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Part 3: The Hunt

Over the next couple of days, Jake spent his time studying, learning his way around, and generally doing his best to stay out of Alyssa’s way. Even so, he occasionally saw her on his floor. He would be heading back down toward the bathrooms or coming from a class, and he would catch a glimpse of her. She might be turning a corner, or he would see a flicker of her blonde hair as she talked to one of the other boys.

Every time, he would hold his breath, worried that she might notice him. Of course, if he tried to hide in his own room, it didn’t do very much good either. She could walk in whatever she wanted. As the RA, she had the right to inspect every room. Heck, she probably didn’t even need to use that excuse.

But when he saw her, he deferentially addressed her as, “Miss Alyssa.” She would smile at him, apparently comfortable with his subservience.

On the Thursday night of their first week, she called all of the young men under her supervision into the common area. Jake and the others charged out of their rooms. Some of them were in their pajamas. Others remained dressed from the day. It was getting close to curfew, so they would have to hurry because they needed to be in bed by nine.

Every time Jake thought of that, he couldn’t help but tense up and shake his head. On the one hand, he wanted to protest this. He also knew that it wasn’t going to do any good.

“Boys, I want to let you know that there’s going to be a party tomorrow. It will be expected that you all attend. You should get the text tomorrow morning. Remember to dress well, and be on your best behavior.”

The boys glanced back at one another.

One guy raised his hand. Alyssa called on him, so he tentatively asked, “is there going to be a theme to this party?”

“Yes,” she said. “There is a theme, but it’s supposed to be a secret until tomorrow morning.”

One of the other guys, someone sitting closer to Alyssa quickly spoke up. “Come on. You can tell us!” He winked and smiled at her. Jake didn’t know this guy particularly well. His name was Brad or Chad or something like that. But he was also incredibly handsome with perfect teeth, a big smile, and broad shoulders. He was the kind of boy who could walk into any class and automatically enjoy the attention of pretty much every female in the room including the teacher’s.

“I’m really not supposed to say anything,” she said, but her eyes lingered on the boy up front.

Jake rolled his eyes, simultaneously annoyed and jealous at the same time. He knew it was dumb, especially since he didn’t want Alyssa’s attention. And yet, there was still that frustrated little fact because he knew that the rules would be interpreted differently for different guys.

Sure, the girls probably faced something similar. Different people always experience the world differently based off of charisma. Someone bright and shiny will get more than someone dour and frustrating. But with boys, it seemed to be so much worse.

“Please?” The cute boy upfront actually held his hands together, as though begging.

Jake wondered if that guy had ever been spanked. He hoped so, and the thought almost made Jake feel a little bit better.

“Are you begging?” Alyssa teased.

This guy had absolutely no dignity, no self-respect! “Yes. I’m begging! I’m begging because I really want to know! Come on. If there is a theme, then we have to get the right outfits and everything.”

The right outfits?

Jake silently shook his head, only to freeze because Alyssa glanced in his direction. No, it was better that he didn’t move. Even if he wanted to criticize the other guy, Jake should have been grateful that Chad or Brad or whatever his name was took all of her attention.

“You boys and your clothes,” Alyssa said. “I swear, you are all a bunch of prancing ponies.”

Jake really wanted to point out that this was just one more stupid stereotype. Not every boy worried about his fashion choices.

“Okay, so that might be true,” Brad or Chad said. “But we really need to know!”

“So you’re going to try to stay up all night planning?”

“No, Miss Alyssa,” the guy said without any hint of irony or dignity. “I just really want to know! We have to go to sleep for curfew, but it would be really nice to start thinking about it. You think? And hey, if we do a good job, then you can take credit for it because you’re our fearless leader!”

Jake felt the muscles in his legs tense up.

What was wrong with this guy? Why would he do this to all of them? But being such a ditz, he made every guy in the room sound like an idiot.

“Please? Pretty please? Pretty please with sugar and ice cream and cherries and all the good stuff on top? Pretty please? I’ll even throw in some marshmallows!”

Alyssa was obviously enjoying this, but she held up her hands, silencing Brad or Chad. “Okay. Okay, you’ve won me over.”

“Yeah!” Brad or Chad cried out as though this had been some meaningful victory.

“It’s going to be a toga party. That’s all I can tell you right now, but start thinking about what this might mean. I’m sure you boys will come up with some good stuff.”

A few of the guys applauded politely. Jake kept his hands by his sides, at least until Miss Alyssa glanced in his direction again. Then he started clapping as he did his best to go unnoticed.

Friday.

Jake had one morning class, and then he was free for the rest of the day. He knew that this was going to be futile and pretty much destined for failure, but he had to find Morgan Taylor. Yes, he knew where she lived, but he also knew that walking into that den of female supremacy would be pretty much impossible.

He would show up, begging to be admitted, and then the girls would probably just laugh at him. Maybe Morgan would hear about his visit. Maybe not.

No, if he really wanted to talk to her, he had to just accidentally “bump” into her. That’s why he started wandering around the campus, strolling between the buildings. He had his backpack on so he could claim that he was on his way to go study or something. He was a college student. That was a believable excuse, right?

As he walked around, Jake did his best to not get nervous, but that proved to be pretty much impossible, especially when he passed the bigger groups of girls.

Inevitably, one or two of them would check him out. For the most part, they were polite, just smiling or maybe flashing a quick wave. But then there were the girls who made the more predatory movements, calling out to him.

“Hey, boy! Want to come over here for a little chat?”

“You’re cute! I should take you home with me!”

“Yo! Take it off!”

Each time, he kept his face aimed down at the pavement. Usually, the girls would just laugh as he walked away, but he had heard stories of young women becoming offended, grouping up around the boy, maybe picking on him. It was easy enough to imagine those girls encircling him, shoving him to the ground, maybe ripping off his clothing…

Chastity locks for boys were encouraged to avoid certain kinds of unwanted sexual behavior.

He tried not to think about that even as he felt the plastic around his cock.

As Jake walked along the campus, he found himself relaxing into the milieu. There was something magical about being on a college campus. It felt different, with the buzzing energy of so many young people eager to learn and change the world. Even the students who were bored seemed to vibrate with a certain kind of anticipation. It was amazing. It was magical.

He was grateful to be here, which made him think of Morgan Taylor again, the girl with his key.

But was that the only reason why he wanted to see her?

It had been more than three months without an orgasm. By this point, his desperate arousal had become this background buzz of sensation, a hunger he could never quite satisfy, an itch he could never really scratch. But at least he could still focus now.

When he was really honest with himself, he knew that he worked better this way. It was dumb to admit, and he wouldn’t tell anyone, but he had been working out and studying so much harder since she locked him up.

Jake had heard misandrist stories about girlfriends deciding to lock their boyfriends up. Theoretically, this was just supposed to be an urban legend or maybe a common fantasy online, but the idea was simple. Lock up a boy’s junk, and suddenly he would become so much more devoted. He would become eager and desperate to serve his girlfriend—now called his keyholder.

Jake didn’t want to think about that, but he wondered what he would be willing to do for Morgan.

As he thought about it, his shaft started to harden again. Taking another breath of warm, late summer air, he continued to scan the people around him. By this point, it was getting closer to noon, which meant most of the morning classes had let out, and there weren’t many Friday afternoon classes.

