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My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing female domination and gynarchy erotica since 2018. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I currently charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.

I’m happy to include specific descriptions and any plot points you desire. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl! If you can dream it, I can write it!

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com.

I look forward to hearing from you!


The Inferior Sex

When she stepped onto campus, she could feel the potential. Like so many different students, professors, parents and administrators before her, Nora sensed the energy buzzing across the air. Every campus, she had discovered, came with a different sense of promise. Some schools reeked of nepotism (or "networking" if you wanted to be generous), the drive to break old assumptions and innovate, or maybe a reverence for the past and the desire to master the oldest wisdom. Usually, colleges combined all of these different impulses. And for a moment, Nora had to wonder at the myriad possibilities.

She had her plan, of course, especially when she spoke to the foundation administrators. She discussed the different possibilities, the relevant variables, the potential pitfalls, and the final outcomes. Ultimately, they had given her the approval along with the requisite funds.

This could work, she had told herself.

But now, she had arrived. Her assistants from the foundation had worked diligently, following instructions carefully. She had watched those young women open the boxes, set up the experimental stations, and prepare her workshop. At first, Nora had stood there, nervous as she watched, her eyes jumping from one team to the next. So many of these projects were expensive. At the same time, they were durable. As an engineer, she believed in robust developments. If something would break, it probably wasn't worth doing, especially considering her intended user base.

Little by little, she had relaxed as she watched and saw one station and bench after another successfully set up. During previous years, this space had functioned as a storage depot. As a part of her new position, she received it. The new locks had been installed, and she was currently the only one with a key card. Soon enough, that would change.

She saw the different devices:  collars, mirrors, belts, cages, boots, gloves and more. Slowly, she allowed herself to grin as she watched and waited.

"I think everything is done," said one of the older assistants.

Nora nodded, smiled, and said, "Thank you for all of your hard work." From there, she checked out each station. These girls had done remarkable work, she decided. She turned back to them, thanked them again, and told them that she would be available if they ever needed a reference or a letter of recommendation.

Tired after several hours of work, the girls headed out, leaving Nora alone.

She walked over to her favorite piece: the chastity belt.

She touched her fingers to the sides, and she lifted it up, always surprised by the weight and texture. Both heavier and lighter than she expected, Nora knew the statistics, of course. She had memorized the exact weight, the total storage for the batteries, the delivery capacity for the electrodes, the different sensors, and the network connections. She could've redrawn the schematics from memory alone.

Even so, she didn't run through any of those numbers or statistics, not this time. Instead, she thought of her target.

After spending hours at her laptop, she had run through the faculty directory. She considered the different possibilities even as she reviewed their resumes, CVs, personal statements, and social media accounts.

And now, she held the belt, she looked down at it, and she considered her target again. As an engineer, she usually focused on numbers and experimental data. But at that moment, she chose a different direction as she began to smile because the fantasy played out behind her eyes.

He's on his knees, naked except for the belt. The other pieces (collar, gloves, boots or cuffs) could come later. At first, all of his attention is locked on the belt. His fingers brush along the steel band at his waist. If he's feeling aggressive, he might try to rip the batteries away from his flanks. Pretty soon, he realizes that won't work. The connections are all secure; he could work at them for days or weeks, years or decades, he wouldn't be able to remove them, not without her help. Finally, his temper gets the best of him because he's a boy and he doesn't really know how to control himself. Under normal circumstances, he might be an academic, the kind of guy who can't seem rational at any place or time. But now, those desires are eating through his defenses to reveal something else. He looks up at her.

She wants to hear him say it. She wants to hear him beg and say "please. Please, you can't make me wear this. Please, this is insane!"

"This isn't insane," she wants to tell him. "This is the future. And if you want to get out, just for a little while, you know what you have to do, don't you?"

This is it, the moment she has been working toward for so long.

His breathing comes fast. His lungs pump, his chest rising and falling even though he has barely moved from that spot at her feet. Maybe, one more time, he thinks about his old advantages. As a guy, he is supposed to be broader and taller and stronger. That alone is supposed to give him some advantage. For centuries or millennia, that may have been true. Men towered over women, and they used that simple advantage to make society in their image.

No more.

All across human civilization, technology had shifted the equations for success. Once upon a time, raw strength and brutality bred success. But now, society has become so much more complicated. Navigating difficult systems is what makes an individual successful or not. It doesn't matter how strong you are.

Women all across the world are developing new systems, and the boys are getting ensnared. They may have been stronger, but that won't save them, not this time.

"I do," he tells her.

"And what is that?" Nora asks in her fantasy.

He draws in a slow breath. The air must be cold against the edges of his teeth as he yields to her. He doesn't like it. Before this, he was a professor. He was the sovereign of his own tiny kingdom. Students had to defer to him with respect; they had to acknowledge his authority. He may have only determined the final grades they earned, yet they needed those numbers and letters on their transcripts in order to achieve so much more.

All of that power is gone as he looks up at his captor; soon, nor will he be so much more than that. "You want me to beg," he tells her. "You want me to beg and to tell you exactly what you want to hear."

"I do," she answers with a smile.

"And if I don't?"

"You stay in the belt for as long as I want. Along the way, you get punished," she makes it sound so simple, so easy.

He hates the answer. One last time, he grabs onto the belt, and he tries to remove it. He tries to pull on those metal bands. He tries to yank and twist. He's jerking around on the floor, but it doesn't matter how he moves, not when he takes his prison with him wherever he goes.

She almost feels bad for him. Almost. Then again, he'll only suffer as much as he resists. She could remind him of that, but she doesn't, not here. After all, she understands the male psyche. He needs to expend that strength. He needs to learn by trying and failing over and over again. Eventually, he will figure out how this new world works. As an engineer, it's her responsibility to establish those foundations, and it starts with him.

He bites down, locking his teeth together as he jerks his head up, and he looks at her again.

"You know what you have to do."

"Beg," he whispers. That word isn't intended for her, however. Instead, he's talking to himself as he puts the different pieces together. Finally, he takes that step. Understanding what he has to do, he looks up at her, and she loves that strained desperation as he pleads with her, "Please. Please, let me out of this thing. Please, I will do whatever you want. I will be whatever you want. I will say whatever you want."

That's what she wants to hear.

Most of all, however, she can't wait for that moment when he really means it.

It won't be long now, Nora reminds herself. It's happening here. It's happening all over the world…

Nora smiled.

"Have any of you reviewed the contract? The terms and privileges we are offering this woman are completely without precedent," Andrew Landon insisted. He stood there at the lectern, and he looked out at Cascade University's most powerful and influential administrators.

Although they didn't have the resources of an institution like Harvard or Yale, this was still their kingdom. Andrew had been a part of this board for nearly two decades. He'd helped guide the school through recessions, pandemics, and other tragedies. But now, he could hardly believe it.

The greatest threat came down to one hire? A single professor?

Standing off to the side, the President of Cascade University spoke out. She didn't get the benefit of the lectern or its microphone, yet her voice still rang out clear through the Oak Room, one of the multi-purpose spaces on campus. "Our attorneys and the rest of the board have looked over this contract. We think it is perfectly appropriate, especially considering the kinds of resources that Professor Lorasdottir will bring to this school."

"Yes," he said through gritted teeth, "I'm fully aware of the funding opportunities and Miss Lorasdottir's connections with the Farber Foundation, but what are we selling? Her contract includes disciplinary authority over her department as well as every other academic department on campus. There is no way we can tolerate this kind of power being concentrated in the hands of one woman!" His face was red, and he was breathing hard now.

He waited for someone to stand up, shove a fist into the air, and call out that he was correct. Everyone in that room knew how to behave with decorum, but they had to see. They had to understand what Nora Lorasdottir represented. "If we let this happen, there will be consequences."

He had no idea.

The President nodded with apparent understanding, only then she continued, "Her contract might be unorthodox, but I think it is more than fair."

"Her contract gives her the right to revoke tenure. You know how many lawsuits that could cause?"

"I don't think it'll be an issue," replied his superior.

"Excuse me? You don't think it's going to be an issue? You know what our faculty is like!" His hands were shaking now. For so long, he had been able to speak his mind. Then again, when he had first joined the board, the college had been a very different place.

Back then, the goal had been simple: recruit more women. For a very long time, Cascade University's student population had skewed male. The institution was old, having been founded more than a century before. Initially, women weren't even permitted on campus; obviously, they hadn't been allowed to enroll. But as feminism had spread across the United States, there had been so many changes.

Eventually, a woman joined the board of governors. Finally, a woman became the president of the university. Then for the last two decades, Andrew Landon had watched their population shift.

He remembered seeing those numbers for the first time and realizing that most of their students were female. The board had celebrated, thinking this was an achievement. They pulled back on their initiatives to recruit females (or so he had been told). And then he watched the numbers roll in, year after year. The male population shrank.

At the same time, Andrew had never really worried about it. Technically, the same trends had been taking place all across the country. For one reason or another, men had turned away from formal education.

He had read the arguments, of course. There were so many different click-bait articles online with overly simplistic discussions of how a college education was no longer worth it. In some cases, that may have been true, especially when it came to the corporate institutions. The for-profit colleges didn't necessarily impart relevant skills, or networking opportunities. They didn't even care about instilling any sense of citizenship, nor did they prioritize analysis of critical thinking. Cascade University would always be better than that.

Neither Andrew nor the writers of those click-bait pieces considered how colleges served as organizational nodes throughout society. There would always be people who would decry working together with others to learn, but this kind of community imparted something significant. It wasn't just networking. It was the excitement and innovation, born of having people who are passionate about their fields of study. They came together, they learned, and they applied these new concepts as they explored. Sometimes the results were practical. In many cases, they were only theoretical (for now).

Occasionally, Andrew would wonder what the logical conclusion of the shift would be. If the young men of the country decided that they didn't need to get degrees, how would they compete. The trades were always the obvious answer. And yet, what would society look like if all of the doctors, lawyers and CEOs were women? Would men be relegated to manual labor?

Andrew had always smiled and shaken his head, thinking something like that could never happen. Societies seldom rolled down to the "logical conclusion". Rather, some other development would always pop up.

Despite his faith in the institution, they were still a small college. Enrollment was down, and they needed an infusion of cash. Unlike the most powerful universities on the planet, Andrew and his fellow administrators couldn't draw on billions of dollars stored away in an endowment. They did get support and help from their alumni, but it wasn't enough. Just as importantly, there were limits to the tuition they might charge.

And then a new professor had applied to work in their Mechanical Engineering Department.

Normally, the board of governors wouldn't get involved in something like that. This was a matter for the Department Chair and her hiring committee. Only the situation was different because Nora Lorasdottir came with a letter of recommendation from the Farber Foundation and a promise. If Nora worked here, she would bring a grant, one capable of funding the entire college for a year.

With this largess came a few requests and stipulations. That was why Andrew stood up there. "I understand how tempting this is. I recognize why we would want this, but we can't do it. We can't sell out this college."

"It's not selling out," the President responded. "This is adaptation. This is devolution. Society is changing, and we need to change with it."

"The Farber Foundation should not have this kind of influence on our campus," he said again. He looked out at the women in his audience. In truth, there was only one other man in the room. Andrew spoke with all of the defiance and determination he had.

"Ladies, perhaps you would like to hear from Professor Lorasdottir?" asked the President.

Andrew opened his mouth, he was about to say simply, "I'm not done." Immediately, he knew how petulant and childish that would sound. His shoulders tightened, and he searched for some other alternative, some rhetorical strategy or pivot he might have been able to employ. His lips parted, only then he closed his mouth less than three seconds later. He stepped away from the podium.

Professor Nora Lorasdottir took his place.

Andrew had seemed somehow nervous. Or maybe it was simply the fact that he had begun to feel like an outsider. It must've been a strange sensation, she silently acknowledged to herself even as she straightened her back and looked out at her audience. She considered the women arrayed before her. Then she glanced over at Andrew, "Thank you for your efforts." Efforts. She loved that word, especially because she knew what it meant: he had tried and failed.

He squirmed nervously in his seat. Perhaps he could sense the exact same conclusion, but she didn't mind, one way or the other. It wasn't like he could do anything.

"First, I would like to thank everyone for the kind welcome you have given me. Cascade University is a storied institution, and you have accomplished so much. There have been amazing alumni who have come through this school. More than that, I have had the opportunity to meet so many of your professors. You have amazing instructors here. These are the individuals who clearly care about their students, their research, and simply improving society. If we don't invest in education, we are doomed to failure. We need to learn, adapt, and innovate. But at the same time, I want to be clear about something: I believe in so many of the traditions espoused by the faculty here. Just as importantly, I want to address the concerns about tenure and academic freedom."

At this point, Nora paused. She resisted the urge to smile. Perhaps she had rushed ahead, yet she already knew what would happen next. It was inevitable. In theory, this school existed outside of most economic structures. It was a private school and a nonprofit institution, meaning there were no shareholders. Profits were not and could not be the primary concern. Rather, the college had been founded based on the desire to improve society. Initially, that meant educating the young men of the Northwest United States. At the time, there had been few colleges or universities available. So much had changed over the ensuing decades, yet the principal goal had remained the same: education.

Perhaps Nora could be comfortable playing politics with the administrators and professors, but she did believe in that. Again, she resisted the urge to smile or smirk. She didn't grin even as she wondered how the boys could be so foolish. When they skipped out on their degrees, they denied themselves the opportunity to become judges, lawyers, doctors, and more. Oddly enough, that wasn't even part of the Faber Foundation or any grand conspiracy. This was simply a dynamic that evolved.

Then again, she could see this as natural. As an engineer, she tried to contemplate one of the most difficult parts of design, which came down to understanding future users. Those predictions could always be so difficult, especially because narratives and explanations that seemed obvious one moment could be completely obviated in just a few days or weeks or months or years. Men had been in charge, but that was about to change. They could change in one city here or there, but she had so much to accomplish at this school. She was there to teach so much more than just engineering…

"First, the tenure system will largely remain unaffected. While Mr. Landon is correct that my contract includes some additional privileges and rights of authority, instructors here do not need to worry about their positions. I'm not going to make any massive changes, nor will I need to focus on cutting costs or creating a leaner institution. I come here with the support of the Farber Foundation. I came here to ensure your success." She smiled. This time, she attempted to seem as disarming as possible. For the most part, it worked.

Out among Mr. Andrew Landon's colleagues, she spotted some of the women who may have been uncertain or doubtful. Although Nora already enjoyed a great deal of support, it wasn't perfect, nor did she have any guarantees of success.

"In terms of academic freedom, there will be absolutely no changes," she promised. "Every instructor will have the same autonomy and sovereignty, as always. You are the experts. You know what you're doing. You have the experience and expertise. Most of all, you are the ones who are in the classroom, working on a daily basis. I won't try to standardize or create some uniform curriculum, one that is devoid of your input and enthusiasm. We know what works. You know what works." She paused for a moment. "Most of all, I think we can agree that the teacher is only one facet of success. We need to support our students and give them every opportunity to succeed or fail. They need to understand there are consequences. I think this is something we all need to remember."

That's when a couple of the members of her audience actually started clapping.

Nora grinned. "Ladies," she said, pausing for just a brief moment, "and gentlemen," she added, as though they could possibly be important, "I am grateful for this opportunity. Thank you so much."

The scattered applause from before suddenly morphed into something a lot louder and completely unstoppable.

Sebastian Drake lifted his camera. Ensconced in the cold air, he took a slow breath and savored that moment of peace and freedom. Up here, surrounded by these trees, he could let go. He didn't need to worry about papers, essays, training assignments, or anything else. This was it. This was freedom.

Slowly nodding to himself, he decided that this was the key to happiness. He found something he loved, and he went after it. He didn't have to be aggressive or hostile. He could come out here, trudging between the trees as he embraced the cold, savored the movement, basked in the quiet, and lost himself to the simplicity. Granted, he could have focused on the sounds of animals. A squirrel skittered up one tree. The breeze ruffled some of the leaves overhead. A bird chirped a few feet away from him. Another bird screeched across the mountaintops. For the time being, however, he escaped the constant barrage of sharpened stimulation designed to keep his attention focused on the screen so someone could flash ad after ad across his retinas.

As he hiked through the wilderness, he let his eyes wander. Without thinking, he ran through some of the equations, natural laws, theories, and hypotheses that filled the geological journals on his shelves and laptop. He thought of the natural formations of rock, the angle of the trees and what they said about the underlying sediment, plus the terrain further down. Without trying, he visualized some in the diagrams from his textbooks as he continued to wander and explore.

Fortunately for him, this wasn’t work, so he didn’t need to consider how any given detail might make its way into a paper, nor did he have to worry about any of his students getting lost. This wasn’t a field trip, and he didn’t have to be a chaperone.

He was just free.

He didn’t know it yet, but this was the last time he would get to enjoy this flavor of purified liberty.

As he tightened his grip on his camera, Sebastian breathed in and smiled. This adventure always seemed strange to him, if only because he acknowledged that his bounty for the day’s efforts might come down to serendipity. Yes, he needed to pay attention, but there were other issues at play: the lighting, the timing, the weather, that sort of thing. Out among these trees and streams, jagged rocks and clearings, an unlimited amount of interesting things could wait for him. Maybe it would be a squirrel tilting its head to one angle. Although he didn’t generally go for images of animals, he knew he might get intrigued. If he tried for frozen chunks of ice in a stream, a large boulder, or even some fascinating tree, he still had to hope that an aggressive cloud wouldn’t block out his light.

Smiling to himself, he also considered how almost anything could be interesting…if he managed to capture the right image from the right angle. Something still could be given a sense of movement. Something bursting into motion could be captured and rendered still. The energy might pulse along the picture if he could just do it right. The right moment, the right lens, the right lighting and angle.

He wandered through the mountains for several hours. In truth, he didn’t go very far. Even so, he enjoyed that fatigue burning in his legs. At the same time, he enjoyed the wholesome hunger that could only come from real exertion.

Still, he had to head back.

The next day, he had class.

It was time for this professor to return to his university.

Amy wondered if this qualified as “posing”. Technically, she could have viewed this entire scenario as some furtive undercover mission.

And yet, she had written the admission essay, filled out the paperwork, and enrolled. Just as importantly, she hadn’t lied. Her submitted transcripts reflected her actual work, the classes she had taken, and her genuine GPA. It was all honest and real.

Still, she wasn’t like the girls back at the dorm or in any of her classes. She had an agenda.

No, she reminded herself. There was one lie on her transcript, one small detail that had been altered: her last name.

As she made her way down the hall and glanced at the different numbers, she reminded herself of her “new” name.

Amy Athens.

She came to the door and saw a couple of guys and several girls in a semicircle as they tried to figure out what they were supposed to do. Casually, Amy looked at her new classmates. “Is it locked?”

“I don’t know,” said one of her female classmates.

“I didn’t check either,” confessed one of the boys.

Amy rolled her eyes, reached out, grabbed the handle, and she turned it.

It swung open, and she saw the empty classroom beyond. She stepped inside, glanced at the different desks, and then she turned her attention to the front of the room. The teacher was already there, it turned out.

He glanced up, and he tried to keep his expression neutral and recessional. He tried to pretend that he didn’t notice her outfit, the contours of her face, or the curves of her body.

She stood there for a moment, and she watched as his brain tried to reboot.

Boys, she thought casually. She wasn’t annoyed, frightened, or intimidated. At some other place or time, maybe a girl coming into a classroom like this would have had to worry about his intentions. Instead, she enjoyed a different thought altogether, I don’t need to worry about him, but he should be worried about me. The concept flashed quickly as she let a smile curve along her lips.

He was trying not to notice her black boots or how they reached up to the curves of her knees, her bare thighs, or the black and pink tartan skirt she wore. He tried so hard to pretend that he wasn’t paying attention to her pink, long-sleeved shirt or the dark green vest she wore over it. He tried not to reveal his interest in the silver chain around her neck, the one that curiously lacked any kind of pendant or actual jewelry. He tried not to notice her red hair, the crescent curves of her bangs, or the way her ponytail swayed from side to side as she took each step.

“Good morning,” she said. “Are you the teacher?”

“Yes,” he said with a quick nod. “I’m Professor Drake. I trust you are here for Introduction to Geology?”

“I am,” she said with a smile.

“Welcome to the class. Have a seat.” He motioned for her to pick any spot. Behind her, the other students had started to stream in.

Amy picked a seat and sat; she crossed one leg over the other, and she let the tips of her toes play against the air as she traced little patterns.

Her teacher remained quite professional, she noted. He didn’t leer, and he did a remarkable job of pretending not to notice the muscled curves of her legs or the glint of her necklace resting right there above her breasts.

He chatted with the other students, welcoming them one by one.

Amy said nothing; she didn’t attempt to provoke him. Instead, she watched him, and she listened as he chatted with her classmates.

You seem like a sweet enough guy, she thought. But that isn’t good enough. We want something else from you, Professor Drake.

Without trying, she envisioned him down on his knees in her sister’s office. She thought of him holding his hands up, his chin inclined, and his eyes wide as he let the pleas jump from his mouth.

As a teacher, he made his living by speaking. He came into rooms just like this one, and he assumed the mantle of authority.

Heat started along the surface of her skin, especially because she envisioned what he could do. Distracting herself for a moment, she let her nostrils flare as she breathed in. She released a calming breath as she forced those predatory instincts under control. She studied the different boys in the class. There were surprisingly few, she noted. Then again, she had studied the file, and she knew that the male enrollment at Cascade University had dropped off quite a bit over the last two or three decades. Perhaps it had started out subtly enough, but it was pretty obvious here.

She wondered if any of the guys noticed.

She glanced over at one of them, and he smiled back at her.

Resisting the urge to laugh, she wondered what he would have done if he understood just what kind of training and expertise she wielded. It had nothing to do with geology; ironically enough she was genuinely interested in the field, and she looked forward to learning a little bit about the topic. She was especially fascinated by questions of how geologists made their determinations. What kind of experimental methods allowed them to figure out exactly what the Earth looked like miles beneath the surface?

Professor Drake glanced back up at the clock on the wall, and he nodded to himself, “Okay then. It’s nine, so we can get started. My name is Professor Sebastian Drake, and I will be your instructor this semester. Although I realize that this is a general education class and that most of you probably aren’t interested in majoring in Geology or Earth Sciences, we’re going to focus on some fairly advanced concepts. If you’re looking for an easy class, this isn’t it. Dropping now or crashing another course might be a better option. Also, I’m going to focus on the aspects of geology that are most relevant to people in general.”

Amy raised her hand.

He nodded quickly.

“Are we going to talk about the experimental protocols geologists use?”

