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    The Exchange 
 
      
 
    When his plane landed and he felt that bumpy arrival, Ethan glanced out the window and marveled at the small size of this airport. He spotted the control tower, the short runway, and he grinned. Obviously, the pilots knew what they were doing. In fact, one of their voices had come over the intercom, and she reminded everyone that they had done this countless times, so no one needed to panic. He saw the mountain off in the distance, the ocean, the beaches, and a few scattered skyscrapers. 
 
    Only six months ago, Ethan had been searching through the different brochures for his college exchange program. The standard offerings had been tempting. Should he go to Paris or Frankfurt, Lisbon or Madrid, maybe Tokyo or Taipei? Like lots of college students in his position, he hadn't known exactly what he should do. It had been exciting and nerve-racking, but he eventually made his choice. 
 
    It had been easy, especially when his sister gave him a call. She had gone to Resden, a small island in the South Pacific. It was safe, and she had visited there once before. Just as importantly, her firm could offer him a scholarship. Yes, the plane ticket would be incredibly expensive, but he could do this if he wanted. 
 
    Once the possibility of traveling to a foreign country and spending an entire year there had popped into his head, Ethan knew he had to turn this into an adventure. It needed to be something grand and bold, something he could talk about for the rest of his life. 
 
    Resden sounded amazing. 
 
    Of course, he went online, and he researched this small nation. He found the Wikipedia article, although it was ridiculously Spartan. While the pages dedicated to cities like Lisbon and Taipei had hundreds of citations, Resden's page only mentioned that it was a constitutional republic (like the US), had a population of approximately 23,000, and enjoyed some degree of mineral wealth. There was also a small note about how the island had never been populated by humans before the 1840s. A Spanish contingent had arrived, only for a Portuguese flotilla to take the island later. Eventually, it was seized by the English, and then the Germans captured it during World War I. After that, there was nothing. 
 
    Originally, Ethan figured he would just listen to his sister, and use the portal online to register his application. But then he was on campus one day, his class got canceled and he ended up studying in the library. A reference librarian happened to walk by and asked him if he needed help with anything. Right away, he said the name of that island, "I'm looking for information on Resden." 
 
    The librarian tilted her head to the side, apparently intrigued. She was new, eager, and excited. That's why she spent nearly two hours tracking down every source she could find. Aside from the Wikipedia article and the student exchange portal, both of which Ethan had discovered on his own, this librarian was only able to find a couple of articles that mentioned Resden in relation to a series of nautical disasters. Basically, ships might sink near the island, and so Resden's coast guard would head out to save whoever they could. That was it. 
 
    The librarian had seemed very, very surprised. At one point, she looked at Ethan and asked, "Are you sure this place is real?" She had been joking, of course. As someone who worked at a university library, she was usually confronted by the opposite problem: sifting through nearly limitless sources and figuring out which ones were trustworthy, reliable, and reputable. 
 
    "Yeah," he had said. "I'm sure it's real." At the same time, he had chuckled, thinking of something one of his teachers talked about. As information online proliferated, there was a growing problem: misinformation. What could people trust? What could they rely upon? His teacher lectured extensively about different types of sources, the writers' motivations, political bias, and the importance of expertise. He finished his lecture by talking about the Australia Denier movement. Basically, a new group had formed online, comprised of several thousand people, all of whom denied the existence of Australia. As far as they were concerned, this island did not exist. It was a conspiracy created by other governments for one reason or another. 
 
    If there had been any question in his mind, it obviously vanished once he arrived. He climbed down the stairs out of the airplane and onto the tarmac. He followed the rest of the passengers into the airport. It was a small structure, just a control tower and a single terminal. He grabbed his luggage and proceeded outside. 
 
    That's when he saw an older man holding up a sign with: Ethan Adams, Welcome to Resden! That was his exchange family... 
 
    "Mr. Zahn?" Ethan asked. 
 
    Standing next to the man, there was a girl with blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and a few freckles. She looked young, probably around ten or eleven at most. 
 
    "Hello," said the man. "That's kind of you, but you don't have to address me as Mr. Zahn. Call me Tony. And this is Cindy." 
 
    "Okay...Tony." At twenty, Ethan was not accustomed to addressing adults by their first names. He was still used to high school, then college. It still made him itchy when his professors instructed him to use their first names. 
 
    "Hi, Ethan. How was your flight?" asked the little girl. 
 
    Ethan was quite a bit taller than her, but he was surprised to hear the confidence in her voice. When she spoke, she sounded just a little bit precocious. For a moment, Ethan wondered if his older sister had sounded like that when she had been this young. 
 
    "It was fine," he said. 
 
    "Okay then," said the little girl, clapping her hands together. "I think it's time to go. Don't you, Daddy?" 
 
    "Sure thing," he said. 
 
    They headed over to a line of cars. Ethan was surprised to see that they were going to take a rideshare. Then again, it was a small island, so maybe there were specific regulations about driving? 
 
    They got in line, and Tony asked a few general questions. What was the weather like back in Washington DC? How had his flight been? How was he feeling with the potential jetlag? Ethan did his best to answer politely. At the same time, he drank in the details. They were small, he thought. The makes and models of cars were just a little bit different. Yes, he spotted the occasional Chevy or Ford, but he didn't recognize most of the brands. Then there was that simple reality that he was now on the other side of the planet. When he closed his eyes, he thought he could almost feel it, like this position on the globe somehow came with a different texture. 
 
    They got into the car and the driver asked them where they wanted to go. 
 
    Ethan's brows tightened. "If you don't mind my asking, don't you submit information through your phone?" 
 
    "No," said the little girl. "Daddy doesn't have a phone, and Mom says I'm not going to be old enough until next year to get my own." 
 
    "Right…" Ethan said with a quick nod. 
 
    He sat off to one side and continued to look out the window as they drove. Based on their mineral wealth, the island's people and government seemed to have done quite well for themselves. There were shops and boutiques, tall buildings, clean roads and sidewalks. 
 
    The driver stayed quiet; it didn't seem like she had anything to say as they pulled into a small neighborhood with tightly packed houses. Ethan exhaled, somewhat relieved. Of course, he understood the basic principle that human life wouldn't be all that different from one country to the next, but this seemed familiar. If anything, the buildings had this quaint European vibe, like they were tightly packed in together compared to what Americans would have preferred, but this was completely comprehensible. 
 
    He could spend the next year here. 
 
    They parked, Tony leaned forward and quietly said, "Thank you for the ride, Miss. Do we have permission to go inside?" 
 
    "You do," she said. "And I have entered your information on the app. Your wife will be receiving the bill." 
 
    To Ethan, that sounded weird, but he had his cell phone and wallet in his pockets. It still felt incredibly weird not having his car keys. But then, he didn't have a driver’s license that would be recognized here, so there really hadn't been any point. 
 
    After he grabbed his luggage, he followed Tony inside. The elder man escorted him up the stairs to the second floor. "My wife and I are at the end of the hall. This is Cindy's room, and Maya is over there. This one is going to be yours." He pointed to the door between Cindy and Maya's rooms. 
 
    "Thank you," Ethan said. 
 
    "I'll leave you to get settled," Tony told him and started to walk away. 
 
    "Tony?" 
 
    "Yeah?" He stopped and glanced back. 
 
    "Thank you. Thank you so much for having me here. I really appreciate it. I'm going to do my best to be a good guest," he said. He had practiced those words inside of his head again and again on the flight, but now they tumbled out and sounded awkward and stilted. 
 
    "No problem," he said. "By the way, my wife should be home in a couple of hours. I’m sure she's going to want to meet you." 
 
    "Sounds like fun," Ethan said as he headed into his bedroom. 
 
    He turned on the light right as he walked in. There was a small window, but it didn't let in much light. He saw the twin sized bed, the small desk, and the closet. There wasn't anything else, but this space was clean, and he could leave his stuff here. Besides, he was going to spend the next year studying at the college and learning as much as he could about this island. 
 
    All at once, the exhaustion hit him. 
 
    He was here, he had a safe spot, and he could just close his eyes. At first, he stretched, and then he tossed himself down onto the mattress. It was a little firmer than he was used to, but that was fine. 
 
    "Have you read the rules yet?" chirped a voice. 
 
    Ethan immediately lifted his head. Standing in front of the closed the door on the other side of the room, Cindy had her arms crossed over her chest. With her hair pulled back into a ponytail, and while she wore that navy blue dress, she reminded him of one of the middle school students near campus back in the US. 
 
    "Rules?" 
 
    "Right there," Cindy said. She lifted her hand and pointed to the opposite wall. Ethan twisted around and saw them. A wooden board had been bolted to the wall. In broad, looping letters, he read: 
 
      
 
    In this house: 
 
    1. We take care of each other 
 
    2. Women are respected 
 
    3. Men and boys are humble 
 
    4. Women lead 
 
    5. Men follow and submit 
 
    6. We have fun 
 
    7. We learn and explore 
 
    8. We adapt to difficulties 
 
    9. We are here for one another! 
 
      
 
    Ethan tightened his brows as he let his eyes wander across those letters. Yes, he was definitely on an island halfway around the world and in a culture he didn't quite understand. 
 
    Because Cindy kept her eyes locked on him as he read and reread those "rules," Ethan knew he had to say something. Hoping to come off as diplomatic, he told her, "That's very nice." 
 
    "I thought so. Mom wasn't sure we should put something like that up in your room, but I thought it would be better for you." 
 
    "That was very considerate," he said, again, doing his best to come off as neutral and diplomatic. As far as he was concerned, this was some silly nonsense. Back in high school, a couple of his friends had similar "rules" mounted in their kitchens or elsewhere. Most of the time, those generic declarations came from places like Target or some other department store.  
 
    "So, what's it like in the US? Are the movies really accurate?" 
 
    "Probably not," Ethan said. 
 
    Cindy nodded to herself. She walked over to the desk, lifted herself up onto the edge, and crossed her legs. Leaning back, she looked like a little model, Ethan thought. His brows furrowed, confused by her brazen attitude. He couldn't think of a single girl her age who would have behaved like that, especially in a stranger's room. 
 
    Again, he reminded himself that he wasn't familiar with this culture, and he didn't know how things worked here, so the rules could be different. At that moment, he wondered if he should tell her he wanted to be alone. Thinking that would be rude, he just stretched his arms over his head. He turned his neck to one side, then the other as he tried to get some of the stiffness out of his muscles. Between the layovers and seemingly endless hours in a plane seat, he ached to stretch out and maybe rest his eyes for a few minutes. 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Really," he said. "There's a certain kind of bias you get from movies. I mean, it's obviously true that people aren't going to be as attractive as you see online. Whether talking about social media or movies or streaming shows, those are mostly models and actors." 
 
    "That's not what I meant," Cindy told him. 
 
    "What did you mean then?" 
 
    "Is it true that men really get to vote in the US?" 
 
    "Yeah," he said, sounding dumbfounded. Before he could ask what she meant, Cindy kept going. 
 
    "And it's true that you really have male politicians?" She spoke those last couple of syllables very carefully, like the idea of putting those words next to each other didn't quite make sense. 
 
    "Lots of them," he said. "That's not true here?" 
 
    "Did you take your medicine?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "When boys arrive on Resden, they're supposed to take a supplement," she told him. "That's what Mom and Maya said." 
 
    "Maya?" 
 
    "My big sister," Cindy said dismissively with a wave of her hand. "But you haven't answered me." 
 
    Was he really getting interrogated by an elementary school student? 
 
    "No, I didn't take anything," he said. 
 
    "Wait here," she told him with way more authority than a girl her age should have been able to wield. Again, he thought of how she was probably just precocious. Maybe she was smarter than some of the other students in her class, which gave her an inflated sense of importance. He rolled his eyes and shook his head. 
 
    Dealing with her for the next year could be a little bit annoying, he decided. Then again, wasn't this part of the exchange student experience? He might get to understand what it was like to have a little sister… 
 
    Ethan shook his head, and then he remembered that maybe he should just lock his bedroom door. Before he could make the decision, Cindy returned. Her face was bright, and she held out a water bottle along with a white capsule. 
 
    "What is this?" 
 
    "It’s your supplement," she said. "I guess the water is all right for foreigners?" She shrugged. "Anyway, my mom said that I need to make sure you took this. So go on." 
 
    "Your mom told you to give this to me?" 
 
    "Yes," she said. 
 
    He bit down, sucked in a breath, and finally made the decision. He threw the pill into his mouth, he opened the water bottle, and he took a couple of gulps as he swallowed it all down. Right after he finished, he smirked and dropped his head down, mostly because he couldn't believe he had done that. On the one hand, it made sense. He was exhausted and in a foreign country, and there was this young woman telling him what to do. After navigating airports and waiting impatiently in his cramped seat to finally land, he was both physically and psychologically exhausted. At the same time, he had swallowed an unknown substance given to him by a little girl. 
 
    Whatever. He doubted these people brought him here just to poison him. Besides, he glanced back at Cindy and she seemed completely serious and at ease. She had done what an adult had told her to do, so it wasn't like she had just played some kind of bizarre trick on him. 
 
    "What else makes the US weird?" 
 
    "Look, I'm really tired. Do you mind if we talk later?" 
 
    "Actually, I do," she said, sounding affronted. 
 
    Reminding himself that he was an adult and she was a child, he glared at her for a moment. Cindy had no problem meeting his stare. "I'm really tired." 
 
    "Say, please," she instructed. 
 
    His brows crinkled with confusion. Please? Really? Thinking that her parents probably wanted her to have good manners and so she insisted on these draconian rules for everyone, Ethan rolled his eyes, "Fine. Please." 
 
    She seemed to consider him. "Okay, but you had better be more respectful when Maya comes around." 
 