Instead, he was going to have to go back to the dorms.

He would have to get ready for that “toga party.” He shook his head, thinking that was such a huge cliché. Was this supposed to be fun?

He would show up, hang out with a bunch of drunk girls, and probably get groped. And yes, the girls would say that he should be flattered because it was a form of a complement. They didn’t really care whether or not he wanted to get his shoulders, arms, or buttocks pinched. To them, it was just a game. They didn’t have to put up with that kind of harassment, so they didn’t care about it.

His nostrils flared as he thought of all of this and more. But finally, Jake headed back to his dorm, disappointed because he never found her.

When Jake got to his dorm, he saw the guys chatting. He started picking up on bits of conversation. “This is going to be wild.” A few seconds later, he heard someone call out, “I can’t wait. Our first college party!” Another boy said, “I’m going to be the best sex slave ever!”

What?

Jake stopped, thinking that he must’ve misheard. But then he approached the boys. “I thought it was just a toga party,” he confessed, hoping these guys would correct him.

The guys looked up at him, then back at each other, and they started laughing.

Jake knew he wasn’t good at this, so he just held back his frustration for a few more seconds. Some guys knew how to play with the girls. They knew what the women wanted to see and hear.

“Yeah, it’s toga party, but it’s going to be Roman-themed. The girls are going to be the empresses and centurions.”

“So that means we have to be the slaves,” Jake said, finishing the thought for him.

“Well, you don’t have to be a slave, but if you really want to be popular, it’s probably a good idea,” said the guy.

Exhaling slowly, Jake looked around the rest of the room and saw what his classmates were doing. They had already started to fold sheets into different patterns, most of which left their chests exposed.

“You know what you’re going to do?”

“Not really,” Jake said, wishing that he didn’t have to deal with this. He figured he would go back to his room, pull out his phone, and try to find something reasonably appropriate and dignified.

“If you want, I can help you,” said the guy. He held out his hand, ready to shake Jake’s.

Jake didn’t like this, not one bit, and he was tempted to blame the boy right in front of him. But then Jake reminded himself that it wasn’t his fault.

“My name is Sam,” the guy said as they shook.

“Jake.”

“Good to meet you,” said Sam.

As Jake sat in the common room with the other guys, he couldn’t help but marvel at the kind of energy radiating out from these young men. In theory, they were all college students, each and every one of them there to get an education. And yet, this was the real class and test all rolled together for most of these guys.

So many of them were talking about the different girls and who might be there. They had only been on campus for a week, but they had been studying the girls, learning about who is most popular and most likely to be successful.

At one point, Jake heard a guy say, “I really want to marry a doctor. I think doctors are just amazing.” And of course, being a doctor also meant being a female by default.

Jake could feel his nostrils twitch. It was one thing to hear this kind of stuff coming from the girls. They were raised to think that they deserved to be in control at all times. But the guys?

Technically, he didn’t think brainwashing really existed, but there could be so many different forms of social control. He had read about that in an article online once. Sure, that piece had been talking about class warfare, but it applied to gender as well?

Maybe. Jake wasn’t well-educated enough to know. But that was the whole point. That’s why he went to college in the first place!

“Okay,” Sam announced. “This is going to look good.”

When the other guy stepped back, Jake tensed, scared of what this might look like. Someone had brought a full-length mirror out to the side of the room. Other boys were checking themselves out. Mostly, they flexed their muscles and did everything they could to appear as impressive as possible.

Tonight, they’d be on the hunt.

No. Not really. These boys were prey eager to attract the attention of the huntresses who inhabited the college.

As Jake thought about this, he wondered how many of the other guys in the room really understood this. More likely than not, they didn’t care. This was just going to be a fun night for them.

Then Sam came up to him and held up a flimsy piece of fabric.

When Jake saw it, he gave a quick shake of his head, “Oh, hell no.”

Sam grinned at him, then said, “Oh, hell yes!”

Jake lost the argument. Flustered and embarrassed, he tried to say something about how the boys shouldn’t allow themselves to be objectified, and the idea of wearing such a demeaning costume was absolutely absurd. They were college students! They didn’t need to dress up like slutty boys to try to impress the girls. But then he looked around the rest of the room and could tell right away that he had already lost the argument before it even started.

To make matters worse, Sam came up to him and said, “Hey, man. It’s okay. It really is. If you don’t want to wear something like this, you don’t have to. But this is what the girls want to see. And tonight, it’s all about making them feel good. If you want to meet Mrs. Right, you need to play the game.”

“Fine,” Jake said, taking the flimsy piece of fabric.

He put it on, and he glanced back in the mirror when he finished.

Like so many of the other college boys, he now wore a flimsy little “toga”. It was short, leaving his legs mostly exposed. Then a thin piece of fabric looped over his shoulder, leaving his arms and chest mostly bare.

“Aren’t we going to get cold?” Jake asked, feeling lame.

The guys around him just laughed.

Then someone else added, “Probably. That’s why you just have to find a nice, strong girl to keep you warm.”

When the boys left the dormitories, Alyssa wasn’t anywhere around. Instead, it seemed to be Sam who took the lead, and the others just followed. That was fine with Jake.

When they headed off campus and toward some of the larger sorority houses, Jake started to hope that maybe they would go to Morgan’s. Then again, he wondered if this would break her order. She told him not to contact her. But if he just happened to be there because all of the other boys were expected to go, that wasn’t his fault, was it? He couldn’t be blamed for that, could he?

At first, he dreaded the possibility that Morgan Taylor might see him like this, probably because he still entertained that adorably naïve notion that he would be able to win her respect.

Lots of boys said it was important to be respected by their future girlfriends and wives. Even if this notion of respect was different from what those same females would offer their colleagues, bosses, and friends, it still counted as respect. Right?

Jake wasn’t so sure, especially from some of the comments he saw online.

But again, the rules were different and weird for so many different dynamics. Whenever guys went online and complained about harassment, for example, lots of women would rise up and say that it was a problem caused by a few bad apples, and mostly the boys should learn to relax anyway.

At first, Jake felt pretty decent with the other guys, mostly because he didn’t need to worry about being judged. Sure, there might be a couple of whispered to comments as some of the guys worked to assess who was in the most likely to succeed tonight, but Jake blocked that stuff out easily enough. At least he didn’t need to worry about the girls.

Not yet.

Only then they were on the porch, and Jake stifled his disappointment. This wasn’t Morgan’s sorority house. Their school was big, with the dozens of sororities, so the chances hadn’t been on his side. And yet, maybe he had just hoped that the universe would be nice to him this time.

Focusing on tonight, he scanned the room, realizing he needed to add another goal his agenda: avoid Alyssa.

Because he saw her within the span of just a few seconds.

When they walked into the sorority house, they were on the first floor. A long staircase cut across the center of the room, leading to a landing and banisters up overhead. As the boys gathered on the ground floor, a group of girls were already positioned above them.

“Hello, gentlemen,” said one young woman. She was gorgeous with black hair pulled back into a pair of sexy pigtails. Every time she moved her head it, those pigtails whipped back and forth like tentacles.

“Thank you all for coming.” And she smiled, making it seem as though they had a choice. “Tonight, we’re going to play the usual games. I’m sure a lot of you will be flirting with the sisters here tonight. There will be dancing and some drinking. If you’re very good, maybe someone will offer you a beer.”

