned to be free of the chastity cage. He wanted that lock off of his shaft so badly! 
 
    And yet, he still lost himself to the feel of her body as his tongue penetrated her. He could feel the smooth, wet and soft walls of her opening as he licked. He could feel the tension of her clit against the tip of his tongue as he worshiped her just the way she wanted. 
 
    Using the leash may have been awkward, but Morgan didn’t seem to mind as she tugged and pulled, yanking him forward or back to suit her desires. “Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Surrender to me. Accept my authority. Embrace your place on your knees.” 
 
    He did all of this and more, giving her precisely what she wanted and demanded. 
 
    He closed his eyes and surrendered. 
 
    But then, she told him to look up at her. 
 
    Still flicking his tongue along her opening, he raised his gaze as best he could. Their eyes met, and he shivered again, humiliated by his degraded position. 
 
    “You’re growing up, Jake. You might only be a freshman, but you are starting to really understand how the world works, aren’t you? You know that you belong to me. You know that you are mine. That’s why I keep you locked up.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he wanted to say, murmuring those words against her pussy. 
 
    She put her free hand on the back of his head, shoving his face deeper against her opening. He licked again, sliding his tongue up and down, left and right, in circles and swirls, all for her satisfaction. 
 
    “Oh yes, that feels so good. I feel so incredible. You’re doing a good job. Keep going. Go! Lick me! Show me that you belong to me!” Her voice rose, getting louder and louder. The sounds of her ecstasy bounced off of the walls as she took hold of his hair and started pumping his face against her most sensitive spot. 
 
    Lips parted, she panted out until the words morphed into something else altogether. She moaned, gasping eagerly as he continued to serve her. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” She screamed against the backdrop of music pounding away in the living room. 
 
    When she finished, she pulled his head away, and he stayed there on his knees, wondering what he could do or say. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, do you think you could let me out of the chastity cage?” 
 
    No answer. Just silence from this girl and the noise from the party. 
 
    “I could,” she said, sliding her fingers along her shoulder until she touched the metal chain around her neck. She lifted it up easily, showing him the key dangling at the end. When he saw it, he stared, his eyes big. 
 
    There. That was it, the key to his chastity cage. 
 
    Still on his knees, he looked up at her and pleaded, “Please, Mistress. Please, wearing this thing has been too hard! It’s been so difficult!” 
 
    “But it’s softened you up, hasn’t it? I look into your eyes, and I see the abject need to serve your superior.” 
 
    “Yes, I guess so, Mistress,” he said, careful to include her title. 
 
    “So why would I want to release you?” Morgan asked, sounding playful. Now that she had enjoyed her own orgasm, she could tease him as much as she liked. “Seriously, I have this malleable boy on his knees, ready to do anything I want. Why would I ever give you up by letting you out of that cage?” 
 
    “Because it’s driving me crazy!” 
 
    “Oh, is it? And how would you behave if you weren’t all locked up?” 
 
    Jake grimaced, thinking about this hard. He tried to summon up the right answer, something which would satisfy her. But his thoughts turned blank because he didn’t know, not really. 
 
    “Oh, poor boy. You’re trying so hard to think this through, but you’re not smart enough to figure it out, are you?” 
 
    With his eyes aimed down at the floor, he gave a quick shake of his head. “No, I’m not smart enough to figure it out.” 
 
    “Then maybe you should stay in your chastity cage.” 
 
    “No! I can’t!” 
 
    The vehemence of his voice surprised both of them. But then she reached down, grabbed his chin, pinching. Her fingernails pushed into his skin. She could scratch him. Instead, her eyes blazed as the tone of her voice shifted, becoming cold and focused. “Slave, you are a boy, which means you are inferior. You must always respect those who are better than you. Now, bend over the bed. This is going to sting.” 
 
    Another spanking. 
 
    With his determination, Jake had earned himself another spanking. 
 
    A dozen different protests hovered at the tip of his tongue, but Jake held them back. He didn’t want to risk upsetting her even more. So instead, he stood, crossed his wrists, and bent over the bed, his ass now on display, his buttocks vulnerable. 
 
    At least it was only going to be a spanking, he thought. 
 
    Only then, Morgan chuckled and said, “This room belongs to my friend Tiffany. She has quite a collection of toys for boys like you.” 
 
    To prove it, she opened a drawer, pulled out the crop, and slapped it against her palm. A gentle stinging spread along her nerves. Of course, that strike was self-inflicted, which dulled the sensations. Her boy would experience something more intense, more powerful. 
 
    With a graceful saunter, she strolled up to him, stroked his backside for just a moment, cocked the crop up, and struck, slicing it down against his vulnerable flesh. A red line appeared almost immediately. She didn’t break the skin, but she still sent a jolt of pain shooting through his body, bright and incandescent. 
 
    She struck three more times, leaving lines along his skin. 
 
    “How does that make you feel? Do you feel chastised? Do you feel corrected?” 
 
    Inhaling through his teeth, Jake wanted to argue with her and tell her that this was crazy. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Instead, he clenched his eyes shut. The tears were right there, burning along his vision. 
 
    “Let’s try something else since that didn’t work.” 
 
    “Not the paddle,” he whispered. “Please, anything but the paddle.” 
 
    “Oh, you want me to see if Tiffany has a paddle?” 
 
    Jake opened his mouth, wishing that he could take the words back, but they were already out, hovering on the air, meaning he had to accept his fate. 
 
    “Please, punish me as you see fit, Mistress.” 
 
    “Okay!” Morgan chirped her one-word answer. 
 
    Strolling back to the closet, she focused on the drawer again, studying the different implements. “Look at this. Tiffany has a chastity cage for a boy as well. I wonder if she has someone in mind. Any ideas? Is there any guy you think should be locked up just like you?” 
 
    Jake didn’t answer, mostly because he didn’t want to betray any of the other young men he knew at the campus. 
 
    “Or maybe I should just force it out of you,” she said. 
 
    Morgan sauntered back up to him. As she did, he thought of Sam and how that guy had been kind to him. 
 
    “You know, boys usually enjoy being locked in chastity. After a couple of years, they understand that this is the proper state.” 
 
    “Years?” Jake gasped out the word, unable to believe that such a thing could be real. Women couldn’t actually keep them locked up, could they? 
 
    Only then, Morgan chuckled, easily able to guess what he was thinking. “Years are definitely possible for boys in chastity. I mean, after a while, you probably don’t even notice. You just get used to that constant, horny buzz around every thought and idea. You get used to wishing for something you can never have. And at the same time, you look around at the women near you, and you know that they can get off as much as they want. They could use other boys. Or better yet, we can just mess around with the other girls.” 
 
    Jake swallowed back his frustration but then he started thinking of Morgan and Alyssa together. He wondered what that would be like, how delicious, how intoxicating to see those ideal specimens of femininity grasping, clutching, teasing and kissing as they touched one another, their hands roaming along with their perfect bodies. 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    Jake felt the slap of the paddle against his backside. The smooth, flat wood struck hard, sending a blast of pain rocketing through him. He bit down, gasping through his teeth. He exhaled, wishing that he could somehow block out the sensations. But they coiled through his skin, lighting up every nerve he possessed. 
 
    “I like this a lot more. Call me old-fashioned, but I think paddles are best for boys like you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    CLAP! 
 
    She struck again, admiring the redness that appeared along his skin. 
 
    “Let’s see how long it takes me to get tired,” she said. 
 
      
 
    A long time. 
 
    For Morgan, the session probably only lasted a few minutes. For Jake, it felt like an eternity stretched out, every moment a blaze of agony along his backside, whether she was striking, connecting, or waiting. Occasionally, she pulled on his hair, yanking his head back. And in those moments, he preferred pleading with her. He begged to be a better slave for her. 
 
    Making every promise he could imagine, he vowed to always recognize the importance of female supremacy. “I know, I know my place,” he cried out one point. “I understand that you are stronger and smarter and better than I can ever be. You are my superior. Women should always reign supreme.” 
 
    Jake wasn’t thinking clearly. He simply spoke, letting the words fall from his mouth and hoping that one might be good enough to please her. 
 
    The next thing he knew, she climbed up on the bed, grabbed him by his hair, edged him forward. He crawled, scurrying into position. Then she shoved him down onto the mattress, pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and locked them around his wrists, but not before weaving the metal chain along the bed frame. 
 
    Having already taken such a brutal paddling, Jake couldn’t think clearly. He wasn’t aware of what was happening around him. Every time he squirmed, he felt the sheets underneath his ass, so the stinging didn’t abandon him. 
 
    Then she touched him, dragging her fingertips along his shins, his thighs, and then she pressed her palms to his chest. That’s why she felt his heart pounding. 
 
    “Look at me,” she said. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Tell me you understand why you have to be punished.” 
 
    “I understand why I had to be punished,” he replied, sounding more like a puppet than a boy. The words weren’t his. They belonged to her. She owned them, just as she owned him. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “So let’s play a little game.” 
 
    She grabbed her purse and pulled out a quarter. She held it up, letting him see the front side, then the back. 
 
    Wriggling his brows, he studied to the disk. What was she doing? What did she have in mind? 
 
    Jake only watched, deciding to hold his tongue. As so many girls like to say, he was a boy, which meant he should be seen and not heard. 
 
    “Heads, I let you out of the cage. Tails, you stay locked up for the rest of your academic career. Now close your eyes.” 
 
    “Mistress, you mean I don’t even get to see the coin?” 
 
    “Do you have a problem with that?” Morgan asked, her voice lowering into a threat. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he said, which was much easier considering how his backside kept throbbing. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she replied. 
 
    With a wicked smile, she watched as he shut his eyes. Lost in the darkness, on his back, with his hands cuffed above his head, Jake braced himself. He heard her snap her finger as the coin sailed through the air. He imagined the disk turning into a sphere of silver and gray as the coin whipped itself through the air. Then it landed with a dull smack against the palm of her hand, which she clapped down against the back of her other hand. 
 
    “You’re a lucky boy.” 
 
    “May I, may I ask what that means?” Jake want to know. 
 
    To a girl like Morgan, there could be so many different answers, so many different ideas of what “lucky” might mean. 
 
    She didn’t respond at first. Instead, she leaned down and kissed him. She touched her lips to his, so he soon found himself groaning through the ecstasy. This girl was amazing. There was something about the electricity of her lips against his mouth, the way her teeth grazed him, how she almost a bit him. 
 
    He knew that he had been hunted, tracked and taken like some wild animal. 
 
    And now she intended to domesticate him. 
 
    She had done it once before. She could do it again. And again. And again. 
 
    Each time, she would strip away a little bit more of his independence until he was just some simpering boy ready to obey her command. 
 
    Not just her command, the command of any female. Women would be in charge, ruling his psyche with petite fists of iron. 
 
    Although Jake understood all of this, he still couldn’t make himself stop. He kissed her, raising his head. 
 
    When he pushed too hard, she pressed her fingers against his forehead and shoved him down against the mattress. Only she would set the pace. Only she could dictate how much force they might use. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, breaking off the kiss. “You know you belong on your back, beneath me.” 
 
    Jacob kept his eyes closed just the way she liked. 
 
    Even when she pulled away again, shifting off of the mattress, Jake didn’t dare look. He understood that she could have left him alone. Maybe she opened the door and dozens of girls were walking by, seeing him strapped down and naked except for the collar around his neck and the cage between his legs. Even if that happened, Jake still didn’t say anything. He knew this girl could humiliate him, and it still wouldn’t matter. 
 
    He was just a boy. 
 
    That was the fact he had to hold onto. He couldn’t allow himself to forget or to entertain any other idea, not here, not now. 
 
    Maybe someday. 
 
    But then he felt something. Or maybe he heard it. 
 
    Jake couldn’t be sure one way or the other, yet the hope blossomed in his chest. His heart started to pound faster. Was that the sound of a key sliding into a lock? 
 
    Morgan never announced the results of her coin toss. Had the flip been on his side? 
 
    It was a possibility. 
 
    But he couldn’t be sure! 
 
    Jake opened his mouth and was about to say something, only she pressed a finger to his lips along with one order, “Shush.” 
 
    Obediently, he stayed quiet. Then he felt something. Could it have been the lock’s spring popping the metal rod out of the aperture? Perhaps. Maybe. 
 
    He lifted his head, yet he was very careful not to open his eyes. 
 
    Then he felt the cage as it was pulled along the length of his cock. She had to wiggle it, tugging it from side to side as she worked the transparent tube off of his shaft. 
 
    Instantly, he sprang up, his cock big and hard. He had never been so desperate before. Every drop of passion, every jot of need came rushing back through his body. He had suppressed those desires, the yearnings of a young man, only now they came roaring back, five or eight times stronger than before. 
 
    He was already panting again, just like a dog in heat. 
 
    He ached to ask so many different questions, but the boy stayed quiet, following his owner’s commands. 
 
    She still didn’t say anything. What was going to happen next? 
 
    She climbed up on top of him. He could feel her legs and thighs against his sides. She lowered herself down, inch by inch. The tip of his shaft brushed along her sex. 
 
    Jake nearly climaxed right there. The urge was obvious and almost overwhelming. He panted through his nostrils. He counted his breaths, working so hard to keep his body from betraying him. He wasn’t allowed to speak or open his eyes. He already knew this orgasm belonged to Morgan. 
 
    Perhaps the last three and a half months had taught him some degree of self-control because he didn’t blow his load right there. Even as she lowered herself down, sheathing his cock, Jake still held back that potent urge. He wouldn’t mess up. He wouldn’t make a mistake. He wouldn’t give her any reason to pull away and lock him up again. 
 
    Although he had his eyes closed, Jake still saw her. With every moment, he imagined that girl on top. Her skirt was spread out along his thighs. Every time she moved, he could feel the swish of fabric. More importantly, she would have her back straight, her eyes aimed down at him. Or maybe she would raise her chin, study the ceiling, and gasp as she started to take him. 
 
    Yes, he was getting taken. 
 
    Like any huntress with her prey, she had the right to use him however she liked. That’s why she took advantage, gliding up and down, moving their most sensitive parts against one another. The heat swirled through his skin. He pushed his fingers down into his palms, curled his toes and flattened his feet as much as he could. He did all this to keep himself from losing control. 
 
    Control. How ironic. 
 
    As her slave, he had no control. The girls could laugh about how this was all just some silly joke, part of their party. But really, it meant something. It said something about the young women and men out there on this night. 
 
    He tried to think about that and more. He tried to think about anything but the sensations sputtering through his body, pushing him closer and closer to that edge. If he lost control, it would be serious. That much was obvious. And his punishment? More chastity. Maybe it would even be permanent. 
 
    No. No way. He couldn’t allow himself to think like that. Even as the dread coursed through him, Jake fought off those impulses. He somehow managed to maintain his equilibrium. 
 
    Then she sped up. 
 
    She practically bounced on him, sliding her tight walls along his length. She pumped him harder and faster, making him growl. Wait. Did that count as noise? 
 
    Luckily for him, Morgan was so far gone into her own ecstasy that she didn’t even notice. Or maybe she loved those pathetic little sounds. Perhaps she enjoyed the way he squirmed. 
 
    Jake gulped, pulling on his restraints. 
 
    “Now you can struggle. Fight. Try to get away, Jake. Let’s see if you can do it.” 
 
    He squirmed underneath her, bucking, thrashing and throwing his body from side to side as he attempted to tear himself away. He fought so hard, channeling every iota of strength he possessed into his arms and legs. His feet kicked out, and he tried to wrench his hands from the cuffs. 
 
    The iron held him down, making sure he stayed on his back, trapped beneath this young woman. 
 
    “Come for me. Come for me right now!” 
 
    Jake surrendered, losing control. And because she told him when he could climax, she owned this. She owned him. 
 
    His shaft pulsated as he blew his load, his body burning with desperate need. Oh yes! That felt so good! Pleasure. Bliss. An explosion of satisfaction! After three months, he experienced the surge of raw joy. 
 
    And when he finished, she pulled away. 
 
    If she had climaxed, Jake had picked up on the sounds. Then again, he could barely remember the last minute. 
 
    She grazed her nails along his skin, scratching him. 
 
    “That was wonderful,” she said. Then she pushed something into the palm of his hand. “Don’t lose that,” she teased. It was a key, hopefully the key to his cuffs. And just like that, she left the room, but Jake couldn’t even be sure that the door was opening and closing, then she was gone. He still hadn’t said a word. He still hadn’t opened his eyes. 
 
    After another couple of minutes, Jake found the strength to pry his eyelids up, so he could see his surroundings. Sure enough, Morgan was gone. But what did all of this mean? 
 
    “Mistress?” Jake asked. 
 
    Only the sounds of music from the distant living room answered him. Apparently, she had left him there. She had enjoyed herself, so now she was gone. 
 
    Clutching the key, he twisted around on his back and tried to work the small piece of metal into the opening on the cuffs. The angle was awkward, but he managed to insert it. A short while later, he got the cuffs to pop open. 
 
    And just like that, he was free. 
 
    Tentatively, he reached down and stroked his shaft again. His member was still coated in her juices. It felt strange being able to move his fingers along his length, as though he now had access to a brand-new body part. Granted, that was absurd, but his freedom seemed so strange. 
 
    Freedom. 
 
    He smirked for a second, laughing sardonically. If this was freedom, then why did he wish Morgan would come back? 
 
    Pushing those thoughts aside, he got dressed and headed out to the party. He worried about what he might do or say if he saw her again. But she was already gone, disappearing again. 
 
    The prey actually missed his predator. 
 
      
 
   



 

 Part 4: The Choices 
 
    His art history teacher, a young woman, walked around the platform in front of the lecture hall. There were a decent number of young men in this class, yet the majority were still female. If Jake had to guess, he assumed it was probably a sixty-forty mix, which was rare. In most of his classes, females dominated both politically and numerically. 
 
    Just before class started during the second week of the semester, Jake glanced around and wondered what this numerical difference really meant. In his regular classes, he told himself that he could still compete as a young man. This was a college after all, an arena for ideas. It shouldn’t really matter who said what. 
 
    And yet, he also thought of that other notion from high school, one his English instructor had brought up. She talked about the notion of ethos, and ancient Greek concept put forward by a man but presumably first imagined by a woman. Ethos referred to a speaker’s credibility, personal authority, and identity. 
 
    Based on the person’s background, could this individual be believed? Would the audience look at this individual, hear how she spoke, and think of her history and want to believe her? That was the real question. 
 
    For example, if a female instructor walked out onto the lecture platform, pretty much everyone would get quiet. If a man walked out, would the girls be ready to listen? Or would he have to prove himself? Would they just assume that he was a secretary or something, coming out to make an announcement because their real professor was late? 
 
    “Visual representations are important in society,” said his teacher, drawing his attention back to his Art History class. “If you go to the reading, you will see that art reflects society. But there is this larger problem. As art reflects society, it also influences society. Can you think of any examples of this?” 
 
    Because he had worked so hard to make it into this college, Jake immediately raised his hand. 
 
    The teacher scanned the room, didn’t see any other hands, so she called on him. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he did his best to sound articulate, as though he belonged here. While the girls lounged around, confident in their authority, he tried his hardest. “One example of this might be if the military is trying to recruit. They can say that there are so many people who want to join, which then means a lot of people think it’s popular and a good idea, so they want to join, so representation starts to equal the reality of the situation.” 
 
    The teacher smiled, cocked her head and lifted her chin slightly. “That’s an interesting idea,” she said. “Very good.” 
 
    Did she sound impressed because it was a good idea? Or did she sound impressed because it was a good idea that came from a boy? 
 
    Jake didn’t really think about it. Instead, he just beamed, grateful to get his professor’s approval. 
 
    “Overall, we can see that art reflects reality, but it also influences it. Over the course of the semester, we are going to be talking about many different representations of society. So as we start thinking about the first essay for this class, consider how images influence what we want, expect, and believe.” 
 
    Jake wrote a note down on the piece of paper in front of him. From there, the teacher started talking about Michelle Jenkins, a recent artist who had asked questions about local politics, especially in terms of race. 
 
    As he took notes, Jake started to wonder if maybe the same ideas applied to gender as well. 
 
      
 
    “So, what, are you like dating now or something?” 
 
    Jake had just slipped the key into his dorm room door and stepped across the threshold. He saw Alyssa on his bed with her hands slipped behind her back. She sat up just a little bit, propping her head on her knuckles as she turned to him. But there was that snide question buzzing on the air. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. Then, because he didn’t know how to confront her about this issue, he said, “Have I done something wrong?” 
 
    He hadn’t seen Alyssa since the night of the hunt. 
 
    The hunt. 
 
    Jake didn’t know how he felt about that night, but at least he no longer wore the chastity cage. That counted as a victory, right? But then, he still had all these questions swirling about Morgan Taylor. She had saved him. Or had she? She had spanked him brutally, leaving his ass a bright shade of red. She had teased him and trained him. But was that just a community service or did she really care about him? Did she want him? 
 
      
 
    “Are you wondering if maybe I found some contraband in your room?” As the boys’ resident advisor, she had every right to step into any of the dorm rooms, search through their things, and punish them for potential contraband. 
 
    “I didn’t think I had anything that would break the rules,” he said. 
 
    “True. I didn’t find anything. And you should be grateful for that.” 
 
    Grateful? 
 
    Jake didn’t really understand, but he knew it was better and smarter to keep his head down. But then she rolled off of the bed, and she walked toward him, her confident strides chewing up the distance between them. Then she was right there in front of him, and he kept his eyes down anyway, if only to avoid offending or upsetting her. 
 
    When dealing with a woman, it is always best to appear quiet, courteous, timid and deferential. That’s what they expected. 
 
    And yet, he still felt that buzz of adrenaline run through his body. She touched the underside of his chin, enjoying the casual intimacy. As a woman, she could take whatever she wanted. And she knew it. 
 
    When she nudged his gaze back up to her eyes, she smiled. He couldn’t read it, not this time. Usually, her smiles were wicked, flirtatious, or cruel. But what did this one mean? 
 
    “Jake, I think you have a lot of potential, but you need to decide how you want to spend it.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he told her. That was usually a safe answer when it came to dealing with women as well. 
 