“That’s an excellent question,” he said. “And you are?”

“Amy,” she said. “Amy Athens.”

“Amy, welcome to the class,” he said. He was pretending that he needed to memorize her name, as though he hadn’t already done it.

She had to wonder exactly which detail drew him in the most. She didn’t think of herself as arrogant or conceited, yet it was obvious enough. His eyes always lingered on her for just a little bit longer than was necessary. He probably tried so hard to hide it, yet he failed.

So was it her boots? Her bare knees and thighs? Her skirt? The way her vest curved along her breasts? If he considered himself to be a romantic, maybe it was the emerald hue of her eyes? More likely, he appreciated her sleek red hair, her bangs and her ponytail. She knew she looked exactly like some innocent schoolgirl—or maybe she had become an echo of some mean girl who had teased him back when he was in high school or college.

One way or the other, it didn’t matter because she could see what kind of impact she had on him.

Amy didn’t know exactly when she had figured this out. Back in elementary school, lots of boys loved to try to tease her. She never allowed it. If they wanted to fight, then she could throw a punch. If they insisted on trying to grab one of her pigtails to pull them before they ran off, her hand would snap up, and she would always be faster. She could grab their wrists, yanking. Without any kind of training, she had intuitively realized that she could yank their arms behind their backs, twisting painfully.

Yes, she had been sent to the office on one or two or three or five occasions, but she always explained herself, and the adults took her side. Those boys had tried to touch her without permission. She had responded. Even if they started crying, she let them go when they pleaded for her forgiveness, when they promised they wouldn’t do it again…

A couple of the boys had whispered about how she was a bully.

She hadn’t paid attention. Or rather, she knew the truth. They were just trying to justify their own bad behavior. And yet, it kept happening throughout elementary school. But in middle school, the boys still wanted her attention, only now they started to ask her out.

She didn’t think she was the most beautiful girl at her school. Sarah Richards, Alice Chen, and Alicia Rodriguez should’ve been the three girls to fight for that title. Even so, Amy had figured something out.

The boys were drawn to her. It wasn’t just her either. They were drawn to her and her classmates. There was something about the way she might smile, laugh, sneer, or raise her voice. They wouldn’t be able to resist it.

The boys always tried to hide it, of course. Deep down, they must’ve realized how vulnerable the secret desires made them. They wanted to think of themselves as strong individuals who could make their own decisions. They didn’t want to believe that a girl’s presence could work their thoughts or desires, shifting their priorities…But it was true.

Amy Athens had figured it out.

And yes, she had used that information. In high school, she had practiced one of the most important skills a girl could know: manipulation. It wasn’t like she was subtle either. Instead, she considered the boys around her, and she tried to figure out exactly which tone she could use to issue a command. How long did those orders need to be? What kind of stare did she need to use?

Those boys may have been taller and broader. The football players were massive, so she could’ve tried to tackle them at full speed without having them even notice. The basketball players looked like warriors from some bygone era. Tall, lean, muscled and built for endurance, they probably could have swung swords or axes.

None of that athletic skill mattered, not when it came to a girl like Amy Athens. She figured them out, one by one. And after that, they learned to obey her.

She could ask them for their notes. She could tell them to go fetch her food. Even when they actively told themselves they wouldn’t do it, they still yielded each and every time. Even when the boys were together, they weren’t safe.

She loved seeing Erik Saunders try to stare her down. She had been seated on a bench with a couple of her friends. He had interrupted, probably to complain about something she had said in one of her classes with him.

Her head had turned, and she stared right back at him. Interrupting his rant, she said, “Go get me a candy bar.” She was even kind enough to pull a dollar out of her wallet.

His eyes widened, and he sputtered.

If someone else had tried that tactic, it probably wouldn’t have worked. Then again, Amy had a knack for controlling these boys.

He stomped away.

At first, he probably told himself that he wouldn’t do it. But then he found himself in front of the vending machines. After that, he must’ve realized she hadn’t given him enough money. Then he told himself he would just buy it and maybe eat it in front of her as some act of rebellion. A few seconds later, he found himself in front of her, and he handed her the candy. “Good boy,” she said. “You can sit here.” She stabbed her fingers and pointed to a spot next to her.

He sat down. He didn’t say anything.

Casually, she reached down, and she brushed her fingers along the nape of his neck. She actually reached into his shirt, and she scratched at the small of his back before gliding her nails up to that spot between his shoulder blades. She continued to talk to her friends.

Once or twice, he had tried to interrupt. She shushed him.

His friends had watched some of this. They had been off to the side, snickering and laughing. Amy hadn’t cared one way or the other. Instead, she let them, and it was all part of Erik’s punishment…

Then, right after she graduated from high school, her sister pulled her aside and asked a question, “Do you want to hear a secret?”

Sebastian allowed himself to run through the standard introduction to the syllabus. He told his students, "This is Geology 101. This course is designed to introduce you to the fascinating world of the Earth's structure, processes, and history. Throughout this semester, we'll dive into the fundamentals of geology, exploring topics such as plate tectonics, rock formation, geological hazards, and the history of Earth's life forms. We'll also examine how geology influences human societies, from the availability of resources to the impact of natural disasters. By the end of this class, you'll have a solid foundation in geology and a deeper appreciation for the dynamic planet we call home. Any questions?”

No one raised a hand at that moment. He didn’t expect anyone to. Still, he let his gaze sweep across of the room. He saw the guy with spiked hair toward the back of the room and a girl with blonde pigtails. She was chewing gum and staring off into the distance. Another guy had his phone out, and he was obviously playing a game.

Sebastian didn’t bother chastising the student. If he really didn’t want to pay attention, then he didn’t have to. They were all adults here. If he ended up failing, that was on him.

Then again, Sebastian never enjoyed those arguments at the end of the semester where a student would skip class, ignore the lectures, never login to the course website, and yet still write a desperate email begging for the chance to do some extra credit after failing the final exam. It was pathetic and annoying.

His eyes stopped at that one girl, Amy Athens. She had already asked a question. More than that, he recognized the easy confidence she had wielded.

Truthfully, he was impressed. He respected the students who were bold enough to ask questions. More importantly, the entire course was easier to teach when his students paid attention and asked real questions.

Then again, Sebastian saw that Amy had her phone out now, and she was scrolling across her screen.

He continued to lecture about the course policies, only he had to suppress a sigh. All at once, his words tightened with just a hint of disappointment, not that any of them would have noticed. Maybe she asked something to start the class off, but she clearly had no interest in this course.

Too bad, he thought.

Still, she was nice to look at. He never would have admitted that last part to anyone else, but they didn’t need to know his thoughts, especially because he would always behave appropriately.

Then she raised a hand.

“Amy?”

“Professor Drake,” she began, using his name and title with a slight lilt, as though he had just gotten in trouble, “Can I ask you a question?”

“Of course,” he said.

“According to the syllabus, we’re going to be reading some of the work from James Hutton, Charles Lyell, Charles Darwin, Alfred Wegener, and Arthur Holmes.” She looked at him, her eyes hardening into an accusation.

“That’s correct,” Sebastian said.

“And you think that’s appropriate?”

“Appropriate?” He arched an eyebrow as he looked back at her. Normally, most students would have balked at confronting him like this. In fact, he thought back to his previous classes and experiences. Pedagogy may not have been his first passion in life, but he still wanted to be a good instructor. He wanted his students to learn and grow over the course of the classes they took with him.

“That’s right,” she said, still not backing down. To her left and right, a couple of the other students seemed uncertain, as though they didn’t understand what was happening.

Then again, Sebastian couldn’t have explained it either.

“I don’t follow your meaning,” he finally said.

“I’m looking at the syllabus, and you’re only including the male geologists. Is there some reason for that?”

He blinked, confused, uncertain. As a scientist, he understood that lots of different people from varied backgrounds had contributed to the study of geology. And he also understood that there were political elements out there that wanted to see greater representation. He had always nodded along, yet he didn’t know what to do with this girl’s comments.

“That, that must’ve been an oversight,” he said, inwardly flinching. It was true, he had to admit to himself. If one of his colleagues had pointed out this lapse, then he would have made a couple of modifications to his syllabus and the assigned readings. “But for now, we need to move on.”

Next, Sebastian attempted to fall back into the standard and easy rhythm of giving his first day introductions. He talked about the syllabus, about the course website, about all of the little niceties that went into a university-level course.

At the same time, he kept glancing over at Amy. Her expression seemed neutral enough, if there were those moments when he would glance off to the left or right, and he thought he would see her start to smirk or grin back at him.

It had to be his imagination.

She didn’t flash some predatory leer.

Then again, he was a guy. He wouldn’t have recognized that expression anyway.

This heat had started to glow somewhere deep within his chest, and it didn’t dissipate over the rest of the class meeting. The class seemed to drag, mostly because he didn’t know how to teach with that ball of fear lodged deep within his gut. This was supposed to be his domain, only it felt as though an invading army had casually crossed the borders and now sat there, watching him.

She didn’t do anything hostile. She didn’t behave inappropriately (if she had, then he could have gotten truly bold and insisted that she leave), nor did she interrupt him. She didn’t say anything snide or rude. Occasionally, she glanced down at her phone, but that was pretty standard. He was certain other students weren’t paying attention at all as they typed away on their laptops.

While Sebastian spoke, he tried to understand what it all meant. Behind his eyes and those rote remarks, he did his best to parse through those feelings.

A student couldn’t intimidate him.

A girl couldn’t scare him. Over and over, he made those points to himself, yet he would look back in her direction, and there would be that little flash of cold somewhere deep within his muscles or between his joints. At the surface of his skin, heat erupted. Luckily, he didn’t usually blush. Then again, if any girl could provoke that kind of reaction, it seemed like it’d be Amy Athens.

When class ended, she got up and left with her classmates, and he found himself packing up faster than usual. A couple of students came to the front of the room to ask random questions about his email address and office hours. As usual, he pointed them back to the syllabus.

Then he rushed out of the room. Fortunately, Amy was already gone. He rushed back to his office, closed the door, and sat down. He leaned back, closed his eyes, and concentrated. “That was just a fluke,” he whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything.”

He repeated those words two or three times. Despite his best efforts, he didn’t know how to make himself believe anything he said.

The girl in the shiny black boots, tartan skirt, and form-fitting vest made her way across campus. At first, she looked like she could have been any other student. She was pretty with her dark red hair, her vibrant green eyes, her cute nose and her feline features. As she strode between the different buildings, her ponytail swung behind her.

Some of her classmates must have spotted her. The boys noticed her, and they probably underestimated her. They saw her as just another girl, one among so many.

In fact, Amy had to wonder whether or not they checked out the statistics before they enrolled. Did they realize they would be in the minority?

That had always been a “strategy” for guys, wasn’t it? How many men had enrolled in French classes, thinking it would be a good place to find a girlfriend? How many guys decided to take a Women’s Studies class simply because they didn’t want to deal with any kind of competition?

“Silly boys,” she whispered to herself.

Unlike all of her peers, she didn’t head toward the Student Center, any of the academic buildings, or either of the two dorms. Instead, she headed toward the sheds and warehouse where most of the maintenance equipment was stored.

She came to one door, and she saw the card reader. Casually, Amy reached into her bag and took out the square piece of plastic. She swiped it across the reader, and the red light above the door morphed from red to green.

Better yet, she listened to that low thud as the lock retracted.

She pushed the door open, stepped inside, and considered the different devices. From the outside, this building looked fairly run down, as though it should have been used to store lawnmowers, leaf blowers, and other hard equipment. Maybe there would be a couple of old vans or buses in here, each one covered in dust.

Instead, the entire place looked like it had been recently renovated. She saw the new and clean workstations, blowtorches, pieces of metal, computers, and exposed motherboards and other processing units.

“Hello?” Amy called out.

The space was larger than she expected.

“Over here,” she heard someone call out.

A second later, Nora stood up. She had been behind one of the benches. Amy quickly rushed over, and she saw a smaller workstation, closer to the floor.

“What are those?” Amy had to ask.

“Modified boots,” said the other woman.

“Really? What are you thinking?”

“Take a look at this,” Nora said instead. She turned one of the computers to face Amy. Right away, the younger woman started to examine the schematics. Her eyes narrowed, and then she began to smile. Uncertainty clouded her features after several more seconds, all because she knew she had to give an answer. “Tell me what you see.”

“If I’m reading the schematics correctly, the boots come with embedded spikes. It looks like they are blunt and round, but stepping on them would be pretty uncomfortable? They can be retracted or pushed up into the wearer’s toes, heels, and arches.”

“And why would I want something like that?”

“If you put this on a boy, you would be able to activate the boots, extend the spikes, and he wouldn’t be able to walk upright.”

“A gold star for the smartest girl in the class,” Nora said with a grin. “What else do you see?”

“Electrodes?”

“Pretty standard,” Nora said with a nod.

“And it looks like there are magnetic bands?”

“That’s correct,” Nora agreed again. “You’re doing very well. I’m impressed. At this rate, I might be able to get you to switch your major.”

“I’m sorry,” Amy replied “I’m just really not interested in majoring in mechanical engineering.”

“But you get to play with toys like these,” Nora pointed out.

Amy leaned back, she crossed her arms over her chest, she looked down at the boots. Then she double checked the schematics. “If you get your way, will I need to major in mechanical engineering to get to play with these toys?”

“Excellent point,” Nora replied.

“I learned from the best,” Amy said.

“You want to see what I have next?”

“Is it the belt?”

“It is,” Nora said with a grin.

Both women headed across the workshop, and they stopped at the central workstation. There were three computers here; each monitor glowed with another set of statistics and readouts.

“This is it,” Amy said. “Can I?” She started to reach out. Clearly, she itched to pick it up and hold it in her hands. She saw the metallic waistband, the curved tube, the pouch, electrodes, the battery casing, and the processor housing.

“Absolutely,” Nora said.

“You really think this is going to do it?” Amy asked even as she picked up the belt. She held it and considered it from the different angles. Somehow, it seemed both lighter and heavier than she had expected.

“Amy, that’s going to change the world,” Nora promised. “Now, we just need to figure out which boy gets it first.”

“About that…” Amy said with the kind of smile that shined from her lips and illuminated her already pretty features. “I have an idea.”

Office hours. Boring. Quiet. The chance to tackle administrative tasks, training, grading, or course development.

Technically, students could also arrive and take advantage of some one-on-one time with their instructors. Considering that it was the first week of the semester, Sebastian didn't expect anyone to show up. That's when he heard it.

Someone knocked on his door a few minutes before his office hours were scheduled to begin.

His brows tightened, and he glanced back at the polished wooden frame. The first, he figured it would be one of his colleagues. Perhaps they were stopping by to discuss some administrative concern. Or maybe someone just didn't feel like working, so she or he intended to commiserate for a little bit. Only then, he opened the door, and his breath tightened in his throat.

Her.

Amy Athens.

He saw the curls of her blonde hair, the gorgeous angles of her cheeks, the soft pink of her lips, and the silver necklace hanging just above the neckline on her shirt. His throat tightened, but he quickly regained that professional façade. Like a good teacher, he smiled back at her. "Hello, Amy." Inside, he flinched.

"I'm here for your office hours," she announced.

Inside, Sebastian seriously considered reminding her that they didn't technically start for several more minutes. Then again, it was the first week of the semester, and he needed to be a welcoming instructor. After all, he strongly encouraged his students to visit during his office hours. Although they rarely took him up on it, he knew this was an important part of his position.

"Come in," he said, dropping down behind his desk. "Have a seat."

"I think I'll stand," she told him. "This won't take long."

All at once, he felt smaller than her. It was ridiculous, he told himself. She was just a college girl. And even if he could envision the contours of her boots, the shine of that leather, the curves of her legs and the edge of her skirt, those images changed nothing. At least, that was what he tried to tell himself again and again.

"What's up?" Sebastian asked as he inclined his head.

In that instant, it wasn't just a question of feeling smaller than this girl. Something else tickled the back of his neck. It seemed to fall down along his back. Nervous energy pulsed along his skin. He hated how this girl could provoke that kind of reaction. Again and again, he tried to push it aside. He worked to tramp it down. Most of all, he thought of how he was an intellectual. He wrote papers, presented at conferences, and garnered attention from his students.

This girl was just a teenager; she may have been an adult, but she lacked his experience, his wealth, power, and social gravitas. All of this should have made him her superior.

And yet, she was pretty.

Exhaling slowly, he refused to let any of that bother him. "I wanted to discuss your reading list," she said.

"What about it?"

"You know why I'm here," she told him. When she uttered those words, there was that flash of fear once again. He maintained his neutral expression. As a teacher, he knew how to hide his feelings. Most of all, he had learned in his first classes to keep his face devoid of any reaction beyond what he would want to say to her. After all, lots of students asked especially silly questions. He rarely taught courses in physical geography, but he remembered one of his first classes where a young man raised his hand and asked, "Whenever I look at maps, I see all of the lines, but when I take a flight with my family, I looked down, and they aren’t there. What's up with that?" Sebastian had stared, uncertain and deeply confused. Only then, he realized what this boy had been asking; he wanted to know whether or not there were lines physically painted all across the planet. Sebastian never laughed, nor did he deride that kid for his question. After all, he didn't know, and he was curious, so Sebastian had to answer it with a straight face. He had managed...somehow.

And now, he needed all of that same practice and skill to keep himself from reacting to this girl. Amy Athens watched and waited.

He cleared his throat. His voice threatened to crack. All at once, he felt like he was back in middle school, and there was some pretty, older girl standing above him. He felt shorter, smaller, and utterly trapped. Part of him wanted to jump up onto his feet so that he could look directly into her eyes. Somehow, he knew she would understand what he did. More importantly, she'd know why.

Because he refused to show any kind of weakness in front of her, Sebastian actually itched to smirk. Part of him wanted to laugh because this was supposed to be ridiculous. Again, they didn't compare. She'd enrolled as a first-year at his university. He had tenure. He was one of the youngest professors at this college, yet he had an impressive CV.

I shouldn't be intimidated by a girl, he told himself.

"Do I?" Sebastian asked.

"Don't be cute," she told him.

His eyes widened; his lips parted.

Before he could start sputtering out some kind of response, she leaned forward. She pressed her knuckles down against the flat surface of his desk, and she looked right into his eyes. "I asked you about your reading list in class today. Have you considered my concerns?"

He gulped. He hated that nervous response. And yet, it seemed completely automatic, as though he had no chance of controlling it. He drew in a slow breath, and then he looked back into her eyes. From one second to the next, he tried to stare her down. Most of all, it was supposed to be easy. Instead, he felt like he had confronted a tigress. Then she smiled, and he looked away.

"No," he told her automatically. "I've already written the syllabus for the semester. Additionally, I’m going to take your feedback into consideration, and I will give it all of the attention it deserves." That last part may not have been necessary, but he needed to show her.

"I see…" Her voice trailed off.

All at once, he felt the urge to apologize. It was a strange sensation, but he forced it down. Instead, he smiled, and he looked back at her. "Was there anything else, Amy?" When he used her name, he tried to make himself sound as authoritative as possible. He was in charge. She had come there to make a request.

"Have you considered the consequences of your actions?"

"Consequences?"

"Yes," she told him. It sounded like she was lecturing now. His shoulders tightened, but he didn't interrupt her. For some reason, he couldn't dare interrupt her. "I know it's kind of isolated up here, but the world is changing, and things are quite a bit different. You should reconsider.” Perhaps he should apologize? She tilted her head slightly to the side. She definitely carried herself with this feline grace and predatory poise.

"The world hasn't changed that much," he told her.

"That's what you think," she replied as she turned around. She strode off, the heels on her boots clicking against the floor. She closed the door behind her, leaving him alone.

"Nothing is going to happen," he told himself. Then he said the words again, almost as though the repetition would be enough to make him believe them.

The next day, he received the email. Between messages from his students asking to add his various courses, reminders about syllabus submissions, and other ancillary concerns that marked the routine of a new academic year, Sebastian saw it.

He didn't recognize the name, so he automatically assumed she was just another administrator at the college. This struck him as pretty normal. The administrators always liked to hire new consultants, advisers, and assistants. The emails went out to everyone, and he usually skipped them.

Sebastian couldn't explain precisely what snagged his attention, but he clicked on the message.

Good morning, Sebastian. I am Professor Nora Lorasdottir, and I'd like to speak with you today at 1:00 PM in my office, 128 Clarion Hall. Don't be late.

"What?" He stared at the screen for several long seconds. He read the message. Then he reread it.

Nora Lorasdottir? He didn't recognize the name. Cascade University may have been small, but they still had quite a few different investors operating in the various departments. Then again, Sebastian had to quietly acknowledge that he usually let himself drift away from interdepartmental politics. He remained polite with his colleagues, but he preferred to do his job, complete as many works as quickly as possible, and get back out into the hills and mountains for the chance to wander and take fresh pictures. He had worked here for several years, yet it still felt like there was so much to explore! There were all of these different trails and spots he wanted to see.

Only now, this woman expected him to just show up? At the same time, he checked his new schedule for this semester, and he realized he was technically available at one o'clock. Still, she didn't have the right to simply demand his presence!

Locking his teeth together, Sebastian leaned back.

That's when he decided to go check in with his department chair.

It felt odd and childish, but he also needed the reassurance, especially after he checked out Nora Lorasdottir in the campus directory. He found her name. There wasn't much information, just her email address, her office phone number (one she probably didn't use), and her title. Right away, he came to the obvious question. Why was a woman who worked in the Engineering Department sending him a message and this demand for a meeting?

"Whatever," he whispered to himself. Part of him wanted to just blow her off. But then he found himself standing in front of his Department Chairwoman's office door. He knocked, and she called out, "Come in."

He touched the handle, stepped inside, and he stood there. Sometimes, he felt ridiculously young. Yes, he had earned tenure, just like the other professors, but Professor Mary Hill was probably in her late fifties or early sixties. "What's up, Sebastian?"

"I just got a strange email," he said. "I was wondering what you thought of it?"

"Is it another phishing attempt?"

"No," he said with a quick shake of his head. "It's a message from a woman named Nora...Nora Lorasdottir?" He carefully pronounced her last name as he tried to remember each syllable. It sounded strange to him, but he had noticed a few names like that online recently?

Professor Hill stared back at him for a couple of seconds. Her expression hardened. Her lips tightened. Before, she had looked like his amiable boss, the woman who liked him and respected him and generally left him alone. As far as he had been concerned, that was one of the best attributes a supervisor could have.

"You know her?"

"I do," Professor Hill answered. Then she paused. She stared off out toward her window for several long seconds. "And what did she want with you?"