That was one of the mostly unspoken rules on campus. Even if the guys weren’t legally old enough to drink, they could still be offered alcohol by the sisters. It was totally illegal, not that the administrators cared. These were all kids out looking to have fun. And if sometimes the boys got drunk and stuff got out of hand, they were supposed to be capable of making their own decisions. So really, it was their own fault.

Then he thought of that old argument.

If anything happened to the guys here tonight, lots of people would hear about it and blame the boys. Why? Because they were dressed like this.

Jake looked down at his costume and experienced a spike of apprehension. Then he looked up, and he saw all of the girls studying him and the rest of his group. Knowing that he was part of a pack made him feel slightly better. And yet, he saw Alyssa, and their eyes met, and Jake wished he could just retreat somewhere. Unfortunately, based off of the angles, he couldn’t actually hide. She could study him like a predator looking for her prey as much a she wanted.

His buttocks still ached from the spanking. More than that, she knew about his chastity cage, which meant that he wouldn’t really be her target. Right?

Unfortunately, he still had his mouth, which meant she could demand oral service. She could take that all night if she wanted.

And because she was his RA, he couldn’t really say no.

The thought swirled through his head as he consciously studied the other girls. Unsurprisingly, they were all gorgeous. They wore short skirts and tight tank tops. It was still early enough in the semester that it was pretty warm during the day. As the sun was now starting to set, it would get colder and colder. Lots of those girls would probably offer the boys jackets or coats or something.

The girls could demonstrate that they could be chivalrous and considerate, which meant the boys needed to be grateful.

“Now, we’re going to continue a long tradition tonight. The Pleasure Hunt.”

The boys glanced back at one another in search of reassurance.

“Don’t worry. Basically, you are all dressed so adorably, we just can’t help ourselves. You see, all of the girls here want to talk to you. But it’s not really fair for all of us to try to figure out who gets to talk with whom.” Silently, Jake wondered if maybe the boys should have something to say about it. Of course, he didn’t raise his voice or draw attention to himself. “So this is what we do. We have the Pleasure Hunt. Tonight, we are going to chase you with these.” All at once, the girls pulled paintball guns out from behind their backs. When Jake saw them, he felt that ripple of fear from the other guys. Several of the boys stepped back.

The girls saw this and chuckled. A few of them winked or waved, like that would be enough to make up for this proposed “game”.

Jake found himself whispering, “This is BS. We shouldn’t have to do this.”

“Man, it’s just a game,” Sam said. “Let the girls have their fun.”

Jake pressed his lips together. Someone else whispered, “Yeah. This is why we were admitted in the first place. Remember what Alyssa said at orientation? We need to be sociable. This is sociable.”

Jake couldn’t tell if these guys were trying to reassure him or themselves, but it didn’t really matter.

“The rules are simple, boys,” said the sorority president. “If you get shot, you belong to the huntress who shot to you for the rest of the night.”

“She can’t be serious,” Jake muttered, doing his best to keep his voice low.

“It’s just a game,” one of the boys reiterated.

“Other than that, there really are no rules. Feel free to run as much as you like. But don’t worry. We will find you.” The girls all chuckled.

That’s when the president announced, “Three. Two…”

The guys looked at one another, suddenly confused. Was it starting just like that? Wasn’t there going to be some other discussion or something?

“One!” The president grinned, waved her arms, and shouted, “Go!”

Still stunned by this turn of events, the boys didn’t move, not until the girls started rushing down the staircase. There were three of them in each row, and the front runners started jumping the steps three or four at the time as though they had done this a bunch before.

The guys finally started moving, spinning around, pushing against one another.

They had to run. Run now!

Against the sounds of laughing girls, the hunt was on!

Jake quickly broke from the pack, running hard. He felt ridiculous in his “toga,” especially since he could still feel the weight of the chastity cage between his legs. Sure, he had gotten used to running with the device, but he usually wore more clothing.

He started to hear the sounds of paintball guns. The swish of pellets cut through the air, and then he heard the grunts of boys as they were shot.

Glancing over his shoulder, he got a glimpse of another dude who was basically just jogging. What the hell?

Jake put a lot of distance between them, but then the boy was shot, threw his hands up, and said, “You got me!”

That’s when Jake understood.

A lot of these guys didn’t mind getting caught. They would prance around, pretending that this was a hunt when really they couldn’t wait to be captured. They had already dressed up like pleasure slaves. Because really, that’s what they were.

Jake sprinted over to a tree, darted behind the thick trunk, and panted as he took a look at the rest of the street.

Lots of young men were running as best they could, sprinting. They probably thought this was their opportunity to play hard to get. Literally.

For his part, Jake scanned the different groups. At first, he didn’t see anything to alarm him. This all looked normal enough. But then one of the girls shot a guy, he fell, rolling on the grass of the front yard. When he got up, he found the girl in front of him, only now she reached into her purse and took something out.

Jake had to squint. It was small as it dangled from her hand.

Then he realized exactly what it was. A collar. He couldn’t tell if it was a dog collar or maybe something sleek and sexy from some specialty shop. Either way, Jake gulped, wondering what it would feel like to have a band around his neck.

Frankly, he didn’t want to find out, especially when he saw the girl walking toward him.

Tonight, she had on a white dress with a black purse. The strap hung down across her chest and between her breasts. As the blonde strode toward him, walking confidently in her high heels, Jake felt extremely exposed.

But then he jerked back behind the tree trunk, and he had to wonder. Had Alyssa spotted him?

Yes.

A cruel smile curved along her lips, and she started laughing. She didn’t run, but she did call out, “Here, boy! Come on. We both know I’m going to get you. You might as well stop now.”

Jake turned and ran, sprinting to the right. Then he heard her steps continue, clicking along the street.

What was he supposed to do?

Theoretically, he could outrun her. But then, he knew that he needed some of the other guys and sorority sisters to see him at the party. That’s why he kept running, making it another block or two before doubling back. He followed the easiest route, always checking over his shoulder just make sure Alyssa didn’t find him.

But then he stepped back onto the main boulevard, the one which would lead right back to the sorority house. And that’s when he glanced up and saw her, just twenty or thirty feet ahead.

“You boys are so predictable,” she said.

Jake didn’t know what he had done wrong, but he was new on campus, so he didn’t really understand the best ways to sneak between the buildings. Then again, Alyssa had played this game before. She’d probably studied maps, learning how the boys operated.

Even as those explanations flashed through his head, Jake jumped to the right, just in time to avoid her first barrage. Three pellets cut through the air, hissing just above his shoulder as he fell. Luckily, he hit the grass.

She’s kept shooting, adjusting her aim. He scrambled forward.

“You’re cute when you crawl!” Alyssa called out, taunting him.

Then he started to wonder if she missed on purpose. Maybe she liked watching him run.

Jake didn’t know for sure, but he didn’t like the idea of “belonging to her” for the night, whatever that meant.

Besides, maybe a different girl would shoot him; he would’ve laughed at the idea, except it really was his only hope. Yeah, right.

She shot again, pulling the trigger with ease. Crawling, he scampered on his knuckles and knees. As he did so, he could feel the hem of his toga rise up. And she laughed. She pulled out her phone and snapped a picture. “Oh, this is going to be a good one,” she said.