    “I know you don’t,” she said, adopting the same kind of tone she might have used with a child. “So I’ll make it simple for you. Are you hers?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    She hadn’t left the collar on him. She hadn’t locked in chastity either. 
 
    On the one hand, he enjoyed his freedom. On the other hand, he didn’t know what this meant either. 
 
    “Interesting,” Alyssa said. But then, she leaned forward and gave him a command, “Strip.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She strolled up to him, glared into his eyes, her brows tensing as the theory played along her features. He could see it in her eyes, yet her lips remained set. She didn’t snarl at him. Oh no. Alyssa was far too controlled for something like that. 
 
    “Strip right now. I need to inspect you.” 
 
    “That can’t be right,” he said before he could stop himself. 
 
    But then a wicked smirk dashed her lips. One corner of her mouth rose with cruel amusement. “Really? Is that what you think? If you want, I can always report you to the administration for disobedience. If you think I’m bad, you should see the Discipline Committee.” 
 
    He gave a quick shake of his head. No, he didn’t want to think of it or risk her wrath. With a nervous gulp, he quickly pulled off his shirt, kicked away his shoes, yanked off his socks, and tore away his shirt. Finally, he was just down to his pants. His fingers fumbled as he went for his belt. 
 
    “Faster,” she said. The malice had drained away from her voice. Instead, there was just a sadistic purr in those two syllables. 
 
    As he unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants and boxers, he got hard. He couldn’t help it, not when he was so close to such a gorgeous girl. Lithe and curved in all the ways his male brain had been programmed to expect, Alyssa exuded the kind of power and confidence so many boys were attracted to. He could try to fight it, to resist that attraction, yet it felt primal, almost gravitational. 
 
    “She let you out of the cage. I wonder what that means.” She grinned at him. “What do you think that means, Jake?” 
 
    Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    She started to circle him. 
 
    “Cross your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He brought his wrists to the small of his back and crossed them, just as expected. 
 
    “Chin up. Eyes forward.” 
 
    What was she doing? Why was she posing him like this?” 
 
    “You really don’t think you know what it means?” Alyssa continued as she circled him like a shark lazily inspecting potential food. Her eyes roamed along his body. He could feel her attention and focus. And then there were those soft caresses, the gentle scratches of her nails over his skin. “Come on. You’re smart, at least for a boy. I’m sure you can figure it out. If a girl lets you out of the collar and pulls off a chastity cage, that must mean something. Go on. Guess. What you think that means.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    She stopped behind him, squeezed his ass, and then yanked her hand back. Jake knew exactly what was going to happen. He had experienced it many times before, at both Alyssa’s and Morgan’s hands. And yet, that awareness didn’t help him. It couldn’t protect him from the barrage of pain that was about to shoot through his skin. 
 
    She struck hard. 
 
    “Try again.” This time, she brought her forearm up against the base of his throat, pressing down and making it harder for him to breathe. “Come on,” she teased. “Do your best. Try to think of what it might mean.” 
 
    For some reason, Jake experienced this block right behind his eyes. He could formulate the words, only he refused to do so. Something stopped him. Just as the primal attraction to the blonde girl in front of him, he knew that he couldn’t speak. He wouldn’t make those sounds. 
 
    Jake had to know he was wrong, but he still stopped, locked in place. 
 
    “A stubborn boy,” she said, making it sound like a guilty verdict in a courtroom. 
 
    Instead of bringing down a gavel, she spanked him, striking his backside again and again. She wrapped her arm around his waist, just to make sure he couldn’t stumble forward. She didn’t want to interrupt this punishment session by letting him stumble forward or fall to his knees, as amusing as that would have been. 
 
    “What’s it mean?” Alyssa asked again, only she didn’t sound frustrated or annoyed. Instead, she grinned, practically giggling with her jaw pressed down against his shoulder. By this point, her hand prints shone along his backside. Then she stroked him, her nails grazing along his flesh before she cocked her hand back again and struck three more times. 
 
    Jake’s resolve finally cracked. 
 
    “It means she doesn’t want me!” 
 
    “Not bad,” she said with faux enthusiasm. “That only took a spanking for you to figure out.” 
 
    He bristled, hating the truth of her words. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “Even if Morgan doesn’t want you, I might have some fun playing with you. If you get down on your knees and tell me that you can be an obedient little boyfriend, I might even start dating you.” 
 
    As she spoke, she kicked off her shoes, leaving her bare feet right there on the floor. And she perched herself on the edge of his mattress. She sat like a Princess on a throne. 
 
    “I don’t want a girlfriend,” he said. 
 
    “Really? Why not?” Alyssa sounded intrigued. Most of the guys were eager to find a girl, if only because it meant protection from harassment. A single guy was fair game. But if he belonged to another woman, then the other girls would usually respect her claim. That’s what honor meant among these young women. 
 
    “Because I need to focus on my studies,” he said. 
 
    She pressed her lips together, only to burst out laughing. “You can’t be serious!” She kept chuckling, giggling and snorting from one second to the next. 
 
    He still stood there with his hands behind his back, his wrists crossed just as she had commanded. 
 
    “Oh no. Get down on your knees right now.” 
 
    He obliged, falling down into that subjugated position for her pleasure. 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “It’s true!” 
 
    “I really, really don’t believe you,” she said. “So this is what we are going to do. You’re going to tell me the truth. And if you don’t, going to send you straight to the Discipline Committee.” 
 
    “No! Please, don’t!” 
 
    “Then tell me the real reason.” 
 
    “Morgan,” he answered, blurting out her name. 
 
    “You’re still hoping that maybe she likes you, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Maybe,” he said. 
 
    “She did hunt you down,” Alyssa said it, although this didn’t sound like it was a matter of compassion on her part. Oh no. She was simply worried about upsetting an alpha female on campus. Morgan Taylor was one of the most powerful girls, popular and potentially dangerous. 
 
    Alyssa could respect that, even if she couldn’t respect the naked boy on his knees. 
 
    “This is what you’re going to do. You’re going to go to her, ask if you belong to her, and if you don’t, you’ll come back to me and get down on your knees and beg to be my boyfriend. And then I’m going to spank you for all of the troubles you’ve caused.” 
 
    “Yes, I understand,” he said, his mind spinning as he tried to think through all of the different variables. Could he do it? 
 
    Except now, he didn’t have a choice. He would have to go talk to Morgan to see what she wanted. 
 
    “There’s something you should know, Jake. If I decide to keep you as a boyfriend, I’m going to make you feel good. I’m going to have so much fun playing with you, but I will make sure you enjoy it too. I’ll keep you collared, and I’ll protect you from the other girls.” 
 
    Was she serious? Did she actually like him? 
 
    Jake didn’t know what to say, so he defaulted to standard, male deference, “Yes, Ms. Alyssa. Thank you, Miss Alyssa.” 
 
    If she understood what he was doing, she didn’t say anything about it. Then again, those in power seldom questioned why those beneath them are so willing to beg and plead. She probably just assumed that she was better than him, so she deserved to be treated this way. Like royalty. Like a princess. 
 
    But that didn’t mean she was done with him. 
 
    “Since I’m being so generous, gently suck my toes, massage my feet, and tell me how generous I am.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa,” he said, leaning forward. 
 
    He wished he could simply zone out, ignore the sensations coursing through his body. But this wouldn’t be like those moments when a woman was driving and relaxed into the rhythm to the point where she could get home without even remembering the trip. No, he had to be here. 
 
    He had to reach out and touch her feet again, massaging her heels, her arches, and her toes. 
 
    “With your lips first,” she said. “I don’t want to feel a dry mouth on my toes.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Alyssa.” Then he bent down, and he started kissing her feet, first the left, then the right. He followed her lead, letting her pull her ankles away from his grip whenever she wanted to switch. He sucked on her little left toe, then her big right toe. His lips moved gently, sucking just the way she enjoyed. 
 
    All the while, Alyssa looked down at him, examining and studying this male specimen before her. 
 
    Outwardly, Jake seemed reasonably serene as he served his superior. And yet, he kept wondering about what this all meant. If he went off and talked to Morgan Taylor, what would she say? 
 
    Would she simply hand him off to Alyssa? 
 
    And how would the blonde treat him? 
 
    Deep down, he yearned to believe that she really cared about him. But then, haven’t lots of boys made that exact same mistake? Seriously, a guy would start dating a girl, fall in love, only to learn that she had wandered off and she was with another guy. And to the girl, it would just be her natural instinct, the urge to find men and control them. To her, it wasn’t a big deal. For him, it would mean a betrayal. 
 
    And no matter what the girl said, Jake understood exactly how these girls thought, especially when it came to someone like Morgan Taylor. The girl could have pretty much any boy she wanted. Why would she ever pick him? 
 
    Those thoughts continued to flutter through his head as he licked and sucked and massaged. Then she tugged her feet back, yet his fingers continued to roam along her skin, pressing down. 
 
    “Thank you for training me, Alyssa,” he said, his eyes downcast and his hung head low. “Thank you for helping me learn to behave.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said with a chipper inflection. “I know boys can be pretty slow sometimes. You need a firm hand to help you understand your place.” 
 
    Didn’t Morgan say that exact same thing to him? He couldn’t remember the precise details, but he wondered what it meant when all of these girls could be so unified in their determination to subjugate the boys. 
 
    Then he came to a conclusion. As he groveled and expressed his “gratitude” for her “generosity,” Jake knew that the boys didn’t stand a chance. 
 
      
 
    Back in Art History, their teacher stood up and asked, “Can this work apply to other subjugated groups?” 
 
    A few of the girls grinned back and fourth at one another. Before he realized what he was doing, Jake raised his hand. Surprisingly, his teacher called on him. 
 
    “Could it apply to men?” 
 
    On some level, he knew that he was being foolish. He knew that this was absolutely insane because he should have been focused on his social life instead. What was he even doing, worrying about his academics? He was a boy. As far as the rest of the world was concerned, his only task needed to be to find a girl, someone like Morgan or Alyssa. Maybe if he was a really good boyfriend, Alyssa would be nice to him, eventually treating him like her beloved little boyfriend? 
 
    And yet, he already knew that wouldn’t happen. That girl loved teasing and humiliating him. He didn’t think her lust for his shame would ever go away. 
 
    Pushing that thought away, he looked back to his teacher, waiting to be corrected or berated. 
 
    Instead, the instructor asked a follow-up question, “What makes you say that, Jake?” Maybe she used his name to encourage him, yet it felt chiding, as though she needed to reinforce her natural authority over him. 
 
    “If we are talking about different representations of people, what about men? If we just examine the works of art that we’ve been talking about, there are very few guys.” He said the words and let his voice trailed off, mostly because he didn’t have more confidence than that. 
 
    His teacher nodded her head, “Very good.” She sounded as though she was impressed that a dog had managed to open a book with his teeth. 
 
    And after that, the teacher kept going, but Jake held on to that idea. Was it possible? Was this something that he could really think of? He had to write a paper. Maybe this could be his topic. 
 
      
 
    Although he managed to lose himself in his class work for a little while, the minutes eventually ticked away, and their teacher dismissed them. As he started to leave the room, he thought of Morgan. 
 
    His heart pounded and a different kind of anxiety spread through his arms and legs. 
 
    One of his history teachers, back in high school, laughed about how guys used to be the sexually aggressive ones. He started at the concept, thinking it would be insane for him to just walk up to a girl and ask her out. 
 
    But now, he held onto his backpack, marched along the walkways on campus, and headed toward her house. 
 
    He had to do this. If he didn’t, Alyssa would know. She would be disappointed, annoyed, and upset. Worse, she’d punish him for his timidity. 
 
    As he walked, he wanted to laugh at that last one. Girls were constantly training boys to be timid. But this time, he was expected just walk up to a girl like Morgan Taylor and ask her what she wanted? It sounded insane! 
 
    And yet, he didn’t have any choice. 
 
    Having already memorized her address, he walked along the tree-lined boulevards to her sorority house. And then he stopped in front of the big, lush yard. Unsurprisingly, there was a boy there, mowing it. Jake didn’t look at him, and he didn’t look back at Jake. 
 
    It seemed like every part of his body was crying out for him to just retreat. Turn around. Walk away. He could go back to his RA and tell Alyssa that he tried to, but she wasn’t home. Would she believe him? He had walked all this way. Maybe that would be good enough. Or maybe Alyssa might check things out for herself. 
 
    His fate could be determined by a conversation between two girls behind closed doors. 
 
    As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he found himself walking. With every step, his heart pounded five or six times. He felt like a hummingbird high on cocaine right until that moment when time slowed down because he started knocking. 
 
    As his heart boomed away in his chest, Jake waited. He stared straight ahead. He did his best to ignore the neighbors and the other sorority houses around him. From across the street, he could hear girls laughing. 
 
    They didn’t have anything to do with him, but he wondered what would happen if those young ladies decided to stroll over here, maybe grab him, tease him, tell him to come with them. They were probably students at the college, which meant any complaint could result in his expulsion. 
 
    No, he couldn’t think like that. 
 
    It felt like hours before the door finally opened. There was a girl with dark brown hair. She rested her arm against the frame and leaned her head to the side. “Hi. Are you lost?” Just beneath the surface was that implication that he didn’t belong here. 
 
    “It is, is Morgan around?” 
 
    “You’re a brave one,” she said with a chuckle. Then she nodded for him to come inside. “Take a seat,” she commanded. 
 
    Jake lowered himself down onto one of the chairs in the entryway. He hardly noticed this space before, but he sat as ordered and kept his back straight. With his elbows braced on his thighs, he held his hands together as he looked around, wondering precisely what might happen next. What would these girls want from him? What would they expect? 
 
    A few minutes later, he looked up in time to see a young woman strolling down the staircase. 
 
    Not Morgan. 
 
    “Hi,” she said with a casual wave of her hand. She wasn’t upset or offended by this male intruder. 
 
    “Hello,” he said, careful to keep his voice quiet. 
 
    Girls came and went, strolling past him as though he were little more than furniture. All the while, Jake wondered exactly what would happen. He also wondered what he might say. 
 
    Then he looked up again, jerking his head forward. 
 
    Morgan. 
 
    Damn it. She was gorgeous. 
 
    She just had on pajama pants and a pink T-shirt with a heart over her chest. She looked adorable and sexy at the same time. Her hair had been pulled back into a lazy ponytail. Apparently, today was a day for her to relax. And yet, her eyes locked on his, and he felt that instinctive pull. This girl had teased, spanked, and humiliated him, yet he wondered what it would be like if she held his hand. 
 
    “Jake, what are you doing here?” 
 
    “I was hoping we could talk?” He meant it as a statement, yet it came out like a question. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Jake stumbled as he searched out the right words. His heart hadn’t slowed, and every booming kick of his heart seemed to scatter his thoughts. 
 
    She approached, slipping closer with graceful steps closer—closer.  
 
    When he looked up at her, he tried to read her mind, to discern precisely what she was thinking. It wasn’t fair, having this barrier between them. Did she like him? Care about him? Or did she just see him as an amusing divergent? For all he knew, she had been messing around with a bunch of other guys, teasing all of them because she could. 
 
    The thought scratched at him, slashing at his psyche with a different kind of dismay. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he focused on her. He lifted his head and studied her. “I was hoping we could talk about your expectations.” He flinched, thinking those words were too stilted and artificial. It sounded like something he may have said to an instructor. 
 
    “Should we talk here or back in my room?” 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    She was playing with him! 
 
    And yet, what else could he have expected? 
 
    Jake shrugged, rolling shoulders back. “That would be your decision, Mistress.” 
 
    He kept his voice low, all while worried that some of her friends might happen by and overhear that honorific. He didn’t know whether or not she deserved that title. Could she be his Mistress if she didn’t really want to own him? Did he want to be owned? Could he be owned? In this world, men were clearly second-class citizens. He understood that he didn’t get the same rights and privileges, no matter what the law said it. And yet, slavery? 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs,” she said with a nod toward the stairwell. 
 
    Jake stood and she held out her hand, appearing almost chivalrous as she motioned for him to go first. 
 
    “Do you remember the way?” 
 
    “Not really,” he said. It had been months since he was here. He may have been able to guess, but Jake really, really didn’t want to accidentally walk in the wrong room. He couldn’t imagine a faster way to get himself in trouble. 
 
    “Okay then,” she said. “I can take you by the hand.” 
 
      
 
    When she touched his hand, her fingers intertwining with his, he did his best push back at the rail. He didn’t want to enjoy this, not so much anyway. Her fingertips were cool, yet her touch sent a thrill of heat running through his body. 
 
    Jake hated the way his body always betrayed him, his shaft hardening because he was close to her. 
 
    She moved faster, taking the steps two at a time. She had done this so many times before that she hardly even thought about it. He followed. When they got to the landing, he glanced around, almost as though he thought it might get ambushed at any moment. For her, this was home. For him, this was a dangerous habitat owned by feral girls. 
 
    She tugged him, pulling him along. She took him to her door, opened it, and gave his behind a smack. He stumbled forward, rushing into her bedroom. Then he saw her mattress again, and there were the same straps she had used on him. 
 
    He turned to her, wondering if he should ask. Did she routinely tie people down? Or did she just like having those available for those moments when the opportunity presented itself? 
 
    “Sit,” she said, only he looked around and only saw one chair. She was already halfway to it. 
 
    When Morgan Taylor lowered herself down, she crossed her legs. She had on a tartan skirt, like something a schoolgirl might wear. As she crossed her legs, raising one knee, the skirt fell to that midpoint of her thighs. 
 
    Jake did his best not to stare. On the one hand, he knew it was rude. On the other, he worried about provoking her. And yet, he couldn’t quite ignore the gorgeous lines and luscious curves of her body. 
 
    “Sit,” she repeated, only now she nodded toward the floor. 
 
    That made sense. There was only one chair in here. He probably could have perched himself on the mattress, but that would have made him seem taller than her. Morgan Taylor didn’t like that notion, so she gave him a different “option”. 
 
    He lowered himself to his knees, raised his gaze, and looked at her. 
 
    “You came here,” she said. “What do you want to talk about?” 
 
    “Us,” he said, yet the word was little more than a whisper. 
 
    “Us?” Morgan repeated the word, apparently intrigued by the idea. 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what this is. I mean, you’re my sponsor, but that was only for permission. You don’t have to do anything else with me, but then you hunted me down. You put me in a chastity cage.” 
 
    “Oh, are you hoping I’ll put you back in it?” Morgan asked, her voice shifting, becoming saccharine sweet. 
 
    “No!” Jake cried out, the jolt of fear obvious in his voice. After another second, he pressed his lips together, got a hold of himself, and continued, “No. Please, that’s not why I’m here.” Remembering his place, he kept going, “Mistress, there’s another girl.” 
 
    “Alyssa,” she said. “Your RA.” 
 
    Jake’s lips parted as he considered this. There were a lot of girls on campus, and yes, Morgan Taylor was incredibly popular, which meant she knew pretty much everyone on campus. And yet, he still couldn’t hide that look of surprise when she revealed she knew all of this about him. 
 
    Or maybe Morgan just knew all of the RA’s? It seemed unlikely. 
 
    “Do you know her?” 
 
    Morgan didn’t say anything for a few seconds, but she aimed her eyes right down at him. Jake tried not to get nervous. He told himself that they were both college students, yet that wasn’t true. She was popular and smart, successful, and more mature. He was just a freshman and the boy at that! 
 
    Like so many other guys, he had internalized everything the women around him said. 
 
    Eventually, Morgan decided to help him when she said, “I know a lot of people on campus.” After another second, she decided that wasn’t good enough. “But no. I don’t really know her personally. I just found out where you live and which floor and a little bit about your RA.” 
 
    “Why me?” Jake was surprised he found the courage to ask that question. 
 
    “Because you’re fun.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    As he waited for her to answer, Jake glanced up at her again and saw something. Doubt? Insecurity? It seemed impossible, but she had turned away. She kept staring off, out toward the window. 
 
    Gulping, he tried again, “Mistress, there are going to be other girls. If I’m very lucky, I might find someone who wants to take care of me. I might find someone who is willing to be with me.” He didn’t know exactly what he was saying. “You’ve been messing around with me. Why?” 
 
    “Get out,” she said, her voice darkening. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Now she turned to him, and her eyes blazed. “Get. Out.” 
 
    Jake threw himself forward, scrambling. He was on his hands and knees for a second before he realized he should be walking or marching or maybe even running. He found himself on his feet as he stumbled out of her room. He closed the door behind him, only to look around and still feel as though he were in hostile territory. There weren’t any of her sorority sisters around, but he didn’t want to risk upsetting or annoying any of them. That’s why he darted down the stairs, taking them three at a time before bursting out the front door and into the late summer air. 
 
      
 
    With his hands in his pockets, he marched back toward the dormitory. Jake took his time, enjoying one slow step after another. His pace was pretty ridiculous. Normally, he liked to keep his back straight and stretch out his strides. He may have only been a boy, but he was always early to his classes and pretty much every appointment. He thought it made him seem more professional, like maybe the girls around him would take him more seriously. 
 
    That didn’t usually work. They saw his gender before they worried about something like his punctuality. Still, this was something he could control. 
 
    But not today. 
 
    Her words echoed inside of his head. 
 
    “Get. Out.” 
 
    Cold. 
 
    “Get. Out.” 
 
    Brutal. 
 
    “Get. Out.” 
 
    One sentence chopped up into two words, like those syllables had to be sharpened. He made a pair of fists and wished he could hit something, but Jake just closed his eyes for a second, raised his chin, and did his best to fight back the tears. 
 
    But why? Why did he feel that gaping, psychological wound deep inside of his chest? 
 
    She never said she wanted to be with him. She never said anything about how they were going to be a couple. 
 
    Even so, Jake had allowed that little temptation to sprout deep in his chest. Back in high school, there were lots of boys who would start dating a girl and fall crazy deep in love. Or at least, that’s what they liked to brag about. Inevitably, the girl got bored, moving on to find someone else, someone more interesting or exciting. Along the way, Jake was almost proud, in some masochistic way, of the fact that he never had to date or worry about that drama. While other guys would stoically stiffen their bottom lips and try to pretend that they didn’t care, it was obvious. 
 