    "What does that mean?" 
 
    "Get some sleep," she told him. "My sister is going to want to talk to you, and she is going to be a lot more insistent." 
 
    The little girl slipped off of the edge of the desk, sauntered across his room and out the door. She closed it behind her. Right after, he got up and wandered over to the door. He was about to lock it, only he saw there wasn't a latch. He couldn't lock his bedroom door. That was weird, he thought. With a shrug, he decided he didn't really care, and he could bring it up with Tony later. For now, he dropped back down onto his bed. Pretty soon, exhaustion swept through him, and he dropped down into an uneasy sleep. 
 
      
 
    "Roll over," he heard her say. 
 
    She was whispering to him, and he didn't know exactly who was speaking, but that hardly seem to matter. Still drained after traveling for more than twenty-four hours, he rolled onto his side. That's when he felt something. It brushed down along the back of his neck, to the side of his throat, and up underneath his chin. 
 
    Still groggy, Ethan didn't really know what was going on, not even when he heard that click. "Okay," she said. "On your back." 
 
    He obeyed again, rolling onto his back. She didn’t tell him to open his eyes, so this was fine. 
 
    Then he heard her giggle. "Wow. That was a lot easier than I expected. When Mom told me we were going to have a wild boy here, I figured you would fight me. But hey, I guess it's true what they say." 
 
    She wasn't whispering any longer, and she had this sultry, playfully high-pitched voice. Even as confidence rippled across each of her words, she seemed to tease him with every note. Ethan opened his eyes, and that's when he saw her. 
 
    She was gorgeous. 
 
    She had high cheekbones, rounded features, bright blue eyes, and wavy blonde hair that fell around her neck and shoulders. A pair of loose bangs curved over her forehead, and then he saw the way the light glinted off of her smile. She was probably wearing gloss or something. He didn't understand the serious arts of female makeup, but he quickly scurried back, sitting up, and bracing himself on his hands. 
 
    When he had learned his host family would be comprised of a mother and father and two daughters, Ethan never really thought about what that would mean. Only now, he saw her, and his heart started beating faster. He couldn't help himself, especially because she was right there, invading his personal space. 
 
    Finally, the young woman retreated back. "Who are you?" Ethan asked, even though it was a dumb question. 
 
    The young woman adorned in snug jeans and a pale pink T-shirt retreated back. Just as her little sister had done, Maya slipped up onto his desk and crossed her legs. She a pair of black, velvet shoes. Her high heels splashed through the air as she wiggled her feet. Despite those nervous movements, she seemed utterly at ease with herself as she watched him. 
 
    "What? Cindy didn't tell you I was going to be stopping by? I'm Maya, her older sister." 
 
    "Fine. What are you doing in my room, especially when I'm asleep?" 
 
    "It's my prerogative if I want to come in here," she told him. 
 
    "But I was asleep," he told her. "I deserve some privacy." He made it sound obvious. 
 
    And she made it sound equally obvious when she told him, "And you're a boy." 
 
    As he tried to comprehend what was going on, Ethan reached up. His fingers brushed along the leather now tight around his neck. He felt it, and he first thought of a choker. Back at school, there were lots of girls who enjoyed wearing chokers. Often lacy, thin, and black, they always seemed like a strange affectation to him. Then again, he didn't know anything about fashion either. 
 
    "What is this?" Ethan demanded. 
 
    "It's your collar," she said. "All new boys on the island have to wear them." 
 
    "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "I'm talking about the regulations," she said. Still seated there on the edge of his desk, she leaned forward and rested one elbow on the curve of her knee. Then she set her chin down against her knuckles as she watched him. Her eyes twinkled with amusement. "Haven't you ever worn a shock collar before?" 
 
    He had turned away, but now he spun and faced her, his eyes wide. "A shock collar?" The phrase sounded vaguely familiar. They used to train dogs her to keep them from barking or something? 
 
    "Yeah," she said. "It works like this." Her tone shifted as she adopted the overly enunciated clarity of an individual talking to a smart speaker or into her phone, "Bad boy." 
 
    Electricity snapped out from the electrodes pressed against the base of his throat. The energy whipped across his skin, lighting up his pain receptors as he stumbled back. 
 
    "Was that why your little sister gave me that pill? Was it a sedative or something?" He tried putting the pieces together, but he didn't understand how all of this worked. 
 
    "A sedative? No. It's going to take a little while for your body to adjust to the bacteria in the water here, so you had to take a supplement." She rolled her eyes, like he had no idea how any of this worked. "So tell me, did you read the terms of service on your exchange agreement?" 
 
    "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "I'm not sure exactly how it works, but I think my mom mentioned something about how every boy who enters the exchange program has to sign off on the terms of service. Didn't the ambassador's office send you something?" 
 
    Yes, he had received an email with a massive stack of papers. He had read the first few pages before starting to swipe across the screen, letting one blurred page of text after another flash in front of him before he got to the bottom and attached his digital signature. "What are you telling me?" 
 
    "You really don't get it. You know, some of my friends were talking about this, and they suggested the possibility. They were going on and on about how a boy could be really dumb out on his own. You prove it, don't you? Is this really what happens when guys are allowed to make their own decisions?" She narrowed her eyes as she studied him, like she expected him to finally figure all of this out. 
 
    Still disoriented, still confused, Ethan pushed himself up onto his feet. He stood there in the middle of the room and glanced toward the window, then the door, like he sought some logical explanation. As hard as he tried, he couldn't find anything, so she slipped off of the desk and sauntered up to him. 
 
    Normally, he would have been taller, but her high-heeled boots granted her a few extra inches. When she approached, Ethan didn't know what to do. Frozen in place like a gazelle before a lioness, he stopped. Yes, she was beautiful. Yes, she had her eyes fixated on him. There is something about the blue of her irises, the curve of her lips, and now her proximity. Not only that, he inhaled, and he caught the aroma of her shampoo: cherries or strawberries. The sweet aroma danced along his nostrils, making it even harder to think, like his vision started to swim and spin all at once. 
 
    "This is Resden. On this island, women run things." 
 
    "Women run things?" he repeated the words like they came from some foreign language. 
 
    "That's right," she told him. "Women run things. Women run everything. We are in charge, and the boys like you serve. Did you read the rules?" 
 
    "But I thought…" 
 
    "What did you think?" 
 
    Ethan swallowed back his answer. Truthfully, he didn't know what he had been thinking. His heart hammered faster and he bit down. Then he glanced back at the door, and he wondered if he should tell her he couldn't do this. Of course, there had been those doubts at the back of his brain. When he first made the arrangements, when he got the scholarship, when he paid for the plane ticket, when he sat down in his seat. Excitement had fluttered through his stomach, but it had been tinged with that little bit of knowledge that he might freak out at any moment. After all, he was only twenty and had never traveled on his own before. Now he was in a foreign country, and there was this beautiful girl in front of him. 
 
    "You want me to say it again?" 
 
    "No," he said, shaking his head. He stepped back, or at least he tried to but her hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his wrist. She pulled him close, and she looked right into his eyes. "Don't worry. I can be gentle as I train you." 
 
    "Train me?" 
 
    "You're new and wild. What? Did you think we would program your collar to let you out of the house?" 
 
    "What, what are you talking about?" 
 
    Her brows furled again, only the curve of her lips made it clear that she enjoyed this kind of confusion. He kept saying these wild, silly things, and she loved hearing the absurd concepts coming out of his mouth. "New boys on the island are collared. Each collar is geo-programmed." When he tilted his head to the side and stared at her, she realized he really didn't know what she meant. Smirking, she slowly and carefully told him, "That collar I put on you has several electrical functions. A voice command can be used to shock you, which you already know. It also prevents you from going anywhere without authorization." 
 
    "No," he said, his voice straining. 
 
    Ethan couldn't take this. That's why he turned and rushed through the door. He heard her footsteps as she followed, but he made it down to the front door of the house. 
 
    He didn't see anyone else, not Cindy or Tony, and he got the door. 
 
    "Are you sure you want to do that?" Maya asked him. 
 
    He glanced back at her; she had her arms crossed over her chest, but she seemed somewhat curious and somewhat bored, like the outcome had already been predetermined, but she was wondering whether or not he would really be foolish enough to try something like this. 
 
    She was messing with him. Right? Yeah, this had to be some kind of elaborate prank. He was the new guy, and she wanted to mess with him. Even as he tried to hold onto those justifications, Ethan didn't find any hint of insincerity etched into her beautiful face. Ethan sucked in a breath and felt the cool air run along his teeth. He turned the knob and stepped outside. Right as the sunlight started to warm his shoulders and his neck he passed the threshold and he felt it. 
 
    A pulse of electricity stepped through his body. It was just as sharp as before. 
 
    He spun around, but he refused to go back into the house. 
 
    "The next one's going to be worse," Maya promised, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement now. 
 
    For just a second, he stared at her. He didn't brace himself; he couldn't. He didn't know how to. The sensations were alien. Yes, he experienced a random shock of static electricity once or twice before, but this was different. When he made the decision to stand there, the collar detected his lack of movement, and so the electrodes sizzled to life again, unleashing another sharp burst of electricity. The energy flared along his nerves. He stumbled forward and landed on his knees, right in front of Maya. 
 
    She reached down and touched the underside of his chin. "Are you starting to figure it out?" 
 
    He raised his head and glared at her. "Get this thing off of me. Get it off of me right now!" Ethan snarled at her. 
 
    "No," she said. "You're a boy on our island, and you need to learn to behave. Isn't that why you came here in the first place?" She placed her hands on her hips and smirked down at him. "Seriously, you wanted another cultural experience, right? Well, here you are, and now you are getting it." 
 
    "I'm taking this thing off," he growled as he jumped back up onto his feet. He was right in front of the door, but he didn't care if he left his stuff behind. He would run back to the airport if he had to. Wild fantasies shot through his head as he searched for the clasp. He found it. Most of the collar was leather along the exterior, only now he felt the joint. He searched for a button of some kind, a release, or even a keyhole. 
 
    He could feel the metallic bonds, but that was it. 
 
    "How do I get this thing off?" 
 
    "You need to use the app for that," she said. 
 
    "App?" 
 
    "That's right," she told him. "I have an app to control your collar. Actually, I guess it's fair to say that every woman on the island has access to your collar, but I'm your designated trainer, which means I have access to all of the functions." She spoke precisely, like an engineer explaining some difficult concept. 
 
    "I'm not wearing this collar," he said. "I'm not a pet. I'm not a dog." 
 
    "No," she said. "A shock collar on a dog would be cruel," she replied, her eyes narrowing and her lips tensing and disgusted at the concept. 
 
    "But you put one on a person?" Ethan growled back at her. He took a step forward, only then a twinge of fear shot through his body. He could feel it in his stomach, forcing him to stop. 
 
    Maya definitely noticed. Her eyes twinkled and she stepped forward. He retreated back one pace. "Absolutely. There is nothing unethical about making a boy wear a shock collar," she said, making it sound obvious. 
 
    "What? What are you talking about?" 
 
    "You can't communicate clearly with a dog. Yes, they can be trained, but there are way better and more humane ways to do it. Boys, on the other hand, can be incredibly stubborn. Not only that, you make terrible choices." 
 
    "That's nonsense," he snapped back. 
 
    "Is it?" Maya asked. She pointed toward the doorway. "Just now, I told you what would happen when you ran outside, but you didn't believe me. I didn't have any reason to lie to you, but you still darted right outside. That sounds like a really bad decision to me, and I think it proves pretty much everything we already know about males." 
 
    Ethan searched for a counter argument but quickly failed to find anything useful. That's why he strode past her, marched up the stairs and headed back for the relative safety of his bedroom. 
 
    "Stay here," she called out to him once he made it halfway up the steps. 
 
    He didn't stop. 
 
    Her voice echoed against it the walls, "Get back here, bad boy." 
 
    Bad boy. It was such a simple, patronizing phrase. 
 
    It was also very effective. 
 
    Ethan should have known it was coming, but the electricity snarled along his skin. Sharp, jagged volts of electricity hit him. He nearly lost his balance and could have fallen down the steps. Luckily, he grabbed onto the banister. At the last moment, his fingers tensed. 
 
    "Are you going to make me call for you again?" asked the beautiful girl from the middle of the living room. 
 
    His heart kicked faster, and he called back, "I'm just going to make a phone call. It's not a big deal." He could call the closest US Embassy. He was pretty sure it was located in Manila? He could have been wrong… 
 
    "Before you waste your time, take out your phone." 
 
    Standing there in the middle of the staircase, Ethan didn't want to play along. With the fear and anger mixing through his body, he didn't know if he should try to run or fight, argue or retreat. Still, there was something in her tone. Besides, she had been right; Maya hadn't lied to him. 
 
    Besides, he needed to know what was going on, so he pulled out his phone, and he swiped in his passcode. 
 
    It didn't work. 
 
    He tried again, gliding his finger from the top to the bottom, to the left then the right. The little dots lit up, only to vibrate and pulse as he failed to open his phone. This had happened before, of course. It had happened lots and lots of times. Maybe he was hung over or really tired or just careless. 
 
    Ethan tried again, one more time. He focused, and he made sure he entered it correctly. Each of the requisite lights lit up as his finger slid across the screen. 
 
    Still it refused to open. 
 
    "What's wrong with this thing?" 
 
    "New boys aren't allowed to have phones on this island," Maya told him. 
 
    "It's locked?" Before he could stop himself, he headed back down the stairs. He found himself in the living room, facing this girl. 
 
    "That's right," she told him. "Give it to me." She held out her hand. 
 