"She told me that we have a meeting, but I didn't agree to anything. Besides, she's from the Engineering Department?" He expected the chairwoman to laugh and to tell him that he could just ignore it. Generally speaking, the members of each department understood that they had autonomy. They were the experts in their fields, and they didn't need outsiders to come in and try to tell them how to do things. Besides, if one department started messing with another, there could always be a reprisal in one form or another.

Sebastian had understood this from a purely theoretical level, but he had always done a good job of dodging the political morass.

"Go," Professor Hill told him. "You need to go to that meeting."

"What?" Sebastian just let the question spill out of his mouth. He blinked a couple of times as he stared back at her.

"Sebastian, you are an excellent teacher. I've been able to observe your classes. Your colleagues respect you, and I really appreciate everything you have contributed to the campus community, but…" Her voice trailed off. She drew in a slow breath. "I’m not sure exactly what's happening, but this woman has a lot of authority."

"Really?" It sounded like a juvenile question, only he couldn't help it.

"Really," Professor Hill said. "Have you been following what's going on with the grant from the Farber Foundation?"

"Not really?" He had noticed a couple of email chains going back and forth between some of the faculty members. Unfortunately for him, ignoring the political infighting also meant he sometimes didn't know what was actually happening.

"The university has accepted a lot of help from outside sources, so now we have a new professor, and she is in a fairly unique position." Professor Hill hesitated for another couple of seconds. "To be honest, I'm not sure what this means, but I think you should try to keep your head down as much as possible. Don't cause any trouble for her, and I’m sure everything will be fine."

"Right." He didn't know what else to say. "Thank you," he told her as he got up. "I really appreciate your advice." Sometimes, the teachers could get arrogant. It was easy enough, especially since they were responsible for lecturing, asking questions, and judging whether or not the students had actually learned anything. That kind of power may have been confined to just a few people, yet it always seemed intense to him.

"Sebastian?" Mary asked as he got up to leave.

"Yes?"

"Things are changing out there," she said. "Some of it looks really good. Some of it just looks very different. I'm not sure exactly what's happening, but things are definitely changing. Be careful. Okay? You're a good guy, and I wouldn't want to see anything bad happen to you."

The next day, Sebastian left his office and stepped out into the stream of students headed toward their one o'clock classes. Mostly girls with a couple of guys scattered in here or there, the students rushed along. They didn't want to be late.

Obviously older and without a backpack, Sebastian didn't look like a student. Still, he could easily remember what it was like to join the rush of undergraduates as they headed toward their destinations.

When he arrived at Clarion Hall, he saw the students clustered around the administrative offices: Financial Aid, Payments, and Academic Advising. A lot of that stuff was done online, but there would always be people who needed to speak in person.

He passed all of them as he made his way deeper into the administrative section.

He was surprised to find that Nora had an office here, but then he found himself standing in front of 128.

He pulled out his phone, glanced down, and checked the time.

He ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth. At this point, he wasn't late. Still, part of him wanted to wait, to step into her office, two or three minutes later, if only to prove that he could.

Then he decided that would be immature, so Sebastian knocked. He heard her voice telling him to come in.

"Close the door," she told him right away.

After he shut it, Sebastian stood there, and then he decided to take control of the situation. This woman wasn't what he had expected. The light red of her hair framed her face and spilled down past her shoulders. She looked up at him and smiled. "Sebastian?"

He was tempted to clear his throat and tell her that he preferred to be addressed as Professor Drake. Then again, he honestly didn't know this woman, so he thought he could be polite with her. Besides, she was new. Consequently, he had the upper hand here.

"That's right," he said. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Nora."

"Professor Lorasdottir," she said as she stood and extended her hand. They shook, and she motioned for him to sit. He obliged, only then she stepped around the other side of her desk, she leaned against the edge, and she crossed her arms over her chest. All at once, he realized he was beneath her.

"What is this about?" Sebastian asked as he tried to take the initiative.

She didn't respond right away. Instead, she studied him.

He saw her corduroy dress. He saw the straps along her shoulders, the shirt she wore underneath, and her sleek, black boots. They reminded him so much of what Amy had worn the day before. Instantly, he tried not to be attracted to this woman. In fact, he did his best to remain completely unemotional altogether. First, getting angry at her would be a bad idea, especially because he would probably slip and say something he might regret later. Second, he knew better than to try to pursue a woman he worked with.

"Before we begin, I was hoping you could tell me about yourself. I'm new here, and I'm still trying to get a sense of what Cascade University is really like."

This surprised him, but he nodded along. "Okay. It's a really nice campus. We have amazing faculty. To be honest, I'm very proud to work here. I’ve had some incredible students over the years."

"That's all very good to hear," she said. "And what about you? Tell me about yourself, Sebastian."

Sebastian. There was something about the way she spoke his name. When she used it, she seemed to seize control. She addressed him like he was a pet or something.

Strictly speaking, that wasn't true, he tried to tell himself. There was nothing wrong with one colleague addressing another by their first name. Still, something inside of his chest tightened. At the same time, he inclined his head. He looked back up at her. He was tempted to wrap his arms over his chest, but he thought that might appear too defensive.

"I’m just a regular guy," he said. "I enjoy photography, and I’m obviously fascinated by geology, but that's a pretty easy assumption, and I enjoy reading."

"Really? What's your genre?"

This felt like an interrogation, but he still answered, "Science fiction and fantasy. Mostly," he replied. "But I like to think that I'm pretty intellectually curious."

"That's a good trait to have," she said. "So why are you ignoring your student's concerns about the gender balance of your class?"

He sputtered. "What?"

"Before we talk about your punishment, I wanted to discuss your reasoning. What's going on, Sebastian?"

"What are you talking about?" Of course, he had flashed back to that beautiful, precocious girl who had been in his class the day before, only now his mouth dropped open, and Sebastian didn't know what to say. As a teacher, he almost always had the chance to prepare his remarks ahead of time. Better yet, he gave the same lectures over and over again, meaning he could learn and adapt. He didn't memorize the material, not precisely, but he had a very good sense of what he would say at each class meeting. When a student asked a question, he could look especially smart since others had probably wondered the same thing. He could usually anticipate what his students needed to know, especially because he would be the one writing the exams.

Right then and there, however, he felt like this woman had just stunned him. He stared back at her, and his lungs had stopped even as his heart pumped into overdrive.

"First, I'm talking about your syllabus. I requested a copy from your department, and they sent it over. I'm looking through your readings, and they seem very one-sided and completely inappropriate."

"Excuse me? That's none of your concern," he said.

"Actually, it is. If you like, I can give you my contract to review. I assure you, faculty comportment and discipline is very much one of my concerns."

Faculty comportment and discipline? He heard the words inside of his head, but now he stared up at her. She relaxed her arms, and she leaned down just a little bit. "I understand," she said, her tone softening. "This is different. For a very long time, you enjoyed minimal supervision. You were free to do pretty much whatever you wanted. Unfortunately, that also means that you developed some very bad habits, and we're going to have to work on correcting those, Sebastian."

"Bad habits?"

"Do you believe that women have contributed nothing to the study of geology?"

"I, I…"

"Answer me, Sebastian," she commanded. Her tone didn't sharpen. She didn't yell at him or raise her voice. Even so, the stab of fear pulsed across his body. At the same time, he wanted to jump up. Most bizarre of all, he wished he could lean in and kiss her. It wasn't fair. Maybe this would have been easier if she, as his superior at the University, had been older or unattractive. The signals inside of his head were getting mixed up, and he didn't know what to do, especially because he wasn't prepared for this.

In other professions, people fought and argued all the time. Whether it was a question of customer service, sales people competing for the best customers, law enforcement, or something else altogether, other workers in other fields knew how to push back. As a teacher at a small university, he didn't know how to argue, not really.

A gulp dropped down his neck. It played along his cheeks. At the same time, that nervous chuckle at the nape of his neck made him squirm in his seat.

All at once, he flashed back to high school. He remembered getting in trouble for playing around on his phone with his friend. A new mobile game had come out, and it had been deliciously addictive. He had thrown himself into collecting those gems, upgrading his weapons, and perfecting his armor. With the excitement running hot through his veins, he had made way too much noise. Consequently, his teacher had marched up to him, taking his device, and told him that he could have it back at the end of the day. Still, he remembered looking up at her, seeing the disappointment written across her face, and understanding that he wouldn't be able to win. He was in trouble. He had made his choices, and now he had to live with those consequences.

Only now, Sebastian couldn't keep up.

He took a breath, looked up at her, and he tried to remember what it had been like back in college. As a student, he had routinely been confronted by instructors who called on him. They wanted to engage with him; they wanted to make sure he had been paying attention. All of those details came flooding back as he looked up at her. Most importantly, he found some of his old confidence, "Obviously, women have contributed a great deal to the study of geology."

He was about to mention a couple of them to prove he knew what he was talking about, only she spoke, interrupting him. Her voice cut him off as she asked, "And why aren't there any women on your reading list? You don't have any females, either from previous generations or contemporary researchers."

"Is this about Amy Athens?" he asked as he tried to direct the conversation.

"Answer my question, Sebastian," she said.

There. Sebastian. She used his name again, and he felt as though something had been locked down deep within his chest. "It was just an oversight. I, I can revise my syllabus right now."

"Yes, you will. You will revise your syllabus, apologize to your students, and volunteer for correction."

"Correction?" If he had heard her list at some other place or time, if he had been allowed to think clearly, then Sebastian would have jumped up to his feet, jabbed a finger in front of her face, and insisted that she couldn't do this. He could contact his union representative. He could go to his department chairwoman. He could fight back!

"That's correct," she said. "Unless you wish to offer your resignation now, you will accept my decision. Clearly, you have been allowed too much freedom, so now you require additional oversight. Don't worry. We can take care of you. We can make sure you get everything you need." Her tone had softened again.

"What are you talking about?"

"I realize this isn't your field, but have you studied the benefits of male chastity?"

He heard the words, yet he still struggled to keep up. He couldn't comprehend what she had just asked him. The question didn't seem to make sense, as though the individual words had been arranged in the wrong order. "I…I...What? No," he finished.

"Perfect," she said. "So you get a choice, right now, Sebastian. If you like, you can resign. I assure you, I have the authority to fire you. Frankly, doing so would be useful. I think it would send a message to your colleagues. But frankly, I have reviewed your work. You seem like a good boy, and I think you could still contribute a lot to this campus. I don't want to see you quit, and I don't want to fire you, so I'm hoping you'll take the other option."

Sebastian attempted to say the words. He failed. His lips moved, only he couldn’t shape the right puffs of air into those correct syllables.

She smiled. Her expression seemed so warm, so enticing and playful all at the same time. Then she added, "That's right. Male chastity. In fact, I have a prototype built here, and I think you would be a perfect user. So what’s it going to be?"

"I need to think about this," he said as he started to rise out of that seat.

She casually extended her hand, she braced her fingers against the top of his head, and she pushed him right back down into that chair.

"No," she told him. "This isn't something you get to think about. You're going to make a decision right now. Stay or go. What's it going to be?"

When he had approached that office, he never imagined that his entire profession could be at stake. It seemed ridiculous. At the same time, he contemplated what it meant to earn tenure. The extra work, the hours. The committee meetings. The politicking. He didn't know if he could do that again. More importantly, he wondered if he had made some terrible mistake. Yes, he could silently acknowledge that he had messed up by accidentally selecting only male writers and thinkers for his course. It wasn't representative of his field. It wasn't an accurate reflection of how geology had evolved. Even so, he stared back up at her again.

Deep down, he secretly hoped she would show him some sign of sympathy or mercy. Instead, she continued to smile down at this boy.

"Chastity," he said. He tried to turn those words into a question.

"Good," she said. Her hands dropped down to his wrists, and she pulled him onto his feet. Then she brushed her knuckles along his neck and along the underside of his jaw before she pinched his chin. "I expect you to cooperate. Remember, if you don't, you will be fired. Tell me you understand, Sebastian."

He hated uttering those words, "I understand."

"Tell me you're going to cooperate."

His eyes narrowed. Yes, she was beautiful, and maybe it was easy to envision some scenario where he would go up to her, ask her out, take her back into town for some Italian, and perhaps even seduce her. Despite those images, he had to do what she expected, "I'm going to cooperate."

"Good boy," she said. "Smart boy." Technically, those words qualified as complements, yet he heard the patronizing insult laced through each syllable. He opened his mouth to speak, only she interrupted him again.

"Strip. You need to be naked for this."

Right after those words hit the air, she sauntered over to her office door, and she turned the latch, locking him in.

He spun back. He was on his feet now.

She came right up to him, and she looked into his eyes. She stared at him, and he tried to resist so hard. If he couldn't match Amy's stare, then he couldn't possibly contend with a woman like Professor Nora Lorasdottir.

"Do it," she ordered. The simple command drilled through his defenses, and he stepped back. He gulped. He peeked over his shoulder at the door, and he saw that turned lock once again. Instantly, he knew he could leave. Even so, that would mean the destruction of his entire career.

His hands rose to the first button on his shirt. He felt the edge of his collar, and he worked his shirt open, one button after another. Inch by inch, he loosened it until he yanked his shirt out from beneath his belt. Untucked now, it hung there. At the same time, he felt exposed, like this woman could see him in a way no one else had.

Again and again, he told himself that he wasn't really going to do this. But even as that denial played behind his eyes, Sebastian continued to strip. He shrugged off his shirt. He kicked off his shoes. Next, he pulled off the undershirt, revealing his torso.

"Stop," she said.

He froze in place, and Nora stepped forward. She reached out, and her fingers pressed up against his stomach. Next, she dragged one finger along his sternum. She watched him. Her eyes were shining as she took in and memorized every detail.

"This, this is inappropriate," he tried to tell her.

"Sebastian, haven't you figured it out yet?" Nora asked him. As she spoke, she sounded genuinely curious. "I’m the one who determines what's appropriate."

His mouth fell open again for a second or two, and then she looked right into his eyes all over again. "Isn't that right?"

Nora expected his cooperation. She expected his agreement…

He couldn't give it to her!

"Yes," he breathed out right away. "That's right."

"You're pretty smart for a boy," she told him.

Although Sebastian registered the insult, he didn't know what to do. At this point, he was down to his pants. He had even removed his socks. Then she loosened his belt, and she tugged gently, letting gravity take over an instant later. His pants fell around his ankles, and she nudged him forward. He stepped out of the discarded garment. "Take off your boxers," she whispered into his ear.

"What is this? What are you doing?"

"I already told you," she said. "I'm responsible for faculty, discipline and comportment. You made a mistake, so now you need to be chastised and corrected. It's a simple concept, Sebastian. You should be able to understand it."

"Yes, but, but…" Silently, he preached against his stumbling mouth. As a professor, he was supposed to be articulate. He was supposed to be able to stand up in front of a group of college students and explain some of the most difficult geological concepts. Better yet, he could get into arguments with his colleagues. He could confront those difficult and thorny questions within his field, negotiating the various perspectives, theories, hypotheses, ideas and positions. Only right there, when confronted with this woman, he kept stumbling and stuttering.

"Tell me that you need to be corrected," she instructed.

"I won't," he protested as he tried to summon the best of his dignity.

Nora tilted her head to the side. She smirked. She was watching him, and this playful little smile curved along her lips as she studied the boy in front of her.

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure you want to give up on your entire career right here and now?"

"You can't do that," he said without any real conviction in his voice.

"Yes." She spoke without any hesitation or doubt. "I can. And I will. Is that what it's going to take, Sebastian?"

"No…" whispered the geology professor.

"Then say it," she replied. "Tell me you need to be corrected."

His stomach tightened, and his lungs clenched. His heart kept pounding in his chest, only he couldn't get his body under control. That's why he told her, "I need to be corrected."

"Remove your underwear," she said, smiling down toward the red boxers with the black waistband.

He grabbed onto the fabric and yanked it down.

"Look at that," she said. "You're excited."

"I'm not," he protested automatically. Then again, Sebastian hadn't taken stock of his own feelings, or the sensations coursing along the surface of his skin. In that moment, nothing seemed to make sense, especially because she stepped up to him, she reached down, and she casually wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She had his manhood locked within the confines of her fingers.

He braced himself, perhaps worried she might try to squeeze. Instead, her fingers gently slid up and down. She was touching him, teasing him, and working him up. "You're excited, Sebastian. There's no shame in that. You know, this is why boys get into trouble in the first place. You have all of these drives and instincts. I'm sure a biologist could tell us more, but I'm not a biologist. I'm not a doctor or a psychologist. You know what I am?"

As she stroked him, his breathing came in one frantic, ragged gasp after another. He had never anticipated anything like this. He hadn't prepared, so he had no defense against her voice, the scent of her perfume, the proximity of her body, or the alluring light dancing across her hair. "No…" Sebastian exhaled the answer.

In truth, he didn't even know whether or not she could hear him. Right then and there, however, it didn't matter. She squeezed again, sending another jolt of desire racing across his body. He needed this. He needed it so badly. He craved more, so much more…

And yet, he wasn't going to get it. She touched him, and teased him, playing with him as she worked her hand up and down over and over again.

After she brought him to the verge of release, that potential explosion, those coalescing desires squeezing together deep at his core, she pulled her hand away.

His eyes glazed over, even as he stared at her with desperate intent.

"I'm an engineer," she told him. "It is my responsibility to fix things when they are broken."

"I'm not broken," he said.

"No," she replied. "But you do need to be controlled. And that's why I expect you to wear something special from now on."

He clenched his eyes shut, dipped his head down, and tried to pretend he was somewhere else.

Over the next few seconds, he could hear her footsteps. He didn't know exactly where Nora went or what she was doing, yet he couldn't check either. With his teeth locked together, his eyes shut tight, and his breathing coming in one quick breath after another, he couldn't think. He kept trying to reclaim some semblance of himself, only he didn't know what to do or say or how he was supposed to react.

When it came to most situations in life, he understood the relevant scripts. He understood how the rest of society would expect him to perform whether he was at a grocery store, in his account's office, or standing in front of a class. But this woman had wrecked everything, like he found himself in a new world, a new reality, and he couldn't possibly pick the right course of action.

"Open your eyes," she said.

She sounded conversational enough, only now he lifted his eyelids, and that's when he saw her. She held something up. He saw the band, the tube up front, the pouch, and the different pieces. He didn't know much about mechanical engineering, so he just stared at the shining steel.

"What, what is that?"

"This is a chastity belt," she told him. "Put it on."

"Excuse me?"

"Put it on," she said again.

Sebastian itched to ask a second time, but he already knew the answer would not change. She pressed the edge of the belt up against his chest and let go. At the last instant, he grabbed on. It was heavier than he expected, and he looked down at it. "You're kidding," he said. He blinked a couple of times. "This thing looks positively medieval."

"It's not," she assured him. "In fact, it actually includes some rather advanced pieces of technology."

"What is it for?"

"It's a chastity belt," she told him. "What do you think?" It was enough, her question didn't come with any annoyance or animosity. Rather, she watched him, and the corners of her mouth twitched upward.

"Are you teasing me? Is this some kind of joke?" Sebastian asked.

She smirked; she giggled. "Is there anything about anything that has happened here that makes you think this is a joke?"

He didn't answer.

Her expression turned harsh. "Put it on."

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

"You're smart boy. Surely you can figure it out. If you don't put it on, I will call security, and he will have you escorted off of campus. I don't think you would like that, would you? You don't want all those pretty girls to see you cuffed and escorted away while completely naked…"

His eyes widened. All at once, he found the hinge on the belt, and he opened it up. He wrapped it around his waist, and then he brought the front up against his genitals. He looked down, and he realized there was a compartment for his balls. There was another section for the curves of his manhood.

"Oh, look at that. This boy is still excited," she said, glancing down at his erection.

This boy. She made him sound like an object or livestock. Somehow, he felt like a piece of property as she watched him.

Normally, he thought women were supposed to be scared or at least repelled by male desire. Wasn't there supposed to be some connection between the patriarchy, erections, and female discomfort? He had never really paid that much attention to those kinds of arguments. He preferred the simplicity of nature photography, but he had picked up on a little bit here or there.

"Can you relax, or do you need some help?"

"Help?"

"One moment," she said, gingerly lifting a finger.

He needed to say something. There were questions he should have been able to ask. Instead, he just watched as that beautiful woman stepped behind her desk again. She opened up a different drawer, and then she brought out a round, red container. She unscrewed the lid, and she plucked out of a piece of ice.

Right away, he realized that she had prepared for this. She had expected it.

"Use this," she said.

"I, I can't."

"You can," she told him. "You will."

He took the ice. The chill jabbed down into the palm of his hand. Then he clenched his eyes shut, and he touched it to his erection. He couldn't believe this was happening. He couldn't believe he was doing it. But then, in the distance, he seemed to hear her laugh. Or maybe that was just his imagination. With his eyes still closed, he rubbed the ice all along his shaft.

It worked. The chill blunted his arousal. At least for those first couple of seconds, he had softened, and now the images lost some of their power. Even if he still wondered what it would have been like to feel her lips on his mouth or the curves of her breasts beneath his palms, he managed to push his manhood into the chastity belt. Then he pressed it up against his crotch, and he pulled the other two ends together. The lock engaged. He heard a servo snap into place and tighten. The belt squeezed against the sides of his waist.

"Very good," she said. "Stand up straight, keep your eyes open, and slide your hands behind your head."

"What? Why?" Sebastian demanded even as he turned back and faced her.

She had her phone out with the camera lens aimed at him.

"Say cheese," she instructed with exaggerated enthusiasm.

His eyes went wide. He tried to take a step forward, only she lifted a hand and wagged her finger from side to side. Somehow, that was enough to stop him. His feet pressed down against the floor. It felt as though he had been locked in position.

"If you want to get out of the belt, you're going to cooperate." As she spoke, he searched for some way out. He glanced down at the chastity belt. He saw the curves of the metal, and he could feel the different components.

"You can't just take pictures of me, not without my permission," he insisted.

"Sebastian, do you think anything is actually changed? Before, I convinced you to put it on because I can fire you if that is what it takes. I can still fire you if that's what it takes. So, what are you going to do?"

He said nothing. He didn't answer. Instead, he waited for some brilliant insight or inspiration. Nothing happened. Nothing came to him. Then he closed his eyes, and he lifted his arms. He wasn't naked, not exactly, not now.

"If you want, you can start thinking about me. Think about how good it would feel if I came over there and touched you again," she said.

All at once, he experienced that quickened wave of excitement. It pulsed down along his body, and he could feel the stiffening excitement between his legs, only now his shaft pushed against the inner contours of the chastity lock. "What's happening?" Sebastian asked, only to feel foolish. An instant later. He understood what was happening. It was obvious.