    It was always so obvious. 
 
    They had those glassy stares. They got quiet. 
 
    To the girls around them, this is probably good news. Boys should be seen, not heard, right? Jake shook his head when he finally came up to the dormitory. He looked up at the large, beige building. It was square and boring, but he knew that his room was in there. What about Alyssa? Would she be hanging around? 
 
    Maybe. Maybe not. 
 
    What was he going to say to her? 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he wondered if maybe he should head over to the library or something. But then he pulled out his phone and checked the time. His curfew was coming up pretty quickly. All of the male students had to be back in the dorm rooms by late afternoon. Sure, their official curfew didn’t end their day until nine, but Alyssa would be able to find him. He may as well have been a bug pinned underneath a glass case. 
 
    He was stuck, and he knew it. 
 
    Puffing on his cheeks, he steeled himself as best he could and started marching again. A few minutes later, he used his key and opened the door to his room. And that’s when he found someone a sleep in his bed. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa shifted when she heard the door open. She propped herself up again. 
 
    “You know, this bed is really comfortable,” she said. 
 
    Jake stared at her for a moment, wondering if maybe he could try to just leave the door open. Would that curtail any bad behavior on her part? 
 
    Nope. It would be easy enough for her to walk up to that door, close it, and trap him. Whether he liked it or not, he was already trapped. 
 
    “Hey there,” she said. “Did you have a nice conversation?” 
 
    “Did you know what was going to happen?” Jake asked. 
 
    Alyssa slipped off of his mattress and sauntered up to him. She reached up and gently stroked his neck, her fingers brushing along the same spot where the collar might go. 
 
    At first, he kept his eyes closed, like he needed to try to hide his gaze from the rest of the world. If he saw anything, allowed any light in, that might be enough to ignite the burst of pain. 
 
    As she stroked him, he started to relax. He looked at her, and he waited for that cruel sneer or smirk. He waited for her to start laughing, only she didn’t. 
 
    Instead, she looked—merciful? Sympathetic? 
 
    As she massaged his scalp, Jake wanted to be confused. He needed to ask her a dozen different questions to try to make sense of this. 
 
    “You’ve always been mean to me,” he said, the words falling from his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, have I really been that bad?” Alyssa asked with that teasing lilt in her voice. 
 
    He recognized the sound quite well. Trying to shrug her off, he wanted to look up at her and say something like, “Yes! You spanked me! You teased me!” And yet, he couldn’t get those words to pass his lips. Instead, he let the silence stretch out and answer for him. 
 
    “Sometimes girls like to be mean to boys,” she said. “It’s like when you’re in kindergarten. You see a boy you like, so you pinch his shoulder or his arm or his butt. You’re not doing it to be mean, but even if he starts crying, it’s kind of fun. You feel bad about it, but you also get that little sparkle of excitement because you know you’ve been close to him.” 
 
    This time, Jake managed to pull away. He looked up at her. “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “Why not?” Alyssa asked. “Boys and girls are different. The rules are different.” 
 
    No kidding. 
 
    “I really like you, Jake. I really like you, and I think we could have a lot of fun together.” 
 
    His lips parted. “What, what are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying we should go out. I could be your girlfriend, and you could be my boyfriend. Doesn’t that sound like fun?” She smiled at him, yet there was something in her eyes that made him shiver. Maybe he thought of his last round of punishment. Or maybe another face flashed along his psyche: the girl with dark red hair, a different kind of cruelty, the willingness to sponsor him… 
 
    “I, I don’t—” 
 
    Like so many other college girls, she wasn’t about to let his reticence get in the way, which was why she touched to fingers to his lips, silencing him. 
 
    “Climb up on your bed,” she ordered. 
 
    He pressed his lips together and obeyed. He sat there, but she wasn’t interested in only that. Instead, she put her hand on his chest and nudged him down. His heart was beating wildly, and he looked at the door. 
 
    “I want to show you something,” she said. “I want you to understand what I can do for you. I’m not like her. I would never lock you in a chastity cage.” She grinned, leaned in, and whispered along his ear, “There are better ways of controlling a boy.” 
 
    He tried again, wishing that he could just tell her to leave him alone for a little while. He had to think about this. 
 
    Instead, she leaned down and kissed him, her lips brushing along his mouth. Her kiss was soft, gentle and enticing, at least at first. As the seconds morphed into minutes, she pressed to down, the weight of her body pinning him in place. He wasn’t strapped down or cuffed. He wasn’t helpless, yet he couldn’t pull away either. 
 
    Alyssa was about to teach him different kinds of powerlessness. 
 
    Her fingers moved along his arms, all the way up to his wrists. She wrapped her digits around those wrists, holding him down. Tentatively, he tried to pull away, but this was more experimental than anything else. And she held him. She held him down, enjoying the way he squirmed beneath her. 
 
    Jake wanted to believe he would have the physical strength necessary to shove her off. In theory, he was bigger and stronger, yet he lacked the confidence to fight her off. 
 
    She continued to touch him, her lips now moving along his cheek and down to his neck. Then she pulled on the hem of his shirt, only he didn’t sit up. 
 
    She pulled away and giggled, playful and flirtatious, “You don’t want to get kicked out, do you?” 
 
    This was only the second week of college. If he messed this up, she could have him removed from the university. His career would end right here. No one would ever take him seriously because he would just be one more boy who couldn’t handle a college education. Worse, he would add to the statistics of boys who had failed out for one reason or another, granting legitimacy to the administrators and professors who did think a boy didn’t belong in college anyway. 
 
    No. He couldn’t let that happen, so he looked up at her. 
 
    He sat up, and she peeled away his shirt. She unbuckled his pants, freed his belt, and pulled his boxers down along with his trousers. Moment by moment, she stripped him until he was naked. 
 
    Simultaneously, he waited for that moment when she would begin to pull off her own clothing. She didn’t. Instead, she moved her hands along his legs, up his chest, past his neck, and back to his cheeks. Cupping his jaw in the palms of her hands, she held him tight as she leaned down and kissed him again. 
 
    “Oh, you feel so good,” she said with another wicked smile. “I love having you just like this. And I bet you like it too.” 
 
    Jake wished he could argue or disagree with her, but then she reached down. 
 
    “It must be so strange, not being able to lie about how much you love getting taken.” She chuckled as her fingers moved along the contours of his erection. Sure enough, she had all of the proof she needed. To her, it was obvious. He was hard, which meant he wanted this, which meant he agreed to it. 
 
    The corners of her eyes crinkled as she kissed him again, only now her teeth grazed his bottom lip. She bit, gently at first, then with more and more force. He groaned, growling. On the one hand, it felt like she might draw blood. And yet, her fingers started and glanced along his cock, touching the base of the shaft, rubbing the tip of his cock with the palm of her hand. 
 
    Pleasure seeped through his skin, becoming more and more powerful. Jake loved it. He yearned for more. 
 
    He hated it. He had to stop this. 
 
    “You want to be my boyfriend, don’t you?” 
 
    He started to speak again, but she put her hand over his mouth. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. Don’t say anything. Just enjoy yourself, Jake.” 
 
    She didn’t withdraw her hand. Instead, she pressed down, making sure he couldn’t say a word, which added to her excitement and anticipation. 
 
    For once, this wasn’t about her orgasm. It may have still revolved around her pleasure and her desires, but she had something else in mind. 
 
    For his part, Jake waited for that moment when she might straddle his face or take him. He wondered if he’d be able to summon the courage to tell her to stop, to insist that this was wrong and not what he wanted. 
 
    Would she even believe him? Why would she, especially when he was so hard? The tip of his member was already damp with his excitement, a physical representation of what he wanted, whether or not he could admit it. 
 
    Her fingers were stimulating him. Then she pulled away and looked down into his eyes. “I’m going to train you, Jake. I’m going to make sure you are my adorable boyfriend. I will mold you and shape you just the way I want.” 
 
    His lips parted as he gasped. He could feel his breath along his teeth and gums as she kept stroking him. The pleasure mounted, becoming more and more intense. 
 
    “This belongs to me,” she said, wrapping her fingers around his cock. “You belong to me. Think of this as your leash. I know, I know, boys instinctively want to believe their cocks are a source of strength, but that’s just not true. This is what makes you inferior. This makes you a boy, and it makes you mine.” 
 
    Her fingers tightened, sliding up and down his member until he felt like he might lose control at any moment. “Remember, boys should always obey.” As she said that, she pressed down, just enough to get him off. 
 
    Jake tried to fight it, only he couldn’t. The ecstasy blossomed in his body, radiating from his shaft into the rest of him. Hot bliss surged along his skin, electric and addictive at the same time. All the while, this girl laughed at him. As he came, spurting his load. It was biological and irresistible, an instinct that couldn’t be denied or ignored. 
 
    And once he was spent, she leaned down and kissed the tip of his nose. 
 
    “That’s a treat,” she said. “Don’t worry, boyfriend. I’m going to give you the chance to earn more later on.” 
 
      
 
    Jake could feel the red heat climb up his face as he politely listened to the other girl across the room. 
 
    “It’s ridiculous to say that boys are ‘oppressed’ or whatever. Women might hold positions of power, but that’s only because they are more aggressive and usually have higher levels of education. If boys want to participate more in government, they have to get educated.” 
 
    Quick, shallow breaths pumped from his lungs as he did his best to hold his temper in check. The conversation had started out as a discussion of Janet Monroe’s erotic art, mostly images of “idealized” men. In some of these, the boys were on their hands and knees like dogs. In others, they held a woman up. Usually, art historians took these as complementary works, pieces of art that demonstrated a man’s natural place in the world. He could be honored as someone who supported the women around him. 
 
    Jake disagreed, calling this piece a protest, whether was conscious or not. These men did not look happy about their servitude. He pointed this out, which spiraled into this other discussion. 
 
    Jerking his hand into the air, Jake waited, knowing that he couldn’t just speak out of turn. His Art History professor may have been lenient, but even she had limits. A girl might speak out and avoid punishment, but people always seemed to pay more attention to the “rude” boys. 
 
    From one moment into the next, Jake practically quivered with anticipation because he needed to respond to that girl! He understood that he wasn’t being quiet and timid the way the females expected, but his Art History professor seemed to enjoy his rambunctious attitude. In fact, she encouraged him. 
 
    Like right then, she nodded in Jake’s direction, giving him permission to speak. 
 
    “What about all the barriers between man and his education?” Jake asked. 
 
    “Barriers? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Men need approval if they want to go to college,” he said, holding up one finger. He raised another. “Men are routinely discouraged from going to college. Even when in college, the expectation is that we will just find a girlfriend or get married or something.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you can ignore all of that,” said the girl. “Besides, the sponsorship system exists to help men. Do you think I had anyone advise me on what college might mean before I actually showed up?” 
 
    Jake pressed his lips together, but he couldn’t just shout at her. 
 
    “Jake, do you have something you want to say?” 
 
    “Sponsorship isn’t about advising!” His voice rose, but he still couldn’t stop himself. “It’s about preventing guys from getting in. I mean, just look around. I know that lots of boys could go to this school, but that doesn’t happen because of the quotas.” 
 
    “Quotas help boys. They make sure that a certain number of spots are set aside for males and their special needs.” 
 
    “We can do just as well as females, if given a chance.” 
 
    The girl glared at him. “Silly boy. You don’t understand.” 
 
    Silly boy. She literally said those words to him. About him. Her remark sounded off the walls, and Jake sprang to his feet. 
 
    “You have no idea what you’re talking about. You don’t know what it’s like!” 
 
    Their professor smiled at the assembled students. “Ladies and gentlemen, I think we need to take a little break right now. Maybe we should all go get some air, maybe have a drink of water, relax a little bit.” The teacher said this to all of her students, yet her gaze was aimed directly at Jake. 
 
      
 
    The second half of class went easily enough, mostly because the instructor brought the conversation back to questions of brushstrokes, perspective, and lighting. The political portion of the discussion had come to an end. 
 
    But when Jake left the room, he walked faster, bursting past of the other students as he strode toward the dormitory. Even then, he glanced over his shoulder, wondering if he would be in trouble. 
 
    Theoretically, any one of those girls could have accused him of having a bad attitude or behaving inappropriately. They probably wouldn’t, if only because doing so would mean going over their teachers head, and the Art History professor probably wouldn’t appreciate their “helpful reporting”. 
 
    But what about unofficially? 
 
    Jake glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    He might’ve been bigger than one girl, but what would happen if three of them ganged up on him? They could gag him, drag him off into the dark, and do whatever they wanted. His heart beat wildly in his chest, but he managed to suppress those worries, especially when he walked back into the dorm. 
 
    When the doors automatically closed behind him, he let out a sigh. 
 
    Then he made it back to his floor, and he saw the door to his room. It was open about a quarter of an inch. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Alyssa. 
 
    They haven’t spoken since their last encounter. If she was waiting for him in his room, what did she want? What she have to say? 
 
    Jake took one nervous step after another forward. From the common room, he could hear the sounds of a couple guys playing some video games. They teased one another. There was the sound of a simulated explosion. 
 
    Jake wondered if maybe he should double back, go hang out with them, and pretend he hadn’t noticed the gap in the door. 
 
    No. That would be a bad idea. 
 
    Alyssa was waiting for him, and he needed to talk to her. 
 
    But what is he going to say? 
 
    Morgan didn’t want him. He needed to find a girl. He could just give up, marry someone, surrender his education, accept his place. He could be a homemaker, taking care of children, cooking, cleaning, deferring to women in every major conversation. Sure, he might get to have an opinion about the best detergent or how to cook a really good meatloaf, but no one would care what he thought about history, science, or politics. If he tried to voice any kind of perspective, people would look at him, grimace or chuckle, and silently think about how he didn’t even have a degree. 
 
    How could these boys really have any kind of idea of what they were talking about? 
 
    As those thoughts swirled through his head, he walked back into his room. He turned, thinking he would find Alyssa back on his bed. 
 
    But no. He had a small desk and chair now, and there was someone seated at it. Her dark red hair fell past her shoulders, ending in a neatly trimmed the line. 
 
    “Morgan?” Jake asked. 
 
    The upperclassman turned around, smiled, and showed her teeth. 
 
    “You and I need to have a conversation, Jake. You’re in a lot of trouble.” 
 
      
 
    Instinctively, he stumbled back, taking several steps, yet Morgan Taylor sprang up from the chair, moving fast enough to leave the seat spinning. She strode ahead, coming at him. Then she grabbed him, faster than he could process. Her fingers lashed around his wrist as she yanked, dragging him to the mattress. She shoved down, and he fell to his back. 
 
    “I’ve been hearing things, rumors, rumors about how you were disobedient and disrespectful today in your art class. What’s wrong, Jake? You couldn’t do something on paintings without speaking up?” 
 
    Uselessly, he protested, “It’s an Art History class!” 
 
    She looked down at him, tilted her head to the side, and asked in a cold tone, “Do you think that’s what bothers me about this situation?” 
 
    “Then why are you here?” Jake asked. Surprising himself, he shoved her back and glared. “You don’t care about me. I went and talked to you, and you told me to get out. You are just my sponsor. You let me in, and I’m grateful for that, but you didn’t want me.” 
 
    She studied him for several seconds, debating what to do and what to say. 
 
    “You’re a fascinating boy,” she said. 
 
    He crossed his arms over his chest. “That doesn’t tell me anything,” he replied. 
 
    Morgan Taylor seemed to think about this for a few seconds. Then she slumped her shoulders and stood. She walked over to him, cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and leaned to down. She kissed him, her mouth pressing against his. 
 
    There was something warm, passionate, perfect about this. When Alyssa kissed him, he felt as though he were being taken and used. Maybe he was still being taken, only there was something gentle and different about the touch of her lips to his mouth. What was it? Was this what it felt like to be cherished by a woman? 
 
    Reluctantly, he got his hands up to her shoulders and he nudged her back. He didn’t attempt to force the issue. He still knew that she was in charge and had all of the power here. And yet, he deferentially looked up when she acceded to his silent request. 
 
    “Jake, what am I going to do with you?” She smiled and gave an amused shake of her head. 
 
    “That depends,” he said, doing his best to channel the confidence he felt back in his Art History class. There, he was a member of a class, not just some boy. More than that, he had been allowed to speak. Well, now he would speak again, and this girl would listen to him. “What do you want? You can’t just walk away, not this time.” 
 
    “Can’t I?” 
 
    She could. 
 
    Jake didn’t care. He stepped right up to her. And that’s when he bowed his head down and said, “I was feel different when I’m with you. There’s something special. I don’t know what it is. But look at me, I feel like I can be different.” 
 
    “That’s because your mine,” she said. 
 
    “Do you want me?” 
 
    “That depends. Do I get to punish you for how you acted in your history class? You know, you’re getting a reputation, Jake.” She grinned at him, this tight curve of her lips. 
 
    “I didn’t do anything wrong.” 
 
    She surprised him, “Maybe not. But you’re a boy, and you need to be trained like one.” 
 
    They were behind closed doors, which meant she could be explicit. She could tell the truth, that truth, the truth about women and their men. 
 
    “If I’m your boyfriend, will I be your slave?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “You’ll be mine.” Hers. Protected and owned. 
 
    She reached up and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. Her fingers moved along the stubble, and she tried to understand exactly why she felt so attracted to this young man. There were lots of boys on campus, plenty for her. 
 
    And yet, something about that spark in his eyes dazzled her. 
 
    “Then I want to be your boyfriend.” 
 
    “Do you know what that will mean?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She reached up and placed her hand on the top of his head. She nudged. At once, he fell to his knees. It felt automatic and easy, like listening to a reflex. Perhaps he wouldn’t have even been able to stand and remain upright if he wanted to. And yet, she made her wishes clear, so he yielded. 
 
    And once he was on his knees, she lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. 
 
    “I came here to punish you.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re going to do?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “But first, I want to celebrate. Serve me with your mouth. But tell me that you’re going to be loyal. Tell me you won’t ever think about doing this with another girl.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “I promise. I’m yours. I’m your boy. I’m your slave.” He took another breath. “Thank you for owning me, Mistress.” 
 
    Those were the words that would always be spoken in private, something that every couple practiced, yet no one admitted. And now he got to say those words to her, this gorgeous girl, perfect and exquisite, beautiful and smart, popular and powerful. 
 
    Jake didn’t really understand why she would want him, but she placed her hand on the back of his head and took a hold of his hair. She tugged on the short strands, pulling him forward until his face was right there between her inner thighs. His cheeks brushed along her skin as he started to lick, lapping at her opening like an eager slave. 
 
    “Good boy. Oh, that feels so good. From now on, you’ll do this whenever I want. I can snap my fingers, and you’ll come running. If I text you, drop whatever you’re doing to serve me. This is who you are now. That’s right. Keep licking. Oh yes, oh yes!” 
 
    She cried out, savoring her orgasm as the desperation morphed to pure passion. The lust swept her away, making her clamp her eyes shut as her bottom lip shuddered. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “That’s what I get out of this relationship. But now I think it’s time for you to see what you get.” 
 
    She reached down, sliding her hand underneath his arm and pulling him to his feet. Then she crossed his wrists, shoved him down, bending him over his own bed. 
 
    “Has Alyssa spanked you here?” 
 
    Jake thought about lying, but this girl would own him. In public, she would be his girlfriend. In private, she would be his Mistress. So she would master him, owning this boy and training him to obey. 
 
    It started when they first spoke at that café. And now it continued. 
 
    Jake told himself that this wouldn’t be so bad, especially since she only had the palm of her hand, but he was wrong. 
 
    “You don’t need these,” she said, pulling his pants down. She loosened his buckle, yanked, and revealed the naked curves of his ass. 
 
    “You don’t speak out of turn, Jake. You don’t embarrass me in front of other people. When you take a class, you need to be a good boy. You need to do as you’re told and respect the authority of the girls around you. We are smarter and more mature. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    He thought of that other girl. He didn’t even know her name, yet she kept going on and on about how all of the systems in place actually gave boys an advantage. 
 
    What was he doing here and now with Morgan? Was he betraying the other boys at the school, the other young men all across the world? 
 
    Jake bit down, unable to decide for himself. But then, she slapped his ass, sending a jolt of pain through his body. 
 
    “That was good for you, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Some other place or time, a question like this might have implied that he enjoyed it. He didn’t. The pain surged through him. And even if he got hard, that wasn’t fair. It was her proximity, the magnetism of this girl and her natural charisma that triggered his desires. 
 
    Even so, he answered dutifully, “Yes, Mistress. That was good for me.” 
 
    “If one is good for you, then another will be even better!” 
 
    Jake tensed up as he prepared himself, thinking she would spank him. With his face pressed down against the mattress, he closed his eyes and tried to hide. He could hear her footsteps, her high heels moving around along the floor. Then he heard a zipper. 
 
    A zipper? What? Why? 
 
    Because she brought a tote bag. Because she had known how this conversation would go. 
 
    She came up to him, touched the paddle to his backside, and allowed him time to ruminate about what would come next. He gasped, bracing himself as much as he could, but he already knew it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. This girl would make him suffer. The pain would light up his skin. 
 
    And it did. 
 
    She clapped the paddle hard against his backside, the smooth, polished wood eliciting a burst of pain along his skin. 
 
    That was only the first one. 
 
    As she spanked him five times, Jake managed to stay quiet. With the sixth blow, hot pain surged through his body, and he raised his head, crying out. She put her hand on the back of his neck and shoved his face back down. “I’m your girlfriend, Jake,” she said with a condescending smirk. “This is what I get to do. When you’re in a relationship, you have to understand compromise. I tell you what I want, and you accept it. That’s how it works.” 
 
    Jake swallowed back the tension in his throat as he tried to prepare himself for the next blow. This time, he didn’t have to wait long. She lifted her arm, braced herself, and struck again. When it connected, another blaze of agony flashed along his skin. 
 
    Instinctively, he tried to push himself away from the mattress. Again, she shoved down, only now she kept one hand against the back of his neck. 
 