    Technically, the device was useless. If he couldn’t access the information, what was the point of holding onto it? And yet, his fingers wrapped around the plastic device. His phone, no matter the model, had been his most valuable and arguably useful possession ever since he first got one in middle school. But now this beautiful, blonde girl was standing there, and she had her palm out flat. 
 
    "This can't be happening," he said, but he gave it to her. 
 
    She took it and slipped it into her pocket. Then she held out her hand again. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Wallet and passport," she said. 
 
    His shoulders tensed. "You have to be kidding me," he told her. 
 
    "Boys aren’t responsible enough to hold onto important documents," she said. 
 
    "I'm not giving you my passport." 
 
    "Are you going to be a bad boy?" She uttered the phrase. The context didn't matter, so his collar reactivated. Another barrage of electricity slammed into him, knocking his knees out from underneath him. He found himself kneeling before her, breathing hard and lifting his chin. "I don't want to ask again," she told him. 
 
    Ethan slipped his hand into his pocket and he pulled out both the small booklet of his passport and his wallet. She took them and then she walked them over to a small closet. She opened the door, and that's when he saw the outline of the safe. She typed in six numbers, the safe's lock clicked, and she opened it before depositing his phone, passport, and wallet. Then she closed it, hit another button, and he could hear the lock reengage. 
 
    "This can't be happening," he muttered. 
 
    That's when his handler sat down on one of the leather seats. She rested her hands on the arm rests, she crossed her legs, and then she said, "I know. This is difficult for you. A few of my friends have done the exchange program, and they had a lot of fun. But still, you new boys can have a lot of trouble, can't you? You arrive on the island, you don't really know what's going on. I'm sorry. Maybe I should have been there with Cindy and my father. I could have told you all about this right when you arrived. I could have taken you to the training rooms and worked on you before you even came home with me." She shrugged her shoulders. "Oh well. Let's get you back to your room. You're going to need to unpack, and I should inspect you get you caged anyway." 
 
    "Caged?" Ethan squeaked. He imagined one of those black, metal dog cages. 
 
    "Don't worry," she told him. "It's not what you're thinking." 
 
      
 
    At this point, Ethan didn't know what to think. He didn't know how to catch up. When it came to his favorite games, he prided himself on his ability to think strategically. He could evaluate a variety of different variables and assess his team's strengths before coming up with a plan. Most people online liked to get their guns and run straight toward the enemy, usually while shouting, "Leroy Jenkins!" 
 
    Right there, Ethan didn't know what to do, especially when she held out her hand again. He stared down at her slender fingers and her small palm. He was bigger than her. He was technically stronger, yet he had this collar locked around his neck. Worse, it couldn't be opened by anything other than access to a computer program. Obviously, he didn't have the passwords. He couldn't remove the collar on his own. 
 
    As those obvious points coalesced behind his eyes, she finally grew impatient, reached out and grabbed him by his wrist. He almost appreciated her touch. Her fingers were cooler than he expected, and she tugged, guiding him back up the stairs and to the door in the middle of the hallway. Seconds later, he found himself back in his bedroom. 
 
    "Strip," she said as she positioned him in the center of the room. 
 
    "What?" Her command finally snapped him out of his reverie. Up until now, he had tried to process all of this. Maybe he was thinking through the different variables as he attempted to come up with some kind of possible strategy. There needed to be something he could do or say to bring this to an end, right? Or if his most fragile hopes proved to be accurate, then maybe it would turn out to be a joke, but he just had to see the right details? 
 
    "Strip," she said, not unkindly. "Go on. There's nothing wrong with being naked in front of a woman." 
 
    "Yeah, there is," he said. 
 
    "What's wrong? Are you afraid you’re going to get excited?" She smirked at him. "Trust me. I've seen a lot of stuff at school." 
 
    "I'm not going to strip," he insisted. 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" She smiled at him. Yes, she was coaxing and encouraging him, yet he still felt that frightened tension grip his chest. He glanced past her shoulder and toward the door. If he ran as fast as he possibly could, he could probably get out of the house within the next six seconds, only she wouldn't need that long to call out those two words. 
 
    Bad boy. 
 
    His lips hardened into an unintentional pout, and he glanced back at her again. "Please. We can talk about this, right?" 
 
    "You’re trying to negotiate with me? Cute." Maya shook her head from side to side, "Sorry, Ethan. That's not how this works. You see, I'm a woman, and you're a boy, and that means you do as I say. Or do you need another demonstration?" 
 
    "No!" Ethan squeaked faster than he anticipated. 
 
    If he really hoped to negotiate with her, he needed to establish some kind of the equality. But how could he do that, especially when he wore a shock collar? 
 
    "We can start out easy," she said. "Take off your shoes." 
 
    Ethan understood what this would mean. There were just two shoes. He had removed them when entering other people's houses all the time. And yet, he glanced back at her. How could a girl that beautiful be so intimidating? It wasn't even a fear of rejection this time. Sure, he remembered high school and being a freshman and what it was like when the seniors on the cheerleading squad strode down the court, and he scrambled to get out of the way, eager for their attention, but terrified of their notice. Those girls had seemed so tall, so powerful and confident and gorgeous and utterly unobtainable. 
 
    Before he could stop himself, he asked, "How old are you?" 
 
    "Nineteen," she said. She wasn't just a girl; she was also younger than him, but she still issued those commands. "Last chance. Take off your shoes, boy." 
 
    Boy. 
 
    He bristled, but then he pulled off his shoes. 
 
    "Now your socks," she said. 
 
    He sucked in a slow breath, but he obeyed. He pulled off his right sock, then his left. "Now, stand right there. Hold your hands behind your back and don't move." 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "I'm going to unbutton your shirt," she said. 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth as she came closer. Bizarrely, part of him yearned for her proximity, especially as she stepped closer and raised her hands. Her fingers danced along the buttons of his shirt, starting up near his collar. She worked her way down, little by little. Next, she pulled his shirt off of him, dragging it down along the length of his shoulders. 
 
    "Hands over your head," she said next. 
 
    "You really need to do this?" 
 
    "I need to inspect and equip you," she told him. Before, she had talked about caging him. Was that what she meant by "equip"? He didn't know, and he didn't dare ask either. Lost in a foreign country and without the aid of his phone, he didn't know what to do. 
 
    He raised his arms over his head. "Look, I’m cooperating. Maybe you can talk to me?" 
 
    "I'm sure you have lots of questions. What would you like to know?" 
 
    "When can I get my phone back?" 
 
    "Oh, that's a very special privilege," she said, making it sound like a big deal. "That's definitely something you would have to earn." 
 
    "Earn it? Fine. How do I earn it?" With the anger curling in his chest, he spat of those words, one after another. 
 
    "Sincerity, humility, obedience," she said. "Those of the most important traits in a boy, don't you think?" 
 
    When he blinked rapidly, Maya studied him. She stood right in front of him. Even if her closeness made him nervous, she seemed to revel in standing right there. She pierced his personal space, and there was nothing he could do about it. Again and again, he thought of those two words: bad boy. He had never feared that phrase before, only now he wondered if this was how dogs felt. If an owner chastised them, if she raised her voice or yelled, did the dog always retreat back? Did he flatten his ears and whimper, hoping for forgiveness? 
 
    "This is nonsense," he said. "This is insane. This is absolutely insane." 
 
    She grabbed the edge of his shirt before he could do anything, and she pulled. Suddenly, the fabric brushed along his sides, his chest, and his shoulders. Then he was naked from the waist up, not counting the leather collar still locked around his neck. 
 
    "Now the pants," she said. 
 
    "I'm not taking off my pants," he promised. 
 
    "You sure about that?" She stood right there in front of him. Her eyes locked on his, and he hated her confidence. Moment by moment, he expected hot rage to surge through his veins. He wished he could have threatened her or intimidated her. He wanted to raise a fist, like that could have done some good. But over and over again, he thought about those two words and what they meant for him. With a single breath, she could punish him. She could stop him and she could say those words repeatedly, unleashing one jolt of pain after another. It would have been enough to break his momentum, to shove him down onto his knees, making him completely vulnerable and helpless. 
 
    "Don't make me say it," she told him, almost singing the words. 
 
    As he bristled, he felt his hands drop down to his pants. It would have been so easy to open up the button and to slide the zipper down. After that, he could have dropped his pants around his ankles before kicking them off. 
 
    "We both know you're going to do it," Maya said to him with the confidence of a beautiful young woman who had been around obedient males all her life. Even when she was growing up, back in preschool, she had watched and learned from the obvious hierarchies. Sure, a few males were adults, which theoretically gave them power, but she had also absorbed the lessons instilled by her mother, her aunts, not to mention what she saw on TV. From the stories she heard, the cartoons she watched and everything else, it had always been clear. Women took charge, they led, and the boys followed along. 
 
    "I need to get out of here," he told her. 
 
    "Too bad," she said. "That's not an option. You get two choices right now. Take off your pants like an obedient boy, or you can get punished before you take off your pants like an obedient boy. What's it going to be?" She made it sound like defiance or resistance had to be impossible. 
 
    His heart thundered. The hairs on the back of his neck prickled. A mixture of fear and aggression spurted through his body, but he still didn't know what to do with it. 
 
    "What are you going to do to me?" 
 
    "I'm going to get you properly equipped," she said. "But if you behave yourself, I can make sure you enjoy it." She leaned forward and whispered into his ear. Her breasts pushed up against his chest, and he tried to hate her closeness. He tried to despise how she so easily came up and touched him, just like this. "Wouldn't you like that?" 
 
    As hard as he tried to rage against this girl, he couldn't do it, not while his cock pushed up against the fabric confines of his underwear. He could feel that tent right between his legs as a prominent reminder of what his body craved. Somehow, his instincts didn't care about the mixture of fear and anger, the way she talked down to him, or even the collar around his neck. She was beautiful, and every time he looked at her, he had a hard time pulling his gaze away from her beautiful face, her slender neck, the perfect contours of her chest, or the amazing curves of the rest of her body. 
 
    He had seen girls like her before. Again, he thought of those beautiful cheerleaders in high school, then the amazingly sexy sorority girls on campus. They were the young women who could saunter by, perky and confident, playful and flirtatious with the guys they deigned to notice, which almost never meant Ethan. 
 
    Only now, he had her attention, and he didn't know what to do with it. 
 
    "Fine," he said. At the back of his mind, he probably told himself that he was just playing along to lull her into a false sense of security, like he wanted to get a few points with her, and then he would be able to seize his opportunity later. After all, taking off his pants didn't mean much. Right? 
 
    Those justifications didn't last long as he pulled off his pants. Then she grinned and told him, "Lose the boxers now." 
 
    "Would you like me to take a shower or something first?" 
 
    "No. It's fine," she told him, her eyes bright with amusement. She knew he was searching for a delay, something, anything. But she had no intention of giving it to him. "Lose the underwear." She snapped her fingers and pointed down toward his feet. 
 
    He’d be naked in front of her. She could already see his erection. But then she stepped right back up to him, and this time she didn't stop herself. She raised her hand, and her fingers brushed along with the outline of his cock. "You like that, don't you? You want more, don't you?" 
 
    "I, I…" As hard as he tried, Ethan couldn't think clearly, not while Maya's deft fingers continued to play along his shaft. She wrapped her fingers around his member and squeezed. There was only that thin layer of cotton between his member and her grip. He could feel the heat soaking through the fabric. 
 
    "You want more," she told him, answering the question for this boy since his tongue had stopped working. "You want more. You need it. There's nothing wrong with that. You're a young man, and boys can't help themselves. This is why women can take control. Go on. Lose the underwear, and I'll touch you," she promised. 
 
    This time, he grabbed at the sides of his boxers and he yanked them down and kicked them off to fall right next to his pants. 
 
    As promised, she walked right up to him, and she leaned forward. For a moment, he closed his eyes and he almost hoped she would kiss him. Instead, she brushed her fingers up from the base of his cock to the tip. Stroking him like this took less than a second or two at most, yet these delicious shutters reverberated through his body. With his nerves lit up and eager for more, he kept his eyes shut and he stayed in place. He froze despite the way his heart hammered and thundered. 
 
    "Hold your hands behind your back," she commanded as she stroked him for the second time. 
 
    Ethan obeyed. 
 
    When he closed his eyes and only heard the sound of her voice he could savor the sensations rocketing all across his skin. Every time she touched him right between his legs, Ethan could obey. He could focus on her words. He brought his hands up and crossed his wrists. 
 
    She continued, "That's right. You like obeying me, don't you? That's why you're going to open your eyes now, and you're going to stare straight ahead, and you're not going to move. It's time for your inspection." 
 
    He didn't understand, but he didn't need to either. With his arms crossed behind his back and his wrists pressed together, he felt bound and restrained (or so he thought). His chest pumped even though he was hardly moving. And now she pulled her touch away, and she started to circle him. He forced his eyes open and stared at some random spot on the undecorated wall in front of him. 
 
    "Good," she said. "That's right. Remember, you are a boy. Deep down, you know how you should behave. Humility and obedience are two of the most important traits for a boy like you." 
 
    If he had been allowed to think clearly, then he would have argued. If this had been in a classroom or maybe a conference room with a table running down the center of the space, he could have straightened his back and contradicted her. But she was fully clothed while he was naked. Not only that, the tingling sensations from her touch continued to linger along his shaft. More. He wanted more. He needed it so badly! Although he didn't say anything, he experienced that rush of attraction all over again. Ethan couldn't help but think of those moments in high school or on campus when he would spot some gorgeous girl. Maybe she would be a blonde or redhead, or a girl with dark hair. She could have been tall or short, gorgeous and decked out in the latest fashions or dressed like the girl next door. If she was beautiful. And if she had the right features, he would feel himself drawn to her, his gaze propelled in her direction no matter how hard he tried to fight it. 
 