Returning both hands to her paint gun, she aimed again. “I do like hunting you, Jake, but I have big plans for you tonight.”

With her eyes on the sight, he turned around, raised his hands, and hoped maybe she would leave off the indignity of actually firing. But her finger started to twitch, and he knew this was futile. He closed his eyes, wondering exactly which spot she would choose. Some of the cruelest girls shot boys right between their legs…

Eyes shut, he braced himself. He heard the pulse of air as the paint pellet snapped out of the barrel. But it didn’t hit his body. He didn’t experience that shock of pain. Instead, it splashed against something plastic or metal?

Opening his eyes, Jake looked straight ahead, right at Alyssa. Her hands were covered in paint. It splashed on the gun as well. Then he looked down, saw that she had missed. Another paint pellet had hit the grass to his right. Then, in his peripheral vision, he saw the other figure. He turned and saw a girl with dark red hair.

Morgan Taylor.

“He’s mine,” she said.

Jake turned to the redheaded girl. At first, he couldn’t believe it. Morgan! After the last week of searching for her, he had started to wonder if maybe she transferred out or something. Maybe she had graduated early? But now, she stood there, bad and ready with her gun aimed right at Alyssa.

“Hey!” whined the RA. “You’re not supposed to shoot me!”

“You were going to shoot my boy,” Morgan said.

Alyssa, maybe having already had a few drinks, didn’t catch on right away. Brows crinkled with confusion as she pointed right at Jake. “He doesn’t have any paint on him!” She sounded infuriated, like she couldn’t believe her friend would break the rules.

Morgan tilted her weapon to the side, casually aiming it at Jake before she pulled the trigger. He felt that splattered paint against his chest.

“There,” Morgan said.

Alyssa’s face turned bright red. “That is not fair,” she protested again.

“Caitlin and I are best friends. You really want to go talk to her about it? Because you can if you want.”

Caitlin. Who is that? Jake didn’t know, but some of the color drained away from Alyssa’s cheeks as the name hit her.

“It’s fine,” Alyssa finally said, sounding sullen. She dropped the weapon down, aiming the barrel toward the ground. Then she marched off.

Jake looked over at Morgan, but he didn’t know what to say. His mind turned blank as static resonated between his ears.

“On your knees,” she said.

He obeyed at once, falling into position. “Thank you,” he said, holding up his hands.

“Why?”

“Because, I think she was going to be mean to me,” he confessed.

She walked up to him, reached down into her purse, and pulled out a dark blue dog collar. It even came decorated with little white bones along at the edges. “What makes you think I’m going to be any better?” Morgan asked with a wicked smile.

That’s when it dawned on him. Over the last three months, Jake had been somehow stupidly assuming she cared about him or wanted him as more than a plaything. But now he looked up along the length of her body. From the neck down, she was just like any other girl, gorgeous with her breasts, her toned legs, and her tight waist. In fact, he felt himself pulled magnetically toward her, just as he did with lots of other attractive women.

But then he saw her eyes, and he could read that distant cruelty right there.

She had been teasing him, playing with him, toying with him. He parted his lips, hoping he could find words to say, but she pulled the collar tight around his neck. The material pushed down against his skin, making it slightly harder to breathe. She didn’t want to choke him. Instead, she simply wished to make sure that he didn’t forget his new status.

“Jake, Jake, Jake,” she said, repeating his name. Every breath made it clear he belonged to her. “I’m going to take you back to the party, and I’m going to lead you around all night. Tell me you understand.”

“Yes, Miss Morgan. I understand.”

He hoped that by giving her this honorific, she might decide to be nicer to him. Or maybe she would just get bored and let go? A boy could hope.

“That’s not good enough,” she said, reaching down into her purse once more. She had already locked the collar around his throat. What else could she add?

When she talked about leading him around, Morgan had meant it literally. “That’s a leash,” he said, the words popping out of his mouth.

“Smart boy,” she agreed before she attached the leash, hooking it onto the small ring now dangling from the base of his throat.

Then she turned, tugged, and started walking.

“Before we get back to the party, I should tell you that I have been pretty impressed. I expected you to start calling me frantically within a week or two.”

“You told me not to call you. You told me not to contact you.”

“That’s right,” she said, tossing a glance in his direction. “But boys get so frustratingly selfish sometimes. They know what they’re supposed to do, but they start thinking with their cocks instead of their brains. You, it seems, have some self-control. You should be congratulated.”

She didn’t actually say “congratulations”.

She pulled on his leash, dragging him just a little bit faster. Feeling as though he should stay a step or two behind her, he skipped forward, doing his best not to fall.

“Thank you, Miss Morgan.”

Right there in the middle of the sidewalk, she stopped, turning around.

“Come here,” she ordered, spreading her arms a few inches away from her sides.

Did she want a hug?

It seemed insane, but Jake wasn’t about to question her. He approached, tentative and nervous, like some skittish animal. Sure enough, she pulled him close and wrapped one arm around his shoulders.

Then her other hand slid up the hem of his toga, all the way to his snug underwear beneath. That’s when she gripped him, squeezing his ass like he was some piece of fruit she might purchase.

“You need to be punished for forgetting.”

Jacob didn’t understand. A look of confusion played along his face, one Morgan would have enjoyed gleefully. Only now, she was focused on his rear end. She still held him close, except now she pulled her hand away from his buttock. Then she swung down, spanking him!

At first, shock dominated his reactions.

He didn’t understand how something like this could be happening, how a girl could spank him right there on the sidewalk.

Worse, he cried out, although he couldn’t be sure if his voice drew the attention of a couple of the girls standing on the porch. They glanced over, snickered, giggled, and laughed. They were watching, pointing. Maybe a few of them even shouted encouragement to Morgan.

Jake didn’t know what the heck was happening, but he tried to pull away, and that’s when he heard her commanding tone, “You aren’t going anywhere. Stay right here.”

“No,” he moaned, humiliated beyond anything he had ever experienced. Simultaneously, he wiggled, eager to escape her grasp. Theoretically, he probably could have wrenched himself out of her arms. Instead, he only halfheartedly tried to get away, fully aware that the other girls around them would be incensed if he shoved her or did anything “ungentlemanly”.

“That’s right,” she said. “You aren’t going anywhere. Stay right here. Take your punishment. Be grateful that I’m not bending you over one of the tables at the party. This could be so, so much worse!” Now her voice boomed out as she laughed at him. She struck again and again, her palm slamming down against his posterior.

She demonstrated once again that she knew how to spank him. She knew how to make it sting.

It was even worse than when Alyssa punished him.

Finally, she released him. His backside glowed a bright shade of red, his shoulders slumped, and he hung his head down low.

Without even waiting for her to say anything, he started to walk away.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Jake swallowed, realizing that he had disappointed her once, but now he still didn’t know what to do to please her.

“I didn’t say you could go. I didn’t dismiss you,” she said.

“You’re not my RA,” he told her, thinking of the first position of female authority that came to mind.

“I don’t need to be your RA,” she snapped. “I’m your Mistress.”

His eyes widened when he heard those words, mostly because he had indeed forgotten. He didn’t know how it was possible. Over the last couple of months, he had played and replayed those memories so many times, and yet it had all become fuzzy, distorted by time and anxiety.

“Say it,” she barked.

“You’re my Mistress,” he said.

Snapped her fingers and pointed to that spot at her feet.