    “Slaves don’t argue. And they definitely don’t try to run away,” she told him, turning this into a lesson. 
 
    THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! 
 
    After three more strikes, he whimpered down against the mattress. And that’s when she lifted him up. He was standing. She wrapped her arms around him, stroked his hair, and told him that she was proud of him. 
 
    And when she nudged him back, he sniffled once and looked into her eyes. He had never felt so defeated, so utterly pathetic since he had become an adult. But she touched the underside of his chin and smiled at him. Just like that, she communicated something very important. He might be an adult as far as numbers were concerned, but she would never see him as an equal. But when she held him close, he thought that was okay. 
 
      
 
    “Was that good for you?” Morgan Taylor asked again, only she sounded truly sympathetic this time. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Tell me what you’ve learned.” 
 
    “I am a boy, so I should always obey. I’m your boyfriend, and that means I belong to you. You’re my Mistress,” he said. He didn’t mean to speak fast, but the words fell out quicker than he intended, probably because he wanted to make sure he didn’t miss anything important. 
 
    But really, Morgan simply enjoyed that note of near-panic. Maybe it wasn’t the nicest thing in the world, but this kind of power was addictive. Like so many other girls, Morgan didn’t want to give it up or even question why she could enjoy making her boyfriend nervous. 
 
    “Very good,” she said with a nod. “I’m proud of you. I really get the impression that you are learning how to behave. And that’s why I’m going to give you an incredibly special reward, something most boys never, ever get.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “A blow job,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    What? Jake considered this, thinking through the possibilities. Of course, he had imagined what that might be like, to have a girl on her knees before him, her wet lips ready to wrap around his cock as she sucked him off. His erection hard and even more, showing her just how much he loved this idea. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Jake said. 
 
    “Shush,” she replied, putting her hand over his mouth. The gesture may have been embarrassing and annoying at the same time, yet Jake didn’t try to argue or complain. He knew his place, especially right then and there. So he kept quiet. He held his questions back. 
 
    Jake didn’t really understand, but then she pushed him back toward the bed, and that’s when she glanced at the headboard. She did some of the calculations before returning to her tote bag. When she came back, she held up a pair of handcuffs. 
 
    “Spread your arms,” she commanded. 
 
    Jake obeyed at once, lifting his arms toward the corners of the bed. She locked his right wrist, then his left. She connected them to the posts. Theoretically, if he stood and worked at it, he could have freed himself, but he would be an obedient boyfriend, which meant that he knew his place. If she chained him there, he had to wait for her to release him. 
 
    His obedience, the psychological shackles, added to her enjoyment of this moment. 
 
    “This is what you get next,” she said, holding up a blindfold. She wrapped it around his eyes. Suddenly, the world was blocked off. 
 
    “And this is for your mouth,” she told him. But since he couldn’t see, he asked the obvious question, “Mistress, what are—” 
 
    Before he could finish asking, she slipped the ball gag between his teeth, pulled the straps around the sides of his face, and locked it all on. 
 
    “There we go,” she said. 
 
    Back on her feet now, Morgan looked down at her handiwork. Oh yes. She could take this boy and turn him into a perfect male specimen. Spread out with his arms above his head, his cock on display, a gag in his mouth and a blindfold over his eyes, he was everything she craved—he was perfect. 
 
    Maybe it was his innocence. Maybe she just liked having this sort of power. And yet, there had to be something unique about him. If there weren’t, then why would she do this? Because at this exact moment, Morgan knew she wanted to make him feel good and give him something special, especially considering what would come after. 
 
    Suppressing a little giggle, she left her boyfriend there, strapped down, naked, erect and desperate. He tried to speak at several points as she waited, only then she finally turned around and walked away. She was careful to close the door behind her. 
 
    Lost in the darkness of his blindfolded, Jake had no idea what was going to happen. The cynical part of his brain, that nervous little cluster of nerves, kept whispering about how this could go terribly, terribly wrong. Just because Morgan strapped him down didn’t mean he could trust her. Did he really believe that he was good enough for this girl? How could he be arrogant enough to think that someone like Morgan Taylor would ever want to be with him anyway? Those doubts and insecurities hovered inside of his brain as he squirmed. Because yes, he pulled halfheartedly against his shackles. 
 
    And yet, it was his loyalty and determination to be a good boyfriend that kept him in place, flat on his back while she did something. But what? What was Morgan up to? What was she doing at that exact moment? Was she even in the room? 
 
    At various points, he tried to speak, murmuring and mumbling, “Morgan? Morgan, are you there?” 
 
    No response. 
 
    He held his breath, did his best to center his thoughts and slow his breathing. Even so, he still couldn’t see or hear anything. 
 
    Suspended by his own lack of sensation, Jake just waited there, wondering what she had in mind. What was she going to do with him? What did she have planned? 
 
    Maybe she simply abandoned him there. 
 
    Right away, he tried to think about how this was silly and absurd. And yet, this was Morgan Taylor. She could do whatever she liked. Maybe she thought it would be funny to have him wait and wonder, all without ever getting a real answer. 
 
    Or maybe she had something fantastic planned. But what? 
 
    Insecurity and doubt warred with hope and possibility. 
 
    Jake bit down into the ball gag, his teeth pressing on the rubber. He tried to spit out. He couldn’t. Morgan had done an excellent job of strapping that rubber sphere between his teeth, ensuring he wouldn’t be able to speak. What if he needs to call out for help? Would anyone be able to hear him? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    Jake decided he didn’t want to test the possibility, so he stayed right there, wondering and waiting. Beneath the blindfolded, he clenched his eyes shut and started counting. 
 
      
 
    Jake didn’t get to be there for this part, but he would have loved it. Morgan wandered the dorms, searching out her prey. When she marched by the boys, they instinctively sat up and tensed their shoulders. They straightened their backs as they tried to appear as tall as possible. They recognized Morgan. Even if they didn’t know her in particular or who she might be exactly, they recognized her power and authority. She wore it like a cloak, this billowing wave of feminine energy following her wherever she went. 
 
    At one point, she got bored of wandering, so she headed back to the common room and snapped out, “Where’s your RA?” 
 
    The boys immediately paused their game and lowered their controllers. Nervous, they glanced back at one another. 
 
    Morgan had no problem reading their expressions. Most of them didn’t know, only then she saw one guy looking down. The boy wouldn’t meet her gaze. 
 
    “You. Where is she?” Morgan demanded as she marched up to him. Perhaps she was going soft on Jake, but she could still intimidate these young men. A thrill ran down her back at the thought. It only added to the arousal pumping through her skin. 
 
    This next part would be a reward for Jake, but she would get to use him whenever she liked. He had promised, and he wouldn’t be able to back out of it. 
 
    “I think she went down to the laundry room,” he said. “One of the boys was doing her laundry and he messed up. That’s all I know!” 
 
    Predictable, Morgan thought. 
 
    Alyssa probably wouldn’t have admitted it or even acknowledged it, yet she had a habit of picking incompetent boys for basic domestic chores. Consequently, she ended up spending a lot of time punishing them. 
 
    Yeah, that’d be fun, at least at first, but it was also a waste of time, especially if you had other tasks drawing your attention. 
 
    After an exasperated sigh, Morgan took the elevator down to the basement. She found the laundry room easily enough. Before she even pushed the door open, she could hear the slap of a belt against a boy’s backside. There were the accompanying yelps of pain. 
 
    Morgan marched in, looked right at the blonde RA, and said, “Let him go. We need to talk.” 
 
    Alyssa’s eyes were blazing. Those blue circles were bright with a different kind of ecstasy. Yeah, this girl definitely was a sadist, which irritated Morgan more than she had initially expected. This girl, this blonde, had dared punish Morgan’s boy. And even if they hadn’t been technically dating at the time, the notion still infuriated her. 
 
    Well, fine. Morgan thought about this, letting her irritation flood through the rest of her body. 
 
    “What? Is he yours or something?” 
 
    “Let him go now.” 
 
    Alyssa hesitated for several seconds, stretching the last of Morgan’s patience. But then, the blonde nodded toward the boy and told him to get out of there. He grabbed his pants, pulled them up, and disappeared through the door without even reaching for his belt. 
 
    Alyssa held that. It stretched from her hand like a snake in her grip. 
 
    For a second, Alyssa parted her lips, and it looked like she might quickly say something she would regret. But then, she seemed to remember herself, and she smiled. “Hey, Morgan. It is Morgan, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It is,” said the older girl. 
 
    “What are you doing here? The boys’ dorm isn’t very nice, definitely not as nice as your place.” 
 
    If Morgan recalled correctly, Alyssa had applied for her sorority. She submitted her application and never received an invitation. The jealousy was right there, written across her pretty face. 
 
    “I’m here to talk to you,” Morgan said. 
 
    “About what?” Alyssa sneered her question, yet she couldn’t get too aggressive, not with someone like Morgan. After another second, she tried again. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    Morgan took a step closer, smiled, only there wasn’t any amusement or even friendliness in her eyes. That smile couldn’t move past the corners of her cruelly rigid lips. “Alyssa, do you like being an RA?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Do you enjoy going to the school?” 
 
    Alyssa gulped. “Yeah, I do.” 
 
    “Then you are going to do anything and everything I tell you. It doesn’t matter how demeaning. It doesn’t matter how embarrassing. You’re going to do it.” 
 
    “Why would I?” 
 
    “Because I think you have been abusing your authority here. It’s your job to oversee the boys, but you’ve been punishing them far too aggressively.” 
 
    “Who the hell are you to say what’s too aggressive?” 
 
    “Jake is my boyfriend.” 
 
    “Your what?” The color drained away from Alyssa’s cheeks as she processed that. Only moments ago, she had been high on the ecstasy of punishing a young man, shoving him up against the wall, pulling down his pants, and spanking him with his own belt. But now, she had to talk to someone who was her equal. No, not just her equal. Her superior. 
 
    “He’s my boyfriend. We have been dating for quite some time. And apparently, you’ve been really, really mean to the boys on your floor. Discipline is one thing, but cruelty can’t be tolerated. It’s our job to oversee these boys and take care of them. It’s our job to be mentors and role models,” Morgan said, practically quoting the brochure. “So if you get too harsh, you might break them. And you know that the administrators don’t like girls who’re too harsh.” 
 
    “I haven’t done anything inappropriate,” Alyssa sneered. 
 
    “But here’s the thing,” Morgan said. “I’m a member of a powerful sorority. People listen to me. Everyone knows my name. What about you, Alyssa? Are you popular? Are you friends with the administrators?” 
 
    Alyssa’s lips parted like she wanted to say something, only her thoughts turned blank and she couldn’t come up with any reasonable response, so she stayed quiet. Smart girl. 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Now come with me. Don’t worry. It won’t last that long,” Morgan promised. 
 
      
 
    Giggles. Chortles. Brief snickering. That’s what Jake heard. Strangely enough, the presence of someone else made his heart beat twice as fast. Then there was just silence. He thought he heard whispering, but he couldn’t be sure. Did someone walk in here? Maybe it was Morgan. Maybe she had come back! 
 
    “Morgan?” Jake tried to say, except he couldn’t get the word past that ball gag. 
 
    He didn’t hear anything, no answer. But then, was there a whisper, something harsh. 
 
    “You can’t make me do this!” Maybe that was his imagination. 
 
    Jake couldn’t be certain, but then he thought he heard another female voice. Morgan’s? “You are going to do this. You’re going to do it just like some dirty little slut. And you know why? Because I’m giving you a command. As far as you’re concerned, you are nothing but my bitch.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair!” 
 
    “Unless you want to get expelled, you’ll obey. Now do it.” 
 
    Do it? Do what? 
 
    Jake still didn’t have an answer to any of those questions, but he stayed still, quiet because he didn’t want to draw attention to himself. 
 
    Except then he felt something strange, shifting of the mattress beneath him. 
 
    Something brushed along his inner thigh, and then he felt a pair of hands on his balls and shaft. His erection still throbbed, desperate for more attention, touching and teasing. Even so, he stayed quiet. 
 
    Then he felt something warm and wet on the base of his cock. It moved up along the lines of his body, coming all the way to the tip. Then he felt that mouth, her moist lips. 
 
    Morgan? Was Morgan giving him a blow job? Something like that should have been impossible. Girls never, ever did that. Sure, boys may have talked about how good it might feel. Sometimes, when they were alone and there weren’t any females around, men might fantasize about that possibility, but it was nothing but a dream, something they could hope for and never really experience. Maybe a lucky husband might get a blow job at one point, a few quick licks that might last for a couple of seconds, so Jake expected her to pull away. 
 
    But that mouth kept working, gliding up and down, tenting around his circumference. 
 
    Wow. It was amazing. The pleasure coursed through his body, bringing him close to the edge. 
 
    But then it stopped. He exhaled, disappointed, thinking that this was as good as it could possibly get. 
 
    After another couple of seconds, he felt fingers glide along his scrotum, then she licked him again, that warm, wet tongue starting at the base and moving up to the tip. She must’ve been able to taste his excitement, but that wasn’t enough to stop her. 
 
    “This is how much I care about you, sweet boy,” he heard in his ear. That was Morgan. 
 
    Jake didn’t understand how this was possible, not until she pulled away the blindfold. His eyes needed a second to adjust, but he ignored the discomfort and looked down along the frame of his body. 
 
    With a grimace, Alyssa looked up at him. She had his shaft in her mouth as she bobbed her head gently down and then up again. 
 
    It was Alyssa! His RA! His tormentor! She was going down on him! 
 
    Despite the ball gag in his mouth, Jake started laughing, which made her blush, which made him laugh twice as hard. He couldn’t believe it, yet she couldn’t to look away. 
 
    This must have been so brutal for Alyssa! As far as she was concerned, boys belonged on their knees. And yet, she was serving him, her lips wet with saliva and the flavor of his excitement on her tongue. 
 
    “Back to work, slut,” Morgan commanded, grabbing Alyssa by the back of her head and pushing her face down, impaling her pretty mouth on his shaft. 
 
    “This is what you get for being mean to my boyfriend.” 
 
    When Jake heard those words, he realized something. He felt cherished, loved, and owned all at the same time. He was her prized possession, and she would take care of him. A different sort of pride began to well up in his chest. He belonged to one of the most popular, powerful girls on campus! 
 
    She was strong enough to make his RA go down on him! And damn, it felt so good. It felt so incredibly good! 
 
    “Come on, Alyssa,” Morgan taunted. “You can do better than that. Really move your head. Make sure that he feels it. And you are only taking the first half. You can go deeper.” 
 
    Jake watched as Morgan ran her fingers through Alyssa’s blonde hair, taking a firm grip and yanking her head back for a second. Alyssa let out a squawk of dismay, and it sounded like she wanted to protest or argue, but then she was forced back down. 
 
    She took his cock again, only this time Morgan didn’t let go. She pushed, shoving Alyssa down until her lips pressed into his pubis. At the same time, he could feel the tip of his shaft brush along the back of her throat. She was taking him, every inch! 
 
    “Don’t come,” Morgan said, returning her attention to her boyfriend. 
 
    Don’t come. It seemed like such a simple command, but Jake knew that he was so close to the verge already. He didn’t know if he would be able to control himself. 
 
    Despite his uncertainties, Jake quickly nodded his head down and up. At this point, he would agree to anything. His Mistress had given him an order. His Mistress and his girlfriend. He wanted to grin and smile around the ball gag, but that was almost impossible. Even so, he enjoyed that light fluttering excitement that ran through his body. It was a perfect parallel for the arousal pumping through his skin, mirroring the frantic pulse of his heart. 
 
    For her part, Alyssa tried to take control, but Morgan didn’t let her. The blonde wanted to at least set the pace. But oh no, Morgan kept pulling and tugging, pushing her down and yanking her back. 
 
    Every second was so humiliating! Her face was bright red, and Alyssa occasionally tried to murmur or mumble something, but she couldn’t, not when she had this filthy boy’s cock deep in her mouth, almost down her throat! 
 
    Somehow, Alyssa managed to suppress her gag reflex. 
 
    “I want you to do me a favor, Alyssa,” Morgan said, her voice sweet and taunting. “Go ahead and tell all of the other girls that he is off-limits. He belongs to me. If anyone is going to punish him, it will be me. And maybe I will share him from time to time, but it will always be on my terms.” 
 
    Share him? 
 
    Jake heard that word and felt the splash of fear, only then Alyssa moved her lips down again. Her slick, warm mouth pressed into his most sensitive flesh, turning him on. He arched his back and closed his eyes. 
 
    For an instant, it felt as though he had no choice. He had to calm down! He had to climax! He didn’t really believe he would be able to fight back those urges. The temptation was just too strong! 
 
    Then he took one quick breath, sucking the air deep into his lungs. He exhaled, breathing out. As he repeated this process, Jake started to calm down. The serious desperation continued to pump through his body, but he managed to hold it back somehow. 
 
    “Don’t come,” Morgan said to him again. Their eyes met, and he could tell she was serious. If he messed this up, there would be consequences. 
 
    Would she break up with him? 
 
    Maybe. Probably. 
 
    What was the point of having a boyfriend if he couldn’t control himself? 
 
    Girls loved teasing guys about their legendary inability to manage their own sex drives all the time. Aside from proving girls were superior to boys, it also demonstrated the need for chastity cages. 
 
    “Oh, and you’re also going to have to apologize to me right now.” 
 
    Morgan was probably making this up as she went, but that was fine with Jake. She pulled on the blonde, yanking back those golden tresses. Alyssa turned her head to the side, as much as the slack in her hair would allow. She didn’t look to Jake. He was just a slave, a boyfriend and a plaything. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, sputtering as she licked her lips. 
 
    “Come on. You can do better than that. Be smart, Alyssa. Or is it true? Are all blondes dumb?” 
 
    Alyssa bristled, especially considering how hard she worked to earn her 3.6 GPA. And yet, Morgan had the support of the administrators and all of the other girls. There was something about her dark red hair, her bright eyes, and the cold calculation she brought to every social interaction. She was too strong, too smart to try to take on. 
 
    So once again, Alyssa surrendered, carving off another piece of her dignity like she was some common boy. 
 
    Maybe, later on, Alyssa would be able to channel all of this humiliation and frustration into punishing one of the young men under her care. Obviously, it wouldn’t be Jake. It couldn’t, not while he had Morgan’s protection. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry!” Alyssa cried out those words, her voice desperate, probably because she didn’t want to feel that push against the back of her head, not again. At any moment, Morgan could force her mouth back down onto her boyfriend’s erection. Then, like some slut, Alyssa would be forced to keep licking and sucking, moving her mouth up and down and her tongue along his length like he was some kind of delicious lollipop. 
 
    Revulsion curled up her neck as she thought about it again. 
 
    That’s why she kept talking. “I’m sorry I was mean to him! I’m sorry I was mean to Jake!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He’s a good boy!” Alyssa called out, her voice bouncing off the walls. Maybe the other people in the dorm or on this floor could hear what was happening. Maybe not. “He’s a good boy, and he didn’t deserve to be spanked. I should have been nicer to him!” 
 
    “Why?” Morgan asked again. 
 
    “I don’t know!” 
 
    “Then you’re going to suck on him and think about it.” 
 
    Although he remained rigid and erect, Jake enjoyed the fact that he had a few seconds to relax. Some of the arousal had receded, letting him get a hold of himself. That’s why, when Morgan forced Alyssa’s head down again, Jake was ready. He knew there wasn’t any chance of him accidentally climaxing, not here, not now. 
 
    And yet, he still relaxed into the sensations, enjoying the way that pretty blonde wrapped her lips around his circumference. She tasted him again, her tongue gliding over his tip, taking away that droplet of excitement. 
 
    A groan of pleasure reverberated through his body. 
 
    Alyssa must have hated it. 
 
    As far she was concerned, when boys groaned, it should be out of fear, dismay, or sheer agony. They should have been groaning because they worried about what her belt, paddle, or palm might mean for their tight behind. 
 
    Instead, she was going down on a boy, sucking him off! 
 
    “You messed up your apology, Alyssa it appears you need to think about who he is and what he is. That’s what really matters.” 
 
    I’m her boyfriend! Jake thought with a stupid grin on his face. Or at least, he tried to smile despite the gag in his mouth. 
 
    Part of him wished that she would remove the ball from his teeth so he could enjoy taunting Alyssa as well, only something occurred to him. He was the boyfriend, the boy. He was a toy, so they didn’t care what he said. He may as well have been a prop. 
 
    This was a conversation for young women. As Morgan demonstrated her superiority, she grabbed Alyssa by her hair, pumping her head down and up, probably faster than the blonde could have managed on her own. 
 
    “Keep sucking, slut. Show him what you can do!” Morgan called out, laughing. Those beautiful sounds bounced off the walls. 
 
    Before long, Jake had to fight his instincts all over again. That rising tide of desire and heat pushed through his body, telling him he just had to relax for a second. He could succumb, feel that throbbing burst of bliss and lose himself in the satisfied desires. It was a hunger, this longing and yearning that he just needed to let happen. 
 
    No. 
 
    He wouldn’t disappoint his girlfriend. His girlfriend. He wanted to make her proud! 
 
    “That’s right. Keep sucking. Show me that you’re so sorry for behaving like such a bitch. Remember, it’s your job to take care of these boys. But hey, at least you’re doing a good job of it right now. You’re good at taking care of boys, aren’t you?” 
 
    Alyssa tried to yank her head back, but Morgan had braced herself, so the girl may as well have been pushing the back of her head against a steel bar. 
 
    “Don’t stop. He’s having such a good time and you’re doing such a good job. It’s almost like you were made for this,” Morgan said. 
 
    Through her nostrils, Alyssa let out a little squeak. 
 
    Jake would have laughed, but his face was bright red now, and he was concentrating everything he had on keeping himself from losing control. He couldn’t climax, not here, not now! He couldn’t allow that to happen! 
 
    Somehow, he managed to fight the desires down, holding them back at least temporarily. 
 