    That was what he experienced again right there with Maya only it was a hundred times stronger. 
 
    It was like the physical laws of reality bent around her. He discovered a new kind of gravity with this girl as she circled him. He didn't dare move his head, but focused on her completely as she walked around him. 
 
    Then she touched him, and she chuckled, "Don't move." She must have noticed how his body tensed and tightened. Fresh adrenaline pulsed through his body as she giggled, "That's right. Don't move. You don't want to move. You want to stand there, perfectly still like a good boy. Humility and obedience are the most important traits for a boy to possess." Her tone had shifted slightly; she spoke formally, like she had learned those words in a classroom somewhere, and now she repeated them. 
 
    She stopped behind him. As he waited nervously, Maya reached out and her fingers slid along the back of his right thigh, up to his left buttock. She gently grazed her fingernail along his skin before both of her hands grabbed at his flanks and she pinched his waist., She rubbed her palms along his back to his shoulder blades, and then she grabbed his collar and tugged. 
 
    Ethan nearly lost his balance, yet he caught himself. 
 
    "Good," she said. 
 
    That's when he heard something, a click. It happened a few seconds later, and he wanted to turn, but she had told him to stare straight ahead. At the same time, he couldn't risk disappointing her. What was it about this girl? How could she have this kind of effect on him? 
 
    Although he couldn't answer those questions, Ethan watched in his peripheral vision as she stepped back into his line of sight, and that's when he saw her phone. She had it aimed at him as she snapped one picture after another. 
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "Taking your picture," she said. "Don't worry. It's just part of inspecting you." 
 
    "Why are you inspecting me?" 
 
    "No questions," she chided him. 
 
    "But…" 
 
    Right as he tried to speak, she grabbed his cock, leaned forward, and whispered into his ear, "No. Questions." Those truncated syllables hit his eardrums and he froze. 
 
    She stepped back again and she took pictures of his legs and arms, thighs, and his feet, his cock and balls, his chest and shoulders, his neck and his face. 
 
    Moment by moment, she documented every curve and line of his body. Then, when she was done, she came up behind him. She wrapped her arms around his waist and she slid her fingers up along his inner thighs, although she seemed to carefully avoid accidentally touching his cock or balls. 
 
    "What, what are you going to do with those pictures?" 
 
    She yanked her hand back, and she smacked his ass. It was a quick, sharp movement, one that delivered a flash of pain. "No questions," she reminded him again. 
 
    Right as the pain faded from his skin, she reached up and held his cock. She moved her fingers up and down. She touched and teased him, stimulating those deepest desires. As a boy, he carried those urges with him wherever he went. Maybe, when left alone or when he concentrated on his games or something else, he could forget about those desires. But right then, she coaxed those urges, making them stronger and stronger. Soon, he lost himself to that torrent of need. Then she made it worse… 
 
    Pressing herself up against his back, she reached down with her other hand, and cupped his balls. She gently touched and teased him, bringing him close to an orgasm. 
 
    "Please…" Ethan said carefully. More than anything, he wished he could spin around, grab her, shove her down, and take her hard. Images of pumping his cock right between her legs made his body quiver. "Please…" Ethan begged again, his voice trembling as he tried to push out more than that solitary syllable. Not only that, he had carefully calculated whether or not this would count as a question. It wasn't. He could say it. 
 
    "You really like this, don't you?" Maya chortled. "You love being touched by a girl, don't you? You can't help yourself." 
 
    "I, I can't help myself," he admitted. 
 
    "What are the two most important traits for a boy?" 
 
    What? 
 
    Ethan didn't know how to answer. Desperation clawed and scratched within his chest, but he still couldn't do anything to stop her, and they both knew it. 
 
    "What are the most important traits for a boy?" Maya demanded again, her voice light and playful as she spoke into his ear. 
 
    In the next moment, he tried to jerk his hips forward, like he wanted to rub his cock against her hand to add that burst of pleasure. He yearned for the release, for that sense of vibrant, primitive satisfaction. 
 
    Right as he tried, she sensed his movements and relaxed her hands, pulling them a half inch away, and denying him the friction, the grip and soft solidity he required to get off. 
 
    "I didn't give you permission to come," she told him. "But don't worry. I'm not going to punish you, not this time. I just want to hear you say it." 
 
    "I, I don't know." 
 
    "Try again," she commanded. 
 
    The right answers popped into his head. He didn't know how his brain found the words, but he panted out the right response, "Humility...humility and obedience!" Ethan cried out those words, testing and panting. 
 
    "Good," she said with a wicked grin. 
 
    She pushed herself forward, rubbing her breasts against his shoulder blades. He could almost feel her nipples through the layers of her shirt and bra. More importantly, she squeezed his cock, preempting the verge of an orgasm. Then she relaxed her hold. She touched him again. She stimulated him. Fresh waves of need washed over his psyche as she tormented him. 
 
    Several more times he tried to push forward, but it didn't work. 
 
    "I want to fuck you, Ethan." 
 
    "Yes, please," he said. 
 
    "But you're going to have to earn it first," she told him. 
 
    Earn it? What did that mean? An instant later, he decided he didn't care. Those heuristics fell into place behind his eyes and between his ears; he didn't need a conscious reaction, so long as his instincts told him what to do. 
 
    Leaning down, she kissed his neck, her lips brushing along his skin right below the collar. At the same time, she continued to touch and stroke and fondle his shaft and his balls. She teased his manhood as she kept him right on the edge of release. Distantly, he had to wonder how she could manipulate him like this. Where did she learn these skills? 
 
    Then again, he didn't understand the educational system of Resden or what happened when girls met up on their own. There were also those boys who had grown up here, young men who had grown up with Maya and her friends. Those were the males who had already experienced this kind of torment and denial. Of course, they had also been raised to expect it… 
 
    "Please," he gasped. "I, I will do whatever you want." 
 
    "Yes, you will," she agreed with perfect confidence. That's when she shoved him forward. He lost his balance and he landed on the bed. Next, she grabbed his arms, she pulled them up toward the small bedposts near his mattress. "Stay," she commanded, making it sound like she was talking to a quasi-trained canine. 
 
    He didn't move even as she spread his legs. Next, she scurried back to the closet, and she bypassed his bags. She opened up one of the drawers, and then she came back with a pair of leather shackles. She held them up for him to see. She let them dangle right in front of his face. 
 
    "What are those traits again?" 
 
    This time, he answered faster, "Humility and obedience." 
 
    "Good," she said. She wrapped the first leather restraint around his right wrist, and then she pulled his arm toward the corner of the mattress. She connected the first restraint to be bedpost. Then she did the same thing on his other side. 
 
    Ethan tried to freak out. This young woman, a girl he barely knew, was strapping him down! 
 
    But these restraints were just toys, he reasoned. There was no way she owned actual shackles. 
 
    She returned to the closet then skipped right back up to her boy. She spread his legs, and she strapped those down as well. Within seconds, he couldn't move either his arms or his legs more than a couple of inches in any direction. 
 
    "How does that feel?" Maya wished to know. 
 
    "They’re tight," he told her. "But I don't care. Please, let's just have sex." 
 
    "Not yet," she said. That's when she grinned, her lips slightly parted. She pressed the tip of her tongue up against her teeth. With her eyes locked on his, she bent forward, giving him a beautiful look down her blouse. A local boy never would have been so brazen, but Ethan was untrained. That wouldn’t last for much longer, she knew. 
 
    She unzipped her boots and kicked them off. Next, she shimmied out of her jeans to reveal her black, lacy panties underneath. She looked amazing, he thought. 
 
    Not only that, he assumed he would have to beg. Instead, she pulled off her panties, and she tossed them off to the side before she came forward. "You know, I'm wondering what it would be like to kiss you. Would you like that, boy? Would you like me to kiss you?" 
 
    "Yes, please." 
 
    "Show me you can't get up." 
 
    His eyes narrowed as his brows tightened while he tried to figure out what she meant. Then the instructions clicked into place, and he tugged against his bonds. He pulled on his arms and legs, thinking he would be able to slip free from the restraints. Actually, a fantasy quickly materialized in his head: Ethan would snap those thin chains connecting his leather restraints to the bedposts, jump up, wrap his arms around this girl, throw her down beneath him, kiss her hard, make her moan, and slide his hand between her legs. He would feel the dampness of her excitement, and then he could plunge his cock right into her opening. He would make her cry out, beg and whimper for more. He would pump into her hard. 
 
    All of those thoughts granted him extra strength as he yanked and twisted against his restraints. He pulled on the bonds, making the thin, metal chains jingle and jangle. He could hear those sounds. At first, he figured it would be easy. When he didn't tear through the metal or rip the leather, a blast of frustration consumed him. He growled like an animal and tried again, grunting and snarling. 
 
    Then she straddled him, put her hands on his shoulders, and she leaned down. One of her bangs brushed along his forehead right before she kissed him. 
 
    He stopped thinking about his bonds. In that moment, he didn't care. 
 
    In fact, Ethan forgot about the restraints right until that moment when she pulled back. Worse, she slid one hand down along his flank to the side of his thigh. Then she touched him again, gliding her fingers up and down along his cock. 
 
    "Kiss me," she commanded. 
 
    The sensations warred for supremacy throughout his body. The tension grabbed him and held him as tight as the shackles around his wrists and ankles. He jerked with his muscles, fighting, only to draw the chains taut. 
 
    That's when she pulled away. "Let's see what else you can do with that mouth of yours," she teased. She leaned forward, brought her legs up, spread her knees, and pushed her crevice down against his lips. 
 
    "What, what you want me to do?" 
 
    "Lick, boy," she said. 
 
    Maya couldn't be certain either way, but she read his expression and guessed he had never done this before. Too bad. He would have to learn. 
 
    Her pussy pushed down against his mouth and parted his lips. For a moment, maybe there were those old, joking arguments he had heard in different locker rooms throughout his life. The guy wasn't supposed to go down on a girl. It was humiliating and demeaning. He was supposed to be stronger. Sure, he could expect her to suck his cock like an eager slut, but he didn't have to reciprocate. 
 
    Because she was hot and beautiful and amazing, he raised his head, and he licked, gliding his tongue up and down along her pussy. He penetrated her, going in deep. Within seconds, he could feel the swell of her clitoris. Worshiping her, he gave her everything he had, his tongue darting and dancing, sliding to the left and right and up and down, all for her pleasure, all for her satisfaction! 
 
    Ethan quickly lost track of time. She moaned. She threw her head back, and then she dipped her chin right back down again. Hot pleasure coursed through her body. 
 
    "You’re lucky, boy," she said. "I want you to remember that. It's only because you cooperated that you get this." She pulled away, and he wished he could lick her or bask in the touch of her hands on his shaft again. 
 
    "Say it again. Tell me the words," she instructed. 
 
    Ethan didn't see any other possibility, so he called out those words for her, "Humility and obedience. Right? That's what you want me to say? Men need humility and obedience?" 
 
    "Boys," she corrected him. 
 
    In that instant, he didn't care about anything else. Every ideology fell away, all because she had teased him. With his desires racing along every fiber of his being, he quickly answered, "Boys need humility and obedience!" 
 
    To reward him and herself, she grabbed his cock, and she used it like a toy, brushing it up and down along her pussy. She played with his manhood, treating it like a dildo until she lowered herself down inch by inch. She enveloped him, surrounded him, imprisoned him. Soon enough, she was going to drain him. But first, she enjoyed the pleasures of his body. There was something so amazing about the heat and firmness of his shaft. 
 
    Yes, she could have a lot of fun playing with boys like Ethan, especially since he was wild and provided a jolt of novelty. But at the same time, there was something equally amazing about the raw physicality of taking someone like him and feeling him struggle and writhe beneath her, especially now that he understood he couldn't escape. 
 
    She slid up and down, her hair bouncing against her shoulders. "Come for me, boy. Come for me right now because you know this orgasm is mine." Those words cut across the air. He had to concentrate, to push past his own frantic breathing. 
 
    But it worked. 
 
    His cock throbbed. It pulsated. He jerked his hips up as he savored the friction of his body against hers, his cock deep between her legs. Maybe he felt bound and owned, trapped and powerless. Good. 
 
    The orgasm raced through her body, overwhelming her like a tsunami crashing down against a defenseless beach. She savored every moment. She basked in the heat, the satisfaction, the wonder and ecstasy. 
 
    Then she jerked back, and she dipped her head down. 
 
    For his part, Ethan closed his eyes. At that moment, he wanted to fall asleep. 
 
    Seriously, he wondered if maybe he could simply the zone out and relax. There were words on the tip of his tongue, but he didn't speak. Instead, he enjoyed the warmth and satisfaction. There was something amazing about being spread out and utterly exhausted like this. He had put everything he had into that orgasm, and now he hardly noticed as she shifted off of the bed. She got dressed, pulling up her panties and her jeans. She slipped her feet back into her boots and unzipped them up. 
 
    Next, she grabbed one of the wipes. She cleaned off. He hardly noticed. In fact, he was almost falling asleep. The idea of lifting his eyelids seemed like way too much effort, especially because she would release him soon. 
 
    He was right about that, but he couldn't predict the other part… 
 
    Ethan viewed the world from a mainstream American perspective. He had grown up in Washington DC, which gave him a metropolitan view of the world, but he had never met any woman like Maya Zahn, so he couldn't possibly guess what she had in mind. Maybe if he had spent more time online or gotten luckier and learned more about Resden, he could have figured it out. None of that happened, so he was vulnerable and ready to be exploited. 
 
    He might've struggled if he understood what she had in mind. 
 