He fell into place, and she took ahold of his leash. She smiled, grinning cheerfully as she got up and walked.

Jake didn’t know what he was supposed to do.

For a moment, he seriously thought about standing, only then he thought of how she had ordered him into this position, which meant she probably expected something else.

Crawl.

The idea felt more like a command, even though she hadn’t said a single word to him as she strolled off.

He crawled, moving on his knuckles and knees. It was hard on the pavement, but she soon stepped onto the grass, which made it much, much easier. He scurried behind her, blushing brightly as the other college girls pointed and laughed.

“He’s a cute boy,” Morgan said to them as they stood on the threshold of the doorway back into the party. Jake could already hear the music pumping. A young woman was singing over the stereo system, talking about how she loved making boys into her bitches. She loved having them on their knees, licking her out. She talked about how she could spank them, strip them, and put them on display for all of her friends.

He heard the misandrist lyrics, but he didn’t argue or try to protest. Instead, he stayed there on his knees as Morgan leaned to down. “I want to talk to some friends, and then I’m going to take you.”

Take him?

Jake didn’t know exactly what that meant, but just the possibility was enough to make his cock stiffen against the walls of its cage. His cage. He hated the chastity device so much, but he didn’t try to argue with her. He didn’t try to tell this girl that she couldn’t do any of this. Instead, he kept his head down.

“Cute boys like you should be seen, not heard,” she said. Then she tugged on his leash and walked into the party.

Sure enough, there were all of the girls there. They were bobbing to the music, laughing, cheering one another on. Then there were some of the boys, all of whom had been splattered with paint of one color or another.

A few seconds later, Jake spotted Sam who had dark blue down his shoulder.

The two boys looked at one another, flashed reassuring smiles, and then returned their attention to the girls nearby.

While Sam stood off to the side, smiling and nodding and laughing as though he were the equal to these girls, Jake had to crawl. With the leash dangling from his neck, he moved on his knuckles and knees, more like a pet or a dog. Luckily for him, the girls enjoyed this, and they didn’t want to annoy Morgan, so they were very careful not to accidentally kick him or trip over him. It had nothing to do with Jake himself.

These girls didn’t respect him. If he had been crawling around on his own, they probably would have randomly petted him or “accidentally” swung a foot in his direction.

Even so, petting still wasn’t out of the question. Jake could only bristle when one of Morgan’s friends glanced down at him and said, “What a cute boy! Mind if I pet him? Would that be okay?”

Of course, those questions weren’t aimed at Jake himself. He was just a pet, a plaything for these girls.

Morgan smirked and called out over the music, “Go for it!”

Jake seriously thought of retreating back, withdrawing, pulling away and fighting. But he was on a leash, one which Morgan had even shortened by wrapping around her wrist.

No, he had to be a good boy. He had to be obedient, especially if he hoped to get out of his chastity cage tonight.

If she decided to free him, that would mean he didn’t have to wear the cage anymore, right?

Jake never paid much attention to the articles or books about the art of seduction. Unlike lots of other guys, he had always held onto that hope that he might be able to succeed with his own natural talent. He didn’t want to just support some woman. He didn’t want to look good by being the trophy for a successful female.

Except now, he wished he had studied those manuals. There were so many different advice columns and articles all over the internet. Puffing out his cheeks, the girls laughed at him when Morgan’s friend reached down and started petting him. She ran her hands across the top of his head. She even scratched him behind his ear as though he were nothing but a dog.

“Was it hard hunting him down?”

“Not too bad,” Morgan said. “It’s fine. I swear, these hunts are so amazing. There’s nothing like chasing down a boy to really get the blood pumping. You know what I mean?”

The other girls laughed. Of course, most of them hadn’t participated in the hunt. There weren’t enough boys to go around. Only the best and most attractive young women could enjoy owning a young man like Jake.

“It’s probably the fear,” Morgan continued. “This might not be politically correct or whatever, but when you see a boy, and he has a gun pointed at him, and you can look into his eyes and just know he’s going to do whatever you want. That’s the real moment when a woman can demonstrate true supremacy.”

Jake opened his mouth. He wanted to say something, to argue with her.

That was the entire point of college, right?

Not there. Not then. At this party, these girls were in charge, and there wasn’t even the pretense of allowing for any kind of equality, not while these sorority sisters had their way.

Tonight was for fun. And guys who questioned the matriarchy just weren’t fun.

He held onto those thoughts and reminded himself of his real and actual goal. He needed the key to his chastity cage. He needed freedom!

His shaft was throbbing now. He couldn’t get a real erection. He wouldn’t be able to climax either. Although he had suppressed his urges for the last three months, he could feel so much of that passion and lust and desperation swirl through him like a tornado.

And yet, Morgan was having fun. She enjoyed drinking from those red, plastic cups, chatting with her friends, and joking with the different groups. It seemed like Morgan was one of the most popular girls on campus. Everyone knew her. Everyone wanted to talk to her.

And inevitably, everyone wanted to “complement” her boy.

Granted, no one ever talked directly to Jake. Instead, they would say things like, “He’s so cute!” and “you picked a good one!” They talked about him, never to him.

For the most part, Jake remained on his knees. Even when the muscles in his thighs and lower back started to ache, he remained down below the waistlines of the girls around him. They stood, chatting and talking. Meanwhile, he had the status of a dog.

But then, something strange happened.

“Oh, I love this song!” Morgan called out. She glanced over at one of her friends, someone Jake had never seen. “Do me a favor. Hold his leash!”

The girl willingly obliged.

Jake bristled, his eyes widening. No way! It was one thing for Morgan, his self-proclaimed “Mistress” to hold his leash, but to just hand it off to another girl?

He tried to summon up the courage necessary to argue with this choice. He wanted to stop Morgan right there. If this had been a different day or time, he probably would have had the courage to grab her and tell her that he wasn’t going to put up with this. Heck, his collar wasn’t even locked on. Nothing but a plastic clip held it in place around his neck.

Even so, Jake was a well-trained boy, so he didn’t argue or protest. He didn’t want to seem like a bad guy or a disrespectful male. So he let Morgan pass his leash off to another young woman.

And then he could only crouch there and watch as Morgan rushed over to the impromptu dance floor. She raised her hands above her head and started to balance, weave, and undulate to the music. All the girls were so amazing, their breasts bouncing, their asses on display. Sure, most of them had on shorts, jeans, T-shirts, and halter tops, but it was still amazing.

Jake couldn’t deny the power of evolutionary programming. Those girls were amazing.

But then, something snapped his attention away from focusing on the girls dancing.

“You know, you’re really lucky,” came a voice, female.

It sounded more like a stage whisper, loud enough for him to hear over the music even as she tried to maintain some element of stealth.

Jake looked up and saw the girl holding his leash. She had straight, black hair, freckles along her cheeks, and big brown eyes. She was very pretty, although she wouldn’t be able to match Morgan, either in terms of confidence or physical perfection.

“She really likes you.”

He parted his lips, wishing he could say something.

The girl kept talking. If she noticed that he wanted to add something else, she decided it wasn’t important enough. Lots of girls did that when speaking to boys. “I’ve known Morgan since we were freshmen. She usually just picks a boy, has some fun, and drops him the next day. But here? She talked about you a couple times. That makes you special.”

Jake looked up at the girl.