    “You know, I’m going to have so much fun with Jake. I’m going to train him to be such an obedient boy. He will be the best boyfriend ever.” Alyssa laughed and shook her head. “I never understand the girls who complain about their boys forgetting their anniversaries and birthdays. Seriously. You know what that means? It’s not the boy’s fault. Obviously, it’s the girlfriend’s or the wife’s because she didn’t train him properly. If an animal messes up, you can’t blame the animal. You have to look to his owner.” 
 
    Jake heard those words and wanted to complain or argue. But he couldn’t. He knew his place, so he tried to hold out. 
 
    But then, Morgan started pumping Alyssa’s face harder and faster against his cock. Simultaneously, Alyssa started licking him almost eagerly. Jake raised his head. He was panting furiously through his nostrils, yet he was still clearheaded enough to look down along the length of his body. His eyes met Alyssa’s. 
 
    And in that moment, she was deeply humiliated, yet the corners of her eyes crinkled for just a second. Maybe he imagined it, or maybe this was her plan. 
 
    Jake didn’t understand, not until he lost control. His confusion gave way to the temptation, and his shaft started to pulsate. He tried to stop it! 
 
    Frantically, he tried to regain control of himself, but it was too late. Before he knew it, he was thrusting up into her mouth as he came hard, splashing his come against the back of her throat. 
 
    “Swallow,” Morgan ordered. 
 
    Alyssa gulped, but she was still grinning wildly, like a mad woman. 
 
    Jake didn’t understand, not until Morgan pulled the blonde off of his crotch. “Get out of here,” she said to Alyssa. She didn’t need to be told twice. Practically scrambling, she darted out of the room, slamming the door behind her. 
 
    “That girl’s going to need a lot of mouthwash,” Morgan said. But then she turned her attention back to her boyfriend. 
 
    Clicking her tongue, she somehow sounded disappointed. Or maybe it was just that look on her face as she slowly shook her head from side to side. “Jake, Jake, Jake. I gave you an order, and you didn’t obey.” 
 
    He tried to speak, forgetting all about the ball gag. His lips attempted to move, shaping words, but the rubber sphere prevented him from making an articulate sound. 
 
    He needed to apologize, to say how sorry he was. He needed to go on and on about how he would never make that mistake again. He wanted to be a good boyfriend for her. He would be obedient for his girl, his owner, his Mistress. 
 
    Although Jake wanted to surrender to her, he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t get out a single word, yet she watched, enjoying the sight of his struggles as he tentatively pulled on his cuffs, almost as though he thought he might be able to reach down and remove the gag on his own. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, Morgan wouldn’t allow that kind of disobedience. So she left him chained to the bed, helpless as he squirmed. 
 
    “Since you can’t handle a little bit of self-control, I guess that means we’re going to need something else,” she said. Outwardly, she sounded disappointed, yet the little glimmer of amusement along the corners of her eyes and lips made it clear she was enjoying this as she sauntered back to her discarded purse. She reached down and pulled something out. When he saw it, his eyes widened, and he started struggling with every ounce of strength he possessed. He fought the cuffs, desperate to escape. 
 
    And yet, he still couldn’t get away. 
 
      
 
   



 

 Part 5: A Boy’s Place 
 
    His heart beat wildly as he looked at her. Jake had a ball gag in his mouth, cuffs around his wrists, and no chance of escape. Maybe if she had left him alone for a couple of hours, he would have been able to somehow wiggle free. And yet, his girlfriend didn’t wish to offer him that opportunity. Why would she? She was having so much fun. Besides, Morgan understood the theory behind male chastity. 
 
    Men couldn’t be trusted. Ultimately, it was as simple as that. Largely driven wild by their own desires, they couldn’t control themselves. They got excited. Their libidos overwhelmed their good sense, turning them into salivating little beasts. 
 
    A chastity cage, on the other hand, could help these young men focus. She had put him in one right when he started college. She had let him out. Morgan was too confident to think of her decision as a mistake, but she could always change her mind. That’s why she smiled at him and looked down at his spent, flaccid shaft. 
 
    “If you didn’t want to get locked in chastity, you would have shown me that you can control yourself,” she said with that taunting lilt in her voice. She sounded playful, as though this was just some sort of game. 
 
    It wasn’t, not to Jake. It was his body! 
 
    She wasn’t supposed to be able to control him, not like this! 
 
    But their roles had changed, switching from classmates and acquaintances to something so much more intimate. She was his girlfriend. He was her boyfriend. Hers. He belonged to her. And if she said he needed a chastity cage, then he couldn’t argue. 
 
    “I’m going to let the administration know about our new relationship tomorrow,” she said. “You will officially be my boyfriend.” 
 
    Jake understood what that meant. If she allowed him to continue taking classes here, then it would be based off of her sufferance alone. She could revoke permission at any moment, destroying whatever hard work he had accomplished. 
 
    Jake didn’t know if it was true, but a boy had gone through an entire four-year program, and he was about to graduate, but his fiancée decided she didn’t want him to have a degree, so she pulled out. As far as the college was concerned, he hadn’t graduated. He hadn’t earned it because he didn’t get his fiancée’s permission. 
 
    That had to be an urban legend, right? Things like that could really happen, right? 
 
    Jake didn’t know one way or the other, but now he looked up at her. She was holding the chastity cage in front of him, just a few inches from his eyes. He shook his head furiously from side to side, desperate to get her to change her mind. He couldn’t speak, kicking made his wishes known. 
 
    Morgan simply didn’t care. 
 
    The dark-haired girl grinned down at her boyfriend and opened up the cage, freeing one piece after another. Then she took his shaft in the palm of her hand and slipped it into the tube. She brought the other plastic ring up over his scrotum, and she connected the pieces together, fastening them in place. Finally, she held up the small lock. 
 
    “You gave me your heart, Jake, and now I’m taking your key.” She grinned at him as he bit down. She could see the contours of his jaw shift as he tried to fight this. 
 
    “Now, when I’m done, I’m going to take that ball gag out of your mouth, and you will have a choice to make. You can argue with me, telling me how this is wrong or whatever. Or you can be a good boy and accept that this is happening no matter what. It’ll be up to you. Of course, if you behave really badly, I might decide you need to be punished.” 
 
    His breath echoed and quivered in his chest as he waited for her to act. And yet, Morgan took her time, watching him like a cat ready to pounce on a mouse. It was just a matter of time. If he twitched his whiskers, she would leap forward and devour him. 
 
    It was so strange, getting intimidated by his girlfriend. 
 
    In romance movies, the girl was always there to defend the boy. She would protect him, her precious prince in peril—just like in the fairy tales when the handsome boy needed to be protected from the fearsome dragon. There would be the girl, decked out in plate mail with a silver sword in her hand. 
 
    Jake watched as she leaned forward and loosened the gag. That’s when she reached down and said, “What do you have to say for yourself?” 
 
    “Mistress,” he said, doing his best to sound utterly deferential and obedient. “Please, please don’t make me wear the chastity cage again. I can’t do it.” 
 
    “Can’t? Or won’t? You’re a boy. Besides, you’re locked in, so this obviously isn’t a question of capability. It’s more a question of…” Morgan hesitated as she searched for the right word. Then she grinned at him, flashing her rows of teeth. “Attitude.” 
 
    No, not this, not again, not from her! 
 
    Yet, Jake felt the moisture drain away from his mouth. His lips suddenly felt chapped as he tried to speak. There had to be something he could say to her, only then she reached down and touched her hand to his mouth. It may not have been a gag, yet it was still enough to silence him. 
 
    “There’s a good boyfriend,” she said, teasing him once more. “That’s right. You know that you don’t speak when your girlfriend is speaking.” 
 
    With her free hand, she pressed one finger along the line of her jaw, all the way to the tip of her chin before speaking. “Jake, Jake, Jake. I gave you a choice to make. And you made it. You tried to argue with me and you tried to contradict me. Me! Your girlfriend!” She shook her head and clicked her tongue again, only to say, “I guess it was my fault. I haven’t been clear enough with you.” She may as well have said she hadn’t been strict enough with him. “But don’t worry. I’m going to rectify that situation right now.” She reached down to the floor, sliding something. He could hear it move along the fabric, that slick noise reverberating on the air. 
 
    On some level, Jake must’ve figured out precisely what was about to happen. But then she held up his belt, she looped it into an improvised crop, and then she slapped down against the palm of her hand. 
 
    The snapping crack cut across the air, a promise of things to come. 
 
    “I’m going to let you out of those cuffs, and then I’m going to punish you.” 
 
    She studied him, waiting, watching for some sign of disobedience. 
 
    When she pulled her hand away, Jake decided he had to take the chance. “Please, if you really want me to be a good boyfriend, then you can’t just punish me. Look, I’m sorry if I offended you—” 
 
    “Jake,” she said, cutting him off with one syllable. He stopped speaking. “I’m your girlfriend, and I tell you how things work. Right now, I’m going to bend you over this bed and whip you with your belt. This way, you’ll understand exactly how our relationship works.” 
 
    She freed him from the cuffs. She grabbed him by his neck, and she pulled him into position. Before he knew it, he was bent over the mattress again. She stroked his backside but the belt, moving the smooth leather up and down. As he felt it, he shivered, dreading what would come next. 
 
    “I know that you think you’re all special because you are at school, but you only get to attend with my permission. And if I take you out, that doesn’t necessarily mean I’m breaking up with you. In fact, if I get you kicked out, maybe I will decide to marry you instead. Then you could be my obedient homemaker. You can give yourself as a househusband.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he thought of all of the hard work put into getting into college in the first place. 
 
    His lips parted, and he was ready to call out his protest, to beg her and plead with her. 
 
    But no. That wasn’t what she wanted or expected. If he wanted to be a good boy for her, then he needed to just stay quiet. Quiet and courteous. Those two words glowed bright behind his eyes as she raised her arm, the belt poised to punish him. 
 
    “Remember, this good for you,” she said. “It may not feel that way, but it is. Trust me. I know what’s best for you. I’m your girlfriend!” She chirped those last words right before the belt cracked against his backside. 
 
    A red line, a glowing welt, appeared almost instantly. She marveled at the way his flesh responded to her discipline. It was perfect. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right. This is what you need. Every boy needs a loving girlfriend, someone who’s willing to correct him. That’s what I’m doing for you right now, Jake. I’m correcting you. Say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he answered, hating himself for surrendering so quickly. And yet, he was torn now. Under other circumstances, maybe he could have imagined himself as some kind of defiant rebel. But this wasn’t some enemy. This was his girlfriend, a young woman who would now take responsibility for him. 
 
    A lifetime of programming told him that he needed to respect her authority and acknowledge her superiority. Even if those words were only spoken explicitly behind closed doors, the message had always been there, crisp and clear and easy enough for a boy to understand. 
 
    She struck again, harder and faster this time. The black belt appeared like a blurred wave on the air. 
 
    When the belt struck, biting down into his flesh, he felt it as a snap of sensation, an explosion of pain that seemed to stretch out. It didn’t just linger for a heartbeat or two. Instead, his flesh throbbed as the agony drilled down into his psyche. 
 
    “Please, Mistress!” Jake called out, finally succumbing to the temptation. Sometimes, a boy couldn’t be quiet and courteous. 
 
    “Are you going to be my prince in peril?” Once upon a time, the genders could have been reversed. In another day and age, he could have asked if she would be his damsel in distress, a pretty girl tied up or strapped down. Now, neither of them could imagine that. 
 
    “Yes! Yes, Mistress!” He struggled to get the words out as fast as he could. 
 
    “Good. Then you only get ten more.” 
 
    Ten? The number popped into his head it was a number he had been familiar with through most of his life. He couldn’t remember a time when he couldn’t count that high, and yet those double digits seemed impossibly high now. 
 
    She struck again, bringing the belt down like a whip. As she struck, she heard him gasp and moan and whimper and beg. She enjoyed the sounds of his pleading. She couldn’t help herself. All the while, she experienced that rush of heat, the intoxicating power of having a boy under her control. 
 
    Not just a boy. 
 
    Her boyfriend. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said to him. “Take it. Take every stroke.” She started laughing as she brought the belt down again and again. 
 
    He tried to pull away, yet he was frozen in place. She had him, and she could take him and use him however she liked. She owned this young man, so his discipline was her prerogative. Other girls might be soft and decide to have nice, long drawnout conversations with the young men in their lives. Not Morgan Taylor. She would own this boy, tame him, break him, doubt himself thoroughly that he would never try to defy or disobey her. 
 
    Or maybe he would. And then she could experience this ecstasy all over again. With a maniacal laugh bubbling from her lips, she continued to swing down, again and again until those red lines crisscrossed his buttocks. 
 
    When she finally stopped, she was panting, the excitement pounding through her body. 
 
    “That was so good,” she said. “Get on your knees. I want your mouth between my legs,” she said. 
 
    In a small voice, he acquiesced, just like an obedient young man. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He pulled away from the mattress, fell to his knees, and started serving her. With her eyes closed, her legs spread, and her weight pressing down on the sheets, Morgan closed her eyes and used her free hand to guide his mouth. She tugged on his hair every few seconds, setting the rhythm and dictating the pace. 
 
    She enjoyed having him right there. 
 
      
 
    That night, they slept together. Technically, they didn’t have sex, not in the traditional sense anyway. 
 
    He went down on her, she played with him, touching him all over. Then he massaged her. Once she was satisfied, having climaxed three or four times, she pulled him into her arms and held him tight. They fell asleep after a little while. 
 
    And when he woke up, he didn’t know what to think of this new arrangement. He thought of asking her, only she was gone, having headed off to hang out with friends or study or do whatever else she liked. 
 
    But he found a small message waiting for him, a sticky note stuck to his arm. She could have texted him, but maybe she wanted something a little bit more intimate. 
 
    I love training you, boyfriend. 
 
    When he saw those words, he felt that flush of ecstasy run through his body. 
 
    The next day, she found him when he was heading toward one of his classes. She wrapped her arm around his, pulling him tight. He rested his head on her shoulder, only then she proceeded to start talking to other people. Everyone saw them together, and Jake could feel their curiosity. 
 
    Morgan Taylor didn’t date boys. Morgan Taylor didn’t bother with specific guys. So that begged a specific question, what made him so special? 
 
    The girls looked him up and down, studying and evaluating this male specimen as they tried to figure out the key to this enigma. 
 
    Unfortunately for them, there wasn’t anything obviously strange or unusual about him. He wasn’t ugly or anything, but he wasn’t gorgeous either. He didn’t have the adorably sharp cheeks, full lips, or bright blue eyes lots of other girls would have demanded. So it had to be something else. 
 
    The girls whispered back and forth to one another when they walked away from Morgan Taylor. They were nice enough to acknowledge Jake, waving and introducing themselves, but it was clear they wanted to talk to his girlfriend. They could ignore the arm candy easily enough. 
 
    “Hey, I’m going to be late my class if I don’t head over soon,” he said to his girlfriend. 
 
    Morgan just giggled, “It’s okay if you’re a little bit late.” 
 
    It wouldn’t be, but he wasn’t going to contradict his girlfriend right in front of other people. So instead, he stood there, feeling shy even as he glanced back toward the building with his Art History class. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth, stared down at his feet, and silently counted as he hoped his girlfriend would let him go. 
 
    Eventually, she finished her conversation, and the two of them continued walking. Jake could feel his heart hammering away in his chest. When he was single, he never, ever would have been late to class. He couldn’t risk giving any of the instructors an excuse to recommend his expulsion. But now, she walked into the double doors leading into the lecture hall, he opened them quietly, and he quickly rushed down the stairwell toward his usual row. When he sat down, he blushed as he realized several of the girls, plus the teacher, were looking at him. 
 
    “Jake, is everything okay?” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “It’s not his fault, professor,” said another girl, calling out without permission. “Jake here has a girlfriend. Morgan Taylor.” 
 
    The professor actually arched an eyebrow and smiled. She glanced for a second, almost like she wanted to laugh, but she knew the bounds of professionalism wouldn’t permit it. That didn’t stop her from saying, “congratulations, Jake.” Why did her voice have to be so patronizing? 
 
    Jake gulped, nodded, and decided not to say anything. Instead, he scrambled to get his notebook out. 
 
    Silently, Jake promised himself that would be the last time he would be late. The next week, he broke that vow. Then he started turning in his homework late. He couldn’t help it. Morgan often wanted to talk late into the night. Sometimes, she even snuck him out of the dorms, which wasn’t terribly difficult. Even if Alyssa knew what was going on, she obviously wouldn’t challenge her social superior. 
 
    When they went out, it was pretty magical, strolling along the campus, hitting a dessert diner, doing karaoke, playing pool, and generally just having fun. More often than not, they would meet up with other people, girls with their boyfriends who enjoyed chatting with Morgan Taylor. 
 
    And pretty much every night, Morgan would walk him back to the dorms. He would eventually collapse in bed, but not before getting to have her pull him close and lean in to whisper, “You did so well tonight. You make me proud.” 
 
    Then she would kiss him hard, teasing him, touching him, making him groan. More often than not, she slipped her hand down into his pants, just to check on his chastity cage. Apparently, she really enjoyed squeezing his cock in that plastic tube. It was reassuring, knowing that she completely owned his sex drive. 
 
    That’s why, after several weeks, he nearly fell asleep in his Art History class. But as the other students shuffled out, ready to head back to their rooms or out to lunch, their professor called out, “Jake, come here.” 
 
    If she had wished to talk to a girl, she would’ve said something like, “Hey, do you have a second?” With a boy, their professor, no matter how liberal, she still issued commands. It was just normal, natural and easy. 
 
    Jake immediately stiffened. The exhaustion faded to a background buzz as he gulped. Of course, their grades were all posted online, so he knew what this would be about. And yet, he glumly stepped down toward the teacher’s platform. 
 
    “Yes, Professor?” 
 
    The teacher looked at him for a few seconds, her expression loaded with compassion. “Is everything okay?” 
 
    “Yes. Everything is fine,” he said, hoping maybe he could convince her to stop this conversation. 
 
    “Jake, I’m worried about you,” she said. “When you first enrolled in my course, you were doing extremely well. For a boy, your grades were very high.” 
 
    For a boy. There was no sign on her face that she meant that as an insult. In fact, she probably saw it as a meaningful complement. He should be proud of what he had accomplished. He could do well. For a boy. 
 
    “I’ve been busy lately,” he said, recognizing right away just how lame those words sounded. 
 
    “Yes, I know. Let me guess. Your dating life has eaten up a lot more of your time?” The nearly indulgent smile on her face made it clear she understood. Jake still felt like he was being patronized since he was just a boy. 
 
    “I’ll do better,” he promised. 
 
    “If you review your grades online, you’ll see that you’ve lost quite a few points. You could be missing assignments. Even in class, I’ve noticed that you have been pretty quiet lately. How do you feel about your upcoming presentation?” 
 
    “Fine,” he said. 
 
    “I see,” she told him with her eyes lingering on his face. 
 
    Other boys would have been worried about her intentions. Fortunately for him, he had a girlfriend, which meant he was off-limits. 
 
    He breathed out slowly and said, “I’m sorry I haven’t been doing a good job lately. I’m going to try harder. I really will.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “If you have any questions, you know where my office is.” 
 
    Jake thought that was bad enough, but then someone stepped right in front of him as he exited the lecture hall. By this point, he had learned her name. Cindy. She had shiny brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, high cheekbones, and sharp features. There was something about this girl that always intimidated him. She was smaller, yet she looked out at the world with an unmatched ferocity. She was just a freshman like him, but she seemed determined to make sure that the world matched her vision of the universe. 
 
    “Jake,” she said. 
 
    He was taller than her by several inches, yet he still shrunk back, retreating until his backpack bumped up against the wall. 
 
    “Excuse me,” he said, trying to walk past her, only this diminutive girl stepped right in his path once more. 
 
    “We need to talk,” she said. 
 
    “About what?” Jake asked, doing his best to sound innocent even as he looked around. For a moment, he hoped that his girlfriend might just magically appear. She didn’t. 
 
    Whether he liked it or not, he was on his own when she said, “I don’t like your attitude, especially in class. I know the professor is really tolerant of you boys, but that’s not much of an excuse. You don’t think it’s an excuse, do you?” 
 
    “An excuse for what?” Jake straightened his back is much as he could. 
 
    “An excuse for overestimating your natural abilities.” 
 
    Jake hated the adrenaline flooding through his system, but he had argued and debated with this girl several times already. He liked to think his positions were usually better reasoned and stronger. Their professor seemed to think so anyway, at least judging by the number of times she had called on Jake rather than Cindy. 
 
    “My natural abilities?” Jake asked. For a second, he really, really wanted to argue with this girl, to point out that her ideas were asinine and that she couldn’t compete with him, at least not intellectually, not that it was going to be a fair fight. 
 
    But when were the fights ever fair? 
 
    Even in class, a female refereed all of their conversations. 
 
    He puffed out his cheeks for a second, bowed his head down, and tried to excuse himself. “I need to get going. My girlfriend is waiting for me.” 
 
    “Don’t run off yet,” she said, her hand shooting out and grabbing him by the bicep. 
 
    Instinctively, Jake tried to shrug her off, yet she didn’t let go. Instead, Cindy smirked and told him, “It’s okay. We are just a pair of classmates having a conversation. It’s nothing your girlfriend needs to worry about.” 
 
    “Why would she worry?” Jake asked, only to feel like an idiot because he just gave her exactly the opening she needed. 
 
    “Because you might embarrass her.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t do that,” he quickly insisted. 
 
    “Maybe not on purpose,” she allowed. “But you have gotten pretty outspoken.” Outspoken. She made it sound like a dirty insult. “And that can be a problem. Most of the boys in the class know how to be quiet and courteous. You seem to be having some trouble with that. 
 
    Jake tried to cut in and say something in his defense. 
 
    Cindy just kept going, talking over him with ease. After a lifetime of getting respect simply on the basis of her sex, she was good at ignoring boys, even when they thought they had something to say. “I know, I know, this is new for you. You’re a freshman at a college, and you must be so proud of yourself. Not only that, you actually get to contribute something in class. Very impressive.” She may as well have been talking about a dog who had mastered some silly trick. “But you’re a boyfriend now. You’re Morgan Taylor’s boyfriend.” 
 