And yet, he had his arms raised now, his fingers laced behind his head. His breathing came faster, and he looked back at her. She had her phone up, the camera lens aimed right at him. She tapped the screen, he heard the digitized click once, twice, three and four times in quick succession. She stepped to his left, then his right. She took those photos, snapping one picture after another. And when she finished, she lowered the screen and started to scan across her work to see exactly whether or not she should be satisfied with her efforts. "Nice," she finally said to herself. "This is going to work very nicely."

"Okay," he said. "I played with your belt, and I learned my lesson, and I will revise my syllabus. I can go now. Right?"

"Yes," she said. "I guess I can dismiss you now. Of course, when I call you, I expect you to come running like an obedient boy."

"Come running?" He snorted. He couldn't help it. Technically, he probably should have simply lied. It should have been easy to tell her whatever she wished to hear. After this, he knew he would avoid her to the best of his ability. The campus may not have been large, but they worked in different departments.

"That's right," she said. "Because if you don't, I will have to punish you."

"You already did," he said. Then he looked down at the belt.

His fingers brushed along the different sides, and he searched for a button, a switch, anything to release him. When he didn't find anything, he had to look back at her. "How do I get this thing off?" He asked the question quickly enough, only he sharpened those words into a demand.

With her hands on her hips, Nora Lorasdottir studied him. Right when he was about to ask again, she told him, simply, "You don't."

"Excuse me?" Sebastian said it. That was when he tried to grab onto the side of the belt. He pushed his fingers down, and he tried to yank, to twist or bend the metal. It refused to yield.

"Oh, I'm sorry. Is that not tight enough? Here, let me adjust that for you," Nora told him. She grabbed her phone again, and she swiped across the screen. As she accessed her screen, she entered a new command. All at once, the belt tightened. The layered strips of metal shrank the opening for his waist. Then it stopped. "Is that better?"

"What did you do?"

"I control your belt with my phone," she said. "By the way, it is actually linked up to a satellite network."

He stared at her. He didn't believe it.

"I know, right? It's amazing what you can do if you're willing to spend some money and set up the right kind of subscription. Oh, it also helps if you have a PhD in mechanical engineering." She smiled at him, her eyes shining bright with excitement. "Now, you're dismissed. Get dressed. Head back and be prepare to come and do whatever I want whenever I want."

He had followed her commands, getting dressed, leaving her office, and stumbling back out into the administrative hallway. He had been in this building several times before. He recalled stepping into that hallway as he had searched around for the HR office on his first day. Sebastian had been so nervous, especially because he had technically been hired, but now came the arduous task of convincing everyone in the Earth Sciences department that he deserved tenure. He had to earn their respect. More importantly, he needed their approval.

The whole process had taken several years, conference presentations, multiple publications, and seemingly endless committee work. Still, he had finished.

But now, he stumbled through Clarion Hall, and he made his way out into the cool sunlight. Overhead, puffy clouds drifted by lazily, but he didn't see that many students. By now, most of them had already made it to their classes. One girl was off on a bench, studying. Another couple of guys were seated near the fountain as the water jumped up into the air before falling back in a seemingly endless waterfall.

He had been there on so many different occasions. He had walked across this student square, only now he could feel the belt underneath his pants.

Did anyone know what he was wearing? Did anyone know what that woman had done to him?

No.

Rebecca, a girl from last semester, strode by, saw him, raised her hand and waved, "Hey, Professor Drake!"

Halfheartedly, he waved his hand. At the same time, he knew he had to go home. He didn't see any other choice.

"Knock, knock," Amy said as she tapped the open door to Clarion Hall, Office 128.

"Hey," Nora said as she glanced up.

"How did it go?" Amy asked, stepping inside and holding her hands excitedly against her chest.

"Close the door," Nora replied.

Amy did it as fast as she could, without slamming the door shut. When she spun back around she said. "Come on. Tell me. How did it go?"

"Quite well, I think. He's wearing the belt now, and I think he's going to be a good candidate. You really did a good job, Amy."

"Thank you," Amy replied with a bow of her head. "So what about the belt? Have you tested it?"

"I only tightened it," Nora said. "I’m thinking about a phone call. He's actually home now."

"Really? So you really can track him?"

"Come here," Nora said, motioning toward the open seat with one hand while turning her monitor toward her favorite Cascade University student with the other. Amy plopped down, her knees held together as she leaned forward. She saw the map on the screen; more importantly, she spotted the small, red dot.

"That's him," Amy said. "You can really track him, can't you?"

"We can do a lot more than that. We can track him, create boundaries, and ensure his good behavior. Would you like to test it?"

"Yes, please."

"Stay quiet," Nora said as she pulled up his phone number. "I don't want him to freak out any more than necessary."

Pressing her lips together, the young woman nodded quickly. She would be good; she would do her best because she couldn't wait to see what was going to happen. It was one thing, especially when it came to female supremacy, but now she got to see it in practice.

Nora watched the green icon as his phone started to ring.

Sebastian had paused once his car rolled to a stop in the driveway. He glanced over at his modest house. Trees stepped up into the sky from the backyard, and he still had his hands on the steering wheel. From one moment to the next, he knew he should get out. Technically, he had to rebuild his syllabus.

He gritted his teeth as that thought occurred to him. Normally, he could get home and contemplate which tasks could wait until the next day and which ones needed to be accomplished right away. Usually, he had messages from his students waiting for him. This time, he didn't think about any of the guys or girls from his courses. Rather, a woman with red hair and a vivid smile flashed behind his eyes.

"Nora," he whispered.

He still didn't believe it. And yet, he couldn't detach his hands from the steering wheel to drop his hand down to touch between his legs or along his waist. Whenever he had shifted, he had sensed the belt. It wasn't like his underwear. He could ignore his boxers easily enough. On most days, he would go to work, drive around, walk, or hike, and he would forget about the garments pressing against his most intimate parts.

Only now, when he had hit the breaks on his car as he drove, there was that little tug of momentum. There was the weight, the stiffness, the reminder again and again of what he wore. Whenever he thought of it, he thought of Nora, and his body responded…

It was a vicious cycle, which he didn't know how to break.

On most occasions, he liked to believe he could control his thoughts. He didn't let his mind wander frequently, especially when it came to his colleagues. There may have been an instance here or there, where a student made some outlandish request and had the gall to look abashed when he said no, she couldn't retake the final exam after failing the first time. No, he couldn't redo his homework a month after it was due.

But this was different.

He tightened his grip. Then he forced his fingers up. He straightened them, he got out of the car. He walked through the front door and locked it behind him. He threw his bag onto the floor, and then he took one, two, three steps to the middle of his living room. He turned on the lights, and then he looked around. Everything was the same as it had been that morning.

Earlier in his career, the first week of classes always seemed strange, and almost magical. At some point, the first couple of class meetings had become just as mundane as the rest of the academic quarter.

But now, he pulled the end of his belt free from the clasp, yanked it from the loops on his pants, and tossed it down onto the floor. He yanked down his pants, and he found it again: the chastity belt. He saw the cage that now trapped his cock and balls.

"I'm taking this off," he told no one in particular. It was just a promise, a simple statement of what he intended to be the truth.

Obviously, he understood that metal comprised the belt. If he had to guess, he would have assumed it was steel. Even so, the main parts around his waist looked pretty thin. At the same time, he told himself he would be able to figure something out. He tried to pull on the belt, thinking if he yanked at the right angle, maybe he would be able to tear something. (Considering the frustration from before, he probably wasn't thinking clearly.)

Sebastian squirmed. He grabbed onto one side, then the other. He pushed. He pulled. Later on, he ran his fingers along the edges. He could feel the different storage compartments. He assumed those were for the belt. Then his phone started to ring.

He thought of Nora and everything she had told him. Sebastian grabbed the phone off of his coffee table, and he checked the screen; he didn't recognize the number.

He decided to answer it. "Hello?"

"Hello, Sebastian. How are you doing?"

"Fine," he spat back.

"I see that you’re home," she said.

"What?"

"Your belt includes a tracker. Now, this is what you are going to do. You're going to turn on the camera on your phone, and you're going to give me a little tour of your home."

"Why would I do that?"

"Because I'm in charge, you’re wearing a chastity belt, and you will do whatever I say," she informed him. Nora made it sound so simple and obvious, as though he should have been able to figure it out for himself.

"No," he said. At the same time, he braced himself for her wrath. If she told him she was going to fire him, he decided he didn't care. She could make that threat, but he didn't really believe she could actually follow through. After all, the faculty members had a union. He could get a lawyer. He had options!

"Are you sure about that?"

"Yes," he said. More importantly, he sucked in a breath, and he was about to say something else to her.

A snap of pain jolted through his body. It felt like a static shock. The pain steeped into his skin. He stumbled back. He blinked.

"You didn't like that, did you?" Nora asked him with just a trace of sympathy in her voice. If anything, she sounded like an adult woman who had just watched a boy burn his hand on a stove immediately after she warned him not to try it.

"What, what was that?" Sebastian demanded.

"Come on, Sebastian. You have a PhD in geology. You should be able to tell me."

He said nothing.

"Come on," she coaxed him again. "Do your best. Make a guess. Tell me."

He hated hearing her voice. Even though she was far away, she could still taunt him and play with him.

"This call is over," he told her.

He waited to hear her small voice shout or snarl from the small speaker built into his phone. He hit the red icon, disconnecting the call. And that's when the pain snapped through his body all over again. Two or three times stronger than before, it made him cry out. He hated the way that noise jumped from the base of his throat, only he couldn't swallow it down, no matter how hard he tried.

He was breathing hard. That's when he realized he had fallen to his knees.

Another jolt of electricity slammed into him. It shot out from the electrodes built into his belt and pressed against the small of his back, the skin just above his buttocks, his hips, and pubis. Eyes wet now, he glared at some random spot on the floor, not that this helped at all.

Another jolt hit him!

Then another!

Finally, he grabbed onto his phone, and he found that unfamiliar number from before. He hit the green button.

"Hello, Sebastian," she said, her voice smooth, playful, and welcoming all at once.

"What the hell was that?"

"Don't use profanity with me," she instructed.

"I'll say whatever the hell I feel like!" Sebastian wanted to shout. At the last instant, he stopped himself. Unlike so many other men, this boy knew how to control himself (most of the time). "What was that?" he eventually managed to utter.

"That was a taste of punishment," she said. "Now, are you going to be a cooperative boy?"

"You didn't answer my question," he told her, his voice tight as he barely maintained control over the frustration and embarrassment and anger roiling just beneath his every surface. "What was that?"

"Since you sound so adorably confused, I'll tell you. Your chastity belt includes some other features. Frankly, I would have assumed you could have figured that out on your own."

"It can shock me?"

"It can shock you whenever I give the command," she told him. "Well, it can shock you whenever anyone who has the proper app downloaded to her phone decides to enter the command."

"No way," he said as he glanced down at the belt. "There's no way."

"Three, two, one," she counted down.

Another zap of electricity flashed through his body. It pulsed from those spots near his thighs, and the electricity raced across his skin. When his vision cleared again, he found himself down on his hands and knees, breathing hard. Eyes wide, he drank in the sight of the carpet spread out beneath him, but he didn't really process any of it.

"Would you like another demonstration?" Nora asked him.

"No," he exhaled. "No. Please, don't," he told her.

"Then obey me," she said.

Obey me. No one had ever uttered those words to him before. Again, they sounded alien, as though they grated against his psyche because they were supposed to be improbable or impossible.

"Fine," he said.

"No, no," she chided him. "You're going to promise to be obedient now. Say it."

Again, she issued those commands with casual ease. Normally, Sebastian struggled to make demands of his students. He routinely found himself saying, "You should reread this chapter" or "It would be a good idea to..." He rarely gave them direct commands.

Nora didn't have that same kind of mental block. Worse, he yielded to her demand, "I promise I'm going to be obedient now."

He hated how easily and how quickly those words dropped from his lips. Then he braced himself, thinking he would get another dose of electricity.

"By the way, there are other ways I can punish you. Are you interested in one?"

Sebastian refused to answer.

"When I ask a question, you will respond," she told him. At the same time, his brows creased because he thought he heard chuckling, giggles, or laughter coming from her side of the conversation. "If you don't, I can make your day fairly uncomfortable. See?" An instant later, he could feel something push down against his cock. It was a gentle squeeze, only it became more intense. Apparently, the chastity cage could tighten. It had been snug before, but now his eyes widened all over again, "Please, stop!"

The chastity cage froze in place.

"You don't like that, do you? You would like me to loosen it?"

"Yes, please," he said. He hated the note of desperation reverberating along his vocal cords, but he didn't know what else to do.

"Say it again. Make that promise."

"I, I promise to be obedient," he told her.

"Do you want to know why I like hearing you say those words? Do you know why the repetition is good for you?"

"I don't know why," he said carefully, suddenly worried about what other torments she might be able to inflict from a distance. It seemed ridiculous. It seemed incomprehensible, as though he should have been able to break her hold almost immediately. And yet, he had already spent several minutes trying to get out. Although he had found an opening for a key, he didn't think any random locksmith would be able to open it. Nora had trained as a mechanical engineer, so she would have anticipated the obvious escape routes. "Why is repetition good for me?"

"Because you're a boy, and boys can learn a lesson, only to forget it a few minutes later. It's so much better when you are trained again and again. Repetition is the key to learning. So don't worry, we can be patient with you."

We?

This time, he didn't say anything. She hadn’t asked a question, so he stewed instead. Frustration seemed to dance across his skin. He could feel it along his forehead, down the ridge of his nose, along his cheeks, and all the way to the base of his neck. His biceps tightened, and his fingers shoved down against his palms, all while he tried to figure out what he could do.

By now, the chastity cage had loosened once again. It still felt snug around his genitals, but it wasn't uncomfortable, not like before. At the same time, he contemplated the kind of pain she might have been able to inflict.

"I want to see your home. Pull up the camera."

His nostrils flared, but he decided to play along.

He activated the video feature on his device, and he quickly shared access.

"Your place is cleaner than I expected," she said. "That's good to know. Now, walk around. You don't have to say anything, but I expect a tour. Understand?"

Immediately recalling the lesson from before, he said, "Yes. I, I understand."

"Good boy," she said.

She guided him through his own home, telling him where to turn the camera. They started right there in the living room by the front door. She ordered him into the kitchen. She clicked her tongue and told him he would have to take care of those dirty dishes. Obviously, he was an adult, and he knew how to live on his own. He would have gotten to it anyway, but now it had become a command, which he couldn't possibly defy.

I'm going to get this thing off. I don't care what kind of game she thinks she's playing. This is just some kind of stupid practical joke, and I'm not going to tolerate it. I will show her what kind of man I am, he fumed.

After he showed her the kitchen, he went back into his spare bedroom. He was using it as a library.

Surprisingly, she told him, "Take your time. I want to see some of the books on your shelves."

Sebastian still didn't say anything, yet he showed her. She saw the spines, the titles, and she even asked to review the covers of a couple different books.

"Oh, I don't like that one," she said.

"What?" Sebastian asked.

"Ultra Soldiers," she said. "I read that book. It was a sexist piece of garbage. It's all about male power fantasies. Pick that book up, take it to recycling bin, and throw it away."

"You can't be serious," he answered, inviting punishment. For those first couple of seconds, Sebastian hadn't contemplated what would happen. If he had stopped and thought about it, he would've arrived at the inevitable conclusion. Instead, he let his righteous indignation flare behind his eyes and short-circuit his thinking.

"Like I said before: repetition." He started to speak, only she cut him off. The electrodes came to life as they delivered a quick burst of electricity. In truth, it probably lasted for less than a second. Still, it was enough to knock him back to his knees.

He hated that. If he had stayed upright, then Sebastian could have felt like some defiant marker. He was a warrior confronting some alien presence he couldn't resist with the sheer force of his will and personality.

Instead, he found himself kneeling.

Part of him wanted to disconnect the line and throw away his phone. Ultimately, that would have changed nothing, especially because she could still communicate with him...via fresh shocks.

He picked up the phone. He held it to his ear. "Are you ready to be obedient boy? I have decided that this kind of reading material is inappropriate for you. Throw it away."

"You can't dictate what I read!"

"Really? Are you sure about that?" He could hear the grin in her voice.

His breathing came faster, and he broke. "I mean, I know you can. But this isn't right. You shouldn't be doing this."

"Why not? I intend to make the world a better place."

"What are you talking about?"

"Are you familiar with female supremacy?"

"What?"

"Female supremacy," she said. “It is a simple idea. All things being equal, women are superior to men. As such, we deserve power. We deserve to take control. And that's what I'm doing right here and right now with you."

"This is crazy," he insisted, only to experience that next lightning bolt of pain. It snapped across his body. His spine went rigid, his head jerked up, and his elbows shoved down against his flanks.

By the time it stopped, he found himself panting all over again.

"You don't get to say that," she informed him. "You are a boy, and that makes you a member of the inferior sex. As such, you will do as you're told. Say it."

His lips pulled back slightly, making every breath cool against his gums at the edges of his teeth. Still, he broke again. He couldn't help it. Every jolt of electricity unleashed a fresh barrage of agony. Despite anything he wanted to believe about himself, he knew he couldn't tolerate that kind of torment.

If he had been some neutral observer, maybe he would have sneered, thinking that it should have been easier. Then again, people had a very bad habit of forgetting just how brutal pain could be.

"I will do whatever I'm told," he said.

She answered with one word, "More."

Instantly, he knew exactly what she expected from him. His shoulders tightened, and his knuckles turned white as his grip locked. Even so, he forced himself to speak. "I will do whatever I’m told because…" If he worried that she might get impatient, he could take comfort from the fact that she enjoyed this. The strain in his voice, the desperate desire to stop, and his almost-inability to complete the sentence probably made her grin and giggle. He started again, "I will do whatever I'm told because I'm a member of the inferior sex."

"Pick up the book," she instructed, and it was easy for him to imagine this young woman using that voice against some defiant or recalcitrant student.

Reluctantly, he pulled the book off the shelf. And then he knew this might warrant another jolt of discipline, but he told her, "This isn't fair. Even if I don't agree with the main idea of a book, I can still keep it. I can hold onto it. I don't have to throw it away." As he spoke, he sharpened those words into an argument.

She was a professor; she understood the importance of academic freedom and the drive to learn as much as possible about the world. Perhaps, he thought, he could appeal to her better nature.

"Those are very laudable sentiments," she told him. "There's just one problem." By now, he had carried the book back into the kitchen, and now he held it over the recycling bin. His fingers tightened. "Boys aren't capable of that kind of thinking. They get confused so easily."

"I'm a professor," he growled.

"You're a boy," she told him. "As such, you're going to drop it." There was just a quick pause before she shifted her tone. There was something enthusiastic and playful buzzing along her words now, "Drop it. Drop it, boy." He recognized the cadence. There was the kind of rhythm most women used when they were talking to eager dogs.

He let go. He dropped the book into the recycling bin. Even if he had been tempted to throw it away before, he couldn't believe someone had just forced him to do so now.

"Good boy," she said. "Now show me the rest of your home."

He obeyed, taking her into the guest bathroom, his bedroom, and the master bathroom. Finally, she ordered him to return to the living room. "On your knees."

He obeyed, lowering himself down. "Good. Very good. Now, I just sent a link to your faculty email. Open it and download the app."

"What is it?"

"Question time is over," she said. "I only expect obedience now."

He drew in a breath and got ready to speak. He stopped those words at the back of his throat, largely because he couldn't take another shock. On his knees, right there in front of his door, he held his phone, and he went to his school email account. He found the message from her and he opened it up. He reluctantly clicked on the link.

A program began to download onto his phone right away. He saw the file name, but InferiorSexV81.APK didn't tell him anything.

"Good boy," she said.

"What is this thing? What does it do?"

"Don't worry about it," she said. "Instead, you have ten minutes to go take a shower and then go to bed."

"It's not even four in the afternoon yet," he told her.

"Too bad," she said. "I'm telling you to go take a nap."

"I'm not going to go to bed right now," he told her.

"You have thirty seconds to get started on your shower." Abruptly, she hung up.

Back on campus, Amy jumped up onto her feet. She had remained seated through the entire conversation. Of course, this young woman had done her best to remain silent, only now she found herself hopping as the energy darted across her skin. She loved it. She couldn't help herself. She giggled, hopped up and down, and felt the flap of her ponytail against the nape of her neck. "You're doing it. You're really doing it!"

"You sound surprised," Nora replied.

"I mean, don't get me wrong. I spent some time studying all of this. I saw what it could do. I watched the videos, but this is different. This is really happening."

"It is," Nora told her protégé.

"No," Amy replied with a quick shake of her head. "I mean, I get to see it. Like just yesterday, I was talking to that professor, and I could see that he didn't take me seriously."

"As far as he was concerned, you are just a girl, so he didn't need to listen to you?"

"Okay," Amy said. Sincerely, "I don't know him very well, and I don't think he is some chauvinist or something. He seems like a nice guy, but I don't think that's good enough."

"Go on," Nora said.

"I mean, he can be a nice guy, but he isn't ready to acknowledge that he is actually a member of the inferior sex. I'd bet that the idea has never even occurred to him! He has never compared himself to his female colleagues. He probably hasn't even drawn the conclusion that women are taking over because we are smarter."

"As the world gets more complicated, we need more education, not less. The boys don't understand that, and that's just one more reason why they deserve to be owned," Nora said.

"Exactly!"

"By the way," Nora said. "He's out of time." Both women turned back to the monitor, and they watched that little glowing.

Thirty seconds. For this boy, time seemed to slow down even as his heart kicked faster and faster. He wasn't moving. He stayed there, on his knees, right in the middle of his living room. Spending time in that position seemed ridiculous. He had invited friends and colleagues over. He seldom hosted, but it had happened. When he glanced over at his couch, he recalled the many hours he had spent there, watching TV or movies. He could envision his friends sitting around as they all chatted.

The chastity belt chimed, and then he heard a digitized woman's voice. For a moment, he thought it was Nora again. "Five...four...three...two...one...Initiate punishment protocols."

The belt zapped him again. He jumped up onto his feet. He started to move. He headed toward the bathroom. He did it without thinking, and then he realized that he didn't know if another shock would be coming.

He came to a stop. Right away, he endured another blast.

He rushed back toward the bathroom. He jumped across the threshold, and then…nothing.

The punishment protocols had stopped.

Then he realized he was still holding onto his phone. He glanced down, as it vibrated for his attention.

The belt has temperature and humidity sensors.