He studied the way the light flickered along her hair, her eyes glimmered, and he kept searching for some sign of deceit. It was hard being a boy, knowing that the girls had every advantage and could take whatever they wanted.

Sure, there were young women who talked about how dangerous men could be. Productive. Manipulative. And yet, it was clear that the girls were always the most powerful. Money and political power didn’t equal “looking cute” or “being a temptation”.

Jake was about to say something, only then Morgan bounced back over to them. She took his leash and tugged.

“Up,” she said.

He rose to his feet, so she put her hand on the small of his back and pushed him forward.

He had no idea where they were going.

Moving with the easy confidence and grace of a woman who had been here many times before, Morgan escorted her slave boy down one hall and deeper into the house. The music faded, becoming a low thud vibrating through the walls.

The dark-haired girl took him right to a door, her hand around the knob, turned, and pulled it. With her other hand, she tugged on his leash. It wasn’t even necessary; she only did it to reassert her authority over this young man.

She stepped into the bedroom, turned around, and faced him.

“Mine,” she said. “You belong to me.”

He didn’t make the same mistake again. “Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Mistress. A word loaded with power and authority. This was a girl who could take and do whatever she wanted. He had no choice, which meant that he really had been enslaved.

“You look cute in your little slave uniform, but I want to see the real symbol of my power over you,” she said. This time, she could have been referring to the collar and leash. But no, they both understood precisely what she wanted.

Jake hesitated, his fingers shaking slightly. Of course, that only made this that much more entertaining for his tormentor. He reached up and loosened the tie on his toga. The sheets fell away all at once, leaving Jake standing there in his underwear.

“Take them off,” she said with a glance at the dark blue fabric.

He removed his underwear, pulling it off. And as he did so, he revealed the chastity cage, just as she remembered it.

“Hold your hands behind your back, slave.” She dropped the leash and let it dangle there, a thin strip of material down his chest.

Then she proceeded to walk around him, strolling the circumference of his body.

At one point, she reached out and pinched his bicep. At another, she grabbed his ass again. The redness had dissipated, which disappointed her, but only slightly. She could bring it back easily enough.

“What, what are you going to do with me?” Jake asked this girl.

“Whatever I want,” she said with a brisk smile.

She stopped in front of him.

He should have been taller, but her high heels gave her the extra inches to loom above him.

In previous generations, Jake would have been stronger and more confident. He would have had the charisma to stand up to a young woman like her. At the same time, Morgan would have been weighed down by decades of misogyny, explicit and implicit. She would have watched movies about girls getting taken and objectified, teased and tormented.

But now, the weight of history was on her side, so she peered into his eyes and touched the underside of his chin.

She could feel that exhilarating authority run through her body. “I liked it when you begged me to go to college. What do you think of it so far, Jake?”

“I, I really like it,” he said uncertainly. “I’m learning a lot.”

“Are you learning the most important lesson?”

“What, what is that?” Jake asked, assuming that ignorance was always the right answer for a boy.

She leaned in and said, “Women will always reign supreme.” She hissed those words against of the curves of his ears. He felt the warmth of her breath and shivered again.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Good.” She proceeded to run her fingers along his chest. “You’ve been working out,” she said.

Jake beamed. He was careful to keep from smiling, yet he loved the idea that this girl really noticed all of his efforts. Over the last few months, he didn’t see anything startling or dramatic, but he had spent a lot of time on treadmills and pull-up bars.

“You look good. You look absolutely wonderful,” she said. “You’re a beautiful specimen of what a boy can be, especially when you’re all locked up.”

Her fingers moved down to his thighs. She brushed his skin, raising little bumps all over his body.

“Are you getting nervous?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said quickly, almost frantically.

She leaned in again. He could feel the curves of her breasts against his chest. It was wonderful, addictive, and dangerous. This girl was a siren, the creature capable of dragging him beneath the depths.

He was there for one reason. He had sought her out to get the key to his chastity cage.

More than anything, he wanted an orgasm!

Hot desperation gripped him tight, making every breath feel like thousands of eager needles pushed down against his skin.

“It’s good that you get nervous. You should always be a little bit scared of your superiors.” She leaned in. “As far as you’re concerned, I’m a goddess, and you’re nothing but a sniveling slave boy. You do as you’re told. You think what I tell you to think, and you always obey.”

“Yes, Mistress!” He sounded frantic now, his breath stretching out every syllable even as he pushed them out as fast as he could.

“Good boy,” she said. She walked over to the bed, lifted her skirt to reveal the white of her panties, and then she pulled down her underwear.

She spread her legs as she perched herself right there.

“Crawl over here and service me, pet.”

Pet.

He still felt that stab of embarrassment. Even so, he lowered himself down to his hands and knees as though he had been trained like an animal. Then he started crawling, bringing himself inch by inch closer to her. He raised his head, and that’s when she grabbed his leash again, pulling. With one hand beneath her thigh, she had no problem yanking his face back between her legs.

With his mouth pushed up against her sex, he waited for permission.

It made her laugh.

“A boy should always be humble and obedient,” she said, intoning those words as though they were sacred. “A boy should always do is he’s told.” She grinned, and that’s when she said, “Lick me. Lick me like the thirsty slave you are.”

As he tasted her again, he yearned to be free of the chastity cage. He wanted that lock off of his shaft so badly!

And yet, he still lost himself to the feel of her body as his tongue penetrated her. He could feel the smooth, wet and soft walls of her opening as he licked. He could feel the tension of her clit against the tip of his tongue as he worshiped her just the way she wanted.

Using the leash may have been awkward, but Morgan didn’t seem to mind as she tugged and pulled, yanking him forward or back to suit her desires. “Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Surrender to me. Accept my authority. Embrace your place on your knees.”

He did all of this and more, giving her precisely what she wanted and demanded.

He closed his eyes and surrendered.

But then, she told him to look up at her.

Still flicking his tongue along her opening, he raised his gaze as best he could. Their eyes met, and he shivered again, humiliated by his degraded position.

“You’re growing up, Jake. You might only be a freshman, but you are starting to really understand how the world works, aren’t you? You know that you belong to me. You know that you are mine. That’s why I keep you locked up.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he wanted to say, murmuring those words against her pussy.

She put her free hand on the back of his head, shoving his face deeper against her opening. He licked again, sliding his tongue up and down, left and right, in circles and swirls, all for her satisfaction.

“Oh yes, that feels so good. I feel so incredible. You’re doing a good job. Keep going. Go! Lick me! Show me that you belong to me!” Her voice rose, getting louder and louder. The sounds of her ecstasy bounced off of the walls as she took hold of his hair and started pumping his face against her most sensitive spot.

Lips parted, she panted out until the words morphed into something else altogether. She moaned, gasping eagerly as he continued to serve her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” She screamed against the backdrop of music pounding away in the living room.

When she finished, she pulled his head away, and he stayed there on his knees, wondering what he could do or say.

“Mistress, do you think you could let me out of the chastity cage?”

No answer. Just silence from this girl and the noise from the party.

“I could,” she said, sliding her fingers along her shoulder until she touched the metal chain around her neck. She lifted it up easily, showing him the key dangling at the end. When he saw it, he stared, his eyes big.

There. That was it, the key to his chastity cage.