    Maya started with the ring first. She slipped the open restraint up and under his scrotum. Next, she slid his cock into the tube. After he got wiped down, he just wanted to fall asleep, so he didn't contemplate any of this. In fact, he hadn't even opened his eyes yet. 
 
    Too bad for him. It was perfect for her. 
 
    Even when she secured the lock with an audible click, that pulse of noise wasn't enough to draw his attention from his post-orgasm reverie. 
 
    "Almost done. We can do the belt later," she promised him. She double checked the battery pack and made sure the device had properly paired with her phone. 
 
    He still didn't react. 
 
    Then she slid forward and she nipped at his earlobe. 
 
    For a few seconds, she just looked down at him. He still had his eyes closed. Maya couldn't tell what he was thinking; she had to guess, she would have assumed that the raw fatigue had soaked into his body. Between the trip and that unexpected encounter, Ethan didn't have anything left. But she was feeling playful and cruel at the same time, so she leaned down and she kissed him again. She ran her fingers along his naked body. She teased him with her firm heat, her tight frame, her lithe physique. 
 
    This time, she did stroke his cock. Of course, she no longer had access, not unless she wanted to grab her phone and open his small prison. 
 
    Now, his eyes fluttered open, he saw her, and he savored the way she kissed him. 
 
    She had only allowed him a few minutes, but his body responded. He could feel the twitch of his cock, only he couldn't get hard this time. 
 
    "What is that? What do you do?" Ethan asked as nervous tension pricked him. 
 
    "It's a chastity cage," she whispered. "Your dick belongs to me. You can't get hard. You can't get an erection. You can't have an orgasm. You can't enjoy yourself." She whispered those words before she started kissing him again. 
 
    Ethan writhed; he didn't a jerk or yank against his restraints, but he still tested the bonds of the straps around his wrists and ankles. She loved it as he squirmed, especially because he still couldn't escape. If she wanted to kiss him, she could. 
 
    Then she pulled away from his mouth, and she started to kiss his neck. Her hair brushed along his sensitive skin, and he still caught the aroma of her shampoo. "Why are you doing this?" Ethan asked her. 
 
    Over the course of ten, twenty, thirty seconds, Maya continued to kiss him. Her pretty lips brushed his skin, sending fresh starbursts of heat running along his body. She knew how to make him twitch, how to make him squirm. If he tried to regain control of his body, he failed completely, especially because she was so beautiful, and she knew exactly how to touch him. "Because I like playing with you," she replied. "I want you to understand what's going on." 
 
    "Get this thing off of me," he said. By now, he understood. His shaft pushed out against the bounds of the metal cage around his member. Arousal flashed along his skin, centering right between his legs as it always did, only he couldn't harden. He couldn't savor the powerful potential built into the rigidity of his body. Instead, he experienced the weight restriction of the device now locked between his legs. 
 
    "Not for a while," she said. "But how do you feel right now?" 
 
    "Frustrated," he growled back at her. 
 
    If Ethan thought that would be a concern for her, or a problem, he must've been disappointed when that young woman sat up over him, brushed her fingers through her hair and tucked one of her bangs behind her ear. Her eyes seemed to sparkle as she smiled down at him. 
 
    "And?" 
 
    Almost hyperventilating, he glared at her. "I'm frustrated and aroused," he told her, spitting out the words. Yes, he had guessed correctly. That was what she had hoped to hear, only he didn't get the reaction he expected. 
 
    She clapped her hands together, making this boy flinch. "Perfect." She slipped off of the bed, and she stretched her arms behind her back. "You see, that's the point of a chastity cage. I know this is new for you, but that's how we do things here. That's part of the cultural exchange." She grinned and dipped her head down, like she needed to push back the giggles. Once she had retaken control of her features, she smiled at him again, "Don't worry, Ethan. You're going to learn so much here. Right now, I just want you to relax. Now, if you promise to be a good boy, I will let you out of your restraints. Then you can take a nice nap." 
 
    Ethan didn't say anything for several long seconds. His heart boomed in his chest, and the aggression was right there. 
 
    "By the way," she said. "This belongs to me. If you want to get out of the chastity cage, you're going to have to be very obedient." 
 
    "Humble and obedient," he snorted before he could think better of it. 
 
    "The right answer, but I don't like your tone," she said. "I guess I should have added something else, shouldn't I? You need the obedient and humble and cheerful." She could have stopped there. She didn't. "Otherwise, that makes you a bad boy." Her expression darkened for those final two words, not that he noticed. The microphone built into his collar detected the command, so it unleashed hot electricity that sizzled along his pain receptors. His body tensed and tightened. She watched. She listened to that sharp gasp of desperation. 
 
    Then she patted him on the head. 
 
    "Get some sleep," she said. "In the morning, I'm going to take you to school with me. I want to show you off to all of my friends. A new boy? A wild boy?" Somehow, he could guess those questions weren’t intended for him. "Yeah, the girls are going to be so jealous! Sure, they have their own slaves, but those boys are also thoroughly tamed that they aren't quite as entertaining as I know you're going to be for me." 
 
    "I can't be tamed," he said automatically. Ethan didn't really think about those words. If anything, they probably sounded like some corporate slogan he had picked up somewhere. 
 
    "Keep telling yourself that, boy. By the way, I'm serious about you getting some sleep. For the next three hours, you aren't allowed off of your bed." Then she patted him on the head, reached down, freed him from his restraints, and she spun around. She left him there alone. 
 
      
 
    Ethan glared at the door. 
 
    He wasn't allowed out of his bed? What did that mean? 
 
    He was naked, and the shackles still hung from the bedposts, but he didn't dare touch them. Instead, he stayed on his back and stared up at the ceiling. Yes, he was exhausted just as she predicted, yet the fury wedged in his chest made it impossible for him to consider sleep. In spite of that, fatigue pressed down on his body like a weighted blanket, Ethan kept staring up. 
 
    Several minutes went by. 
 
    Perhaps he expected her to come back. 
 
    But since she was gone, he could rebuild his courage. 
 
    Tentatively, he reached up and touched the collar around his neck. He didn't want to admit it, but he had already learned to be scared of those electrical shocks. They were mild enough, and they probably didn't cause any permanent damage, yet he still worried about what they meant. He still feared the pain they brought…Except there was an obvious solution. If he could remove the collar, then this girl wouldn't have much power over him… 
 
    It seemed to so basic, only something stopped him. 
 
    At first, he thought of why he was there in the first place. The cultural exchange. He was there to learn, wasn't he? 
 
    "Oh, hell no," he growled even as he reached up for the clasp again. On his knees now, he leaned forward, and he tried to study the different components of his collar. Really, he only had access to the clasp and leather band. The band wouldn't help him, so he focused on the lock instead. Before, he had moved far too quickly. He had been almost panicking. But now he searched for a release or a button or something he might be able to use or break. Even if he had to grab a knife or a rock and slam it against the metal, he could try that. 
 
    Only it was smooth. 
 
    He didn't know how to break through this thing! 
 
    "Maya," he growled. He thought of that beautiful girl, her soft and lustrous hair, the feel of her lips, the heat and perfect curves of her breasts, the feel of her pussy as she surrounded his cock between her legs… 
 
    His shaft twitched again. 
 
    His chastity cage. 
 
    Breathing faster, he glanced down at the device. He was on his knees now, and he grabbed at it. He tried to pull it off. 
 
    It wouldn't budge. 
 
    He could probably yank it is hard as he wanted. If he tried that, he would risk seriously hurting himself. In fact, as he tugged one more time, he could feel the pull on his testicles. A sickening squirt of pain shot up into his inner thighs and along his stomach. All at once, he let go of the chastity lock. He flexed his fingers and glanced around. 
 
    Then he peeked down at the bed. 
 
    Before she left, she told him he wasn't allowed out of his bed for a minimum of three hours. Tentatively, Ethan glanced back down at the floor. For a second, he wanted to smirk or laugh as he remembered that game he played as a child, The Floor is Lava. He remembered the excitement and the novelty of knowing he had to stay on the furniture. 
 
    But he wasn't a little kid, and she still had ordered him to stay on his mattress for three hours. Besides, who was that girl? Did she really think she could get away with all of this? At some point, he would go talk to Tony or Maya's mother, and they would get this all straightened out. Only then he lifted his gaze, and he saw the list of rules written on the board. 
 
    Shaking his head, Ethan refused to consider the possibility that this island really was controlled by women. 
 
    As he pulled away from questions of geopolitics, he thought about the floor once again. 
 
    Seriously? Did that girl honestly think he would abide by her command? No way. That's why he jumped off of the bed, and the collar shocked him. It was a quick snap of electricity, just a warning. But then he looked around. Fresh adrenaline surged through his veins, and a second shot hit him. That's when he scrambled back up onto the mattress before he even realized what he was doing. 
 
    Back on the bed, Ethan braced himself, but the collar stopped shocking again. He was once again following her orders, so he didn't need to be punished. 
 
    His nostrils twitched, and jagged anger slashed through his body, but the exhaustion persisted. He couldn't do anything about his frustration, so he dropped down onto the bed, he rolled onto his side, he felt the strange and exotic weight of his chastity cage, he swallowed and could feel the collar once again. 
 
    He closed his eyes. 
 
    This was pointless. There was no way he would fall asleep, he thought. 
 
    Then he fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    When Ethan woke up, light flickered through the small, bedroom window. For several long seconds, he couldn't remember what had happened, especially because he had slept so deeply for so long. Where was he? What was going on? 
 
    Resden. 
 
    Right as he remembered the island, another face materialized in his memory: her blonde hair, the curves of her cheeks, the pink of her lips, the way she smiled and the tone of her voice when she talked down to him. That last part tensed him up, especially because he reached up with one hand and down with the other. With his right hand, he found the collar still locked around his neck. 
 
    A collar. What? Did she think he was a pet or something? 
 
    Then he thought of the chastity cage, and his fingers brushed along the smooth metal. He had access to his scrotum. 
 
    Only then he thought of her again. He was a boy, and he had always been entitled to his own fantasies as well as access to his body. There had only been one time, back in middle school when he got really excited and couldn't control himself. He remembered it, the surging frustration, especially because it was his second block class and he had three more and he really, really wanted to get home so he could touch himself and feel that rush of satisfaction. 
 
    But now, Ethan was alone in his bedroom, and he couldn't get hard. He couldn't savor the feel of an erection. 
 
    Ethan glanced over at the floor. 
 
    "The floor is lava," he groused. But then he reminded himself that he was an adult, so he pushed himself off of the bed, his feet touched the floor, and… 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He stood there for a few seconds, just waiting. 
 
    Then he reached down and grabbed his boxers. He recalled the inspection, and his shaft twitched. He needed to push thoughts of Maya out of his skull, only he didn't know how to do that. 
 
    That's when the bedroom door opened. 
 
    "Good morning," she said. "I have your breakfast. Aren't you a lucky boy? I'm pretty sure my dad is going to need to teach you how to make us breakfast, but for right now, you can just enjoy yourself." 
 
    He spun around and faced her. He had so much he wanted to say, demands he intended to make. Only then he saw that beautiful girl. She wore a black tanktop and matching leather skirt with shimmering, dark grey tights and a pair of boots. Her blonde hair framed her face perfectly, especially with the black headband holding back her golden yellow mane. Her smile enticed him, and he tried to think of that girl kissing him, only that meant another twitch of his cock and a reminder of the cage between his legs. 
 
    "Since I made your breakfast, I thought I would have a little bit of fun with you," she said. That's when she walked forward and placed the dog bowl there on the floor in the center of the room. 
 
    "What is that?" Ethan asked. 
 
    "Your breakfast," she said. "You're going to eat out of it like a good boy." She explained each point carefully, like he needed help understanding how this would work. 
 
    His lips pulled back, he revealed his teeth, and he glared at her hard. With her head cocked to the side slightly, Maya just smiled right back at him. Back in the US, and if he got angry, he could be intimidating. With his broad shoulders and barely controlled aggression, he could frighten a girl like this. Only here in Resden, the rules were different. More importantly, she had already caged this boy. What could he do? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    "I'm not eating out of the dog bowl," he said.  
 
    "Yes, you will eat out of that dog bowl because you want to be a good boy. You don't want to be a bad boy. If you're a bad boy, it's going to sting. If you're a bad boy, you will feel so foolish. You be so embarrassed. You don't want to be a bad boy, do you?"  
 
    Bad boy. Bad boy. Bad boy. Bad boy. Those two words cut across the air for times in quick succession, releasing one spark of electricity after another. He stumbled back. He managed to stay upright, but only because his buttocks hit the mattress. He was leaning down now with one hand braced against the cushion. 
 
    "On your knees," she commanded. 
 
    When he didn't respond right away, she didn't punish him. Instead, she walked up to him, wound her fingers into his collar, and she yanked, pulling him forward and shoving him down to his knees. He hit the carpet, and now he lifted his chin. He glared at her. 
 
    "Don't worry. You'll figure it out. And like I said before, you won't have to do this all that often. Right now, I just think this is a good way to welcome you to our island." 
 
    He didn't say anything. He didn't move either. 
 
    "Go on," she said. Those words seemed innocuous enough, only he recognized the threat lurking beneath those syllables. He swallowed back his trepidation, his frustration, and his dread. Then, with his cheeks burning hot with blush, he leaned forward and braced himself on his knees. Was he really going to do this? 
 
    Yes. Under her watchful gaze, he crawled across the bedroom floor. That young, blonde woman enjoyed seeing him do this. Fresh tingles of heat reverberated through her body. Although she had worked on plenty of boys, this was different. Back in school, she had trained boys, punishing them, and rewarding them, except those young men had been prepared for it. They had grown up knowing what would come next. Even when she was in preschool and grabbed a boy for the first time, manhandling him, because that was her right as a girl, she had known what to expect and how her world was supposed to work. 
 