    The dark-haired girl paused, letting those words sink in, as though Jake hadn’t realized these facts for himself. 
 
    “I know that,” he said. 
 
    Cindy continued, as though he hadn’t spoken at all. “And because you are Morgan Taylor’s boyfriend, that comes with certain responsibilities. We don’t want to embarrass her. How do you think she would feel if rumors started to fly? You’re cute, and everything, but that doesn’t mean you should be speaking out of turn.” 
 
    “I always wait until I’m called on,” he said. His excuse sounded lame. 
 
    “I know, I know,” Cindy said, her tone consolatory, yet there was still that patronizing edge with every word. “But the content also matters. What you say is important because you might embarrass Morgan. She has certain standards she must maintain.” 
 
    “I don’t—” 
 
    “You see, it’s her reputation. She has a very good reputation around here, and you wouldn’t want to mess that up for her, would you?” 
 
    Jake sputtered, stumbling. Part of him wanted to threaten her, to tell Cindy all about what happened to Alyssa. Just the memory was enough to make his cock twitch in its cage, but the other girl kept going. 
 
    “So when you present your work to the class, I think you should be very, very careful about what you say.” 
 
    “I’m not going to be censored.” 
 
    “Who said anything about censorship?” Cindy asked, making him sound completely emotional for even bringing up such a loaded term. “I’m talking about some self-restraint. Remember, you are not just some single boy now. It’s important that you do a good job and make your girlfriend proud.” 
 
    Jake was left standing there as she sauntered off. She waved to a friend, called out hello, and left him there. 
 
      
 
    “You look upset,” Morgan said to him a couple hours later when she stopped by his dorm room. She didn’t bother knocking. She just walked in, grabbing him and pulling him away from his desk so that they could lay down together. She wrapped her arms around him, stroked his hair, and made him feel like a beloved pet. 
 
    As much as he tried to resent the sensations, they felt too good to deny. 
 
    “I got into an argument with someone,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, did one of the boys steal your favorite pen?” 
 
    “I’m serious,” he said. 
 
    She put on a fake, solemn expression and squeezed tighter. “Okay. Tell me all about it.” 
 
    If he noticed the patronizing tone in her voice, he chose to ignore it. 
 
    Then he told her all about his conversation with Cindy. 
 
    “What does she think you’re going to say?” 
 
    At this point, Jake pressed his lips together, wondering if he should confess the truth. In his Art History class, he had created a new version of himself. In a lecture hall, he was a scholar, someone capable of critically evaluating different images to come up with new and novel interpretations. 
 
    While most of the other students relied on the easy, pat answers of automatic belief, Jake tried to pierce the different possibilities, to come up with something new. And just by being a boy, he could talk about the perspective of the unrepresented male. 
 
    Finally, he licked his lips and decided to try to explain, “I think I’m just a little bit different in that class. I think my teacher likes it.” 
 
    “Different? Different how?” 
 
    “I see things from a boy’s perspective.” 
 
    “Honey, is that really that much different?” 
 
    “Actually, yeah.” He pulled away from her, looked down at his girlfriend, trying to sound as serious as possible. “Being a guy is really different. I mean, the rules are different, the expectations are different.” 
 
    “But it’s not a big deal. We’re talking about when you get to vote or buy alcohol or whatever. Besides, you get all the same rights eventually.” She made it sound like it was simple, like that explanation justified every single difference. 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “I’m really not sure,” he repeated. “I mean, what would the world be like if women and men were treated equally. As genuine equals.” 
 
    “We are,” she said. 
 
    And as he studied her expression, Jake realized something. She meant it. 
 
    “I’m not so sure,” he said slowly, letting the words tumble out. “So Cindy was telling me I should be careful with what I say.” 
 
    “She’s right.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She’s right,” Morgan said, making the sound easy and natural, as though even a boy should be able to understand. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” he said. 
 
    “Shush,” she said, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and pulling him down to her chest. Jake tried to sit up again so that he could look down at her, only she started talking. “Jake, she’s right about the reputation thing. You’re new to college, so you don’t really get it yet, but that’s okay. You’ll start to figure it out. But here’s the thing. You need to be aware of what people are thinking and saying about you. This is doubly true for you.” 
 
    “Because I’m your boyfriend?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “And I’m your girlfriend. And I’m telling you that this is important. I don’t want my boy to go around, talking about how men are oppressed or whatever just because getting into college is a little bit harder for you.” 
 
    This time, Jake yanked himself away. He looked down into her face and waited for her to break into a smile or something. Instead, she just looked up at him, her gaze neutral, impassive, and almost diplomatic. 
 
    Within seconds, he understood that he wasn’t going to be able to win this argument, not with her. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but then she pulled him back down, and he enjoyed the soft press of her breasts against his cheek, the warmth of her frame beneath him, and the simple fact that he got to spend time with this gorgeous girl. 
 
    But he didn’t say anything about his plans or what he might do. 
 
    Because when he really thought about it, he came to one conclusion. His girlfriend couldn’t understand. Morgan Taylor had every opportunity and chance to succeed. When she walked into a room, people listened to her and expected her to offer good idea. They gave her the benefit of the doubt. Whenever Jake spoke, they assumed he was just going to waste some air with some goofy guy-idea. 
 
    He had to show them that they were wrong about him, about all boys and their potential. 
 
      
 
    Jake held his laptop under his arm as he walked up to the front of the class. He looked around the room, saw the different faces, and wondered if he should just back down. Seriously, he could look to his teacher, apologize, and plead for a little bit of extra time. It worked for Jack. He had nearly started crying, going on and on about how he tried so hard, but he wasn’t ready yet. 
 
    The boy had looked embarrassed and pathetically desperate. His voice had shaken as he looked out at the room. Then he finally turned to their teacher. “I’m really, really sorry, but I don’t think I’m ready yet. Could I please, please have more time?” He didn’t quite hold his hands together or drop down onto his knees. 
 
    “And why do you need more time?” 
 
    “I’ve been so busy lately!” 
 
    Did the pitch of his voice rise? Did he want to sound younger, more pathetic? 
 
    Maybe. Or maybe that was an affect he had learned over the course of his life. Women tended to be nicer to men who reminded them of little boys. 
 
    No. 
 
    Jake wouldn’t behave that way. He had his presentation, he was ready, and wouldn’t back down. He wouldn’t let these girls see him as anything less than equally competent. 
 
    As that determination flowed through his body, he placed his laptop on the instructor’s desk. From there, he hooked up the device, double checked the projector hanging from the ceiling, and turned it on. He glanced back at the history. The first image of his presentation was ready. 
 
    “Art,” he began once the image appeared. “Art is all about representation. It’s about reflecting the world in new, novel, and interesting ways. But it’s also about a search for truth.” 
 
    He moved, careful to appear dynamic as he presented. He understood that an effective presentation meant giving people different things to watch and study. That was why simply standing still with your legs pressed together and a piece of paper in your hand wouldn’t work. Sure, people could listen, but they would get bored over the span of just a few seconds. 
 
    He stepped out of the projector’s light and continued. “The truth here is not literal. It’s not a scientific reflection of reality, but that doesn’t mean it’s any less valid.” This was similar to something the instructor had said. He specifically included it in his presentation to demonstrate to their teacher that he had been paying attention. 
 
    Sure enough, he saw her sitting in the front row. She had some paper in front of the pen in her hand. She nodded, smiling. Maybe she did that for all of her students to encourage them. Or maybe she just did it for the boys. 
 
    Either way, he took it as a good sign and kept going. “When we talk about artistic truth, we are looking at numbers or verifiable information. This isn’t physics, which means that a lot of people think it’s less valid. But that’s simply not true.” He swallowed, paused to let those words sink in, and continued, “Artistic truth isn’t about experimentation. It’s about meaning.” 
 
    He turned his head slowly, meeting the eyes of as many students as he could. Jake noticed that several of the girls had their phones out. They were playing games or entering text messages. Perhaps they were flirting with their boyfriends or girlfriends. In any case, the meaning was clear. They didn’t need to be rude to make it obvious that they didn’t care about his work. He was just a boy, after all. 
 
    “Science can test for speed and efficiency, but it can’t test for meaning. Just look at a question of aesthetics. Psychologists have messed around with the idea of beauty and trying to find some objective framework. Psychologists might be able to discern certain patterns that many people view as beautiful. You can think of the spacing between eyes, the fullness of lips, or other characteristics. Maybe you can find some pattern. Maybe you can’t. But think about this. Beauty is more than just appearance. Context also matters. Where is this person? Where is the viewer? If we’re talking about beauty, are we talking about sexual beauty or something else? Obviously, a sunrise is beautiful, but it’s not the same.” 
 
    He paused, letting those words sink in. 
 
    When he glanced at his teacher, she gave him another big nod. Apparently, he was doing a good job. 
 
    Even so, Jake could feel his heart pounding away at his chest. And yet, it wasn’t so bad. Even though he had to skip a lot of sleep, he had practiced this presentation over and over again. This only felt like one more repetition. Too often, people put off practicing, and that’s why presentations were so much harder. They hadn’t gone through the words, the motions and gestures, the breaths and movements to make it automatic and a lot easier. 
 
    “This isn’t just a semantic issue,” he said. “We aren’t just discussing definitions. When we talk about art, we need to figure out what gives something meaning. We need to figure out why we interpret one thing in one way and another thing in a different way. This isn’t just about efficiency. Efficiency is awesome, but this is about understanding what we think about the world.” 
 
    As he spoke, different quotes and ideas had flashed on the screen. Most of those minimalist images and words would give his audience something else to consider without really distracting them. 
 
    “And that brings me to a question of gender representation. What does it mean to be female? What does it mean to be male?” 
 
    Now, several students sat up. Up until this point, Jake had explicitly avoided looking in Cindy’s direction. But now, he leveled his gaze upon her. When our eyes met, she gave a quick, almost angry shake of her head. Her brows had gone rigid, and her lips were set in a frustrated pout. 
 
    Too bad, he thought. 
 
    If she couldn’t handle dealing with an intelligent, articulate young man, then she didn’t belong at the college. With that defiant thought in mind, he continued, “When we look at so much art, we can see a reflection of how we view the world. We can see the oppression of men.” 
 
    A ripple of whispers ran through the room. None of the voices rose loud enough to officially be rude or even warranted the instructor looking around to silence her pupils. And yet, Jake still felt it. 
 
    The girls set aside their phones and glared at him.  
 
    That’s why he stepped back into the light, finding him and making it impossible for him to see the scattered groups of angry young women. 
 
    This was it, he reflected. This was his chance to stop. His very last chance. He could finish right then and there. He had probably even spoken long enough. Sure, his ideas would be overly vague and abstract, but his teacher would probably take pity on him. 
 
    “As we look at the different pictures from this class and our textbook,” he said, flicking the images, “It’s clear that men always occupy a subordinate role. This isn’t a reflection of biology or intelligence. It’s a function of society and our standards. When you look at the rules men and women experience, they are different. They’re different implicitly and explicitly.” 
 
    He kept talking, discussing how parents treat little boys, how teachers treat young men, and how those expectations could shape one generation after another, making it all feel natural. 
 
    “Sexism,” he concluded, “Is a feedback loop. The only question is what we really want to do about it.” 
 
    When he finished, two or three of the boys clapped. The girls continued to glare down at the spot he had occupied, their expressions cold and stony. 
 
    As he walked away, Jake glanced back toward Cindy, but her seat was empty. She had already left. 
 
      
 
    Jake puffed out his cheeks as he picked up his backpack and walked up the stairs. He had taken his time, hoping that the others would disappear before he went into the main hall. 
 
    Jake walked out, and the girls were there. It felt like they were all there. The young women from his class lined the walls, and they glowered at him, their expressions tight with anger. 
 
    He expected them to pounce, to grab him or something. They didn’t. Instead, they just watched as he walked. 
 
    Then a girl broke away from the group and stepped up to him. She kept her voice low, whispering, but no one else was talking. There weren’t any other sounds. Jake had to wonder why these girls weren’t heading off to their classes. 
 
    Then he realized the answer. They thought this was more important. 
 
    They had the system that they loved without even realizing it, one where women were in charge and boys obeyed. Now someone was questioning that, and they didn’t know what to do, yet they still felt that burst of ranker deep within their chests. They saw him, and they wanted to break him. 
 
    Only they couldn’t because he wasn’t just some single boy. He was Morgan Taylor’s boyfriend. 
 
    Still, Cindy strolled along beside him. “That was a very interesting presentation,” she said. “And I think you’re going to pay for it.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Someone is not very happy with you,” Cindy said, stopping. He froze, glanced back at the dark-haired girl, only to see her pointing down the hall toward the doors. 
 
    There was Morgan Taylor, standing there with her arms crossed. Her eyes were locked on him. 
 
    Jake gulped, suddenly feeling his heart pound away in his chest. 
 
      
 
    His girlfriend stared for several more seconds before striding up to him, her arms swinging. Then she grabbed him by the hand, laced her fingers with his, and yanked, pulling him out of the building. 
 
    Technically equipped with longer legs, Jake shouldn’t have had to struggle to keep up, but this girl went fast! Her legs blurred along the concrete as her steps clicked. She kept yanking, pulling him, forcing him to keep up. They headed right back to her house. 
 
    She unlocked the door, yanked him forward, and he stumbled. Even so, she didn’t make it easy on him. As he fought to keep up, she practically ran up the stairs with him in tow. Then they finally made it back to her bedroom where she snarled and shoved him to his knees. With both of her hands on his shoulders, it wasn’t difficult. 
 
    “What did you do?” Morgan demanded. 
 
    Jake licked his lips, uncertain. He didn’t know exactly how to answer. Up until this point, he’d struggled to talk to her. He had tried again and again to get her to stop or slow down so they could have a conversation. Now she asked him one simple question, and he didn’t know how to reply. 
 
    “What. Did. You. Do.” Each word came out sharp and clipped. 
 
    He breathed out slowly, uncertain of how to deal with her ferocity and anger. Obviously, she was pissed off, but this wasn’t his fault. 
 
    “What did Cindy tell you?” 
 
    “No,” she barked back at him. “No, you don’t ask questions, Jake. You obey your Mistress.” She crouched down, grabbed his jaw, and pinched, her nails digging down into his skin. “What did you do? And believe me, you don’t want to make me ask again.” 
 
    “I just gave a presentation!” 
 
    “A presentation.” 
 
    The implicit question hung on the air, so Jake started to explain, “Yeah. It was for my Art History class. I know Cindy told me not to do anything radical, but I wanted to tell the truth. This is important. We’re talking about how men are treated!” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed as she stated simply, “Boys are treated just fine.” 
 
    “That’s my point!” Jake said. For instance, he wanted to jump up onto his feet to talk to her like an equal, but something prompted him to stay down on his knees where he belonged. “You call us boys. That makes us sound like we are children. That’s not fair.” 
 
    “Boys. Men. Males. It’s all the same thing,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. 
 
    “No, it’s not!” Jake hated how frantic he sounded, but this was his girlfriend. He cared about her, he really, really wanted her to understand. 
 
    “Are you contradicting me? Are you contradicting me in my own bedroom?” She sounded affronted by the idea. 
 
    “I’m not trying to contradict you,” he said. “It’s just that you don’t know what it’s like.” 
 
    “What? Are you saying I’m stupid?” 
 
    His eyes widened in his lips parted. “That’s not what I’m trying to say either!” Frantic desperation wove into his every word, which probably bought him a little bit of sympathy. If nothing else, it was obvious he was doing his best. Of course, that wasn’t great, not when he was just an emotional boy. 
 
    “Mistress, I’m saying that I’m a boy and you are a woman. That means you see the world differently. You experience the world differently. That’s all I’m trying to say.” 
 
    “So women haven’t done a good job of taking care of you? Is that it?” 
 
    For a second, he thought of Natasha and all of her “helpful” advice. 
 
    Before Jay could say anything, his girlfriend continued, “Maybe that’s the problem. Boys just don’t know how good you have it. Yeah, you might not get to be President or whatever, but why do you even care? That stuff is really hard. Maybe you should just focus on having fun.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying boys need to understand how good they’ve got it. Seriously. You don’t understand real pressure. No one expects you to lead. No one expects you to do anything serious.” 
 
    He stared back at her, uncomprehending. He couldn’t believe that this was really happening. 
 
    “That’s why I think it’s time for you to leave.” 
 
    “You want me to go back to my dorm room.” 
 
    “To pack,” she said. 
 
    His lips parted. What? 
 
    “What, what are you saying?” Jake asked, stuttering. 
 
    “I’m saying, Jake,” she said, reaching out, “That I don’t think this is a good fit for you. I’m sorry. I made a mistake.” 
 
    “You made a mistake?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Morgan said to him. She almost sounded sympathetic. “Obviously, you don’t have the right constitution or mental faculties for a college education. Go back to your dorm room right now, young man, collect your things, and get off campus. I will call the administration right now.” 
 
    “But you can’t do that!” 
 
    “Can’t I?” 
 
    She stood again, towering above him. He stayed on his knees. 
 
    Jake opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something. But he didn’t know what. He could tell she had already made her decision. 
 
    So he spoke the last words that were left to him, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    They had rushed across campus, a beautiful girl with her boyfriend in tow. But now, he stumbled, taking one slow step after another. He slunk across campus, past of the gorgeous sorority houses, along with a different walkways and sidewalks. Around him, nothing changed. 
 
    The campus looked gorgeous as usual. 
 
    The students acted just as they always did, wandering, laughing, chattering, sharing videos and texting one another. For a second, Jake itched to pull out his phone and to try to send a message to Morgan, like maybe that would be enough to get her to change her mind. 
 
    Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. 
 
    He had been warned. Repeatedly! Some random girl, Cindy, had told him not to do it. And yet, he had taken that as a challenge. He had decided that he could be different and unique and better. He wanted to be a leading voice among men. He wanted to prove to everyone that he could think for himself despite his gender. 
 
    And yet, he now found himself with his hands stuffed in his pockets, about to lose everything. 
 
    That’s when he walked by the Art Building. When Jake saw the large, polychromatic structure, he studied the different murals. There were pictures of winged horses, dragons, hydras, and other mythical beasts. Beneath each image, there would be the initials of a girl. She was the artist. As far as Jake knew, there weren’t any famous male artists. 
 
    His nostrils twitched at the idea, especially because it was easy to stand there and imagine the young women working on their murals. There would be boys around, their assistants. Those guys would be responsible for cleaning brushes, fetching paint, and cleaning up when the women were done. But there initials worked on those murals. 
 
    Men could help, but helping didn’t really warrant much credit beyond an occasional nod. 
 
    It wasn’t fair! 
 
    And he had pointed it out, and now he was going to be kicked out of school. 
 
    But as he stared at the building, he wondered if maybe he had one last chance… 
 
      
 
    His heart hammered in his chest as he marched through the glass doors and down the main hall. He took the stairs up to the next floor. These doors were a lot closer together, dozens of them. He scanned the names by each one, hoping that maybe luck would be on his side. 
 
    These weren’t her office hours, he already knew, but he still had to try, right? He couldn’t just give up and pretend that he didn’t care about his education. 
 
    Then he stood in front of her door. There wasn’t a window, so he couldn’t peek inside. 
 
    Jake had no idea how long it might take for Morgan’s decision to be processed. Maybe a couple of hours? Maybe a couple of days? For all he knew, the system was specifically set up to expel young men like him. 
 
    In any case, time wasn’t on his side. 
 
    So why was he hesitating? 
 
    Nerves. 
 
    The answer was right there along his clammy skin, hot forehead, and rapid pulse. Under other circumstances, Jake might have laughed, but right then and there, he felt like such an idiot. He might be able to pull it off. Just maybe. 
 
    Would Morgan break up with him if she found out about this? 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    Breathing out, he raised his hand and knocked on the door. Then he waited, wondering if the office was empty. He tried knocking again, a little bit louder this time. 
 
    Just as he was about to turn and walk away, Jake heard the handle. It twisted, and he spun around. That’s when he saw her, his Art History professor. 
 
    “Jake,” she said. 
 
    “I was hoping maybe we could talk?” 
 
      
 
    Her office was surprisingly tidy with a clean desk, neatly arranged bookshelves, and several framed paintings on the walls. “Did you do this?” Jake asked, nodding toward the abstract images. 
 
    To an amateur, those works probably seemed meaningless, like random smears on the canvas. And yet, a lot of theory went into their production. There are contrasts of color, curves, and specific mathematical formulas. Just because an average person couldn’t see the patterns, that didn’t mean they didn’t exist. They just required a very specific kind of training. 
 
    “Yes,” she said with a hint of pride in her voice. “These are mine. But I’m sure you didn’t come here to talk about my art.” 
 
    Jake had no idea if a professor could even help with something like this, but had to try. “I’m getting expelled.” 
 
    “I see,” she said, sitting back in her chair. She seemed so powerful and imperious. Really, her office chair was just normal, a pair of armrests, a padded back, and some wheels underneath. He was seated in a smaller chair, which somehow made him feel less powerful. 
 
    Or maybe it was just his imagination. 
 
    Either way, Jake waited for her to say something. 
 
    When the silence lingered too long, he kept going, “My girlfriend has decided that I have a bad attitude, and that I don’t fit in at the school. She’s going to have me kicked out.” 
 
    “Why do you think that is?” 
 
    He pressed his lips together, thinking back to his presentation. 
 
    “She didn’t like what I said today.” 
 
    “I see,” said his teacher. 
 
    Up until this point, this woman had helped him, encouraging him, telling him to speak up. But now, he waited for some piece of advice, something that might help him. Instead, she studied him for several more seconds and finally said, “I’m sorry. We’re going to miss you in class.” 
 
    No, that couldn’t be the end of it. He sat up a little bit straighter and tried, “Please, there must be something you can do.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Can’t you intervene or something? Maybe if I had a letter of recommendation from my instructor, the administrators would let me stay!” He hated how his voice rose, like he might start crying at any moment. 
 
    Somehow, Jake managed to level his gaze on his teacher. 
 