Still on his knees, he looked up at her and pleaded, “Please, Mistress. Please, wearing this thing has been too hard! It’s been so difficult!”

“But it’s softened you up, hasn’t it? I look into your eyes, and I see the abject need to serve your superior.”

“Yes, I guess so, Mistress,” he said, careful to include her title.

“So why would I want to release you?” Morgan asked, sounding playful. Now that she had enjoyed her own orgasm, she could tease him as much as she liked. “Seriously, I have this malleable boy on his knees, ready to do anything I want. Why would I ever give you up by letting you out of that cage?”

“Because it’s driving me crazy!”

“Oh, is it? And how would you behave if you weren’t all locked up?”

Jake grimaced, thinking about this hard. He tried to summon up the right answer, something which would satisfy her. But his thoughts turned blank because he didn’t know, not really.

“Oh, poor boy. You’re trying so hard to think this through, but you’re not smart enough to figure it out, are you?”

With his eyes aimed down at the floor, he gave a quick shake of his head. “No, I’m not smart enough to figure it out.”

“Then maybe you should stay in your chastity cage.”

“No! I can’t!”

The vehemence of his voice surprised both of them. But then she reached down, grabbed his chin, pinching. Her fingernails pushed into his skin. She could scratch him. Instead, her eyes blazed as the tone of her voice shifted, becoming cold and focused. “Slave, you are a boy, which means you are inferior. You must always respect those who are better than you. Now, bend over the bed. This is going to sting.”

Another spanking.

With his determination, Jake had earned himself another spanking.

A dozen different protests hovered at the tip of his tongue, but Jake held them back. He didn’t want to risk upsetting her even more. So instead, he stood, crossed his wrists, and bent over the bed, his ass now on display, his buttocks vulnerable.

At least it was only going to be a spanking, he thought.

Only then, Morgan chuckled and said, “This room belongs to my friend Tiffany. She has quite a collection of toys for boys like you.”

To prove it, she opened a drawer, pulled out the crop, and slapped it against her palm. A gentle stinging spread along her nerves. Of course, that strike was self-inflicted, which dulled the sensations. Her boy would experience something more intense, more powerful.

With a graceful saunter, she strolled up to him, stroked his backside for just a moment, cocked the crop up, and struck, slicing it down against his vulnerable flesh. A red line appeared almost immediately. She didn’t break the skin, but she still sent a jolt of pain shooting through his body, bright and incandescent.

She struck three more times, leaving lines along his skin.

“How does that make you feel? Do you feel chastised? Do you feel corrected?”

Inhaling through his teeth, Jake wanted to argue with her and tell her that this was crazy. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Instead, he clenched his eyes shut. The tears were right there, burning along his vision.

“Let’s try something else since that didn’t work.”

“Not the paddle,” he whispered. “Please, anything but the paddle.”

“Oh, you want me to see if Tiffany has a paddle?”

Jake opened his mouth, wishing that he could take the words back, but they were already out, hovering on the air, meaning he had to accept his fate.

“Please, punish me as you see fit, Mistress.”

“Okay!” Morgan chirped her one-word answer.

Strolling back to the closet, she focused on the drawer again, studying the different implements. “Look at this. Tiffany has a chastity cage for a boy as well. I wonder if she has someone in mind. Any ideas? Is there any guy you think should be locked up just like you?”

Jake didn’t answer, mostly because he didn’t want to betray any of the other young men he knew at the campus.

“Or maybe I should just force it out of you,” she said.

Morgan sauntered back up to him. As she did, he thought of Sam and how that guy had been kind to him.

“You know, boys usually enjoy being locked in chastity. After a couple of years, they understand that this is the proper state.”

“Years?” Jake gasped out the word, unable to believe that such a thing could be real. Women couldn’t actually keep them locked up, could they?

Only then, Morgan chuckled, easily able to guess what he was thinking. “Years are definitely possible for boys in chastity. I mean, after a while, you probably don’t even notice. You just get used to that constant, horny buzz around every thought and idea. You get used to wishing for something you can never have. And at the same time, you look around at the women near you, and you know that they can get off as much as they want. They could use other boys. Or better yet, we can just mess around with the other girls.”

Jake swallowed back his frustration but then he started thinking of Morgan and Alyssa together. He wondered what that would be like, how delicious, how intoxicating to see those ideal specimens of femininity grasping, clutching, teasing and kissing as they touched one another, their hands roaming along with their perfect bodies.

CLAP!

Jake felt the slap of the paddle against his backside. The smooth, flat wood struck hard, sending a blast of pain rocketing through him. He bit down, gasping through his teeth. He exhaled, wishing that he could somehow block out the sensations. But they coiled through his skin, lighting up every nerve he possessed.

“I like this a lot more. Call me old-fashioned, but I think paddles are best for boys like you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

CLAP!

She struck again, admiring the redness that appeared along his skin.

“Let’s see how long it takes me to get tired,” she said.

A long time.

For Morgan, the session probably only lasted a few minutes. For Jake, it felt like an eternity stretched out, every moment a blaze of agony along his backside, whether she was striking, connecting, or waiting. Occasionally, she pulled on his hair, yanking his head back. And in those moments, he preferred pleading with her. He begged to be a better slave for her.

Making every promise he could imagine, he vowed to always recognize the importance of female supremacy. “I know, I know my place,” he cried out one point. “I understand that you are stronger and smarter and better than I can ever be. You are my superior. Women should always reign supreme.”

Jake wasn’t thinking clearly. He simply spoke, letting the words fall from his mouth and hoping that one might be good enough to please her.

The next thing he knew, she climbed up on the bed, grabbed him by his hair, edged him forward. He crawled, scurrying into position. Then she shoved him down onto the mattress, pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and locked them around his wrists, but not before weaving the metal chain along the bed frame.

Having already taken such a brutal paddling, Jake couldn’t think clearly. He wasn’t aware of what was happening around him. Every time he squirmed, he felt the sheets underneath his ass, so the stinging didn’t abandon him.

Then she touched him, dragging her fingertips along his shins, his thighs, and then she pressed her palms to his chest. That’s why she felt his heart pounding.

“Look at me,” she said.

He obeyed.

“Tell me you understand why you have to be punished.”

“I understand why I had to be punished,” he replied, sounding more like a puppet than a boy. The words weren’t his. They belonged to her. She owned them, just as she owned him.

“Good,” she said. “So let’s play a little game.”

She grabbed her purse and pulled out a quarter. She held it up, letting him see the front side, then the back.

Wriggling his brows, he studied to the disk. What was she doing? What did she have in mind?

Jake only watched, deciding to hold his tongue. As so many girls like to say, he was a boy, which meant he should be seen and not heard.

“Heads, I let you out of the cage. Tails, you stay locked up for the rest of your academic career. Now close your eyes.”

“Mistress, you mean I don’t even get to see the coin?”

“Do you have a problem with that?” Morgan asked, her voice lowering into a threat.

“No, Mistress,” he said, which was much easier considering how his backside kept throbbing.

“That’s what I thought,” she replied.

With a wicked smile, she watched as he shut his eyes. Lost in the darkness, on his back, with his hands cuffed above his head, Jake braced himself. He heard her snap her finger as the coin sailed through the air. He imagined the disk turning into a sphere of silver and gray as the coin whipped itself through the air. Then it landed with a dull smack against the palm of her hand, which she clapped down against the back of her other hand.