    With this boy, it really was a cultural exchange. 
 
    Smiling brightly, she watched as he crawled over, his head down, and stared at the food inside of the dog bowl. "What is this?" 
 
    "Your breakfast," she said quietly. "Don't worry. It's just cereal." 
 
    His shoulders tensed. He didn't like being teased. Too bad. 
 
    Understanding the power of silence, she counted out the seconds as she waited for his defiance to break. Maybe he was searching in vain for some alternative approach, something he could do or say to distract her. Despite his best efforts, he blanked and saw no other choice. He dipped his head down, and he scooped some of the cereal into his mouth. He chewed and crunched through it. It wasn't bad. No, he had never eaten it before, and maybe the balance of flavors seemed strange, but wasn't that all part of the cultural exchange? 
 
    Then she crouched down and surprised him. She slid her fingers along his naked back. She touched him and stimulated him all over again as he ate. 
 
    "Can I use my hands?" Ethan asked after his second bite. 
 
    "No," she replied. "You can't use your hands. Just stick your head down and eat like a dog." 
 
    "But, but this isn’t fair," he protested. 
 
    "Fair?" Maya asked as though the word came from some foreign lexicon. Then she seemed to remember what he meant. "Of course, this is fair. Balance. We have a boy and girl in a room, and I'm telling you what to do because I'm the girl, and you’re doing what I say because you're the boy. That's about as fair as it can get." 
 
    Again, it was a cultural difference. 
 
    He flinched, only to freeze for several more seconds. Then, because he liked the way she was petting him, he continued to eat. At the same time, his cheeks bristled with embarrassment. So many sensations and responses wracked this young man; he didn't know what to think. Should he focus on the taste of the cereal, the extra effort that was required to eat this way? The feel of her fingers gliding along his sensitive skin? Or the fact that he was naked and on display in front of her. In fact, she casually reached down and ran her fingers along his buttocks. She touched him and teased him because she could. 
 
    He tried to hate those sensations, only those tender caresses felt amazing. 
 
    "I'm not hungry," he said. 
 
    "Too bad. I want you to eat all of it. Then you can lick the bowl clean," she said. After that, she stood up. 
 
    Moment by moment, he expected her to get impatient at any second and tell him he could stop. She didn't. 
 
    Finally, he was literally licking the cereal dust out of the bowl. 
 
    "Okay," she said. "Now, you can get dressed." 
 
    "Can I have some privacy?" 
 
    "No," she said. "But I will grab your clothes for you," she said. She walked over to his closet, opened it, and she pulled out one of the uniforms. She tossed a pair of pleated pants and a white shirt onto the bed. 
 
    When he stood up, she didn't say anything, although he had been prepared for another argument (one he would have been destined to lose). He saw the outfit, and he turned back to her. "What? You want me to look like a waiter?" 
 
    "When boys are allowed to visit the campus, that's what they wear," she said. "Now get dressed." 
 
    Tentatively, he went over to his luggage. He unzipped one of the bags and pulled out another pair of boxers; these were a dark shade of blue. Moment by moment, he expected her to stop him. She didn't. Instead, she just watched. He hated the way her gaze made nervous energy percolate along the back of his neck. He was getting dressed, and he was supposed to feel strong and powerful. 
 
    He didn't. 
 
    He pulled on his boxers, his new pants, and then he picked up the shirt. "Shouldn't I have an undershirt?" 
 
    "Nope," she told him. 
 
    His nostrils twitched. Yes, he had been naked and on display in front of her. She had inspected him. But having this young woman control what he wore seemed just as demeaning somehow. 
 
    When he didn't move fast enough, she helped him with the buttons. 
 
    "Very nice," she said. "Go brush up or wash your face. We are going to leave in a few minutes." 
 
    She left him alone. 
 
    Tentatively, he walked out into the hallway, and he found the guest bathroom. He brushed his teeth and washed his face as instructed. When he splashed cold water along his cheeks, he seriously hoped that he would wake up and realize this at all been some kind of bizarre dream. 
 
    Only then he turned around, and he saw that little girl there. 
 
    "What's going on here?" 
 
    "My sister said you might be confused," she replied. She was leaning against the doorway. "But yeah, this is exactly what she said. Girls are in charge and boys obey. Pretty easy, don't you think? It seems like you should be able to understand." 
 
    His lips parted, and he didn't know what to tell her. Only then she smirked. "Out," she commanded. 
 
    She was just a child; he was at least seven or eight years older than this diminutive figure, except that didn't matter, not here. She was a girl, and she had just given him a command. 
 
    For half a second, Ethan saw a bunch of different possibilities. He could push her aside as he walked by. He could cross his arms over his chest and growl, "Make me." He could have just laughed at her because she was this pipsqueak, and he didn't have to do anything she said. 
 
    "I told you to get out," she said. 
 
    "I'm not done yet," he finally decided. It was petulant and foolish, but he had already been manipulated by one female. He wasn't going to let some little girl tell him where he could go or what he could do. Perhaps this was immature on his part, but Ethan didn't care! 
 
    "Bad boy," she said, clearly articulating those words. 
 
    He jerked back and faced her. Yes, he was twice her size, and he probably could have picked her up and thrown her over his shoulder, yet none of those physical attributes mattered because she understood what it took to trigger his collar. Electricity snapped through his body. "Get out of here, bad boy. Crawl." 
 
    How could a little girl say something like that to him? 
 
    It didn't matter. The energy stepped through his body, sapping his strength and knocking him to his knees. 
 
    Before he could stop himself, he scurried out of the bathroom and into the hallway. 
 
    Once there, the young woman walked right by him. She closed the door, and then he could hear her humming to herself. 
 
    "You pissed off my little sister, didn't you?" Maya asked. "You should watch out for her. She's young and immature, and that means she can be kind of sadistic, sometimes." 
 
    "This is crazy," he said. "Get me out of this thing," he brought his hands up to his collar, but she just crouched down and looked into his eyes. "Remember, you are in control of whether or not you get punished." 
 
    He narrowed his eyes as he glared at her. She continued, "You only get punished. If you disobey or disrespect one of your superiors." 
 
    "You're not my superior," insisted the exchange boy. 
 
    This time, she didn't try to embed his punishment in another phrase. She simply said, "Bad boy." 
 
    He flinched. Then he stayed right there and remained silent. She watched him, and he knew he had to do something. Then he figured out what she wanted, only he refused for another four or five seconds. His breathing quickened, and he yielded to her authority. Of course, he did. "Fine. You're my superior," he growled out. 
 
    "Tone," she told him. "Remember. We're adding cheerfulness to your list, aren't we?" 
 
    He didn't want to say anything, yet she allowed another couple of seconds to pass by, and he told her, his tone shifting, "Yes. You are my superior." 
 
    "Good enough," she said. "Come on, it's time to go." As she told him this, she pulled out the leash and let it dangle in front of him. 
 
      
 
    Ethan tried not to feel humiliated. He attempted to push those thoughts aside; he just needed to bury the embarrassment and shame simmering through his body. At first, he wanted to bow his head down and stare at the sidewalk in front of him as he followed this girl. For her part, Maya sauntered ahead. At first, they walked together, and she had her earbuds in as she listened to some music. Every few seconds, she tugged on his leash, making sure he didn't fall behind. Or maybe she just wanted to remind him of what he wore and how she had taken control. 
 
    This was an entirely new experience so it technically qualified as a "cultural exchange". 
 
    And yet, he still tried to contemplate some way to escape. 
 
    Eventually, she met up with a couple of friends. Down the block, they saw another group of girls. Maya raised her hand, and she called out to the other females. 
 
    Those girls rushed over when they saw Ethan. They giggled and poked at him. 
 
    For his part, Ethan tried to speak up. That's when Maya pulled out her phone and typed in a new command. "Don't say anything," she said. "You’ll use your shock collar as a bark collar." 
 
    He opened his mouth, and he was tempted to test her, but he trusted her at this point, at least when it came to the terms of his captivity. 
 
    Her friends poked him and prodded him. One of them reached into his shirt. Others whispered back and forth with their friends. Another girl grabbed him by his ass, pinching. Yes, he was wearing his pants, but he still hated getting groped like this. They giggled and chortled, making comments about him. 
 
    "Oh, I like his arms." 
 
    "I don't know. His neck looks pretty nice, and his collar." 
 
    "Maya, can I hold his leash?" 
 
    "You guys have to check out his ass," said a different girl as she squeezed his posterior. 
 
    More than anything, he wanted to shove them aside, to tower over them, to tell these girls that they couldn't treat him this way. He was entitled to his own independence. He controlled his body and who got to touch him. 
 
    And yet, those declarations would have been nothing but silly fantasies. He was a boy in this strange land, so he didn't have any rights. That much was obvious. 
 
    "How many times have you had to discipline him?" 
 
    The girl who now controlled him smiled, "Only a few. He throws tantrums from time to time, and he definitely needs to be disciplined, but he's learning. Isn't that right, Ethan?" 
 
    Ethan blinked, suddenly surprised. Then Maya smiled to herself when she saw that frustrated look on his face. She pulled out her phone again, activated the app, and she hit another button. Hoping he could speak without getting punished, he glanced back at her friends. He saw one girl with red hair, another with black. One girl was taller than him by an inch. Another looked like she was almost a full foot shorter. They wore dark skirts, tight jeans, and trendy tops. These girls were beautiful and fashionable, and they were clearly accustomed to doing whatever they wanted, at least when it came to the male sex. 
 
    "Yes," he said. 
 
    "You haven't taught him to address you respectfully," said one of her friends. 
 
    "No," she said. "Last night, I was mostly busy caging and collaring him." 
 
    "Let's see it," said one of her friends, a girl with wavy red hair and vibrant green eyes. 
 
    See it? 
 
    "That's a good idea," Maya agreed. Focusing on her boy, she said, "Pull down your pants. They want to inspect you." 
 
    "What, no!" 
 
    The girls talked. They glanced back and forth, and fresh conversation washed over him. 
 
    "I can't believe he just said no to you!" 
 
    "Oh my God, my little brother would be in so much trouble if he tried that!" 
 
    "I know, right? My big brother is always so respectful! He knows what happens if he steps out of line." 
 
    "You should see my cousin. He looks good on his hands and knees, especially when I make him kiss my shoes." 
 
    The words hit, battering against his defenses. It wasn't just what they said. It was the intonation, the casual tone with which they made it clear they had seized complete control. There were men in their lives, males who should have been able to assert themselves, only they had been utterly subjugated on the basis of their sex. 
 
    "Are you going to be a bad boy?" Maya finally asked him. 
 
    He got shocked. He twitched and the girls burst out into rounds of laughter as his hands went to the button on his pants. He unzipped his trousers and pulled them down, revealing his boxers. That wasn't enough, he could tell. He was standing right there on the corner, and cars were driving by, but he didn't have a choice. 
 
    He revealed his chastity cage. The girls saw the metal fitted around his cock and balls, and they started giggling and laughing again. "Yes. That looks perfect," said one. 
 
    Another added, "Is that the Restriction 72 model?" 
 
    "73," Maya replied. 
 
    "Oh, fancy. Boy, you should feel very lucky. It's obvious that your owner wants to make sure you are properly equipped for your new life." 
 
    "She's not my owner," he said. His voice was low and dark and threatening. 
 
    It didn't work. All at once, the girls burst out into fresh peals of laughter. Yeah, he could try to argue with them. But really, it was pointless, since they did not respect him. They weren't interested in anything he had to say. They could watch him struggle and fight, but his best efforts couldn't be anything more than entertainment for them, especially while he wore that collar and that cage. Just as importantly, he was outnumbered. 
 
    "As cute as that was, tell us I’m your owner," Maya instructed. A new edge slipped into her voice. 
 
    All at once, he realized he could have messed with her. He could have refused to cooperate, and maybe the other girls would have enjoyed the attempt. More likely, they would have gotten annoyed, especially because they would probably be able to guess what this meant. He hadn't been tamed, and so he was a threat. The novelty of seeing a boy fight back could fade quickly. 
 
    Only then he made the mistake of looking right into her eyes, and he saw her determination. 
 
    She would break him. She would win. He could argue or fight, and maybe he could embarrass her for a few seconds, but she could always punish him. For the moment, he was allowed to wear pants and a shirt. She could take away that privilege whenever she liked. 
 
    "You're my owner," he said in a quiet voice. 
 
    "Yes, I am," she replied as she clapped her hands together. Then she grabbed his leash and pulled. He stumbled after her, yanking up his pants along the way. He followed after those girls. 
 
      
 
    School. 
 
    Throughout his life, he had assumed it was a fairly universal experience for most students. Maybe the exact lessons and classes might vary from one community to the next, but it was all pretty much the same, right? On some campuses, maybe the genders were separated. Elsewhere, maybe some students had to wear uniforms while others did not. At some schools, maybe students ate outside. Elsewhere, they ate in cafeterias or gyms. 
 
    Today, he saw the truth. 
 
    In Resden, school existed as an entirely different institution. 
 
    First, Ethan was the only boy there. When he stepped across the threshold and walked into the classroom, he saw a bunch of different girls turn and look at him. They were all college students. Technically, he was one as well. When he got back to the US, he was supposed to get some units for his time in Resden. 
 
    Right away, however, he could sense the difference. The girls watched him, and they didn't see him as a fellow student. On the contrary, he was more like a pet. It felt like Maya had decided to bring her dog to school. 
 
    Since their professor hadn't arrived yet, a couple of the other girls got up and approached him. Several actually asked Maya if they could pet him. 
 