"What?" Sebastian whispered. He stared down at the text. The meaning seemed obvious enough, only he couldn't understand what it meant, and then he glanced up at the shower head.

She had given him a command. Was she monitoring him?

He locked his teeth together, clenching his jaw as he tried to figure out what he should do.

He extended his fingers, stretching them. He let the tension course along his body until he gave up. Then he jumped over to the shower, and he turned on the hot water. He waited a few seconds, and then the steam started to rise. He stood underneath the water, and then he flinched, wondering if the batteries would accidentally electrocute him. That didn't happen. Eventually, he exhaled.

He washed up. He felt ridiculous as he did it. At the same time, he contemplated Nora Lorasdottir. He kept thinking of her beautiful face, her sly smile, and the ease with which she had taken control of him.

He kept glancing down at the belt, and there was one detail he couldn't accept: he had put it on. Granted, she had threatened to fire him, yet he had broken almost immediately. And for what? His job? Then again, it was more than that. It was his entire career, and he had worked so hard for tenure. That was the pinnacle of academic success. Cascade University may not have been some famous institution, but he had carved out this life for himself.

And he wasn't going to let her take it away from him.

He bathed without thinking, washing his hair, lathering up with some shower gel, and eventually rinsing off. When he finished, he ran the towel along his naked body. From there, he knew he had to go back into the bedroom. But what if he didn't? What if he refused?

He shook his head from side to side, and then he heard the voice begin to count down again.

"Five...four...three..."

This time, he didn't wait to see what would happen. He threw open the bathroom door, he rushed across the threshold, down the hall, and back into his bedroom. He shut the door, and then he threw himself onto the bed. After that, he waited.

Nothing. Nothing happened.

On his back, he stared up at the ceiling. It was getting late in the afternoon, but warm sunlight continued to stream through the windows.

He waited for something bad to happen.

Eventually, he smirked. He got up onto his knees, he told himself that this was ridiculous. That's when he stepped a foot onto the floor, and he made it three steps before the electricity zapped into him. He hadn't even left his bedroom yet. Then he turned around and scrambled back up onto the bed. He almost felt like some little kid playing Hot Lava.

Back on the sheets, he waited. He braced himself, thinking another rush of torment would splash across his skin, and there would be nothing he could do to prevent it.

Instead, his breathing settled down, his pulse slowed, and he relaxed.

"Should we tell him?" Nora asked Amy.

The college girl wobbled her head from side to side as she seemed to seriously consider it. At the same time, she was probably waiting for some hint from her mentor. This time, Nora didn't help her, largely because she wanted Amy to come to these conclusions on her own. Yes, young women were educated all across the United States, but they also picked up on far more subtle and nefarious lessons. Too often, they were discouraged from taking leadership positions.

That needed to change.

In fact, so much needed to change.

"Yes," Amy finally decided. "Let's tell him."

Sebastian remained on his back. He looked to his left, to his right, to the foot of the bed and then back up toward the headboard. With every moment, he could feel that strange sense of anxiety, like he wasn't supposed to move. If he tried, he could get punished at any instant.

And yet, he had figured out some of the rules.

Nora expected him to remain in his bedroom. Not only that, he had to remain on his actual bed. If he crossed that invisible boundary, then he would get punished. His chest rose and fell a little deeper, a little faster, as he came to those conclusions.

Perhaps he would have been able to relax a little more if Sebastian hadn't forgotten his phone back in the bathroom. He didn't have it, so he couldn't scroll through his feeds, play around with some game, or otherwise occupy himself. Instead, he remained there, trapped.

Worse, he had instinctively reached down for his chastity belt. He slid his fingers along the smooth, metal contours. He lifted his chin, looked down at that hated piece of equipment, and contemplated how he could get out of it.

Since he wasn't an engineer and didn't know how any of this stuff actually worked, he imagined a better scenario, one where he had already freed himself, so now he could throw it into a woodchipper or maybe melt it down at the top of a volcano or something.

"This is fucking ridiculous," he snarled.

That's when he heard the chirp of her voice, "You shouldn't use that kind of language," she said. "Do you need another reminder?"

"Nora?"

"That's right," her voice came out, and then he realized that there must've been small, hidden speakers and a microphone built into his belt. He didn't want to believe it, only he understood that it was technically possible. He didn't want to consider how much money had gone into building this belt, but if his phone had the same features, then there was no reason why she wouldn't be able to connect with him and speak to him directly. "I bet you'd like to apologize."

He hated the suggestion, only he couldn't think of some way to argue with her.

"I'm sorry," he said, the words emerging short and sharp.

"Do better." Again, he heard snickering or giggling in the background.

His nostrils flared as the frustration pulsed all across his body. He didn’t know how to contend with those emotions. He had dealt with frustrated students before, young women and men who showed up at his office and started crying because they hadn’t bothered to study, so now they had failed an exam or earned an F on a paper. Each time, he did his best to console them. Most of the time, however, he had to remind the students that they had made their choices, and now they had to deal with them.

Somehow, those words didn’t sound especially comforting, especially now that they applied to Sebastian himself.

His jaw remained clenched for the next few seconds. If he waited too long, she could punish him again. She could use the app on her phone. He hated knowing this. He hated the fact that he could be alone in his place, yet it wouldn’t be enough.

For years now, his home had been his sanctuary. He had never really thought about it, mostly because he had always felt safe and comfortable at work. Only now, he couldn’t even get off of his bed.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry that I used inappropriate language. It was wrong of me, and I won’t let it happen again.”

“I’m sure you’re going to slip up at one point or another,” she told him. “And that’s okay. You’re a boy, and boys make mistakes. In fact, they almost always make mistakes. Why is that again? Why do boys have so much trouble navigating the modern world?”

Right away, he knew what she wished for him to say. Even so, he pushed his palms down against the sides of his legs, if only to vent some of his frustration. That exasperation gave him strength, and it needed to go somewhere. Even so, he found himself telling her, “Men are the inferior sex.”

“Good boy,” she said. “Now lay down, close your eyes, and don’t move.”

“What are you saying?”

“Did you know that most people don’t get enough sleep? Yeah, it’s a chronic issue all across the United States. And if you dive into the numbers, the problem is especially prevalent for young men. It’s really a shame,” she said. “There are all these people out in the wider world, and they suffer. Granted, some of that might be an economic concern. They work long hours because they have to. They need multiple jobs to survive.” He didn’t understand this digression, only then he figured out what she intended.

She was messing with him!

In each second, Sebastian tried to think of some kind of response, some way to answer her. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t think of anything, especially because he needed to respond, only he couldn’t provoke her.

A provocation would mean another storm of electric pain. He couldn’t tolerate that possibility, so he stayed quiet.

“Then again, the numbers seemed to be skewed against men because boys are really bad at taking care of themselves. They don’t sleep enough, they don’t eat right, and they just make terrible choices for themselves. It really is a pity,” she said. “Fortunately for you, I can help you. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“No,” he growled back at her.

“Too bad,” she said. “I’m going to make sure you are better.”

“Better?” He tried to ask that one-word question with all of the sharpened cynicism he could summon.

“That’s right. Better behavior. Better health. I want to make sure that you are the best boy you can possibly be.”

“I thought I was a member of the inferior sex,” he told her.

“Oh, you are,” she told him. “You definitely are. There’s no question about that. But guess what?”

Silence.

He didn’t answer.

He didn’t respond.

If he waited much longer, he knew she would punish him. That’s why he exhaled slowly, turning this response into a sigh of surrender, “What?”

“There’s always room for improvement. You might be a boy, but we can make you into the best boy you can possibly be. And you know what that means?”

His fingers tightened into fists. At the same time, he glanced back down at the chastity belt.

He had only been wearing this thing for a couple of hours, yet the frustration and fury swirled and burned hot right at his center. He had never experienced this kind of anger before. Of course, he had dealt with setbacks and annoyances. Still, he didn’t know what to do with this kind of helplessness. He had never been powerless, not like this, and definitely not since he had earned his PhD, worked his way up the academic hierarchy, and received tenure.

“What?” Sebastian asked but that with barely contained exasperation. “What does that mean?”

“It means you can learn to be obedient. It means you can learn to serve.”

“You?”

“Me,” she agreed without any trace of irony. “Your new owner if I decide to sell you.” His eyes widened as he absorbed those words. His mouth fell open, and he needed to respond, only she wasn’t done, “Or any other woman you encounter. After all, what are you again?”

He clenched his eyes shut. He reached up, and he pressed his fingers against his forehead as he tried to relieve some of the pressure, like the sound of her voice pounded against his thoughts as she worked to reshape him.

He didn’t answer. His mouth was open, and he could feel the air rush against the roof of his mouth and all the way to the back of his throat. He had hardly moved for several minutes, yet his heart kept kicking, and his breath came fast.

This time, Sebastian answered reflexively, “I’m a member of the inferior sex.”

“And what are you wearing?”

He really, really didn’t want to say it. Even so, his hand reached down, and he brushed his fingers along the smooth, polished steel. His touch slid from his right hip to the center of his pelvis, then down along the tube and the attached pouch. He could feel those curves. The belt struck him as surprisingly warm; it had absorbed a lot of his body heat.

“Don’t make me say it,” he told her. At the same time, those words certainly sounded like a plea. He was begging her, and they both knew it.

He definitely heard snickering from the background this time.

“What are you wearing?” Nora asked again.

“A chastity belt…”

“Yes, you are. And you know what that means?”

He didn’t want to ask, only he saw no other choice. “What does that mean?”

“It means I can train you,” she said. “It means that any woman who has access to the right app can train you.”

“Why are you doing this?”

“You know why. Tell me.”

He didn’t want to utter those words again. Even so, they flashed along every neuron he possessed. Worse, he could feel them buzzing there along the contours of his vocal cords. The sounds waited for him; the answer seemed to hover on the air like some apparition. “Because I’m a member of the inferior sex,” he told her.

“Good boy,” she told him. “Now, let’s work on some more training for you. Are you comfortable there on your bed?”

At some point, he had climbed up onto his knees. He found himself surrounded by his bedroom, and he looked around, almost as though he had forgotten everything about this room. He saw a couple of discarded clothes on the floor, his bookshelves, a desk where he occasionally worked, and his treadmill.

“Answer me,” she commanded.

“Yes. I’m comfortable,” he said, simply because he didn’t have any other response.

“Good.”

“What are you telling me?” He didn’t like the glee in her voice. She had something in mind; that much was obvious. What? What was it? What did she have planned for him?

“I’m saying that whatever position you are in five seconds from now is the one you’re going to stay in for the next hour.”

He swallowed. He didn’t want to believe it. At first, he thought he was going to argue with her, only then he heard the countdown.

Five. Four. Three. Two. One…

He tried to get comfortable. He hated how he cooperated, scrambling into position. He was on his side, his elbows and knees bent, his head resting on his pillow.

“Enjoy your nap,” she said.

He didn’t fall asleep. It would have been so much easier if he had. Instead, Sebastian kept his eyes open, and he started to shift his right ankle, only to stop. He began to move his toes, freezing up after less than a second.

Baring his teeth like a wild animal, he wanted to move. At the same time, he didn’t know what would happen if he did. He suspected, but he didn’t know.

Could he be brash enough? Brave enough? Foolish enough?

That last description seemed like the most apt, he decided. After all, he didn’t want to give this woman the opportunity to punish him again. He was certain she would know.

So instead, he remained right there.

For the first couple of minutes, the anger swelled in his chest. He thought it would keep him awake.

He was wrong.

Little by little, he started to relax. As she had suspected, this boy didn’t get enough sleep. He didn’t take good enough care of himself. Consequently, his anger started to fade. He had gotten into a comfortable position, and his eyes were closed, and he found himself drifting across the same thoughts over and over again.

In his first minutes, he thought of her, and he contemplated some scenario where he could go to HR and report her. He would be able to get her fired. He didn’t know what kind of leverage she had over the university, but this was his fantasy. He wanted to see her bottom lip tremble as she held back the tears. He ached for the chance to see her look right at him, suddenly smaller as she begged, “Please. Please, don’t get me fired!”

At one point, he remembered reading in some book, some article or headline that getting fired could be just as emotionally traumatic as losing a loved one. At times, he could believe it. People defined themselves based on who they were at work. The most obvious question when meeting a new person was, “So, what do you do for a living?”

If he could threaten her livelihood, did that mean he would be able to control her?

He wanted to control her.

He wanted to break out of that belt…

Little by little, he stopped thinking of revenge. Instead, there was just the remembered echo of her features, her smile, her shining eyes, and that lustrous shade of red…

“He’s asleep,” Nora said.

“That’s amazing,” Amy said. “I love what you have done here. But can I ask, how long is it going to take?”

“To train him?” Nora wanted to know.

“Well, yes. That would be really good to know to,” Amy replied. “But I was actually thinking about these belts. This is just a prototype, right?”

“Yes,” Nora said.

“How long before we can start making more?”

“Are you feeling ambitious?”

“Let’s just say there’s a boy in Comms 1A who should be wearing one of these belts.”

“Take your time,” Nora replied. “The belts are helpful, but they are only one tool in our arsenal.”

“Right,” Amy said.

“Also, it’s really important that you learn to deal with boys who aren’t belted yet.”

Her protégé cocked her head to the side.

Nora smiled; she couldn’t help it. Although she had a lot of respect for this girl, she also recognized that youthful enthusiasm for these new devices. Sometimes, girls like Amy could become overly reliant on technology.

Amy seemed to recognize her own limitation because she nodded, “I get what you mean.” Her eyes zeroed slightly as she thought about it, “But I think I have a counterargument.”

“Oh?” Nora asked. Like any other instructor at the school, she nodded and motioned for Amy to go ahead. If she had a good idea, her teacher wanted to hear about it.

“If we integrate this technology, won’t there come a point where the training will become less necessary?”

Nora could already guess what her student meant, but she asked anyway, “How so?”

Again, Amy nibbled on the inside of her mouth. Although she was a smart girl who had a very good understanding of how the new dynamics could work between women and men, she still lacked a lot of experience. She hadn’t had as much time to think through these different variables.

That’s why Amy continued, “I was just thinking that if we get to a point where pretty much every guy is wearing a belt, then training is going to be a lot easier. Right now, it has to be more subtle. But if a boy starts wearing a belt and sees other men in belts and understands how the world actually works now, then we can rely more on the technology.”

“Can you think of any analogies for this?”

Carefully considering this question, Amy nodded. Then she said, “I guess it reminds me a little bit of driving and horseback riding.”

Nora smiled without interrupting. That was usually the comparison most people liked to use. From there, the teacher nodded for her student to continue.

“Basically, we drive cars. At one point, learning horseback riding was actually a necessary skill for lots of people. It wasn’t just a hobby or a past time. But now, you go horseback riding because you want to relax or maybe you are involved in competitions or something. But it’s not like driving. For most people, driving is a necessary activity, something they have to do on a daily basis. Cars replaced horses as the main means of transportation.”

The answer may have been a little bit wordy, but Amy had done well. Nora nodded along to encourage the young woman.

“You make an excellent argument,” Nora said. “But here’s the thing: we don’t know exactly how the boys are going to adapt and respond. That’s part of why we are training Sebastian here first. I appreciate your enthusiasm, Amy. You want to train the other guys on campus.”

“As soon as possible,” Amy replied.

“But you also have to understand that that victory isn’t guaranteed.”

“You’re saying you have a chance?” Amy raised an eyebrow; skepticism stretched across her face.

“Yes,” Nora answered without hesitating. “I get it. This may not be a popular idea, especially considering what you learned when you came to the school.”

“Are you saying they’re not the inferior sex?”

“Not at all,” Nora answered. “They are. The boys definitely need to be trained and tamed, but it would be foolish to underestimate them. The patriarchy may have been hollowed out; the boys might be failing everywhere you look, but that doesn’t mean they aren’t still a threat.”

Nora considered this, yet she didn’t look convinced.

“The boys have significant numbers,” Nora said. “They make up half the population.”

“The poorer, dumber half,” Amy mumbled.

“Money isn’t everything,” replied her mentor. “Numbers matter. Money only works as long as someone is willing to exchange it for the goods or effort. If they riot or rebel, it will be a major concern. That’s why we are aiming for subtlety. We don’t want the boys to understand what’s happening right away. They have been sleepwalking into subjugation on their own for years now. The trap is going to close, but we want to make sure they won’t be able to get out of it.”

“You think they could?”

“I think a lot of angry men getting together and fighting hard is something that they are actually pretty good at. Guys know how to break things. They know how to wreck things. I don’t want to give them the opportunity. I want the collars around their necks and their leashes in our hands when they realize what’s going on. By then, it will be too late.”

“I get it,” Amy said.

“I know you do.” That’s when Nora glanced back at the screen. “I look at them. It seems like our boy just woke up.”

As consciousness returned, he opened his eyes, and he was surprised by the bright sunlight still shining through the windows. It was late in the afternoon now. The sun would be setting soon, but he didn’t belong there in his bed.

Reflexively, Sebastian began to move. Normally, he would wake up, roll onto his back, stretch his arms, and rub his knuckles against his eyes to clear the sleep. He normally started the day with this regular routine.

He stopped.

Before he could even remember why, he froze, his elbows bent, his arms shifting.

Nothing happened.

Maybe she was bluffing. The idea popped into his head before he even thought of her again: Professor Nora Lorasdottir. As her name whispered across his thoughts, he considered her hair, her face, the contours of her shoulders in the shape of her torso, her long and beautifully toned legs…

His shaft twitched inside of the cage, and he instantly clenched his eyes shut, hating that reminder. Deep down, he had secretly hoped it had all been some kind of horrible dream.

“I’m getting up,” he whispered. Even as he spoke, he realized that there was some chance that Nora would be able to hear him.

He didn’t care!

After resting, he felt rejuvenated, as though he could handle the jolt of electricity. That’s what he told himself as he sat up. As his muscles tightened and his joints stretched, he pushed himself into a sitting position. The gyroscope built into his belt detected the motion, and it punished him accordingly.

The electricity slammed into him, stabbing from every direction all at once. He understood that the electrodes were only placed in the belt around his waist, yet the pain still seemed to come from every direction all at once.

In the next instant, he found himself on his side, his elbows bent, his knuckles pressed up against the underside of his chin as he stared straight ahead.

He couldn’t move.

He had to stay in that position.

Anything else would mean punishment.

“Nora?”

Nothing. No response.

“Nora?” Sebastian said again.

Still nothing.

“Are you going to answer him?” Amy asked. They could hear his transmitted voice as he tried to get his trainer’s attention.

“What do you think? Should we answer him?”

She considered this for several long seconds. She narrowed her eyes as she stared off into a random point on the wall. Then she turned back to her teacher, “No. Not this time. He shouldn’t get to feel like he can call for us whenever he wants.”

“My thoughts exactly,” Nora agreed.


Slowly, Sebastian realized that there was no way for him to recognize whether or not his tormentor could hear him.

He could shout or scream or make any demand he wanted, and he would probably just be wasting his breath. As he considered that reality, he knew he couldn’t move.

It was such a strange thought.

He had never faced imprisonment like this before. Frankly, he had never faced any kind of imprisonment of any kind, not really. Teachers or babysitters may have given him instructions in terms of where he could go. As a little kid, his parents gave him strict limits on how far he could ride his bike from their home.

But that had been so long ago. Whenever he thought of his memories from childhood, he felt like a completely different person.

As an adult, he was supposed to be able to go wherever he wanted. As a grown man, he could make his own decisions!

Despite the ferocity of that belief, he stayed right there.

Then he heard her voice, “Sebastian, you’re free to do whatever you like until nine o’clock. At nine, I expect you to check your email. If you don’t, you know what’s going to happen.”

“Nora?” Sebastian said.

Nothing. No reply.

His fingers tightened into fists, and yet he stayed there on his side for the next couple of seconds.

Then, very tentatively, he began to move. He sat up, and nothing happened. She had freed him…for now.

“Can I ask you something?” Amy asked before she left.

“Absolutely,” Nora replied.

The young woman hesitated for a few seconds. She glanced down, almost like she didn’t know whether or not this question would count as appropriate, “How long do you think it’s going to take?”

“How long before we have real control?”

“Yes.”

Nora considered that point. She remembered some radical articles and essays from the 1970s. At this point, they were historical documents rather than genuine political treatises, yet they had argued for the inferiority of the male half of humanity. In many of those same treatises, the writers declared that women’s liberation was only the beginning. In fact, women would seize control, and a new, utopian society could be ushered in as soon as the 1980s.

Obviously, that hadn’t happened.

“I don’t know,” Nora said introspectively. “And I get it. That’s not the answer you wanted to hear. There’s just one problem when we talk about this kind of dynamic and social evolution.”

“What’s that?”

“Okay,” Nora said with a smile. “Actually, there are a lot of problems, but this is probably the biggest: it’s always very, very difficult to predict how large groups of people are going to react or respond. Look at something as simple as the stock market or any other market. When large groups of people get involved, it’s incredibly difficult to figure out what’s going to happen.”

“The madness of crowds?”

“Or the wisdom of crowds,” Nora said. “Sometimes, you get a bunch of people together, and they come up with brilliant insights. At other points, you get a bunch of people together, and they go insane and try to rip everything apart. It’s really difficult to figure out what they are going to do. Even if a couple of people in a group understand that something is broken, they might not be able to convince everyone else.”

“I see…”

“Please, don’t misunderstand me, Amy. I believe in our movement. I believe in the conspiracy, and I think we have the resources to win. I’m just not convinced that it will be predictable or that we will be able to guess exactly what it’s going to look like or when it will happen. Technology is changing everything. That much should be obvious. I mean, just look at his belt. Right now, that boy is probably thinking about how he can get out of it. But how long is that going to last? How long will it take before he starts to recognize his inferiority? How long before he starts to think of me as his owner?”

“A couple of days? A couple of weeks?”

“It’ll probably take longer than that,” Nora conceded. “And remember, this kind of training is inconsistent.”

“Inconsistent?”

“Well, the reactions are inconsistent. There will be moments where that boy understands his place. He will be able to embrace it. I bet you already heard that a little bit already.”

“I did,” Amy said with an eager nod.

“But right now, he’s probably thinking about ways to escape. It won’t do him any good. You know that, and I know that, and he probably knows that too. He’s a geologist. It’s not like he knows how to hack through the programs governing the belt. I doubt he even knows how to access them. But still, we’re talking about a lot of people and a lot of variables even after we take control, I bet there are going to be guys out there who insist on trying to fight back.”

“Do you think it could get as bad as a civil war?”