    But she kept looking right back at him, her expression neutral and detached, as though this didn’t really involve her. 
 
    When she didn’t speak right away, Jake couldn’t stand it. He continued, “Please, Professor. I mean, you are a teacher, and she’s just a student. Your vote should count more than hers.” 
 
    “What makes you think I disagree?” She paused, perhaps collecting her thoughts even as she studied the look of hurt that flashed across his face. “Now, hear me out, Jake. I think you are a very bright boy, and you have a lot of very positive attributes, especially when it comes to school. That said, there are rules, and you have to follow the rules.” 
 
    “But I did what you wanted! I dove deep into the artworks, and I analyzed them. I provided my citations, and I came up with reasonable interpretations.” 
 
    “You think they were really reasonable? You really feel like you’re being oppressed right now?” 
 
    Jake hissed through his teeth, desperate to shout the obvious answer. Yes! Obviously! They were about to kick him out, all on the word of a stupid classmate! And yet, this woman right in front of him simply couldn’t see it. She didn’t experience any kind of injustice, so she didn’t think it could possibly exist. 
 
    And that was the real problem, Jake realized. He could talk until his cheeks turned bright purple, but it wouldn’t be enough. 
 
    That’s when she leaned forward and patted him on the shoulder. “You’re a handsome boy, Jake. I’m sure you’ll do fine.” 
 
    Just like that, she turned back to her computer screen, effectively dismissing him. 
 
    For a second, Jake inhaled, thinking maybe he could try again. Perhaps there could be some way he could convince this woman to change her mind. And yet, she had her own problems, so she wasn’t about to worry about some boy in her class. 
 
    He got up, his shoulders slumping. This was it, his last chance. 
 
    But then, as he started to head back out into the hallway, his teacher called out to him, “Wait a second.” 
 
    He perked up. 
 
    “You’re still in a really good position, Jake. Your girlfriend, that’s Morgen Taylor, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “That girl is really going places. If you act like a good boyfriend, she can take really good care of you. Just remember to be grateful for what you have until you are.” 
 
    Jake stared at her, uncomprehending. Then he started walking without saying anything at all. His teacher probably assumed that he was being rude, a pouty boy who didn’t know how to be grateful for good advice. 
 
      
 
    There was a campus security officer waiting for him in his dorm room. “You have to pack,” she said. Her hand drifted down to the stun gun on her belt. The implication was clear: if he went slow or tried to argue, there would be consequences. Painful consequences. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, immediately bristling because those words sounded familiar and made him think of Morgan. 
 
    And yet, he still did as ordered. Like a docile boy, he packed up his stuff, refilling his bags and boxes, the same bags and boxes he had only unpacked a short while ago. It seemed like so much had taken place, but the guard watched him, walking back and forth with him as he brought his packages down to the ground floor. 
 
    “Tough break,” Sam said, reaching out and patting Jake on the shoulder. 
 
    Feeling hollow and empty and utterly defeated, Jake didn’t have anything to say. Just stared ahead and did his best not to let the tears run down his cheeks. 
 
    He had worked so hard for this! 
 
    And now he had this buzzing paradox right at the back of his brain. He had worked so hard and succeeded in so many different ways, yet he was still getting kicked out. He had done everything the women wanted, but it wasn’t good enough. How could that be? How could he be everything they wanted and still fail? How could the girls around him give him these contradictory expectations? 
 
    He was surprised to learn that the campus was going to drive his stuff back to his family’s home. They had a truck reserved for this exact purpose. Apparently, lots of boys got kicked out. More to the point, the administrators didn’t want those guys hanging around campus any longer than was absolutely necessary. If they provided transportation, those boys couldn’t complain about how they didn’t have time to get ready. 
 
    That’s why Jake found himself standing on the front door of his old house just a couple hours later. Jake knocked, feeling like a stranger. The door opened, and there was his little sister. 
 
    When he looked down into her eyes, he tried to feel like an older brother, someone who had a better grasp on the world. And yet, his bottom lip started to tremble, and she wrapped her arms around him, pulling his face down against her shoulder. He didn’t cry, yet the tears continued to leak out, down his nose before they were absorbed by her sweater. 
 
    “There, there,” she said, soothing him like he was some little kid. 
 
    For once, Jake didn’t mind getting patronized. 
 
      
 
    Lots of other sisters would have simply stood back and watched. It was a guy, after all, and he had those big shoulders. Some evolutionary psychologists actively argued that men were supposed to be naturally subordinates based on the size of their muscles alone. Since they were bigger, they could be treated like horses, donkeys, or other livestock. If evolution really wanted women and men to be equal, then men wouldn’t have been so perfectly suited for this kind of labor. 
 
    But Natasha decided to be a kind sister. She grabbed some of the smaller boxes and brought them back to his room. 
 
    And when it was all done, he fell onto his bed and stared up at the ceiling. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” Natasha said. 
 
    “No,” he told her. 
 
    “That’s okay,” she replied. “You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to.” 
 
    With his expression blank, he kept staring up at the ceiling, wondering what he would do. 
 
    Ultimately, Jake had never really faced that question. In high school, he had concentrated on his grades and test scores. He had been so determined to get into a real university and compete with the girls as if they are equal. But that was dumb. He could never be their equal. The system wouldn’t allow for it. 
 
    Even after he got in, he never really came up with concrete plans. He kept thinking that he just needed to get his degree, and then everything would work out. 
 
    Now he snorted, a bitter laugh scraping at the back of his throat because that was never going to happen. 
 
    He shook his head and closed his eyes. 
 
    After several minutes, Natasha decided her brother didn’t want to talk, so she gingerly headed toward the door. If he needed time alone, she could give it to him. 
 
    “I don’t know what I did wrong,” he said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” His words were plain enough, but Natasha tried to give him the opportunity to talk if that’s what he really craved. 
 
    “I mean I wanted to do well in my class. There was this girl, Cindy, and she was such a brat.” 
 
    “What did she do?” Moving a few steps, she went back to the chair by his desk and sat down. For a second, Natasha smiled because she felt like a psychologist, not that her brother noticed. 
 
    “She told me that I was going to embarrass my girlfriend if I told the truth.” 
 
    “The truth?” 
 
    “That the rules aren’t fair. The system is skewed against men.” 
 
    Jake braced himself, waiting for some snicker from his sister. After another couple of seconds, when he didn’t hear anything, he looked back at her. 
 
    “What do you really care about? What you really want?” 
 
    “I want to be with Morgan, and I want to get an education.” 
 
    “Those things don’t have to be mutually exclusive.” 
 
    “But is it a real education if I have to hide what I’m really thinking?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He chuckled with that same bitterness from before. “It’s different for you.” 
 
    Jake braced himself for that automatic denial, maybe some patronizing comment about how he was just a boy and didn’t understand how stressful things could be for women. Women faced more difficult standards, plus people expected so much more from them. 
 
    Instead of giving him a lecture about all of the benefits of being an underestimated boy, she leaned forward and said, “You’re right. It is different for me. It’s different for everyone. And I know that’s not fair, but you have to think about what you really want. You know, it might not be too late.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that your girlfriend is pretty powerful, right? People listen to her? 
 
    “Yeah, so?” 
 
    “What does she want? What does she want from you?” 
 
    His throat clenched as he thought of her title. When they were together, he didn’t call her by some nickname or even Morgan. Instead, he addressed her as his Mistress. 
 
    “A slave,” he confessed. “She wants a slave.” He shut his eyes and waited for the burst of laughter or maybe some knee-jerk denial. Because really, what kind of girl would want a slave? 
 
    Natasha didn’t say anything. Slowly, he opened his eyes and looked back at his little sister. She seemed to be lost in thought. 
 
    “I could see that,” she finally said with a nod of her head. 
 
    “You can?” Jake didn’t bother trying to hide the bewilderment from his voice. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” she replied. “It makes perfect sense. I mean, who wouldn’t want a slave?” 
 
    He blinked several times, confused. 
 
    “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “Why not? This is awesome!” She smirked at him and then maybe decided she needed to sound a little bit more academic. “Seriously, it’s nice to be in control. It’s nice to know you can have and take whatever you want. Slavery is nothing but the execution of power over another individual. That’s a pretty intoxicating idea. It probably always has been, and I think it always will be.” 
 
    “But slavery is wrong,” he said. 
 
    Natasha just shrugged. As far as she was concerned, they were discussing a sociological question, not ethics. 
 
    “So here’s a better question,” she said, skipping his protest. “Let’s say she does want a slave. Let’s say she wants to own you completely. Is that what you want?” 
 
    Jake didn’t even need to think about it before he said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Then there you go. You have your answer. You might want an education, but I think you need to be with this girl.” 
 
    “So what do I do?” 
 
    “I think you already know,” Natasha said before she got up, walked over to her brother, patted him on the shoulder, and turned to walk away. 
 
    In the doorway, she glanced over her shoulder and said, “I think you’re a smart boy, Jake. I think you know what it takes to please her.” 
 
    He watched her go. The door closed, and he was left alone with his thoughts and dozens of daunting possibilities. 
 
      
 
    Jake walked around her block three times before he finally managed to approach the porch. With every step, he felt as though the rest of the universe wanted to yank him back away from that door. But then he marched up the steps, knocked, and wasn’t surprised when another girl opened the door. 
 
    “I’m here to see Morgan,” he said. 
 
    The girl looked younger than him. Maybe she was a someone’s little sister or something. She had long hair, pigtails, and red lipstick on. She was cute but she also looked somehow mean as she narrowed her eyes and studied him. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m her boyfriend,” he said. 
 
    It looked like she might just close the door in her his face. “Wait. Please, I’m her boyfriend, and I messed up. I’m here to talk to her. Please, may I?” 
 
    Jake may not have been on his knees, but he was obviously begging—which was the only reason why this girl gave him a chance. 
 
    “You messed up? Really?” The girl wanted to hear something else. 
 
    Jake told himself that he didn’t really care about the stranger and her view of him didn’t matter either. The same could have theoretically applied to someone like Cindy. So then why did he insist on his presentation? 
 
    Because dignity mattered. Because his pride mattered. 
 
    And yet, Jake looked right at her. He met her gaze for a second before demurely looking down at the floor. “Please, I just need to come in to talk to Morgan. Please, can I?” With those words, he gave that girl what she wanted and expected. He was pleading with her, so desperate, just like a boy. 
 
    “Okay,” said the girl. “But if you’re really her boyfriend, you are going to be in a lot of trouble.” 
 
    Jake swallowed and nodded as he hung his head and came inside. 
 
    “I’m going to take you straight to her room. If you are wrong or she doesn’t want to see you, then I’m going to make sure you’re punished for wasting my time.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    The girl with her pigtails looked young, but she still glanced over at him and giggled appreciatively. She was female, so boys instinctively deferred to her authority, but maybe she had never really had someone acknowledge her power so bluntly before. She liked it. Obviously, she craved more. 
 
    She grabbed Jake by the wrist. That wasn’t really necessary. He wasn’t some little kid who would just wander off. Besides, he had been there, in that house before. 
 
    Holding onto his wrist, she got him up the stairs, straight to her bedroom door. 
 
    “By the way, I’m going to punish you even if she’s just not home.” 
 
    He looked back at this little blonde, and he imagined himself bent over a chair, a desk, or the bed, getting spanked. She may have been small, but he imagined she could make a paddle hurt. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said again, understanding that any other sort of reaction would get him in trouble. 
 
    With a beaming smirk on her face, she knocked. 
 
    Jake waited, his heart hammering again. The girl looked at him after just one or two seconds. “Well I guess that means she’s not—” 
 
    Before she could finish, the door opened, and there was Morgan Taylor. She had her hair in a severe bun, she wore a dress shirt, sleek, snug pants, and high heels. She stood there and looked from the girl in pigtails to Jake and back again. 
 
    Rather than talk to Jake, Morgan addressed the other female. “What’s he doing here?” 
 
    Some of the bluster left the blonde’s face. “I’m sorry to bother you, but he says he’s your boyfriend.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Morgan said. “What you think, Jamie? Does he look like my boyfriend?” 
 
    Jamie blanched for a moment. Playing with Jake and been fun, but this was freaking Morgan Taylor. If Jamie wasn’t a full member of the sorority yet, she obviously wished to be, something that couldn’t happen without Morgan’s approval. 
 
    “He’s cute, but I’m not sure is good enough for you,” she said diplomatically. 
 
    “Good answer,” said Morgan. Then she reached out, grabbed Jake by the back of his neck and pulled him into her room. He stumbled forward, and Morgan lowered her voice. She thanked Jamie and closed the door. Then, when she turned around, all of the friendliness had evaporated from her face. Instead, she glared at the young man in front of her. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
      
 
    The answer should have been easy and obvious. What do you want? Jake asked himself that same question as he stood there, his throat clenching, his heart hammering, his palms sweaty, and nervous electricity running along every inch of his skin. Then he thought of Natasha, his little sister. He tried to imagine what kind of advice she might offer him in a situation like this. 
 
    His best idea sounded feminine when he heard it, the higher pitch of confidence easy and obvious, “Follow your instincts.” 
 
    Jake lowered himself down onto his knees, and he looked up at his girlfriend. “Mistress, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. You’re right. I was such an idiot. I never should have defied you. I knew what you wanted and I ignored it. Sorry.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    When Morgan didn’t say anything, Jake pressed his lips together into a frustrated line. Even so, he kept his eyes closed and his head bowed down. 
 
    More silence. 
 
    Jake cracked his eyes open and looked down at her feet. Clearly, the sight of her sleek, black leather pumps didn’t give him any extra information. So instead, he kept staring, waiting, wondering. 
 
    “You knew what I wanted, and decided to go ahead anyway. Why?” 
 
    “Because I think women and men should be equal,” he said. If he had tried to lie about this, then she would have kicked him out. That much was obvious. 
 
    “Is that what you really want? You want to be my equal?” 
 
    She raised her foot, pressing it down against his thigh. She shifted her weight, and the heel pushed down into his skin, jabbing into his flesh. 
 
    Jake took a breath, but he didn’t answer fast enough. Lucky for him because she said, “That’s impossible. Equality implies sameness. But women and men are not the same. Women are better than men, which is why we are in charge. If you want to fight this battle, maybe you can. Maybe you’ll make some progress. But that’s not something my boyfriend is going to do. So what do you really want?” 
 
    “I want to be your boyfriend!” 
 
    “I’m not sure I believe you.” 
 
    “Please! Please, nothing makes me happier than being your boyfriend!” Jake said, his voice stretched. 
 
    “We will see about that,” she said. “Stand up. Walk over to the bed, and bend over.” 
 
    As Jake rose, he tried to lose himself to simple obedience. Theoretically, it was easy to simply follow commands, and yet he didn’t know precisely what would transpire next. 
 
    “Jake, Jake, Jake,” she said. So many women adopted that tone of voice when talking to boys. “I’m not sure you know what you really want. So let’s see if I can provide you with some clarity.” She turned around and walked back toward her dresser. 
 
    When she came back, she had a paddle. The same one from before. “I went easy on you last time,” she said. 
 
    Jake heard those words, but he didn’t or couldn’t believe them. As he took quick, frantic little puffs of air into his lungs, he told himself that he had been punished before. He could be punished again. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The paddle swung through the air and crashed down against his skin. Instantly, a flash of pain washed over him, bright and electric, undeniable. It was a tsunami crashing down on a village, an enormous wave washing away a mountain. 
 
    Right away, Jake cried out, whimpering. He sounded pathetic. 
 
    “Are you mewling right now because you think that’s what I want to hear?” Morgan asked. She grabbed him by the back of his hair, yanking him up. “Because that’s not what I want right now.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want to know what you’re really thinking, Jake. That’s the problem with boys. You can never be trusted. Half the time, you don’t know what you really want. So let’s see if we can figure it out for you.” 
 
    Jake still didn’t understand, but she struck, harder and faster. A blossom of agony exploded along the curves of his body. She spanked his ass, yet the pain seemed to echo out along every inch of his body. His toes curled, his fingers clenched, and he hissed through his teeth. 
 
    “How is that?” 
 
    “No more. Please, Mistress! I can’t take any more!” 
 
    He really meant it. Or maybe he didn’t. Jake didn’t actually know one way or the other, not anymore. She had only struck twice, but this was true brutality, genuine sadism as this young woman embraced her frustrations with the male sex, channeling her rage into the tilt of her paddle. 
 
    When she swung it down again, his hands shot out, hoping to cover his rear end. She stopped an instant before making contact. 
 
    The paddle lightly brushed along the palms of his hands. 
 
    She didn’t ask what he was doing. She didn’t ask why he had defied her implicitly by trying to protect himself. Instead, she simply walked over to his rear end, grabbed his wrists, and rotated them around, yanking his arms back toward the headboard. 
 
    “I was wondering if you would come back, hoping maybe to plead for forgiveness. I guess you’re here. I guess I’m lucky.” When Jake opened his eyes and looked up along the length of the bed, he saw what she had produced, a pair of straps. They connected to the headboard. Although they were nothing but fabric, the material would easily be able to hold him. He was sure of it. 
 
    When she tried to pull his hands toward the fabric manacles, he yanked one wrist back. Then she looked down into his eyes. 
 
    She didn’t say anything, but it was clear that she would give him one more chance. If he tried to fight her, then she would be done with him. He could leave, go back to his family home, and enjoy being single. 
 
    The second time she grabbed his wrist and pulled forward, Jake didn’t fight. Then, once he felt the snug material against his wrist, he knew it was too late. He wouldn’t be able to tear himself free. 
 
    “Pull on it. See if you can get out,” she said with mocking encouragement. 
 
    Jake did just that. He tested the material with a tug. For a second, it started to stretch, only then it stopped. He could wiggle his hands a few inches in any direction. That was all. Then she silently slipped back behind him, picked up the paddle, and touched it to his backside. 
 
    “Please, can we just talk about this?” 
 
    “Boys lie,” she said. “You knew exactly what I expected from you, and you decided to disobey.” 
 
    “I’m—” 
 
    Her boyfriend didn’t get the opportunity to finish. She swung down, connecting it hard against his ass. Another blossom of pain shot through his skin, curling his toes, clinching the muscles along his legs, and forcing him to gasp. He hissed through his teeth, feeling the cold against his incisors. 
 
    “That one wasn’t bad,” she said, doubling her effort. She cocked her arm back, swung down, and connected again. The next shock of agony crashed into him. He cried out this time, unable to stay silent. 
 
    “Now, would you rather date me or have this stop?” For a moment, Jake didn’t understand what she was asking. 
 
    “Wh—what?” 
 
    “It’s a simple choice,” she said. “What do you really want?” Morgan didn’t laugh, not this time. “Do you want to be with me or for the paddling to cease?” She spoke in those precise, clipped words, each one focused entirely on her goals. She moved the paddle up along the curve of his ass, then down. Another idea seemed to occur to her. With a smile, she reached around his waist and pulled down his pants after loosening his belt. 
 
    Jake would have preferred to be struck by the belt. There was a simple, clean burst of pain. The paddle was worse somehow. He couldn’t explain it, but now he had his pants around his ankles, and she didn’t even chuckle. 
 
    Instead, she came at him again, swinging as hard as she could. And yet, every smack of the paddle seemed to bite deeper into his skin. The pain exploded, becoming more and more powerful. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop? Do you want me to stop knowing that I will break up with you?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then beg for me to keep going.” 
 
    “I, I can’t,” he said, close to sobbing. 
 
    “Oh, I think you can.” 
 
    He gulped, swallowing back all of the pain. Instead, he stared straight ahead, his eyes moving along the black restraints around his wrists. Those lines of fabric led underneath the bed, hidden away. 
 
    Gasping now, he tried again, “. Please, please paddle me. Punish me. Please, Mistress. Please, I need to be disciplined.” 
 
    “You could always choose to break up with me,” she said. Her voice dripped with disdain, like that was the dumbest idea she had ever heard. 
 
    Jake didn’t seize on the debate. Instead, he gave a frantic shake of her his head. “No, Mistress. No, I don’t want to break up with you. Please. Please, punish me.” 
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” she taunted right before she brought the paddle down, harder and faster than before. There was a flurry of blows, the paddle swinging down hard and fast as it cut on the air. Jake imagined he could hear the sound of whistling. 
 
    And this time, she started to laugh. She started to giggle as he squirmed helplessly there on the bed. He tried to pull away, to yank his wrists free from the shackles, but that wasn’t going to happen. She had him, and she wouldn’t let go, not unless he broke. Not unless he broke up with her. 
 
    “You know you what you want, Jake. You might as well just ask for it. You don’t like being spanked. You think you’re better than this. You think you’re better than me.” 
 
    “No, Mistress! No, I understand my inferiority. I, I am yours. I’m your boyfriend. I’m your boyfriend and your slave.” He spat out the words, one after another. He spoke as quickly as he could as though he hoped that he might be able to keep her from resuming his punishment. 
 
    It didn’t work. Just as he finished one sentence and took another breath, she delivered another series of strikes down against of the curves of his rear end. His skin burned bright red as she struck, going for different spots. Sometimes, she struck the left side of his ass, sometimes the right. 
 
    It didn’t matter. Every blow landed against his ego, telling him that he had to prove himself to his girlfriend. 
 
    If Jake really wanted this to stop, he only had to tell her. He just had to cry out the words she expected to hear, and that would be it. The relationship would be over. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The bombardment continued, one blow landing after another. Each time the paddle fell, Jake couldn’t even brace himself, not anymore. 
 
    Strangely enough, he stopped crying out. Instead, he pressed his lips together and bit down. He didn’t trust himself to speak, so he fought to remain utterly silent. 
 
    When the paddling stopped, she came up behind him, brought her fingers down along his backside, and teased him. She touched him, stroking and caressing him. 
 
    “I’m going to unlock you. You passed one test. That doesn’t mean you’ll pass the next one.” 
 
    Jake didn’t understand, but he couldn’t bring himself to ask, not now. After the paddling, he felt utterly exhausted. He had nothing left. He couldn’t resist her. Even when she shoved him up onto the mattress, she didn’t have to fight him. She unbuttoned his shirt, removed his restraints, and stripped him until he was naked. 
 