    His eyes widened, and he growled back at them. Yes, he growled. The sound vibrated from deep within his throat. He couldn't control it. It was instinctive and automatic, like he was prey, and now he had to hope he could frighten off these predators. After all, the girls had every advantage. 
 
    Did they all know his command phrase? Did they understand that if they called him a bad boy, they could punish him? 
 
    Probably. But he didn't want to find out for sure. 
 
    As he stood there, he had to listen as some of her classmates talked with his owner about how she should train him. Did she want to try crate training? He could be kept in a cage whenever he disobeyed. What about the use of timeouts? Yeah, someone agreed those could work. Apparently, her little brother had to spend a lot of time in the corner, holding a penny between the tip of his nose and the wall whenever he stepped out of line. Others argued for spankings. Another girl said that she didn't see the point of most of this, not when the shock collar could be so effective. 
 
    For his part, Ethan itched to interject something. He wanted to tell these girls that he was capable of making his own choices. He couldn't be owned. He wasn't a slave. 
 
    He remained quiet, however. 
 
    Outnumbered and surrounded by these powerful young women, he already knew what would happen if he tried to argue or fight. 
 
    Or maybe it was something else. 
 
    Maybe there was a different instinct that prompted his good behavior. He stayed silent, seen but not heard. At the same time, he kept sneaking glances back at his owner. He saw Maya and the brilliant blue of her eyes, the way her lips curved when she smiled, not to mention the shine of her yellow hair. He kept wishing she would touch him again, kiss him and fondle him. He wanted out of his cage so badly! 
 
    That morning, she had awoken him by kissing him and touching him. 
 
    What would he have to do to get that kind of treatment? What would he have to do or say to enjoy the caresses of her hands along his body? 
 
    He didn't dare ask, of course. She must've been able to guess how he was feeling, but he didn't need to confirm it for her. 
 
    In her first class, she tied his leash to her desk, and she told him to stay there on the floor. He kneeled, and he eventually pulled himself up into a ball as he watched and listened. 
 
    The teacher eventually arrived, and she started lecturing about the history of the world, specifically the different mechanisms that were being employed to ensure female supremacy. 
 
    At first, he didn't understand. Why were they talking about actuarial tables? The instructor continued, lecturing about how women live longer than men, and how this trend had become more pronounced. 
 
    Not only that, she also mentioned how a massive transfer of wealth was coming. For decades, males had owned most of the wealth in the world. But that was changing, and it would continue to change. Within only a few short years, women would have more money. And as men had discovered before them, money meant power and influence. It would allow them to reshape the culture. 
 
    Instinctively, Ethan tried to come up with arguments for why this had to be incorrect. Heat played along his features even as a different kind of fear spread to his core. 
 
    Her professor lectured about the eventuality and inevitability that women would rule. It had happened on the small island decades before when females rose up and seized control. Now they utilized technology and free economic advantage to ensure male compliance. If it happened here, it could happen everywhere. In fact, it would happen. 
 
    One her classmates raised their hands and started asking questions, Ethan could only listen and study the debate from one perspective: how long would it take? A few years? Decades? 
 
    That was her first class. After she finished taking her notes and after she was dismissed, Maya took her boy by the leash, and she guided him back through the hallways. 
 
    In the next class, her teacher started to talk about the ideal way to spank a boy. First, she lectured about the psychological implications. 
 
    "Spankings can have a profound effect. There is a sense of intimacy that can be shared between a boy and his owner, especially when he is face down on her lap." 
 
    Another student lifted her hand into the air. After waiting for acknowledgment from the teacher, she asked, "Does it have to be a facedown spanking? What if you just push a boy up against a wall or something like that?" 
 
    "And that's a great question," said the teacher. "And this might be a frustrating answer, but it depends. As with so many things in academia and in life, it depends on the other variables. Maybe the boy needs to be scared, so you want to spank him quickly. On the other hand, you can achieve a different kind of fear by having him stripped naked in front of you before you pull him across your lap. Do you want something sudden or do you want him to soak in the reality of what he is about to experience? Ultimately, it's up to you and what you think will be most effective for him." 
 
    At that moment, Ethan had been down on his knees, his nostrils flared, his nose twitching with aggravation. He hated that he had to listen to all of this. 
 
    And yet, he was learning. Sometimes, he actually wanted burst out laughing because this did technically qualify as "cultural exchange". 
 
    He was learning. He was learning all of the wrong lessons… 
 
    "I see one of our students has brought her boy into class today," said the teacher, drawing Ethan's attention away from his own thoughts. "Would you like to give a demonstration?" 
 
    "No, I think I'm good," Maya said, probably because she didn't want to do this in front of all of her classmates. 
 
    Immediately, Ethan let out a quick gasp of relief. 
 
    "You sure about that? You’d get some extra credit." 
 
    "How much extra credit?" Maya asked as she perked up. 
 
    Ethan wanted to growl back at his handler; he wanted to tell her that she couldn't possibly do that. There was no way he would be spanked in front of a classroom full of college girls. Reflexively, however, he also understood that if he argued with his owner, there could be consequences. It was best to stay quiet. 
 
    "Ten points," said the teacher. 
 
    Ethan had no idea what that meant, but Maya slid out of her desk, grabbed his leash, and stood. He was about to stand, only she chided him, "Crawl." 
 
    He only had a second to make up his mind, but he decided to obey her. Like an obedient boy, he crawled behind her. She walked over to the desk, and she pulled out the teacher's chair. She rolled it forward so everyone would be able to see her. Then she sat down with her back straight. "This boy is new," Maya explained to her teacher and classmates. "I've never seriously spanked him before." 
 
    "For the class then, how are you incentivizing his good behavior?" 
 
    "I use the shock collar. Frequently, and I know he really wants to get out of that chastity cage." 
 
    "Fascinating," said the teacher. "Boy, tell us about your chastity cage." 
 
    Yes, he had been noticed before, obviously. Only now, Ethan could feel all of those eyes on him. He looked out at a sea of young women, each of whom intended to learn what she could hear before heading out into the world. All of them would take their ideology with them. Each and every one of these young women would go out and join different corporations, political parties, and government agencies. They would influence the world. 
 
    For just an instant, Ethan genuinely wondered how many women it would take to alter the course of human history. One hundred? Ten? Just one? The right girl in the right spot at the right time, could alter everything, he knew. 
 
    "Speak, boy," Maya said to her exchange boy. 
 
    Resisting the urge to stare down at the floor and say nothing at all, Ethan instead forced himself to glance back at the teacher. He summoned all of his bravery even as those young women watched him and studied him. "I hate the chastity cage," he said simply. 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "As a reminder of what happened to me here since I arrived," he said, thinking it had been less than a full day since his plane landed. 
 
    "Does it remind you of your status?" 
 
    "Yes," he said. 
 
    "And what is your status? When you think of your chastity cage, what does that teach you? How does it remind you of where you are and how things are done here?" 
 
    Ethan glanced back at Maya; desperately, he hoped she might intervene, like she could interject something or say he didn't have to answer. Instead, she smiled at him as she waited for his response. Apparently, she was enjoying this just as much as the teacher and the rest of the college girls arrayed before him. 
 
    "What happens if I don't tell you what you want to hear?" Ethan demanded. 
 
    A couple of the girls' eyes widened. Others covered their mouths as they resisted the urge to start laughing. Ethan hardly noticed, however, especially because he kept his eyes locked on the teacher. The instructor didn't seem surprised. On the contrary, she watched him, and she waited several seconds before responding, "Your owner's right there. She can do whatever she wants with you. I imagine you don't want to embarrass her." 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because there are lots of ways to break a boy," said the teacher. 
 
    He dipped his head down. He stared at the floor for several seconds before he managed to lift his gaze up and face the girls again. "When I wear this chastity cage, it makes me think I have to do what I'm told." 
 
    "What's that called?" asked the professor. 
 
    Instantly, he understood what answer she expected to hear. His heart thundered faster in his chest, but he had to give her what she wanted. "Obedience." 
 
    "Good boy. Now tell us about how arousal makes you dumber." 
 
    Ethan sputtered. His mouth moved a couple of times, only he couldn't articulate a specific answer. His thoughts scattered as he glared at the teacher. No. He wasn't supposed to have to answer something like that. The question insulted him! 
 
    And yet, he still knew that he was surrounded. Maybe he wasn't naked, but that could change in an instant. They could strip him of his loose, buttoned shirt as well as his pants. 
 
    Inhaling slowly through his nostrils, he filled his lungs, and felt them expand. "Arousal doesn't make me dumber," he said. 
 
    "Yeah, it does," replied the teacher smoothly. "We have done countless studies. The more aroused the boy becomes, the more impaired his cognition also gets. He can't help it. You can't help it. That's one reason why we would like to keep you boys locked up." 
 
    "Do you want to try again?" Maya asked her boy. 
 
    "Fine. Arousal makes me dumber," he said. 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because when turned on, it's harder to think. I keep losing myself to different fantasies and ideas." 
 
    "How intense does it become?" 
 
    Even if he despised the interrogation, there was nothing he could do about it. "I don't know," he said, spinning away from her for a second. The girls around him tittered and giggled. He was flustered, and they loved seeing it. Finally, he faced the class again, "It's just hard, okay? Look, I get turned on. I'm a guy. I'm a guy, and I can't help it. These are just my instincts." 
 
    "Ladies, what happens when a boy's instincts get out of control? What happens when they are allowed to run wild?" 
 
    One young woman at the front of the class raised her hand. The teacher acknowledged her, so the girl answered, "Boys make terrible mistakes. That's how we end up with wars, shortsighted thinking, terrible planning, all of the major causes for social issues across the globe." 
 
    "Very nicely done, erotica." 
 
    "Can I spank my boy now?" Maya asked. 
 
    "Absolutely," said the teacher. 
 
    Maya reached up, and she grabbed her boy by the back of his collar. She dragged him down. She pushed him onto his knees, and then she leaned forward from her seat. First, she worked the buttons of his shirt. When his chest was exposed, a couple of the girls rolled their eyes, like they couldn't wait to get home to play with their own slaves. In the meantime, Maja didn't stop. She went down to his pants, and she opened them up, exposing his boxers. 
 
    "Stand up and pull down your underpants," she instructed. 
 
    He didn't want to obey. And yet, there were all of these girls here, and if Maya used his punishment phrase, they would all be able to do it… 
 
    That's why he stood up, he pulled down his pants, and then he found himself stripping, kicking off his trousers, and then shrugging off his top. Soon enough, he was naked, and his owner had him turn around. The girls inspected him. They studied him and marveled at his nudity. Maybe he wasn't the most attractive male they had ever seen, but he liked to work out. He went jogging, and he took care of himself. He was good enough… 
 
    More importantly, they savored the authority and power they wielded over him. As a group, they knew they could own this boy, just as every male could be controlled and subjugated. 
 
    Maya grabbed him again, pulling him down across her lap. "Okay, everyone. This boy might be new to the island, but I don't care. I'm going to punish him. I'm going to spank him right now." 
 
    "You did tell him why you’re punishing him?" asked the teacher as she adopted the Socratic method. 
 
    "Absolutely," said his owner. "Ethan, I'm spanking you because you are a boy, and you need this. You haven't been trained yet." But then she lowered her voice to a stage whisper, "Then again, I could punish you anyway because that's my prerogative." 
 
    He said nothing. He pressed his lips together, and he told himself this wouldn't affect him. He had already been shocked again and again. Those disciplinary electrocutions had sent hot voltage racing along his arms and legs. If he could tolerate that, then he could handle this as well. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    She smacked his ass. Her hand crashed down against his right, then his left. She slammed her palm down against his skin with all the force she possessed. 
 
    His eyes watered almost immediately. This wasn't supposed to hurt. It wasn't supposed to sting, not like that. And yet, he also experienced her proximity. There was something amazing about being so close to her, like there was this fear and intimacy mixed together. Her proximity triggered something deep within him, making his cock struggle against the metal confines of his chastity cage. 
 
    Fresh waves of pain splashed against him as she struck. She slapped his right butt cheek, then his left. She went for the right again. Three quick slaps landed in quick succession in that same spot. The pain burrowed through his psyche, making him wish he could retreat, even if that meant crawling away like a dog. 
 
    But she had him on a leash. She wouldn't release him. 
 
    "How do you feel now?" asked the teacher. 
 
    "I, I don't know!." 
 
    "Then let me give you a hint," said the instructor. "Ladies, when you spank a boy, he will feel instinctively vulnerable.. This is especially important, especially for boys who come from other cultures. You see, they haven't been raised with a proper understanding of their place in society. In their minds, women and men are supposed to be equal. A few of the truly deranged or deluded males actually believe that men have the potential to be superior." A couple of the students chuckled at that prospect. Others looked genuinely horrified, like they couldn't imagine anything more chaotic or insane. The teacher kept going, "But a spanking can help him. Like right now, he looks cowed. A spanking, especially when delivered properly, can give a boy the reassurance that he needs to be trained, owned, domesticated." 
 
    Domesticated. Like an animal. Like a slave. 
 
    Those concepts pumped through his head. He tried to push them aside, only he couldn't do it. 
 
    This new truth soaked into his head. 
 
    "Maya, I suggest you tell your slave what's going to happen next." 
 
    She grabbed him by his hands. She made him look up at her. "Ethan, I own you now. And that means I'm responsible for your training. Do you ever want to get out of that chastity cage?" 
 
    "Yes," he said. 
 
    "Then you're going to start addressing me as your Mistress." 
 
    His eyes narrowed like he didn't understand. 
 