“No,” Nora said with a quick shake of her head. “Frankly, if we let it get that far, then we have already failed. We need to be more subtle than that. We need to take control of them. We will train them, tame them, and teach them how to cooperate. Better yet, we can make sure that they learn to embrace their new subjugation.”

“Really? You think that’s possible?”

“You sound skeptical. Why?” Again, Nora casually slipped into her teacher’s voice.

“Yes, when I think about it, I just look at the numbers. Like you said, there are lots of guys out there.”

“Here is a fun question for you. Are men malleable? Are people malleable?”

Amy nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she considered that. “Yes. I think they are.”

“Then all we have to do is shape them,” Nora pointed out. “It’s going to take a lot of work, and maybe you are right that there are going to be some boys who manage to slip through, but I think we can do it. I honestly believe we will be able to get them all under lock and key. One or two might slip through, but that won’t be enough. We’re going to take them, we will train them, and will show them how they should behave.”

Sebastian honestly didn’t know what to do. Part of him was tempted to refer to his old routines. The sun was setting, so he could go for a walk. He could stroll out in his neighborhood, cut down onto one of the hiking paths, and enjoy an hour out in the suburban wilderness before it got really cold.

On his class website, there were several assignments that already needed to be graded. He could have taken care of those instead.

And yet, all of that seemed ridiculous.

Instead, he picked up his phone, and he knew what he had to do: escape.

Escape needed to be his one and only priority. He couldn’t think about work, his students, or anything else.

Drawing in a slow breath, he tried to figure out what he should type in first. At the same time, he waited for her voice.

Nothing happened. He got up, and he left his bedroom. He walked into his living room. He sat down.

He hated the feel of the chastity belt. He hated the weight of it. He hated the constant reminder of what that woman could do to him.

And yet, maybe she had already made a mistake? She was giving him several hours on his own.

Then again, he had to be honest. He didn’t know whether or not she would be monitoring him. He liked to think that he had some privacy now.

Then again, she didn’t know what he was doing. She couldn’t necessarily guess what he had in mind.

Exhaling slowly, he pulled up the browser on his phone, and that’s when he saw the search bar.

What was he supposed to look up? Lock picking? He wouldn’t be able to master that skill anytime soon. Locksmiths? He was sure it wouldn’t be as simple as that. His captor was an expert in mechanical engineering; this wouldn’t be some cheap lock that a random person would be able to open, no matter how much professional expertise they had on their side. Blowtorches? Chainsaws?

He shivered against both thoughts.

No. He had to try something else.

What?

He couldn’t think of anything.

Frustration clawed across his skin. At first, he found himself seated on his couch, but now he jumped up, and he paced back and forth across the room like a caged lion.

After that, he decided to go outside. He walked around the block, once, twice, three times. He saw his neighbors, their cars and trees, their lawns and gardens. Overhead, the moon began to rise along the horizon. On some other day, all of this would have been beautiful and mundane.

Eventually, he went back inside. He didn’t know how much time he had burned. He refused to check his phone, especially because he hated that deadline that now seemed to hover over him.

Nine o’clock. He didn’t know what she had planned, and he didn’t want to find out either.

He kept trying to think of something, anything. What could he look for? He had the entirety of human knowledge at his disposal, only he didn’t know what to do.

Finally, he threw himself back down onto the cushions. With his knees held together, he stared at his screen. There wasn’t a blinking cursor, just an empty search bar.

Part of him wanted to curse. He opened his mouth, and he was ready to let out one infective after another, only he stopped himself. He felt ridiculously childish as he did.

Profanity wasn’t supposed to be off limits. As a tenured professor, he was supposed to say whatever he liked!

“This is insane,” he muttered again. Simultaneously, he waited for her voice or some jolt of discipline.

If he swore, what would happen?

Sebastian sucked in a breath, and he tried to do it. Somehow, he couldn’t. He stopped himself at that last moment. With fear spinning at his core, he instead tried something else.

He went online, and he hit one of his favorite social networks. Then his thumbs hovered above the search bar. Sebastian rarely used it. Instead, he normally focused on the artists, writers, and photographers he always followed.

Except this time, he didn’t want to lose himself to the feed of pictures, comments, memes and links. Instead, he searched for her…

Nora Lorasdottir. Sebastian clicked on the search button.

At first, he didn’t think anything would come up.

Instead, he saw her profile picture. He saw her smiling face.

He stared down at his small screen, and he contemplated that woman. He could click on her name; he could have clicked on her picture instead. Either way, he would see what she had posted.

She was beautiful, he thought right away. At the same time, there was that excited buzz of desire deep within his body. He couldn’t deny it.

His breathing came a little faster.

And then her number appeared on his phone as it started to vibrate and chirp for his attention. He nearly dropped it.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Sebastian. What are you up to?”

“Nothing,” he said. Right away, there was a jolt of electricity that shot through his body. He jumped up from the couch. Braced on his feet now, he wanted to run away, like he could hide from the punishment, only it would follow him wherever he went.

“Why, why did you do that?”

Nora answered with her own question, “Why did you lie to me?”

The automatic instinctive response shot up to the back of his throat, “I wasn’t lying.” He stifled those words, swallowing them back. Instead, he realized something.

“You knew what I was doing,” he told her.

“Absolutely,” she said, make it sound obvious. “So tell me. Admit it.”

“I, I…” His voice trailed off. He couldn’t finish the sentence, no matter how hard he tried. “Come on, Sebastian. I don’t want to have to punish you again. Haven’t you been shocked enough today?”

“Yes!” He called out that sound, only to bristle when he recognized that the desperation in his answer.

“Exactly,” she said. “That’s why you should be honest with me.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s what I expect. It’s what I demand. And in the end, it’s what you should give me. It will make this a lot easier.”

“This?” Sebastian didn’t know what he expected her to say, but she told him the truth. “Sebastian, I’m working on training you. You are in that chastity belt, and you won’t be able to escape it. Trust me. I know what I’m doing. I’m a woman who is very, very good at her work.”

He hated her response. More than that, he silently fumed as he realized something: he believed her.

“Why are you calling me?”

“What were you doing before? Go on. Tell me.” Her voice seemed gentler this time, like she really wanted to see whether or not he could learn.

“I was online. I was looking at something.”

“What?” She wouldn’t settle for anything less than the complete truth. “I was looking at your profile,” he told her.

“Good boy,” she said.

“What? You need more followers?”

“No,” she replied. “I need you to be honest with me. It’s always going to happen, one way or another, and I want you to learn that lesson sooner rather than later.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want to be cruel with you, Sebastian. I want to train you and tame you.”

“Tame me? I’m not an animal,” he said.

“You’re a boy,” she replied. “Sometimes there isn’t much difference between boys and dogs.”

“What if I disagree?”

“You can disagree all you want,” she answered. “If you really want to convince me, you’re going to have to do it with your behavior.”

Sebastian sucked in a breath, and he wanted to point out that he didn’t care what she thought. And yet, that would have been an obvious lie for one simple reason: she controlled his chastity belt. She could decide when he experienced those flashes of agony all across his skin. Even if each jolt was quick and even if they didn’t leave any real damage beyond the hits to his ego, he still had to acknowledge what that power meant to him.

“It’s okay if you think I’m pretty,” she said.

“You sound conceited,” he told her. At the same time, he clenched his eyes shut as he braced himself for another snap of electricity.

“I sound honest,” she said smoothly. “Tell me something, do you consider yourself to be a smart boy?”

“I have a PhD,” he told her.

“That’s not what I asked,” she replied. At the same time, he imagined her evanescent smile.

“Fine. Yes. I generally consider myself to be intelligent.”

“Then what is wrong with you thinking that I’m intelligent, strong, powerful, and beautiful?”

He didn’t have an answer.

She was toying with him now, but she asked, “What do you like best about me?”

All at once, he wished he had some snotty, bratty, hostile answer. He wished he could have tossed a backhanded compliment at her, only he couldn’t think of anything.

“Sebastian…” Nora told him, her voice light and teasing, “When I ask you a question, I expect a response.”

“Your smile,” he told her.

“Really?”

“Really,” he said.

“Are you sure it’s not my tits or ass?”

“I’m not like that,” he said.

“Or you have learned to lie. Are you lying to me right now?”

“I’m not,” he said a little faster this time.

The quiet stretched between them, and then she said, “Go ahead and look through my pictures. Tell me, which one do you like best?”

“Why are we doing this?” Sebastian asked even as he touched the screen and entered the next command.

“It’s getting late, and I saw that you were looking me up.”

“How did you know?”

“You downloaded a program to your phone, remember?”

“What, what does that mean?”

“It means that you don’t get any privacy.”

“That…that’s not fair,” he said.

“Privacy is a right for women. Boys need to be trained. They need to be monitored. Trust me. It’s going to be for your own good,” she informed him.

“You can’t mean that,” he said.

“Why not?” Nora asked him. She sounded genuinely curious.

“Because, because it’s not right. It’s not fair!”

“You keep saying that. But here’s the thing about fairness. It doesn’t exist. It has never really existed. Normally, fairness is supposed to be the idea that everyone gets treated equally, but that concept is inherently contradictory since we all start in different positions. We all enjoy certain advantages and suffer from other disadvantages. Sometimes, we can try to correct for them. Most of the time, we don’t bother. We just go on and pretend. If you want, you can pretend.”

“You’re messing with me,” he said.

“I am,” she acknowledged. “It’s fun!” In that instant, it was so easy to imagine this scimitar smile on her lips.

His fingers tightened around his phone; simultaneously, he tried to think of something he could do or say. There had to be some way for him to get her to change her mind.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t come up with anything good.

“What can I say?” Sebastian finally asked.

“About what?”

As he tried to figure out what to say, Sebastian contemplated the images on his screen. He swiped up again and again. He saw her at different places or times. She was out with some friends. She stood in front of the theater marquee. She was at a park, holding her thumbs up. She was laughing in one picture and staring off with contemplation in another. Then he stopped because he saw her in this bathing suit. She was obviously about to jump into a pool, and he studied the way the straps slid along her shoulders, down to her breasts. He saw the curves of her torso, the flat of her stomach, and that little wedge of blue material between her legs. He saw her dark hair, wet and shining.

“What can I say to convince you to let me take this off?”

“That’s not going to happen,” she said. “But if you want, you could try begging. Do you want to try begging right now?”

“Fine. I’ll beg.”

“But Sebastian…?”

“What?”

“You’re in the wrong position.”

Right away, he glanced to his left and right as though he’d see the glint of a camera lens. Then he glanced back between his legs. He couldn’t see the belt under his pants, but he couldn’t ignore or escape its presence.

She could detect his height; she could detect his stance.

Those realities hit him, so he knew what he had to do.

Reluctantly, he slipped down onto the floor. With his knees bent, he waited for several long seconds. Moment by moment, he tried to hold onto some thin thread of dignity. He tried to think of himself as a man who could forge his own destiny, craft his own future, make his own choices, and control the outcome of his life.

It wasn’t a question of a woman somewhere else in the world. It wasn’t a question of her desires and preferences…

Even though he tried to cling to those concepts, something inside of him twisted and writhed because he wasn’t supposed to be in that position. He wasn’t supposed to have to plead.

“Please?” As he spoke, he realized how strange it felt because he knew she could hear him, but he couldn’t see her.

“You’re going to have to do so much better than that,” she taunted him.

His nostrils flared, and he breathed in through his nose.

“Please? Please, let me take off this belt. Please? Look, I don’t know what point you’re trying to prove, but you win. Okay? You win, and you can do whatever you want. You can say whatever you want.” He realized he only had a little bit of leverage (or so he thought as he ventured ahead), “If you release me right now, I swear, I won’t tell anyone. I won’t report you to HR or the police or anything.” Those words were obviously a lie. Given the first chance, he would bring this woman down. Even if he didn’t quite understand how she had garnered her position at the college, he knew that this had to be illegal.

“What else can you offer?”

“I will tell you whatever you want to hear,” he promised.

“Then go on. Do it,” she instructed.

With his lips tightened together into a frustrated pout, he stared down at the floor. Then he broke, and he said, “I am a member of the inferior sex. I’m a boy, and I know that I have to do whatever you say. I have to obey you. I have to please you. If I don’t, you can keep it locked up.”

“You’re right about that. You’re also right about the first part,” she told him. “And since you are being so good while you’re locked up, I don’t see any real reason to release you.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” she said. “I worry. I will give you plenty of opportunities to think about how you can satisfy me.”

“Nora?” Sebastian asked. “Nora?”

There was nothing. No response. Just silence.

As much as he wanted to forget about her previous order, he couldn’t. He tried to go through his normal routine. He went to his computer, and he logged on. He created some of those early assignments. He answered student emails. He did everything expected of him. He made dinner, and he ate. Then he tried to watch TV. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t find anything. Across his streaming apps, he had effectively infinite content. Even so, Sebastian couldn’t focus.

Instead, he kept thinking about that woman: Nora.

He hated how his thoughts kept returning to her. At one point, he threw himself down onto his couch and stretched out. As he lounged there, he laced his fingers behind his head, closed his eyes and tried to think clearly. Moment by moment, Sebastian worked to assemble some idea or plan.

Nothing. He didn’t come up with any brilliant insight, nor could he craft an effective strategy.

Then he got up to without thinking about it, he strode back into his room, and he stripped. Soon enough, he was naked…he’d removed everything except for that one device: his chastity belt.

By now, he had gotten used to the weight. In fact, he hardly noticed it except for those moments when his shaft twitched.

He spent nearly an hour trying to remove it. He kept thinking that if he could suck in his breath or squirm to the left or right, pulling or tugging at the right moment, he would be able to slide it off.

It didn’t work. It never worked.

At one point, he had dropped his head down. With his chin pressed to his chest, he had smirked. Then he started chuckling. Pretty soon, those sounds morphed into frustrated laughter.

Eventually, he had to go to his computer.

It was nine o’clock.

He sat down, he logged into his email account, and he waited. At exactly nine, the message appeared.

Download me.

Sebastian stared at that small icon. At the same time, he recognized the foolishness. He had received dozens of training modules dedicated to information security. Specifically, he wasn’t supposed to accept any kind of download.

Reluctantly, he opened up the file. The permission request appeared.

Do you trust the sender?

“Not even a little bit,” he answered no one in particular. Even so, he clicked on the Okay button.

The download began.

That’s when his phone started to buzz.

He picked it up, glanced down at the screen, and he saw that unknown number. Only by now, he recognized it. This was her number.

Before he could even touch the green icon, the call went through. He held the device to his ear. “Hello?”

“You know, I’m thinking you need a time limit.”

“A time limit?”

“I’m going to give you a certain amount of time before you have to answer the phone,” she said. “What do you think is appropriate? One ring? Two?”

“You can’t do that,” he insisted.

“Oh? I can’t? Why not?”

Still holding the phone to his ear, the muscles from his fingertips down his wrist and along his shoulder all clenched. He stared at the screen, only half-paying attention as different files were downloaded onto his computer. Then a new progress bar opened up, only it wasn’t labeled.

“I, I don’t know,” he said. At that moment, he didn’t know if he intended to answer her question or if he simply contemplated what this new program would do to his computer.

“That’s a good answer. You should get used to that answer. You should get used to saying it a lot. There’s something cute about an incompetent boy who understands his limitations.”

Incompetent? That word wasn’t supposed to describe a man like Sebastian Drake! But even as those ideas ran through his head, he knew better than to argue or to try to contradict her.

“What is this program doing?” Sebastian asked, if only to change the subject for a few seconds.

“It’s getting me control of your system. Tell me, did you save all of your passwords and banking information on your home network?”

His lips parted. For a couple of seconds, he wanted to laugh at her. There was no way he would make a mistake like that. He understood just how dangerous it could be, and yet he was like so many other users: lazy and eager to save a few seconds, especially since he didn’t want to have to memorize all of his passwords and account numbers.

“Oh,” she said. “Poor boy. And I mean that literally.”

“What are you saying?” He jumped up onto his feet.

Before she answered, the progress bar finished. “From now on, I have complete control over your system. I also complete control over your phone. I guess you won’t be using any electronic devices without my permission from now on,” she said.

“You’re joking,” he shot back.

“Am I? Does it sound like I’m joking?” Nora asked him.

It didn’t.

Still, he didn’t want to admit that difficult truth.

“Poor boy. I bet you’re pouting right now. Are you pouting?”

“No,” he tossed back.

“Take a picture. Pout on it. If you don’t, you know what happens.” She hung up.

Sebastian pulled the phone away from his ear, and he stared down at the home screen. He blinked a couple of times.

Pout? She couldn’t be serious. At least, that was what he thought. And yet, he also realized that there was probably a timer.

Somehow, he couldn’t believe that he was really doing this, but he held up his phone. He had never been a fan of selfies. The idea had always seemed self-indulgent. And if he really admitted the truth, he thought it was somehow feminine and girly, only something young women would do.

Reluctantly, he held up his phone, he saw his image reflected back at him, and he tapped the button as he tightened his bottom lip.

There. He did it. He pouted, and he took a picture.

Right as he finished, he got the text message.

Where is it?

Because he didn’t want to dignify that with a real response, he simply attached the photo and sent it back to her. Moments later, he saw a new call had connected. The phone didn’t ring. Apparently, she could activate his phone whenever she liked, and she didn’t need him to do anything at all…

That was just one layer of her control.

“Hello, Sebastian,” she said right as he held the device to his ear.

“I did it. And I downloaded the file.”

“I’m impressed,” she said.

The silence permeated the air. Finally, he broke. “Why?”

"Because you’re learning faster than I would have expected," she said.

"I'm not learning anything," he shot back.

"Don't sell yourself short," she replied. "I like seeing you evolve. You’re learning, and you're getting better at following my commands. Now, I could have forced you to send me that picture with a shock here or there. It would have been easy for me. All it takes is the tap of a button. Would you like a demonstration?"

Without thinking, he whispered, "No. Please, don't."

"Are you grateful that I didn't shock you? Are you grateful that I simply manipulated you? I could've taken the blunt-force approach, but I don't think you would like that. I think you prefer it when I'm nice to you. I think you like it when I'm gentle." Her voice sounded so light and softly teasing.

It could've been worse, he realized. Step-by-step, she was forcing his cooperation.

"No," he said.

"Care to try again? I have the app open right now and it would be so easy for me to hit this little button. You don't want that, do you?"

His breath quivered in his lungs. Frustrated indecision resonated all along his body.

"No," he said again, only this time the sound reminded him of surrender rather than defiance.

"That's what I thought," she told him. "So go on then. Be a good boy and tell me how grateful you are. Tell me how much you appreciate it when I refrain from using the app because you're just a boy, and you know that you can be trained. Your discipline doesn't have to be severe. It doesn't have to be cruel. I can just play with you. I can play with you and outsmart you and give you everything you need. Whether you like it or not."

"You can give me everything I need, whether I like it or not," he said quickly, letting the words spill out of his mouth. His breathing came faster now. He hated it. He had hardly moved, yet it felt like he had been lifting weights or running on his treadmill. He sensed the breathless exasperation locked behind his rib cage.

"That was a great start," she taunted him.

A great start…

It wasn't good enough. She expected more. She demanded more.

"I'm grateful," he told her. He hated those words.

"Why? Why are you a grateful boy?"

For just a moment, he bowed his head down, and he thought of how long he had been wearing the chastity belt. "I'm a grateful boy because you could have shocked me. You could punish me."

"I could!"

"But you’re training me without doing it. You’re training without shocking me as much as you could."

"It does require more effort this way, but I think it's far more rewarding."

"Yes. Fine. Whatever," he growled back at her. "Are we done yet?"

"No," she said. "I want you down on your knees. I want to down on your knees with your head bowed against the floor. I want you to whisper into the phone that you love being my slave, because you know you're a member of the inferior sex."

His teeth tightened again. "Stop saying that!"

"Why? It's true now. It's always been true. Boys had an advantage because you were stronger. But guess what? Success isn't dependent on swinging a sword, an ax, or pulling a plow. The world has gotten more complicated, so our species is evolving."

"This is nonsense," he told her.

She shocked him. The jolt of electricity flashed from his belt. "I didn't think you were going to do that!" He snarled. At the same time, he recognized the ridiculousness of his complaint. It didn't matter what he thought or expected. She could tease him. She had blackmailed him into that chastity belt, all based on the complaint of some random student. Clearly, Nora Lorasdottir could do whatever she liked with him.

"You don't say that about our ideology. You don't say that about our effort. You will always be respectful when it comes to your own inferiority and my superiority. Understand?"

He responded with perfect silence. Even if his skin was hot while his heart silently kicked away inside of his chest, Sebastian refused to answer.

"Sebastian…" The annoyance had disappeared. She didn't chastise him in that instant. Rather, she expected his acquiescence. He had to agree. He had to demonstrate his obedience all over again. If he didn't, he already understood what the consequences would be.

He waited as long as he dared, and then he surrendered. "Yes," he exhaled. "Yes. I, I understand."

"Good boy," she said. "But I'm not sure you have been grateful enough. Tell me more. Tell me about how grateful you are."

The point had been simple: she hadn't used punishment to control him as much as she could have. And yet, she had delivered that snap of electricity only a few seconds before this. And now, she expected more "gratitude"?

Sebastian tensed. All at once, he realized something. Part of him actually wanted to cooperate. Part of him needed to learn the rules and to follow her commands.

He and some of his colleagues had made this point before. College students obviously learned a lot about their specific disciplines as they made their way through the curricula. But at the same time, they practiced flexibility, especially as they learned to follow the instructions from their different professors. They learned how to be flexible, how to communicate clearly, how to handle their own time, how to prioritize and organize. But if someone felt less generous, they could also point out that students learned how to be obedient. Perhaps this was one reason why so many employers like people with college degrees; they knew how to follow instructions.

Sebastian had obviously gone into academics because he loved the field of geology. He loved getting to explore the different mountain ranges as he studied various rock formations. All of that had fascinated him, but he had also done well because he knew how to listen. He could be obedient. Whenever he took a new class, he tried to figure out exactly what this teacher would want. What were the requirements for an A?

That same instinct flared to life again, only now he saw Nora as his superior.

Right away, Sebastian tried to shove down that instinct. He wouldn't be some obedient schoolboy for her. He wasn't a college student, and she wasn't his teacher.

Because he couldn't find any other option, he nonetheless forced himself to speak, "I'm grateful." There. He said it. Still, he knew it wouldn't be enough. Because he didn't want to hear the lilting joy of her taunts, he kept going, "Nora, I'm grateful. I'm grateful because you are training me. I'm grateful because you are disciplining me." Once the words started, he couldn't believe it, but they continued to hop out onto the air, one after another, and it didn't even feel like he was in control. Rather, he figured out what he needed to do, and it protected him, so he kept going, "I, I am a member of the inferior sex, so I will do whatever you want."