“You’re a lucky boy.”

“May I, may I ask what that means?” Jake want to know.

To a girl like Morgan, there could be so many different answers, so many different ideas of what “lucky” might mean.

She didn’t respond at first. Instead, she leaned down and kissed him. She touched her lips to his, so he soon found himself groaning through the ecstasy. This girl was amazing. There was something about the electricity of her lips against his mouth, the way her teeth grazed him, how she almost a bit him.

He knew that he had been hunted, tracked and taken like some wild animal.

And now she intended to domesticate him.

She had done it once before. She could do it again. And again. And again.

Each time, she would strip away a little bit more of his independence until he was just some simpering boy ready to obey her command.

Not just her command, the command of any female. Women would be in charge, ruling his psyche with petite fists of iron.

Although Jake understood all of this, he still couldn’t make himself stop. He kissed her, raising his head.

When he pushed too hard, she pressed her fingers against his forehead and shoved him down against the mattress. Only she would set the pace. Only she could dictate how much force they might use.

“That’s right,” she said, breaking off the kiss. “You know you belong on your back, beneath me.”

Jacob kept his eyes closed just the way she liked.

Even when she pulled away again, shifting off of the mattress, Jake didn’t dare look. He understood that she could have left him alone. Maybe she opened the door and dozens of girls were walking by, seeing him strapped down and naked except for the collar around his neck and the cage between his legs. Even if that happened, Jake still didn’t say anything. He knew this girl could humiliate him, and it still wouldn’t matter.

He was just a boy.

That was the fact he had to hold onto. He couldn’t allow himself to forget or to entertain any other idea, not here, not now.

Maybe someday.

But then he felt something. Or maybe he heard it.

Jake couldn’t be sure one way or the other, yet the hope blossomed in his chest. His heart started to pound faster. Was that the sound of a key sliding into a lock?

Morgan never announced the results of her coin toss. Had the flip been on his side?

It was a possibility.

But he couldn’t be sure!

Jake opened his mouth and was about to say something, only she pressed a finger to his lips along with one order, “Shush.”

Obediently, he stayed quiet. Then he felt something. Could it have been the lock’s spring popping the metal rod out of the aperture? Perhaps. Maybe.

He lifted his head, yet he was very careful not to open his eyes.

Then he felt the cage as it was pulled along the length of his cock. She had to wiggle it, tugging it from side to side as she worked the transparent tube off of his shaft.

Instantly, he sprang up, his cock big and hard. He had never been so desperate before. Every drop of passion, every jot of need came rushing back through his body. He had suppressed those desires, the yearnings of a young man, only now they came roaring back, five or eight times stronger than before.

He was already panting again, just like a dog in heat.

He ached to ask so many different questions, but the boy stayed quiet, following his owner’s commands.

She still didn’t say anything. What was going to happen next?

She climbed up on top of him. He could feel her legs and thighs against his sides. She lowered herself down, inch by inch. The tip of his shaft brushed along her sex.

Jake nearly climaxed right there. The urge was obvious and almost overwhelming. He panted through his nostrils. He counted his breaths, working so hard to keep his body from betraying him. He wasn’t allowed to speak or open his eyes. He already knew this orgasm belonged to Morgan.

Perhaps the last three and a half months had taught him some degree of self-control because he didn’t blow his load right there. Even as she lowered herself down, sheathing his cock, Jake still held back that potent urge. He wouldn’t mess up. He wouldn’t make a mistake. He wouldn’t give her any reason to pull away and lock him up again.

Although he had his eyes closed, Jake still saw her. With every moment, he imagined that girl on top. Her skirt was spread out along his thighs. Every time she moved, he could feel the swish of fabric. More importantly, she would have her back straight, her eyes aimed down at him. Or maybe she would raise her chin, study the ceiling, and gasp as she started to take him.

Yes, he was getting taken.

Like any huntress with her prey, she had the right to use him however she liked. That’s why she took advantage, gliding up and down, moving their most sensitive parts against one another. The heat swirled through his skin. He pushed his fingers down into his palms, curled his toes and flattened his feet as much as he could. He did all this to keep himself from losing control.

Control. How ironic.

As her slave, he had no control. The girls could laugh about how this was all just some silly joke, part of their party. But really, it meant something. It said something about the young women and men out there on this night.

He tried to think about that and more. He tried to think about anything but the sensations sputtering through his body, pushing him closer and closer to that edge. If he lost control, it would be serious. That much was obvious. And his punishment? More chastity. Maybe it would even be permanent.

No. No way. He couldn’t allow himself to think like that. Even as the dread coursed through him, Jake fought off those impulses. He somehow managed to maintain his equilibrium.

Then she sped up.

She practically bounced on him, sliding her tight walls along his length. She pumped him harder and faster, making him growl. Wait. Did that count as noise?

Luckily for him, Morgan was so far gone into her own ecstasy that she didn’t even notice. Or maybe she loved those pathetic little sounds. Perhaps she enjoyed the way he squirmed.

Jake gulped, pulling on his restraints.

“Now you can struggle. Fight. Try to get away, Jake. Let’s see if you can do it.”

He squirmed underneath her, bucking, thrashing and throwing his body from side to side as he attempted to tear himself away. He fought so hard, channeling every iota of strength he possessed into his arms and legs. His feet kicked out, and he tried to wrench his hands from the cuffs.

The iron held him down, making sure he stayed on his back, trapped beneath this young woman.

“Come for me. Come for me right now!”

Jake surrendered, losing control. And because she told him when he could climax, she owned this. She owned him.

His shaft pulsated as he blew his load, his body burning with desperate need. Oh yes! That felt so good! Pleasure. Bliss. An explosion of satisfaction! After three months, he experienced the surge of raw joy.

And when he finished, she pulled away.

If she had climaxed, Jake had picked up on the sounds. Then again, he could barely remember the last minute.

She grazed her nails along his skin, scratching him.

“That was wonderful,” she said. Then she pushed something into the palm of his hand. “Don’t lose that,” she teased. It was a key, hopefully the key to his cuffs. And just like that, she left the room, but Jake couldn’t even be sure that the door was opening and closing, then she was gone. He still hadn’t said a word. He still hadn’t opened his eyes.

After another couple of minutes, Jake found the strength to pry his eyelids up, so he could see his surroundings. Sure enough, Morgan was gone. But what did all of this mean?

“Mistress?” Jake asked.

Only the sounds of music from the distant living room answered him. Apparently, she had left him there. She had enjoyed herself, so now she was gone.

Clutching the key, he twisted around on his back and tried to work the small piece of metal into the opening on the cuffs. The angle was awkward, but he managed to insert it. A short while later, he got the cuffs to pop open.

And just like that, he was free.

Tentatively, he reached down and stroked his shaft again. His member was still coated in her juices. It felt strange being able to move his fingers along his length, as though he now had access to a brand-new body part. Granted, that was absurd, but his freedom seemed so strange.

Freedom.

He smirked for a second, laughing sardonically. If this was freedom, then why did he wish Morgan would come back?

Pushing those thoughts aside, he got dressed and headed out to the party. He worried about what he might do or say if he saw her again. But she was already gone, disappearing again.

The prey actually missed his predator.

To be continued…




Connect with me:

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email

me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories.

My favorites games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.
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