    "You see, there's the word Master. That applies to a man, although it's a pretty antiquated term around here. You don't get to hear it very often. Isn't that right, everyone?" Her audience agreed, hooting and cheering. "Mistress, on the other hand, is something you hear all the time because lots of boys like you have learned to use it with girls like me. Now say it." 
 
    His chest contracted, and fresh adrenaline shot through his body. Even so, he didn't see any other options. "Yes, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    She had two more classes. 
 
    The next one covered accounting and economics. Specifically, they studied the behavioral patterns of women and men. Ethan hated it, especially because he kept hearing those obnoxious little comments about how males were inherently inferior. They weren't smart enough. They weren’t patient enough. They lacked a woman's intuition and clear head for numbers. The teacher lectured on and on about different kinds of psychological glitches. 
 
    Apparently, they all applied to men as the women learned to avoid them. 
 
    Boys could be useful, said the professor, if only as a case study in what behaviors and investment decisions to avoid. 
 
    Finally, she had her last class. Apparently, this was some kind of history course, but she didn't take him to the classroom. Instead, Maya escorted him over to a hook on the wall just outside of the classroom. She tied his leash to it, and then she patted him on the head. "You can wait here," she said. 
 
    Ethan didn't respond. 
 
    He had addressed her as his Mistress. That thought stayed with him. 
 
    Each time he looked up at her, he could feel something strange happening. 
 
    First, he feared her. Then he found himself yearning for her approval. He didn't know when that secondary impulse gripped him. Maybe it had always been there, especially because she was so beautiful. Maybe not. Either way, he could feel something changing within him. 
 
    It reminded him of a video he had watched. Another guy who had gone traveling and done several exchange programs had looked into his camera and concluded one of his clips with, "Guys, I know it can be scary and expensive, and the idea of going overseas can be pretty wild. You have got to do it. The world is a huge place, and you want to see how things are done. You get to meet new people, and it's just an amazing experience, so I can't recommend it enough. That said, brace yourself, because you need to learn. Travel changes you. You get to explore, and it will mean you get to be a different person." 
 
    Ethan was a different person; he was a slave. 
 
    But then he realized something. 
 
    He glanced up, and he saw how she had tied his leash to the hook. 
 
    He rose unsteadily to his feet and looked around. There weren't any women around; there was no one to see what he was doing. 
 
    He could remove the leash. He could pull it off of the hook. He could hold onto it and just start walking. He could break into a run, and sprint off of the campus. Maybe he could disappear. 
 
    If he could get his hands on a phone, he could call someone in the US, and he could get out of there! 
 
    Ethan pressed his lips together and reached up. He pulled the leash off of the hook. There. It was done. Technically, he could have replaced it. He could have pushed it up right back into position. 
 
    No. 
 
    He turned, and he started walking. With his head bowed down, he tried not to draw any attention. Again and again, he thought, No one needs to notice me because I'm just a regular guy going for a walk. Maybe my Mistress sent me off to take care of some business for her. If anyone asks, that's what I'm going to say. 
 
    Those thoughts provided some small solace, only then he passed the last academic building, crossed a large lawn, and now he found himself on the edge of her campus. 
 
    He stopped there. What if she had instituted fresh geo-programming? What if there is an invisible fence that kept him locked up at school? 
 
    There was only one way he could find out. 
 
    Remembering that time was working against him, Ethan stepped off of the campus. He put his right shoe onto the sidewalk, then his left. After that, he stuffed his hands into his pockets, and he started walking as fast as he could. 
 
      
 
    "Are you lost?" someone asked him. Of course, it was a female voice. 
 
    Ethan glanced over his shoulder, and he saw three women walking toward him. They were older, probably in their 30s. They looked like a group of friends who had gone downtown to enjoy some shopping. 
 
    "I think he's lost," said one of her friends. 
 
    "Worse, trying to run away," said the third. 
 
    If Ethan had stopped and tried to talk to them, maybe he would have been able to negotiate; perhaps he would have been able to convince them that he was on an errand or something for his Mistress. He could have looked humble, sweet, and innocent. He could have focused on portraying that sense of cheerful obedience that his owner wanted from him. 
 
    He didn't have an owner! At least, that's what he told himself. 
 
    And with that fear pumping through his body, something inside of Ethan broke. He turned, and he ran. He started sprinting. Those women were going to call the cops. They were going to track him down. He didn't know how, but it didn't matter. 
 
    He disappeared behind one building. He ran hard, ducking from one alley to the next. Then, just hoping to hide and evade capture for a little while longer, he pushed himself up into the corner behind a dumpster. He bowed his head down, and he tried to shrink into a small ball. It was pathetic, he knew, but if he could avoid capture for a while, they would probably give up on tracking him. Then he could just grab a cell phone. That was all he needed. If he could get his hands on a device for just a few minutes, maybe he would stand a chance… 
 
    Then he heard footsteps. 
 
    Someone opened the dumpster and threw away some garbage. 
 
    The aroma assaulted his senses, but he managed to ignore it. 
 
    More time went by. 
 
    A few minutes? More likely hours. 
 
    Then he heard footsteps again, he braced himself. He closed his eyes and tried to be invisible. 
 
    "Hello, Ethan," came a familiar voice. It was Maya, and he jerked his head up. His eyes widened as he stared at her. "You know, that was a very, very bad idea," she told Ethan as she leaned forward and rested her hands on her knees. "Now, give me the leash." It still dangled from his collar. He had bought it up and pushed it into his pockets or held onto it. 
 
    Ethan jumped to his feet. He wouldn't go back. He wouldn't be enslaved! Clinging to the last of his defiance, he dashed down the alleyway; swinging his arms, he kept his feet to the ground as he worked up as much speed as he could possibly possess. 
 
    "Bad boy!" 
 
    The jolt of electricity slammed into him. It was two or three times stronger than anything he had experienced before. He stumbled, hitting the ground hard. He scraped his palms and his knees. He ripped his pants. 
 
    The next thing he knew, he was on his back, and Maya stood over him. He was about to try to stand again, only she lifted her boot and pressed it down against his sternum. "No," she said. "You won’t be going anywhere except home with me." She grabbed his leash, yanked, and stood over him. Right as he tried to get up, she called out, "Bad boy, bad boy, bad boy!" That storm of electricity coursed through his body, wrecking his defenses. 
 
      
 
    She took him back into her room this time. She pushed him down onto her bed, she spread his arms and his legs, and she strapped him down. She used another set of restraints. The cuffs encircled his wrist and his ankles. These were metal; they couldn't possibly be broken or bent. He wouldn't be able to tear free. 
 
    Then she straddled him, and she leaned forward. There was this smirk on her lips. "You know, I have heard throughout my life the boys can be really, really dumb, but most of the ones I have met are trained. They grew up in our society, and have learned how to behave. You obviously need a lesson. I'm hoping you have already picked up on half of it because you didn't like it when I shocked you back in that alley, did you?" Without waiting for him to respond to, she chuckled and shook her head. "No, you don't want to be a bad boy. You don't like it when I call you a bad boy." 
 
    She casually shocked him twice, delivering those bursts of voltage into his body. The microphone built into his collar picked up on her voice, registered two commands, and unleashed the electrodes. As the energy sizzled across his frame, he jerked and twisted, desperate for escape, only he wasn't going to get it. 
 
    "Tell me I'm your superior," she commanded. 
 
    After a day of running, a day of lectures and fear, a day of knowing his chances of success were almost nonexistent, he saw the truth. On this island, men were inferior. They were owned, and they couldn't possibly escape. Trying to fight and resist that underlying truth had been a dumb mistake. 
 
    He was a boy who just made a dumb choice because he was dumb because boys were dumb. Again and again, those words pumped through his head. He could feel the ideas bounce back and forth over and over again. 
 
    "You’re my superior," he panted out. 
 
    "And what about Cindy?" 
 
    "She's my superior!" 
 
    "Are you telling me that a little girl is going to be more mature than you?" 
 
    "Yes…" After a second, he recognized the mistake. Unprompted, he told her, "Yes, Mistress. That little girl is more mature than me." Those words grated against his psyche, only he didn't have any other choice. And as he spoke, he saw the truth of what he said. 
 
    "Did you plan your escape? Did you really think about what you were going to do?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," he said with an edge of guilt in his voice. "I saw a chance, and I took it." 
 
    "You saw the chance to be foolish, and you seized it." She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. "You decided to be a bad boy because you couldn't help yourself. You listened to your worst instincts. You could have been a good boy, but you wanted to be a bad boy instead. You thought you would be defiant. By being defiant, you became a bad boy. Is that what you want to do?" She chuckled. Each time he flinched and twisted against his bonds, but he couldn't escape the shackles locked around his wrists and ankles. Spread out with his arms and legs pointed toward the corners of her bed, he couldn't go anywhere, and she knew it. 
 
    "I'm sorry!" 
 
    "Are you going to make those mistakes again?" 
 
    "No, Mistress!" 
 
    She leaned forward, crawling across his chest. Her fingers pushed down against his shoulders, and she looked right into his eyes. "Convince me." 
 
    His breathing quickened, but he let the words tumble out. He didn't stop to think about what he was saying or what those words really meant as he called out, "Mistress, I, I'm sorry. Sorry I tried to run away. That, that was stupid. I was stupid for trying to escape. I'm a boy, and I have to do is you say. You are my superior, Mistress and that's why you have collared me. I, I belong to you," he said, calling out one word after another. If he hoped to lie to her, he failed. As hard as he tried, every declaration sounded true to him. He was being honest. He really meant it. 
 
    "Good," she said. She patted him on the head. Then she reached down, and she pulled out a tie. She held it up in front of his face. "You meant that," she said. It wasn't a question. "Down underneath all of the nonsense you have observed over the course of your life, you know who you are and where you belong, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," he told her. 
 
    "Say it again," she told him.  
 
    "Mistress, I know where I belong," he said as he could feel his psychological architecture reorient itself. For so long, he had believed he could be equal to any woman. But now he saw he was wrong. He had been incorrect. More importantly, he lived in this society now. He was only supposed to stay for a year. But what if she didn't let him go? What if she decided she expected him to stay? Or what if she taught him that he wanted to stay? She could control every facet of his life. 
 
    She would win. 
 
    His Mistress had already defeated him… 
 
    "Mistress, I belong to you. I am your inferior, it is my responsibility to serve you to the best of my ability," he said, parroting the words and phrases he had picked up in just one day at her college. Where would he be in a week? A month? 
 
    That's why she unlocked his cock. She freed him from the Chastity Cage as she leaned down and kissed him. She didn't have to do anything. She could continue to tease him or leave him there and come back in a couple of hours, only to lock him up again. 
 
    Instead, she kissed him passionately. She pressed her lips down against his mouth and she enjoyed the way he squirmed beneath her. She made out with him like that for long, delicious minutes. She loved the way he squirmed and twisted against his restraints. He couldn't escape, but those instincts remained. "I'm keeping you on a very, very short leash. You will obey me, my mother, even my little sister because we all outrank you because we are women, and what are you?" 
 
    "Your inferior," he said. "I'm your inferior, Mistress," he said.  
 
    "That's because you embarrassed me, isn't it? You forgot all about the GPS tracker in your collar. It was so easy for me to find you!" She giggled. "You never had any chance at escape. You are just a boy who got lost and needed his owner to come get him." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    That's when she lifted her skirt and peeled off her tights. She pulled off her panties, exposing her sex. She straddled his face, pushed her pussy down against his mouth and ordered him to lick. He obeyed. His tongue darted and played along her crevice. He serviced her, worshiping her just as she expected. His tongue penetrated the walls of her sex. He went in deep. He pulled back. He licked her hard and fast, giving this young woman everything he possessed just as she expected and demanded. 
 
    Then she pulled back. "Should I have sex with you?" 
 
    He wanted to beg, only a different voice prompted a better answer. "That is your decision, Mistress." 
 
    "Yes, it is," she replied as she grabbed his stiffened cock and leaned down. "Don't get spoiled, boy. Normally it's going to be a few weeks, maybe a few months between times like this. You can always service me with your mouth. That's what real sex usually feels like. But right now, I want the novelty of your boy part right between my legs." She uttered those words as she claimed him, lowering herself down and imprisoning his cock right between the walls of her pussy. She tensed and tightened. She rose up and slid right back down. "It can be me, my mother, my sister, any woman who gives you a command. You will obey. I'm your owner, but we all outrank you. Say it." 
 
    "You, you all outrank me," he agreed. 
 
    "Who's at the top of the hierarchy?" She asked as she started to speed up. 
 
    "You, Mistress. You are at the top of the hierarchy! Women are at the top of the hierarchy. Men are at the bottom. We are at the bottom because we are slaves!" 
 
    Maybe she intended to ask another question, but she reveled in the heat and friction of their bodies as she rubbed against his cock. She took him and turned him into little more than a living dildo. He became her plaything. She teased her toy, going up and down. 
 
    Then she sped up. Her hair bounced against her shoulders, and she lost herself to that rhythm. Heat and anticipation mixed together, becoming more and more powerful with every second. Those desires coalesced, snowballing into something she couldn't control until she clenched down, threw her head back, and slapped her blonde mane against her shoulder blades. 
 
    Then she cried out, and she tensed again. He felt it, and he still had to wait. "Now. You can come right now," she said. If he messed this up, he wouldn't get another opportunity. 
 
    Her boy yielded. He focused, and he surrendered. Wild pleasure shot through his frame. The excitement morphed into a blazing inferno of satisfaction as he pumped. He threw everything he had into this orgasm. It rocketed along his body. 
 
    Then she drew away, she lowered herself down, and she rested her head on his shoulder. "One more time. Say it." 
 
    "Mistress, I belong to you because I'm your inferior," he said and meant it. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
The |