    Completely bare except for the chastity cage between his legs, he stared up toward the ceiling, wondering what she had in mind. 
 
    Jake didn’t fight her when she spread his arms and strapped him down. He didn’t try to kick away when she tugged his ankles toward the corners of the mattress and tied those to the bedposts. Suddenly, he was on his back, completely helpless. 
 
    “You know what I find most fascinating about this moment? It’s not the fact that you need to be punished. The fact that, even though I don’t trust you, you seem to trust me.” She wobbled her head from side to side. “I can’t decide what that means.” 
 
    “I trust you, Mistress. I trust you because I know you’re better than me.” 
 
    One corner of her mouth rose, as though she enjoyed that answer. Only then her expression hardened. “If only I could believe that. If you really trusted me, then you would trust me to tell you what to do. You would trust me because I know best.” 
 
    Jake swallowed and nodded his head. He couldn’t think to do anything else. 
 
    She retrieved the key from her nightstand, slid it into the lock, and popped it open. 
 
    Despite the paddling, Jake suddenly felt the flash of freedom. His shaft stiffened. He was so hard, so desperate for an orgasm. 
 
    Somehow, the pain had not been able to wipe away those visceral needs. His desires overwhelmed him and then she started to touch him, gliding her fingers up and down his cock, touching and teasing him. She stroked him. She utilized everything she knew about the male form and this boy in particular. With one hand, she tickled the underside of his scrotum. With the other, she played with him, lightly squeezing, caressing, stroking and teasing. 
 
    Before long, Jake was struggling, but not because he wanted to escape. He just wanted relief. 
 
    She kept stimulating her boy, bringing him to the edge of an orgasm without letting him cross that point. 
 
    “Do you want an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Do you want it more than you want to be with me?” 
 
    For a couple of seconds, Jake didn’t understand the question. It seemed alien and impossible to answer. 
 
    As he started to move, she leaned forward, stretching her body along the length of his. Her tight chest pressed into his frame as she kept one hand between his legs. As she gently pushed down on the base of his shaft and dragged her fingertips up to his tip, he growled appreciatively, eager for more. 
 
    Then she started kissing him, her lips softly pressing down on his mouth. He lifted his head as much as he could as he tried to continue the kiss, but she pulled back. Then she wrapped her fingers around his cock, squeezing. 
 
    Somehow, Jake managed to hold off the urge for an orgasm. 
 
    “I almost got you that time,” she teased. 
 
    “Please, Mistress. Please, I just want to be your boyfriend.” 
 
    “What if I lock you up and never let you out again? What if I told you that you have already had your last orgasm? Would you still want to be with me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I love being your boyfriend. I want to be yours. Please, I love you, Mistress! I will do anything to prove myself to you!” 
 
    “And yet, you had to go and give that presentation. You had to embarrass me in front of the whole school.” 
 
    Different responses popped to the forefront of his mind, but Jake pushed those away just as he shoved down his urge to come. He couldn’t have an orgasm, nor could he enjoy the luxury of trying to argue with this young woman. His girlfriend was right because she was his girlfriend. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Not good enough,” she said, squeezing his shaft again. She pressed down, nearly forcing him to climax. The desire was right there, burning through every drop of resolve he possessed. 
 
    And yet, she didn’t stop. She didn’t give him a chance to try to collect his thoughts or rebuild his defenses. Instead, she rubbed her chest against his, her breasts big and soft and firm all at the same time. 
 
    Then she kissed him, right on his neck. Her tongue flicked over his skin. She grazed his teeth along his flesh. 
 
    His whole body felt as though it had turned a bright shade of red while his heart pounded and kicked inside of his chest. 
 
    “This is what you get, Jake. This is what you need.” 
 
    He panted, gasping and desperate. 
 
    He squirmed against the restraints, only now he lacked the strength and will to truly try to break free. He was stuck, on his back, spread out and helpless. 
 
    “You’re my owner, my superior, and you’re better than me. You’re smarter than me. I should always do whatever you say, Mistress!” 
 
    “And for that, I’m going to let you lick me. Maybe one last time.” 
 
    What? Did that mean she was thinking about breaking up with him? 
 
    Yes. Why not? He needed to be punished for his arrogance. What had made Jake ever believe he deserved to express himself? If he wanted to say that she was beautiful or smarter than him, that was obviously acceptable. That was his role as a boyfriend. But he had gone out there and argued that men were being oppressed. What made him think anyone cared what he thought? 
 
    She sat up, unbuttoned her pants, and pulled them down. She shimmied out of that tight fabric, revealing her panties. She kicked off her shoes and yanked down her underwear as well. Then she slid forward, pressing her opening down against his mouth. 
 
    For once, Jake asked the right question, “May I?” 
 
    “You may,” she said, her tone controlling and matriarchal. 
 
    Right away, Jake craned his neck as much as he could, pushing his mouth against her already wet opening. His tongue darted along her sex, penetrating her, teasing her, serving her. 
 
    Luckily for a Jake, this helped distract him from her fingers teasing and taunting his shaft. She didn’t stop touching him. She kept playing with him, her fingers moving up and down. 
 
    And yet, he couldn’t climax. If he lost control, that would prove his incompetence. Or maybe it would demonstrate that he valued his orgasms more than he did his position at her feet. 
 
    “I love the way you lick me, Jake, but that doesn’t mean you deserve to be my boyfriend, especially if you care more about men’s rights.” She let the disdain coat those final two words. 
 
    Jake murmured something. He tried so hard to apologize again, to plead with her. Of course, his tongue was otherwise occupied as it flipped and flitted over her opening. He teased her body, his tongue gliding along the walls of her pussy. Pleasure pulsated along her skin, running rampant and hot as he serviced her. 
 
    At moments like this, Morgan couldn’t help but wonder whether it was the power or the physical sensations. Probably both. It had to be both. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good. I love having you on your back, just like this. Boys should always be strapped down.” 
 
    He whimpered something, which only amplified the desires echoing through her body. 
 
    “Keep going, slave. Lick me as fast as you can.” 
 
    Jake obliged, his tongue darting up and down, left and right, from side to side, in diagonals and circles. He did everything he could to make her feel good. Sure enough, the bliss soon cascaded through her body, pumping along with every beat of her heart. She arched her back, raised her chin, and cried out. 
 
    Then she pulled herself away from him. 
 
    She pulled her pants back on, stepped out of the room, and closed the door. 
 
    Still strapped down and helpless, Jake didn’t know what to do. 
 
    She came back just a few minutes later. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Mistress. I’m so sorry that I disappointed you. I want to be your boyfriend. I want to be your slave. Please, Mistress. Please, give me another chance. Please, I won’t mess up, not again.” 
 
    Standing there in the doorway, she tilted her head to the side and studied this young man. He certainly sounded desperate enough, but she wasn’t convinced, not yet. 
 
    “Beg for the chastity cage.” 
 
    Did that mean she would keep him, that she would give him another chance? 
 
    Not necessarily. 
 
    When he raised his head and looked across the distance between him, he saw it immediately. She could be cruel and lock him in that chastity cage. She could be spiteful and punish him with that cock lock, trapping him. Maybe he would find some way out. Maybe not. 
 
    But she might walk away laughing with that beautiful knowledge she had taken something important from him. And he wouldn’t be able to get it back. 
 
    Maybe it was a test. Maybe not. Either way, Jake made up his mind as he looked into her eyes. “Please, Mistress! Please, make me wear the cage again. Please, put it on me! Lock me up. Please!” 
 
    Her expression softened, at least for a moment or two. Then she pulled her hands from behind her back, and he saw the small bowl filled with ice cubes. 
 
    The saliva drained away from his mouth as she clambered up onto the bed, kneeling there. She plucked out one piece, pinching it daintily between two fingers. Then she touched it down to the base of his shaft, sending a jolt of cold stabbing into his body. 
 
    “Why did you stop?” Morgan asked coquettish lead. “Keep going. You can do it.” 
 
    Was she mocking him? Yes, absolutely. 
 
    And yet, Jake pulled on the restraints to remind himself of those shackles around his wrists just before he howled out, “Please, Mistress! Please, lock me up in the cage! Remind me that I belong to you!” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m just a dumb boy. I was out of my cage, and I tried to think for myself.” 
 
    “Do you think there’s a connection there?” Morgan asked, still smiling gleefully down at him. 
 
    He was about to respond, only then she slid the piece of ice along his cock. His body radiated heat, which melted the tip of the cube pretty quickly. Even so, she had no problem holding onto it, smearing it up and down the length of his shaft. 
 
    Inevitably, his erection started to wilt. 
 
    “Poor boy. Look at that. You’re getting all small again. Does this mean you really want to be locked up? Does this mean you belong in a cage?” 
 
    “That’s your decision to make, Mistress. I just know I’m a dumb boy and I messed up and I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I just want to be your boyfriend. I just want to be your slave, Mistress.” 
 
    Maybe Morgan finished that first cube of ice. She took another, only this time she touched to his scrotum. He bit down, doing his best to not to cry out. But as she rubbed it along his most sensitive spots, he inevitably gasped and moaned, whimpering as the cold sent spikes of sensation shooting through his body. 
 
    Jake told himself that he could handle this. Jake tried to hold on as best he could. 
 
    The sensations were so powerful! They swept over him, making it more and more difficult to hold out. 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, and he tensed again and again, yanking on his restraints. But those movements were involuntary. Morgan looked down at this boy, and she came to a conclusion. 
 
    She slid the cage over his cock, first with the tube, then the ring, and then the lock. 
 
    CLICK. 
 
    When he heard that sound, he found himself grinning like an idiot. He jerked his head up and looked down at the cage between his legs. 
 
    “Mine,” she announced ferociously. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Yes, I’m yours! I just want to be yours!” 
 
    When she gazed down at this boy, she saw a conquered male and decided she had done an excellent job. With that same ferocious grin, she came forward, kissing him. Her fingers ran along his body, and he whimpered, his lips parting as she bit and taunted him with the tip of her tongue. He arched his back, and his shaft strained as he tried to achieve an erection. But no. That particular privilege had been stripped away. 
 
    “You’re mine,” she said. You’re my conquered boy. You don’t get to escape. And I’m going to keep you under lock and key. I will make sure that you never forget your place again. Maybe that was my fault,” she whispered flirtatiously. “Maybe I messed up.” 
 
    He tried to protest, but she touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. 
 
    “That’s right. When your Mistress is talking, you don’t interrupt.” 
 
    Jake nodded his head. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m going to take away all of those pesky freedoms. I’m going to make sure that you understand your place. I will train you so thoroughly, Jake. I will make sure that you never forget who you are ever again.” She grinned wickedly. Then he felt the restraints loosen. She had reached her hand up to his wrists and pulled off the manacles. 
 
    “Now, get on your hands and knees. It’s time for us to have sex.” 
 
      
 
    Sex? 
 
    With his cock locked up, Jake didn’t understand, but she had something else in mind. 
 
    She told him to close his eyes, and he obeyed. He stayed there on his hands and knees, his arms straight, most of his weight on his knees, his head up and chin forward. He kept his eyes closed and his back straight. He looked like a show dog, she thought. Maybe that was the key to conquering these boys. 
 
    With a shrug, Morgan decided it didn’t really matter. One way or another, women would always win. It was natural and right. Those thoughts caressed her mind as she walked over to her closet and opened her favorite drawer. 
 
    From his advantage, Jake could hear her pull off some piece of clothing. There was the rustle of fabric, but he still had no idea exactly what she was doing or what she had in mind. His heart beat quickly, his mouth watered, and he kept waiting. 
 
    Of course, the arousal pounded through his body like an angry storm. He could feel that horny desperation as a tornado spinning in his chest. And yet, he didn’t even think of asking for an orgasm. She had locked him up, and now he would channel all of his energy into serving this woman. 
 
    As a young man, it was his job to take care of her, to cook and clean and serve her. He would provide her with sexual gratification and the obedience of a loving pet. 
 
    He was owned. He was a slave. 
 
    This was what it meant to grow up as a man. To be a man meant to be conquered. 
 
    Those thoughts swirled behind his head up until that moment when she told him to open his eyes and look at her. 
 
    Tentatively, Jake obeyed. And when he saw her, she was standing there, wearing something he had heard about but never really witnessed. 
 
    Around her hips, something like black panties clung to her body. 
 
    “What you think of this?” She reached down and touched her artificial cock. 
 
    When he saw that dildo, his heart jumped, skipping three or four beats as it rampaged into a staccato rhythm. 
 
    Jake wanted to protest, to suggest maybe they could do or try something else. But he stopped himself, fully aware that he was owned and had no right to protest. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he nodded his head. “I serve my Mistress,” he said. Those words should have sounded trite, like something from a bad fantasy movie. Instead, he meant them with every iota of his being. 
 
    “Good. Crawl on the floor. Crawl to my feet. Suck my cock, slave.” 
 
    He obeyed, uncertain, yet he moved on all fours, clamoring to that spot before her. 
 
    Within seconds, Jake found himself on his knees. He raised his head, parted his lips, and looked at the dildo right in front of him. He closed his eyes, but she took him fiercely, her fingers weaving their way along his hair and yanking his face forward. 
 
    “Lick it. Suck it. Get it nice and wet, slave,” she commanded. 
 
    After one more nervous gulp, Jake started to move his head forward and back, bobbing his lips like some eager slut. 
 
    She started to laugh, first with amusement, then giddy arousal. Jake didn’t understand. 
 
    “It’s a two-headed dildo,” she told him. “Press in, and I can feel it.” 
 
    His shoulders tensed with disappointment as something occurred to him. Because she had this toy, she could get penetrated without using his shaft. She could keep him locked up forever and ever, and she would still get the joy of having sex with him. It was a cruel invention, he thought. And yet, he kept licking and sucking, moving eagerly and enthusiastically. Despite any reservation he may have felt, Jake didn’t stop. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. 
 
    Only one urge drove him forward: the need to please his Mistress. 
 
    He pushed forward, driving her to an orgasm. He pulled back, triggering that burst of pleasure deep within her body. She enjoyed everything she wanted from this young man, but her climaxes were only the beginning. Sure, he had stimulated her physically, yet now she expected and demanded something else. 
 
    “Back, boy,” she ordered. 
 
    He retreated. He stayed on his hands and knees as she towered over him. 
 
    “Very nicely done,” she said, tossing his hair. “Now get down and put your chin to the floor and lift your ass for me.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he heard the command. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Nicely done, slave. Just now, you wanted to ask me what I was going to do to you, didn’t you?” She practically spat out the question. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he answered fast. 
 
    “That’s good. That’s very good. I like knowing that you’re curious. I also love knowing that you will do whatever I like. Look at you. Like a little slut on his hands and knees, ready to be taken.” 
 
    Taken. 
 
    Jake vaguely understood the meaning of this word. And yet, he still couldn’t bring himself to visualize it. 
 
    She stood above him, her sleek cock wet with his saliva as she placed her foot on the back of his head, making sure he didn’t try to raise his chin or look up at the rest of the world. 
 
    “Jake, I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to penetrate you from behind. I’m going to take you hard. I’m going to put my hands on your hips and plunge down into you. You know why?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you’re a boy. And as a boy, you have these very stupid instincts that tell you to be in charge. Your instincts may have worked 1 million years ago, but they don’t work now. They’re wrong and need to be corrected and tamed. So when I’m penetrating you, you can cry out and understand the truth. You can figure out that you are just a slave and you belong to me. I’m a girl, Jake. I’m a girl, which I’m means and stronger than you and smarter than you and I deserve to rule. Say it.” 
 
    “You’re a girl, Mistress. You’re stronger than me and smarter than me and deserve to rule.” He repeated every word, only now she could pick up on something else in his voice: belief. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” she said, grabbing his hips and pushing forward all at once. 
 
    Jake didn’t know how it would feel. He didn’t understand what getting penetrated might mean to him and his fragile, male psyche. But then, he felt that tip as it slid into his opening. He felt the penetration, the force and strength of her artificial cock as she plunged into him, pumping hard in that first moment, only to slow down just as fast. 
 
    “Take it, slut,” she growled down at him. She pulled one hand from his right side and reached for his hair. Jake tried to brace himself, yet there was no defense against that tug on his scalp or how it made him feel. 
 
    Dirty. Used. Owned. Jake hissed through his teeth as his Mistress pushed in, going deeper. 
 
    When she was about a quarter of the way in, he tried to punch down. Jake didn’t do this consciously. Instead, some instinct took over, seizing control, forcing his compliance. He clenched down as hard as he could, yet it was no good. Hot humiliation surged through his skin as she penetrated him, taking and owning this boy. He gasped, his heart flailing and fluttering in his chest. 
 
    “This is what it means for you to be owned, Jake. This is what it means for you to surrender. Are you going to surrender to me? Are you going to surrender?” 
 
    “Yes!” Jake howled the answer back to his Mistress. 
 
    “You don’t understand, slave. You don’t understand what this really means, do you?” 
 
    No, he didn’t. It was more complicated than simply offering himself up to her. 
 
    She pushed forward again, one pelvic thrust, the tip of her cock pumping into him. He took it, feeling violated and filthy at the same time. But even as he tried to hate it, Jake felt that ripple of pleasure has his shaft struggled to get hard. 
 
    “You don’t understand surrender, not yet. It’s not something you just do once. It’s not something you do here and now.” 
 
    “Mistress…” He panted out the word. He couldn’t get anything else out past his lips and tongue. He gasped again as he felt the silicon shaft probe deep within his body. 
 
    She pushed forward more, burying her cock to the hilt. Then she pulled back, and he whimpered with relief. She only gave him an inch before shoving inside again. 
 
    “Surrender is every day. It’s something you do when you wake up and fall asleep, when you cook for me, when you clean for me, when you smile and bow after I introduce you to my friends. That’s surrender, Jake. That’s what it means for you to be owned. That’s what it means for you to be well and truly conquered.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Jake cried back to her. “I, I think I understand.” 
 
    “You don’t,” she said, releasing his hair. She reached down, grabbed his ass, and spanked him hard. “But you will.” 
 
    Holding on tight, she pumped him, she pumped him hard and fast, thrusting the dildo deep into his opening. The friction of her toy against him turned him on more and more. He could feel that orgasm locked away, trapped under his cage. It writhed feverishly, desperate for an escape she wouldn’t allow. She had his key. She would never give it up. 
 
    For her part, Morgan Taylor could still enjoy every second of this. The harness held the dildo in place between them even as she pumped, enjoying the friction of the toy as it slid along her opening, deep into her crevice. It rubbed along her clit, stimulating her more and more with every second, every breath, every frantic beat of her heart. 
 
    And as the heat rampaged along her body, she looked down at him again. With his head down at his ass up, he was offering her everything. She had taken away his freedom, his dignity. 
 
    “I’m buying you a collar, Jake. I’m going get you a locking collar. You’ll wear it everywhere you go. Everyone will see it and know you belong to me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Jake agreed to this. Just as he would agree to everything else. 
 
    She pumped him furiously until the pleasure couldn’t be held back anymore. In fact, Morgan Taylor had one image in mind. She closed her eyes and savored this picture forming in her head. Her boyfriend. Collared. Standing up in front of his class, ready to acknowledge the truth. He had an admission to make. 
 
    Then she cried out as the heat spread along her skin, overwhelming her. She panted, yanked back, and collapsed on the floor. Her slave cuddled up with her, resting his head on her shoulder. When she wrapped her arms around him, he made a contented little noise, and she stroked his hair. “I’m ready to accept your surrender every day, slave boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Epilogue: 
 
    Jake was about to stand in front of his Art History class once again. Only a couple of days had gone by, yet he felt the weight of the chastity cage wherever he went. It may have been hidden underneath his pants, but he knew the rumors had circulated. Morgan Taylor was a strict girlfriend who made sure her boy never forgot his place. She kept him locked up. Other guys heard about this whimpered, maybe looking back and forth at one another as they hoped the girls in their lives might be more merciful. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    But Jake tried not to think about that as he walked up in front of the mass of students arrayed before him. Young women and a few men glanced back and forth at one another, then at him. He could feel the weight of their eyes. 
 
    Off to the side, his teacher nodded for him to continue. 
 
    Nervous energy clawed at him, at least until he looked toward the back row and saw her. With her shining, dark red hair pulled back into a high ponytail, she blew him a kiss and a quick wave. He gulped and cleared his voice before he said, “Thank you for taking the time to listen to me today. I have something I need to say.” Like a good boy, he looked back to the professor, “Thank you, Ma’am. I appreciate the opportunity.” 
 
    When he swallowed, he could feel the collar around his neck, simple black with an obvious block dangling from the base of his throat. This was another monument to his girlfriend’s control over him. She had failed, allowing him far too much leeway. Now she made it clear to the rest of the college that she wouldn’t make that mistake again. 
 
    “My name is Jake,” he began. “And I am Morgan Taylor’s boyfriend. A few days ago, I messed up. I made a terrible mistake by embarrassing her. I said that women are oppressing men, and that simply isn’t true.” He bowed his head low, looked at the floor, and prepared the rest of his apology. “I’m here to say that I’m sorry. I was wrong. It doesn’t matter what I see in these works of art because I’m not an expert. I’m not a professor or a scholar. I’m just a boy. And now I’m here to admit the truth. Because I’m a boy, my perspective doesn’t really matter. Yes, I can give my point of view if I’m asked, but I shouldn’t just walk around and tell people what I think. I need to be humble and respectful. I should always be quiet and courteous.” 
 
    He swallowed again and felt the tension of the collar around his neck, the constant reminder of his place at the school and in society. 
 
    He took another breath and kept going, “I’m a boy, and an inferior. I’m a boy, and I should always obey. I’m here to apologize for wasting your time. I won’t make that mistake again.”. 
 
    He made his final admission, “I’m a boy, and I know my place now.” 
 
    The girls applauded, clapping. A few whistled. Jake made his way up the steps toward that back row. His girlfriend wrapped her arms around him, squeezed, and whispered something into his ear. She told him if he’d be allowed to go back to college and enroll as a student now that he had learned to surrender 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   

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