"Is the chastity belt, good for you?"

"Yes," he said.

"Right now, would you like to listen as I touch myself?"

His eyes flashed wide. He couldn't believe what he had just heard. The words seemed impossible. Part of him wondered if there had been some glitch in his brain, like the stress had suddenly induced some kind of bizarre hallucination.

"You're breathing harder now," she said. "I can hear it."

"I'm not," he said.

"You know what I love about your chastity belt?"

Although he didn't want to answer, or play her game, he didn't see any choice. "What?"

"It monitors your pulse. I’m not sure if you're aware of this, but your pulse can increase to different degrees, depending on what you're doing. For example, if you are running hard, the cadence of your body will shift. If you are scared, again, your pulse will increase. It all varies, but I'm getting a pretty good sense of what happens when you lie to me. Think of your belt is an impromptu polygraph test."

"It won't work on me," he said.

"Cute," she said. "I think that was a lie too."

Sebastian opened his mouth, only to close it because he didn't know what to say or how to respond. It always felt like he would go up against this woman and lose. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands.

"You never answered my question," she told him.

Right away, he knew exactly what she meant. "I don't care," he said. "I, I don't want to hear it."

"You're so cute when you lie," she told him. Then she was giggling or laughing or chortling. He tried to block out the sounds, especially as the heat rushed down his forehead, cheeks, chin, and neck. "Hold the phone to your ear, and you're going to listen. I want you to think about me right now," Nora said. Her voice shifted. It became sultry, a secret whisper between this woman and her boy.

His breathing definitely increased now. He could feel that rise and fall of his chest, way too fast, way too frantic.

"Ask me what I'm wearing," she ordered.

"I, I will not play this game with you," he insisted.

Unperturbed, Nora commanded again, "Ask what I'm wearing."

All at once, he realized that he would have yearned for this at some other place or time. In fact, it was easy to imagine attending some faculty meeting, and she could be there, and he would get bored. He didn't want to listen to someone talk about new learning outcomes, academic metrics, or funding formulae. Consequently, he would glance around the room (surreptitiously, of course), and his eyes would glide along her red hair, her sharp features, and her incredible body from her shoulders down to her breasts, she would draw him in. And then he would start fantasizing about her. Chatting. Flirting. A kiss. Gently stroking her neck. Cupping her breasts. The sounds of her moans when they went back to her place...

But now, he broke for her, "What are you wearing?"

"Right now, I'm in my teddy, and I'm wearing a pair of pink panties and a matching bra."

"That doesn't sound very elaborate," he told her.

"But you need to understand something," she told him. "I want easy access because I knew playing with you was going to be a lot of fun."

His fingers tightened.

When he had flopped onto his computer, the dread had pulsed across his skin. Even though he did his best to hold it back and deny it, the worries had remained. And now, he understood that she had been looking forward to this. She had hungered for his frustration and his doubts.

She had done it, and now she intended to enjoy herself, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Before this, Sebastian had heard people complain about different power imbalances in various relationships. He had understood their concerns, at least from a purely academic perspective. But now he experienced it for himself, and he didn't know what to do. Worse, he couldn't navigate his feelings. He couldn't block them out, lock them down, or even explain them especially when it came to the desire.

Sebastian should have been able to leap up onto his feet, channel that frustration into a sharpened tip of unabashed rage, throw his phone against the wall, and shout out to release that fury. Instead, he listened. "I've got my hand right between my legs," she whispered, almost like she shared a secret with him. "I got my hand right between my legs, and I'm touching myself, Sebastian. I’m touching myself and thinking about you and your chastity belt. Thinking about you and that belt does something to me. You know what it does to me?"

He could have stayed silent. Even if she punished him, maybe he could ruin her pleasure for a few seconds. And yet, he asked her instead, "What, what does it do to you?"

"It gets me excited. I love knowing that you're wearing that belt right now. I love knowing that I have the key to your chastity belt. But you know, I'm thinking about giving it away. What you think of that? Don't worry. She will be trustworthy."

"There's a key…"

"Yes," she said as she stroked her most sensitive spot. "There's a key, and I have it. In fact, I forgot to mention it, didn't I? I'm wearing it. Right now, Sebastian. I have one hand between my legs, and I'm touching the key with my other hand. I'm fingering it right now." She giggled at the childish joke.

He listened, and all of those desires grew stronger and stronger. They flashed across his skin. At the same time, he endured the frustration of knowing that the belt kept his shaft down. He couldn't even enjoy the simple freedom of an erection. His member pushed against those firm and unyielding contours. The steel may have been warmed by his body, but it didn't bend.

"What do you think? Should I give your key to a secretary? Should I give your key to another teacher? I'm sure they'd be a little confused, but you could go up to her and ask nicely. Or maybe I'll tell her exactly what it is."

"No!"

"Remind me, Sebastian. Can I do whatever I want with this key?"

He knew what the right word would be. He understood the correct answer. Even so, he hesitated. He tried so hard to ignore it.

With his teeth locked together, he stayed silent, only then she let out this quick little gasp. She enjoyed this, he could tell. She loved knowing that he stewed in those doubts and desires. Bounded by indecision, he didn't know what to do, yet that excited her!

"I’m using two fingers. Right now," she told him. "I'm gently touching myself, and it feels so good. But you know, if I really can do whatever I want with this key, then maybe I should just throw it away? Maybe I should just get rid of it?"

"No!" Sebastian squeaked out. "No, you can't! You're right. Okay? You're right. You can do whatever you want with that key."

"I really like wearing it," she said. "And I like knowing that this key unlocks your belt. As long as you're wearing that belt, what happens?"

"You can train me. You can monitor me. You can force me to go wherever you want," he said, quickly listing off the "features".

"I can," she agreed. "And now, I want you to tell me how much you would love to be here with me. Tell me how much would love to be on your knees as you watched. Tell me how much you would love for the chance to get me off."

"I, I would love to be there right now," he confessed. "I would love to watch." The worst part had to be the honesty.

"Good boy," she said. She repeated those words as she stroked and touched herself until she came closer and closer. He could hear it. He could imagine it. And yet, he understood what all of this meant. She gasped, there was that sharp breath, and he had his hand between his legs too, only he felt the solid contours of the chastity belt. He pressed down. He tried to do something, anything. He tried to rub himself. None of it worked. None of it helped. He couldn't even get that sense of pressure or friction.

Whoever had designed this chastity belt had done an excellent job. Need and arousal spiraled through his chest and down between his legs, but he couldn't do anything about it!

"That was a lot of fun, Sebastian," she informed him. "Say thank you one more time."

"Thank you," he told her. And then she hung up.

That night, he tried to sleep. He did his best. He found himself rolling onto his left side, then his right. He tried to rest on his back. At one point, he flipped himself over onto his stomach, and he buried his face against his pillow as he concentrated on sleep. He ran through all of those little techniques he had used previously. He tried to meditate. He counted. He tried to run through different equations. He counted up along prime numbers.

None of it helped.

None of it could get him to sleep.

At some point, he drifted off, and he was thinking of Nora all over again. He imagined touching her hair, the feel of his lips on hers, the curves and heat and soft give of her breasts. He wanted to run his hands along her ass and up to the small of her back. At different points, his thoughts instinctively drifted toward his various fantasies. He imagined her in a schoolgirl uniform: the white, knee-high socks and the pleated skirt, the snug little blouse with a red tie dangling down over those buttons. Or maybe he wanted to see her dressed as some sexy librarian with her hair tied back into a bun, black rimmed glasses framing her face, and a ruler in hand.

She could grab him and push him over one of the desks. She could smack him, reminding him that he had to obey her.

What?

Sebastian had blinked in the dark, still wide awake. At this point, fatigue couldn't touch him, even though he had drifted into those early morning hours.

He wasn't supposed to fantasize about her, not like that. He wasn't supposed to fantasize about her at all…

Only then, he reached down between his legs, and he yearned for the easy familiarity of his underwear. He wanted to push back the elastic on his waistband, to light his knuckles along the interior of his boxers, and to brush his fingers from his balls up to the base of his shaft, along its length, all the way to the tip.

He couldn't.

He simply didn't have that option.

At one point, he squeezed, tightening his grip around the curved tube. He pressed down on the smooth surface, but he couldn't feel it. At the same time, he kept thinking of her.

In the dark, he opened his eyes. He tried to push those thoughts aside. He shoved them away with every ounce of willpower he possessed.

Right away, he could tell it wasn't enough.

It wasn't anywhere near enough.

Nora resisted the temptation to call her training subject. She didn't think about the boy or how she could enslave him. She didn't think about last night or that incredible orgasm, either. Strictly speaking, that had probably been wildly unprofessional.

She didn't care.

"Female privilege," she whispered to herself. As far as she was concerned, she had every right to Twitter with him. She could play with him, training him and taming him as she shaped him into the boy she expected.

Despite those urges, she didn't seek him out. When she arrived on campus that morning, she went straight to her office. Sure enough, she still had to deal with the daily minutia of being an instructor. She had students emailing her questions about the homework, particularly challenging equations and different parts of the reading she had assigned. She wrote out her responses, and then she was halfway through an email to her department chairwoman when someone knocked on her door. "Come in," she called out. Technically, these weren't her office hours, so it was probably one of her colleagues.

Instead, Amy poked her head in.

"You have a minute?"

"For you? Always," Nora said.

Amy scurried in and took the seat across from her mentor. "Can I ask how it went?"

"It went beautifully," Nora said.

"So what happened? What did you do?"

Nora told her. She provided every little detail she could remember. In fact, she soon lost herself in those memories as she basked in the reflected glow of everything that had transpired.

Before long, Amy was giggling, and Nora couldn't help but smile as well. Every few minutes, she laughed as she thought of that boy, his determined features, and the frustration that must have slammed into him. Certainly speaking, she didn't consider herself to be especially cruel. Rather, she was training him, and she knew that denial could be good for a boy. Perhaps he disagreed, but that only reinforced the fact that his opinion didn't count.

Right after Nora finished, Amy leaned forward, "What happens now?"

"Actually, I have a little gift for you," Nora told her protégé.

Sebastian didn't know what to expect. The next morning, he opened his eyes. After that first night of training, discipline, humiliation and frustration, it felt like he would never be able to fall asleep. Worst of all, he had to contend with those conflicting sensations. Part of him wanted to punch his fist into a wall. Another part of him wanted to try to learn her rules and cooperate to the best of his ability. Another slice of his psyche cried out for him to get on his knees before her, plead for mercy, and offer himself up.

He didn't know where that third impulse came from, but he quickly shrugged it aside each and every time.

He was a man. He had dignity. He had respect. He deserved independence and freedom.

He didn't know if there was any kind of real movement out there.

He tried so hard to hold onto those ideas. They seem to so basic. Just a couple of days ago, he wouldn't have even questioned them. Between his job and position in society, he had never needed to question his rights or freedom...until now.

When he arrived on campus, he didn't know what to anticipate. He pulled into the faculty parking lot, he got out, and he looked around, almost as though he expected Nora, to leap out of a bush and to attack him.

She didn't.

Off in the distance, he could see the students scampering toward their early-morning classes. He stowed his keys in his pocket and headed toward his office. Once there, he closed the door behind him. He looked around. Everything seemed normal.

After that, he sat down. He had a few more emails.

With every minute and hour, Sebastian waited for the fatigue to drill into him. It didn't. Instead, there was that nervous adrenaline pumping through his veins.

He answered his emails, did a little bit of grading, reviewed his lesson plan, and headed off to his first class of the day.

When he got to class, he sat on the edge of the desk at the front of the room. He had already pulled up his PowerPoint presentation, and he held the small controller in his hand. At the same time, he could feel the chastity belt. It seemed to tighten when the girls began to stream into the classroom. Over the course of his career, he had stayed away from his students. Perhaps he would sneak a glance here or there, but that was understandable as far as he was concerned. So many of these girls were gorgeous. So many of them had these amazing bodies.

Then he saw one in particular.

Amy Athens.

As the students arrived, he made a point of paying attention to them. He nodded, smiled, and said, "Good morning. How's it going?" They answered quickly, before taking their seats and pulling out their laptops or cell phones. They lost themselves in those screens as they waited for the class to start.

Amy glanced at him for a moment. She smiled back. She said she was doing well. She didn't bring up his reading list, yet he knew he had to make that announcement.

"Okay," he said, sliding away from the desk and standing up in front of his students. He hated this part, especially because he glanced back at Amy again. He saw that knowing little smirk.

She knew what this was about. More importantly, she also understood what was about to happen.

"Ladies and gentlemen, I need to make a small revision to our syllabus. If you double check the course website, you'll see that there's a new version of the reading list. Nothing has changed for this week, but I have made some modifications for the remainder of the semester."

Amy raised her hand.

Right away, he yearned to ignore her. He wanted to pretend that he didn't see her or that he was too busy or that they didn't have enough time, but he knew none of those excuses would work, especially if Nora heard about how he had started to single out the one girl who had gotten him into trouble in the first place.

He shifted his weight slightly, and he could feel the pressure from the chastity belt. "Yes? Amy?"

"Why were these changes necessary?"

He stared at her intently. He saw her dark red hair, her feline features, her smile, and then his eyes drifted down just a little bit. She wore a silver necklace, and there was a key dangling from it.

A key…?

When he tried to answer, his voice caught in his throat. A couple of the students glanced up from their laptops. Perhaps they thought he was choking or something. After another couple of seconds, he stopped. He steadied himself. The key was a coincidence. It had to be a coincidence. There weren't any other possibilities. He refused to acknowledge any other option.

"These changes were necessary because I realized that there were some oversights with our reading list. Like I said before, this won't affect anyone who finished the work for this week. But starting next week, we are going to have a slightly different curriculum."

"What oversight?" Amy asked without hesitating. This time, she didn't wait for her teacher to call on her.

He wanted to call her out for being rude. The temptation buzzed there at the back of his throat, but he didn't remind her that she had to wait for acknowledgment. Instead, he said, "All of the writers were men. Frankly, that is unacceptable, so I made the decision to change the reading list. Women have contributed a lot to the study of geology, so this was necessary."

None of the students seemed to care one way or another. They were worried about their classes, grades, and homework load. Perhaps someone would get angry if they had already jumped ahead and started to do the work early, but that rarely happened.

"Thank you, Professor Drake," Amy said to him as though she outranked him.

His eyes drifted back down to the key dangling just above the curves of her breasts. He tried not to stare. He tried so hard not to stare, especially because it was just a coincidence.

Pulling his eyes away from her, he didn't look at anyone in particular as he started to lecture. He went through his PowerPoint and established the basic principles of the study of geology. He allowed himself to go off on those occasional digressions as he tried to point out the most interesting details. He also brought up those relevant anecdotes as he worked to make the class as interesting as possible.

Still, he felt like he was sleepwalking, only it had nothing to do with actual exhaustion. Even though he hadn't slept, he sometimes glanced back at her in her direction, and he saw that redheaded girl watching him. At one point, she touched the end of her pen to her bottom lip. That made him stop. That made him stumble, and that made her grin.

None of the other students noticed, of course.

Finally, class ended. He turned his back to his students, and he pushed his hands down against the desk. His shaft raged inside of the cage. He could feel those desires pulsating between his legs. He couldn't climax; he couldn't even get hard. Part of him wanted to believe that it didn't matter, especially because it had only been a day. This couldn't affect him. It couldn't influence him.

"Professor Drake?"

Instantly, he recognized her voice. His head shot up, only he didn't dare turn around.

She wasn't supposed to address him. Like all of her classmates, she was supposed to rush out of the room as quickly as possible. After all, she would have another class, friends to hang out with, or homework to do.

Tentatively, he forced himself to turn around. Simultaneously, he didn't want to give her any indication of what Professor Lorasdottir had done. After all, Amy was probably just a very observant girl with some fervent political beliefs. She had probably checked all of her teachers' reading lists to make sure that women were included.

He had been the only one to make that very dumb mistake.

"What can I do for you?" He easily adopted the easy confidence of a professor who ruled this classroom.

"I was just wondering…" Her voice trailed off, and she kept her sparkling eyes locked on him, "How does it feel?"

"What? How does what feel?" He did a remarkably good job of sounding nonchalant.

"Your chastity belt," she said.

In that first second, he stared at her. His lips parted, and he tried to speak, only the words refused to come together. In that instant, he forgot how English worked. Then he stuttered out, "I, I don't know what you're talking about."

"Yeah, you do," she purred with a furtive smile.

"No, I don't. Now, I need to get ready for my next class." He was about to stride past her, exit the room, and pretend this entire conversation had never taken place, only her voice cut across the air, "Then you wouldn't mind if I start playing with this app, would you?" She pulled out her phone.

He glanced back at her.

She knew.

Even if he ached to deny the truth, Sebastian knew he couldn't escape the reality of his situation.

"Fine," he said, stopping. He had his arms over his chest. "What do you want?"

"I want to see it," she said.

"Excuse me?"

"I want to see it," she repeated.

"That, that would be highly inappropriate," he told her.

"I don't care," she said. "Besides, it's not like privacy is a concern for a member of the inferior sex."

"What? Where did you hear that?"

"Oh? Didn't you know? My sister is a female supremacist."

"Your sister…?" He couldn't stop himself, "Nora?"

"Professor Lorasdottir. She changed her last name. I might get around to it eventually. But to be honest, I kind of like 'Athens'. It's cool being named after a city state that was named after the goddess of wisdom. Know what I mean?" She leaned forward just a little bit. "So are you going to do it? Or do I need to punish you before you do it?"

"You can't punish me," he said.

"Actually, I can. And if you don't like the idea of me using an app, we could always discuss this instead." That's when she reached up for the silver chain dangling around her neck. She lifted up the necklace, and she let the key sway from side to side.

Some animal instinct surged through his body, and he wanted to snatch it from her grasp. And yet, that wouldn't have done any good. Even if he got the key, he didn't know if it would be enough to remove the belt. More importantly, she had the app on her phone. He hated how she could come at him from two different directions at once, cutting off any avenue of escape or defiance.

"So show me your belt, boy."

Boy.

This college girl just addressed him as "boy". That was completely unacceptable. It was rude, disrespectful, and he couldn't tolerate it.

Then again, Sebastian didn't get any choice, and they both knew it. This girl had taken control, and he remained locked in that mobile prison. With his shaft under her control, she could do whatever she like with him.

"Can I at least lock the door first?"

"No," she replied. "So if there's another class starting here soon, you should hurry up. Unless of course, you want all of the girls to know about your chastity belt. I mean, that might be good for morale, don't you think? Every girl would see you, and they’d know you’re under lock and key. Better yet, they could come to me and tell me if you ever acted out. What do you think of that?"

"I, I…" His brain blanked; his thoughts scattered.

"Actually, I like the idea," she practically sang the words. "If you are ever rude or disrespectful or don't give your students exactly what they need to learn, then they could come and tell me. I could be responsible for punishing you."

"You wouldn’t. You couldn't."

"Care to test a theory?"

"No!"

"Then you know what to do," she told him.

She leaned back against one of the desks, her hands braced against the smooth tabletop. She watched. With her legs crossed, she seemed completely at ease while he panicked in front of her.

He closed his eyes, he dropped his hands to his waist, he loosened his belt, and then he pulled down his pants. "Shiny," she said. "You know, that looks really good on you."

He still had his eyes shut, so he didn't get to see her as she casually stepped forward. Suddenly, he sensed her presence. Maybe it was the shift in her voice or he picked up on the sweet aroma of her shampoo. Something compelled him to open his eyes and he realized she was right there, with only a few inches separating them.

"You should step back," he told her. His voice trembled. He sounded like some nervous schoolboy, only he didn't know how to reclaim control, especially because the adrenaline pumped through his veins, making him nervous. He felt like some hunted animal braced before a huntress. He saw her, he recognized the danger, only he didn't know what to do.

"Make me," she replied. Her eyes shined with delight as she enjoyed the way he squirmed. After all, his muscles tightened, and he shifted his weight from one foot to the other. It looked like he wanted to run. Better yet, he wished he could throw a punch. Maybe it was his chivalrous sense of honor, fear, or something else entirely that kept him locked right there, but she didn't have to worry about him. That much was obvious. Amy Athens didn't need to view this once-powerful man as a threat.

He didn't answer; he couldn't.

That's when she casually reached out, grabbed his wrists, and pulled. He stumbled forward, and now he stood there in the middle of that open space before the front rows desks. She started to circle him. He turned to face her. She lifted a finger and waved it from side to side, "No," Amy chided him. "I want to check you out, Professor Drake." When she used his title, he could hear that little punch of sarcasm. He flinched and wished he could hide his reactions better.

This time, he closed his mouth as she reached out. She stroked the contours of his belt. She grabbed his ass and pinched. Then she chuckled. "This must be really frustrating for you. Is it?"

Sebastian refused to answer; he didn't want to justify anything she said.

"Answer me," she ordered.

"Yes," he said.

"Right now, are you turned on?"

"But… That's none of your concern," he told her.

She stepped back in front of him. He had his head bowed down, and then she touched the underside of his jaw. Her soft and smooth knuckles pushed against him, and suddenly he found his eyes aimed right at her. "That's not a decision you can make, Sebastian." His first name. She had just used his first name! That wasn't appropriate. It wasn't acceptable!

Still, he couldn't correct her. After all, he already understood what would happen if he made the attempt. But whether he liked it or not, he knew he wasn't brave enough to confront this emboldened young woman.

"Do I need to punish you?"

"No," he said with a breath.

"Then tell me. Right now, are you aroused?"

As a teacher, he was supposed to exist beyond the realms of physicality. After all, his students were worried about the content, their grades, and making it through one semester after another. They seldom paid attention to their teachers as people. For so many of the students, it was impossible to think of the instructors as real humans who had lives of their own. But right there, she focused on him as the excitement roared across his skin. She understood what he experienced; she had no problem reading him. That much was obvious.

If he hoped to avoid a punishment from this college girl, then he had to cooperate. "Yes." He barely whispered the word.

"What was that?" She raised a hand and cupped it around her ear, like she had to struggle to hear him. "Go on, you don't know when the next group of students is going to arrive, do you?"

He didn't. He rarely paid attention to the classroom schedules.

After he gulped, he told her, "Yes. Yes, I'm turned on right now."

"That must be so frustrating. But you know what?"

He realized he wouldn't be allowed to leave until he answered. "What?" Sebastian asked despite or because of every instinct roaring inside of his head.

"It's good for you," she said. Then she whispered again, like she intended to share an important secret. "When a boy is denied, he becomes malleable. He becomes dependent. He starts to understand that his pleasures exist as a secondary concern. Instead, he gets to focus on his owner and his superiors."

"I don't have an owner," he said.

"Don't you?" Amy taunted.

But then she reached up, and she lifted herself onto the tips of her toes so she could pat him on his head.

"You figure it out," she said. That was the same encouraging and almost patronizing tone he had frequently used with his students. He recognized it as his face burned with the heat of fresh shame. She turned around, and she began to walk away. Right before she left the room, Amy called out to him, "Nora expects you at her workshop on Friday at two o'clock. Don't be late."

Right away, he had scrambled to pull his pants up. After that, he thought of marching straight to the Human Resources Office to discuss Nora's behavior. Only then, he didn't know what would happen. Most of all, he realized she would be able to track him. She would see where he was going. Perhaps he would get lucky; maybe she wouldn't be paying attention.

Even then, no one from Human Resources would be able to help him escape the chastity belt. He would still have to wear it. At best, they might be able to fire Nora.

Then again, he suspected that would not be an option. He bit down. In so many cases, people saw the Human Resources specialists as individuals who were supposed to promote fairness and equality at work. In truth, they existed to protect the company from any major problems.

If he behaved badly, Sebastian could be fired. What then? He would still be wearing the chastity belt, and there was no guarantee that Nora would release him.

With all of this in mind, he didn't dare tell anyone. Instead, he wore his belt like a good boy as he went from one class and meeting to another. He met with his committees, he talked to people, he answered questions, and he did his best to perform all of his duties. At the same time, he had to wait.

During the day, it was easy enough, only there were these moments when he would be walking down a hall or approaching one of the administrative staff, and something inside of him tightened. He didn't let it show on his face. He behaved just as professionally as always, yet there was that flash. He would see a college girl or a woman who worked in one of the offices, and suddenly he would start to wonder.

Did she secretly believe that he was a member of the inferior sex? Did she want to see his chastity belt? Somehow, someway, did she know about it? Did she have an app on her phone?

Obviously, he couldn't ask, and so he kept looking around, secretly wondering how many of these women were in on it.

Still, he could push those doubts and worries aside. He still had work to do.

But then he would get home, shower, and go to edit. With that belt still locked around his waist, he would start to think of her again.

Nora.

More and more, his thoughts and fantasies began to shift. Initially, maybe he wanted to rely on those old archetypes: French maid, schoolgirl, harem slave, or something else entirely. Maybe he just wanted to picture her in a bikini, jumping up and down with rivulets of water running down her nearly naked physique.

Instead, he started to think of that beautiful woman, and he envisioned her standing above him. He would be down on his knees, and she might make one demand or another. Perhaps she'd require gratitude from him. Maybe she intended to make him beg.

Either way, he always yielded in those dreams and fantasies.

He could hold his hands together and look up at her as he told her, "I understand my place. You are my superior, and I'm just a dumb boy who will do as he is told, because I understand that I am a member of the inferior sex."

The inferior sex. Sebastian had learned to despise that phrase with every iota of his existence. Still, there was nothing he could do about it.

At one point, he had been tempted to pull out his phone or sneak over to his computer to search out the term. Specifically, he wondered exactly how many women used that kind of language.

Ultimately, he changed his mind, mostly because he knew that Nora would be able to track him.

What if she didn't like his search terms? What if she decided that he wasn't allowed to use these devices at all?

Reluctantly, he had simply decided to wait.

Still, it was now Thursday, and he was at his computer. He finished all of his work.

In truth, Sebastian didn't think he had ever gone this long without an orgasm, not since he actually hit puberty. At first, he had been able to ignore it. Although he now came into contact with alluring women, he could mostly focus on his frustration, especially when it came to Amy.

Her older sister, however, seemed to torment him so easily.

Worse, there were those moments when he saw her. He didn't say anything to her. He didn't speak to her. But he remembered walking down one corridor. Then he glanced up, and he spotted the shade of her red hair. He saw the contours of her shoulders, her waist, and the way her snug skirt seemed to cling to the curve of her ass. At one point, he actually stopped. He stopped and he stared. Then he closed his eyes, shook his head, and cleared his vision. By then, she was gone.

Sebastian had glanced around, instantly terrified that some of these girls would notice what he had been doing. Fortunately, he was just a teacher, and the students were busy on their devices, chatting, flirting, or giggling about their favorite videos. No one noticed him.

He exhaled slowly, nodded to himself, and returned to his office.

But that night, he had wanted to touch himself so badly!

In fact, he had almost been tempted to call her. He had her number, after all. He could have pulled up those digits, hit the green icon, and listened for the sound of her voice.

Then he had several options. He could make his demands. Right away, he knew that wouldn't work. If he didn't want to try something that bold or aggressive, then he could have asked nicely. If he didn't want to ask, he could beg or proceed.

He didn't try anything like that, however.

Instead, he went to bed, and the excitement continued to run up and down along his arms and straight into his core. He could feel it right there. His shaft twitched every few seconds. He tried to clear his thoughts and free his mind from those fantasies, but he kept imagining that beautiful woman. She did stand over him, in her black boots, her tights, that skirt. Or maybe she wouldn’t be wearing tights. Instead, she would simply lift her skirt, and she wouldn't even have on panties either. Suddenly, he would see her bare sex, and...

Again, he forced himself to stop.

Finally, Friday came around.

He went straight to his office. He tried to hide there. Then he had to teach his early-morning classes.

Afterward, he had his office hours.

Someone knocked.

Theoretically, she could have been patient. Then again, Nora decided she wouldn't bother. Better yet, she pulled up the schedule, and she found out exactly what she needed to know. Indeed, he had his office hours on that morning. Smiling to herself, she ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. She pushed herself away from her desk, hopped up onto her feet, and decided to go for a little walk.

It wasn't long before she found herself in front of his door. She knocked and he called out for her to come in. She opened the door and poked her head inside.

He glanced away from his computer.

"You," he breathed.

At the same time, she savored that look on his face.

"But, but we have a meeting today."

"We do," she said, closing the door and casually locking it behind her.

"You, you told your little sister about me. You told one of my students about me," he said.

"I did," she agreed. "Get out of that chair."

Again, she reveled in the confusion that played across his face. As a teacher, he had probably gotten used to the power and authority of having an office. It wasn't much. It wasn’t big or especially impressive. Still, it marked his status here. Students came to him to ask questions. They were supplicants, and he was the one who would decide how to help them. Sometimes, he would allow extensions. More often than not, he'd tell them that they needed to abide by the terms he had outlined in the syllabus on the first day of class.

Occasionally, other members of the faculty would stop by to say hello. Somehow, he didn't think that was what Nora had in mind.

Before he could even register her words, he had jumped out of his seat as though it had been electrified.

"What's going on here? Why are you here?"

"I wanted some entertainment," she said. “Come here." She beckoned him with the curve of one finger.

Reluctantly, he followed her lead, and he stepped around his desk. He stood right in front of her, and she considered him. Then she adjusted the collar on his shirt. She tugged on his top, straightening out some of the wrinkles in the fabric. "Do you know what I love about female supremacy?"

"What?"

"It means that I get to walk over here and have my way with you whenever I feel like it."

The instant he heard those words, his eyes widened, and his breath caught in his throat, all because of the hope that now blossomed within his chest. It was wildly inappropriate, of course, yet he envisioned some scenario where he could grab her, pull her hair, bend her over his desk, and take her hard from behind.

"Sorry to disappoint you," she said. "But only one of us is going to have sex. Or rather, only one of us is going to get off." That's when she strolled over to his desk, sat down, rolled his chair back, and then she sat up just long enough to kick off her shoes. She pulled down her tights, and freed herself from her panties.

Even though he was standing there, witnessing all of this, he had to ask, "What’re you doing?"

"Isn't it obvious?" Nora asked him. "I wanted to get ready. Now, on your hands and knees."

"I won't," he started to say.

She interrupted, "Yes, you will." She flashed him a smile. Besides, if you do a very good job, maybe I will let you out of your chastity belt. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

Fighting hard to control his desires, Sebastian didn't know how to react. After just a couple of seconds, his defiance broke. Try as he might, he couldn't hold out, and they both knew it. "Yes."

"Then get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here. I've been thinking about having you under your own desk."

"Why?"

She threw her head back and laughed. "Come on, Sebastian. You're supposed to be a smart boy. You have a PhD and everything. Are you really telling me you can't figure it out?" She watched him, her gaze bright with undisguised hunger.

"You want me to service you," he said, combining those words into an accusation and a revelation.

"You see. You are pretty smart for a boy." Seated at his desk now, she spread her legs and pointed to a spot right in front of her.

His knees bent. He fell forward. "Crawl, Sebastian."

Crawl. The command reverberated behind his eyes, between his ears, and deep within the confines of his skull. With every fraction of a second, he honestly believed he would come up with some kind of strategy. He thought he could conceive of some idea, some tactic to get her to change her mind. But he didn't. Instead, he started to move. As she watched, he crawled. He made his way right under his own desk. It was darker than he had expected, but now she slid his chair forward, and she spread her legs. With her skirt peeled back, he could see the contours of her sex. "You’re glistening," he whispered.

"What can I say? The idea of having you down there got me excited. I've been thinking about you for a little while now. And this time, I didn't feel like touching myself. Instead, you get to do the work."

"Please. Can’t we do something else?"

"Maybe," she answered, "...if you prove yourself."

He hated that answer. The possibilities hovered between them, only he understood how she would be the one to make this decision. Even if he pretended to change his mind, she wouldn't tolerate any kind of disagreement. This girl would get what she wanted, rendering his opinion utterly irrelevant.

Almost as though she had already guessed what he was thinking, she reached under the desk, she slid her hand through his hair, and he tried to hate the feel of her fingers brushing along his scalp, only he couldn't do it. And then she took a firm grip, and she pulled, tugging his face up between her legs. "Lick, boy," she commanded.

Reluctantly, he opened his mouth, and he obeyed.

He licked, gliding his tongue up and down her sex. He lapped at her pussy. With the wide and flat of his tongue sliding up and down, he pleasured her. He serviced her. He knew he was getting used, only he couldn't stop any of this.

At the same time, the desires raged at his core. They seemed to spread out. Hot tendrils of need grabbed every one of his senses. He needed to thrust forward, to shove his hard cock deep into her opening. He needed to stretch the walls of her tightened canyon and pleasure her. He ached for the chance to make her moan.

The excitement flared down between his legs, yet he still couldn't enjoy the stiffness of a simple erection.

His manhood remained trapped.

He licked faster now, almost frantic with desperation.

"Slow down," she commanded him.

This required all of his self-control, yet he obeyed. More than that, he knew that if he tried to defy her, she could still punish him. He hadn't received a shock for several days, yet the memories stuck like splinters at the center of his being.

He slowed down. His tongue gently lapped along her opening. He could feel those contours, the heat, the moistened eagerness. She wanted this, only she could take her time. First, she had been allowed to pleasure herself whenever she liked. Second, she knew she was in control. She had that power, such to draw this out for as long as she wanted.

Since he didn't know how long it might take, every moment seemed to stretch into a miniature version of forever. He knew that was childish and illogical, yet he couldn't shake that sense of chronological displacement.

"Deeper," she said next.

He tried to follow her command. Straining his neck, he went in at an awkward angle, but she let out this quick gasp of pleasure. He was doing a good job.

She started to moan.

All at once, his eyes widened. The walls between the offices weren’t especially thick. What if someone overheard her?

Her position would be protected, he quickly realized. His, on the other hand, was vulnerable. Perhaps he had tenure, but clearly that didn't mean anything, not anymore, not since she had arrived.

"You tensed up," she told him. "Are you scared? Are you worried that someone would wonder what was happening in here? Are you worried they're going to think you're just some eager boy slut?"

His nostrils flared, and the tension grabbed at that spot right between his eyes.

"It's okay," she said. "If anyone questions you, you can always just tell them that you're my pet boy."

He gulped.

"Of course, if you have to tell people that, I should probably get you a collar. What do you think of that, Sebastian? Do you need a collar?"

For once, he felt lucky. Even if it was humiliating and degrading to be on his hands and knees and servicing this woman from beneath his own desk, at least she had otherwise occupied his mouth.

Only then her chair rolled back. She leaned down, rested her elbows against her knees, and peered right at him. "Don't worry. I have other toys. Now lick."

She didn't let him speak. She didn't care about anything he might've said. Instead, he saw the flush along her cheeks. Although she remained composed, she clearly expected his service. This time, he didn't have her soft touch braced against the back of his head, yet he surrendered anyway.

Sebastian closed his eyes, leaned forward, and licked again. He served her. He ran his tongue along her sex over and over as she panted and moaned. The sounds got louder. Soon, she was close to screaming.

"More," she demanded. "More! Yes, good! Good boy! There's my good boy!"

Despite everything, he actually enjoyed her praise. He tried to hate it. He attempted to focus on the indignity of everything he experienced even as his tongue continued to play along her slit. With each and every motion, he gave her pleasure. He encouraged her to enslave him…

Although he understood all of this, he failed. He failed to hate the sound of her voice, the heat of her inner thighs, the proximity, and the taste of her excitement.

She cried out again.

It was a Friday, so maybe he would get lucky. Perhaps no one would overhear this. Maybe everyone had gone home early…

But then she nudged him back, and she looked down into his eyes. "That was very nice. Tell me. How are you feeling?"

"Humiliated," he answered.

"Good. What else?"

At this point, he realized what she expected him to say. He sucked in a breath, and he glanced along her inner thighs. She still wore her skirt. She still had on her blouse. She looked so powerful, like she could accomplish anything. At the same time, he remained down on his knees as he gazed up at her.

"You know what I want to hear," she said.

"What do you want to hear?" Sebastian asked as he did his best to delay the inevitable for as long as possible.

"The truth," she said.

The truth. He knew what that meant. He understood exactly what it entailed. Even as his fingers tightened, he pressed his knees together, and he dropped his head down, "Aroused." The words sounded strange on his lips even though his mouth still glistened with her excitement.

"Again," she said as she touched his jaw. She just barely prodded him with the pad of her fingertip, yet it wasn't enough.

"Aroused," he said, a little louder.

"And what you want right now?"

"Sex," he said.

"We just had sex," she told him.

He was about to say something, only she silenced him with a look. "We just had sex because I got off. That's how sex works for you now. I get to enjoy myself whenever I want. Maybe I’ll decide to play with you. Maybe not. Maybe you just lick me. Maybe you’ll use your hands. Maybe you don't get to do anything else. Or maybe I ride you hard. Would you like that?"

"Yes, please," he said.

"No."

"But, but…"

"But what?" Nora teased him. "Just because you pleasure me, you think that entitles you to an orgasm? No. I'm sorry. That's not how this works. You are a boy in a chastity belt, and you can't take it off, so you're going to do whatever I say for as long as I want. So now, I'm going to leave, and you are going to be a good boy for me. Grab my panties." She stood up, and she walked over to the middle of his office.

He tracked her, his eyes following this beautiful woman. He studied the edges of her hair, the contours of her waist, and the curves of her butt. At the same time, he wished he could do something. Maybe there were even those fantasies where he could seduce her, where he jumped up, grabbed her, pulled her close, and bent her over the desk. He wanted to have his hand on the nape of her neck. Even as those images coalesced behind his eyes, however, Sebastian quickly dismissed them. He knew that none of that would work. He recognized the impossibility even as the frustration flared at his center.

"I'm waiting," she told him. "You can be such an obedient boy. You wouldn't want me to have to punish you now, would you?"

"No," he said. Reluctantly, he grabbed her panties, and he started to stand up.

"Down, boy."

He was on his knees, yet he stopped. Frozen in place, he looked at her, his face tight with a combination of confusion and indecision. As she laughed at him, he bristled, his face heating up all over again. Apparently, he had just made some kind of mistake, only he didn't know what it might be.

"Crawl over here," she said. "And bring my panties to me in your mouth."

His eyes widened. He looked down at the garment. He saw the sleek fabric, and his shaft twitched again. He contemplated her sex, the heat of her body, the soft tension that could exist between them. Desperation pulsed all along his frame. He couldn't think. Right then and there, his heart kicked faster. He hardly moved, yet he didn't know what to do.

"Crawl over here," she repeated. "And bring my panties to me in your mouth."

She expected him to crawl toward her like an obedient dog.

He gulped back his frustration. The shame simmered all along his body, but he did it. He brought the waistband up to his lips, he bit down. At the same time, he stared at her, and he knew exactly how he must've looked.

Then he crawled toward her.

"Good boy," she said, taking her panties from him. She slipped them up along the length of her legs, and then she patted him on the head. Speechless, he remained right there. After that, she made him fetch the rest of her clothing, one piece at a time. He crawled back and forth like her obedient pet.

After she finally left, he didn't know what to do. His thoughts remained scattered and disoriented.

Normally, he liked to think of himself as a fairly systematic man. When he woke up in the morning, he always knew what he had to do. He considered his lesson plans, his course website, and various materials he would use for his students, ranging from PowerPoint presentations to handouts and hands-on experiments.

But once she left, he stood there. He eventually turned back and stumbled across his small office. He collapsed into his chair, and he sat there, staring at nothing in particular. He kept thinking of the sensations of her panties along his bottom lip. He contemplated the taste of her sex, and the dark shade underneath his desk. Obviously, he had never been down there before.

Whenever he came into this room again, he knew what he would think of: Nora. He would remember that moment, and now his shoulders tightened. He jumped up onto his feet, and he rushed toward the door.

He opened it slowly and tentatively. Sticking his head out, he looked down the corridor.

He didn't see anyone.

Really, that meant nothing. Several minutes had gone by since she had climaxed in his office.

If someone heard that, he knew he could get in trouble.

He closed his door, rubbed his face, and tried to massage away the mixture of stress, embarrassment, and desire.

Because even at that moment he reached down, and he ran his fingers along the metallic contours of the chastity belt. He locked his teeth together. He wanted to jump up and down, kick a wall, slam his elbow into one of the windows, or maybe crush his desk under his fists. Then again, he wasn't a superhero, so if he tried anything like that, he would probably just bruise his elbows or maybe break his knuckles.

Reluctantly, he forced himself to sit back down. He took one breath after another. He tried to ignore that storm of desire deep within his chest.

Someone knocked on the door.

In that moment, he should have stayed quiet. He should have remained there, completely focused. But then he glanced down. He had his shirt on. He wore his pants. Reluctantly, he ran his hands down his chest. Even through his shirt, he could feel the heat radiating off of his torso. That same person knocked again and he automatically called out, "Come in."

The door opened.

She appeared.

Amy Athens slipped into his office.

"Let's talk," she said.

"Actually, Amy, this isn't a good time. I'll see you next week," he said, dismissing her. He rubbed the bridge of his nose.

"No. You'll speak with me now," she told him.

Sebastian raised his head and drew his hand back from his forehead.

Just as he started to take a breath, she put her hands on her hips. "Do you really want to have this conversation?" He swallowed. He shook his head. He hated how timid he could look in front of this girl. She was one of his students! But now, Amy sauntered forward, and she leaned against his desk. "How about you and I having a civil conversation about the progress you're making."

"What, what are you talking about?" When she first approached him and demanded his time, she had seemed so fierce. But now, her affect shifted as she smiled and raised one hand up to the necklace she wore. He saw the key.

Was that really it? Was that really the key to his chastity belt?

"I'm talking about your training," she told him. "But you know, I don't think this is really the best way for us to have this conversation. She climbed up onto his desk, leaned back and crossed her legs. "Come over here. Get on your knees." She issued the command so easily. She made it sound simple and casual, like she had just asked him if she could borrow a tissue to blow her nose.

With his mouth open, Sebastian tried to speak. He failed. He didn't know what to say; he had no idea how he could possibly react to this young woman.

"I gave you a command, boy."

Boy.

He was older than her. In terms of this academic institution, he wildly outranked her. And yet, he still got up. He walked over, and then he lowered himself down onto his knees, right in front of her. She lounged there on top of his desk, her legs still crossed. He glanced up, and he tried not to notice just how beautiful this girl could be.

Nora had excited him, only now something else raged. He had done his best to stifle those instincts, only now they burst out from his center with renewed ferocity.

"Good boy," she said. "You see. It's a lot easier when you just cooperate. Now, I wanted to do a little interview with you."

"Why?"

"Because I'm hoping to get some work with the Farber Foundation, and that means I need to write up some reports. How do you feel right now?"

"Frustrated," he said.

"No, that's not what I mean. And I'm not talking about your arousal either. I bet right now, if we let you out of that belt, you would get hard instantly. Is that right?"

"Probably," he confessed.

"Definitely," she corrected him. "But that's not what I'm interested in either. I want to know how you are adjusting to your new status."

"My new status?"

"Inferior," she said. That was all she said. The word drummed into him, and he opened his mouth to contradict her.

More than anything, Sebastian needed to shoot back with something like, "I am not your inferior. I'm a professor at this institution, and I will make sure you are punished for this, young lady." Even if the words flashed behind his eyes, he couldn't articulate a single one of them. He couldn't find the air. Most of all, he already knew the words would fail because she would just laugh at him. Despite everything he wanted to believe, he knew that she was right. He had this new status. His life had changed, only he didn't know how to escape the steel prison these women made him wear.

"So tell me, how are you adjusting to your new status?"

"I hate it," he told her.

"I suppose some growing pains are inevitable."

"Growing pains? I'm wearing a chastity belt!"

"That's right," she said. "You are."

"Right now, you need to understand something," he told her, his voice barely controlled. "I don't care what it takes. I’m going to get this thing off. I will not let you or your sister control me." He was huffing and puffing now, his chest rising with every promised declaration.

She kicked off her right shoe. She let the flat fall to the floor, and then she wiggled her toes. "Look at that. My shoe just fell off. I guess that means it's time for you to nuzzle my foot, boy."

"What? What are you talking about?"

"Crawl over here, and nuzzle my foot," she said.

She had pretty feet, he had to acknowledge. At the same time, with the desires spinning through his body, any aspect of this girl seemed to entice him.

"I won't," he said.

"Are you sure about that?"

He tried so hard to match her gaze. He stared back at her, only to feel his defenses crumple and break and eventually shatter. "No…"

"Exactly," she said. "You're having a hard time understanding your new status. You think you hate it, but that's only because you haven't embraced how good it can feel for a boy to surrender."

"What are you talking about?"

"You think this is new? Do you think this is just me and my sister? Nope. We are working together, but there are lots of us. Female supremacy is spreading everywhere. It might be subtle now, but if you look around, you might be able to see it. In fact, you're not the only boy who's wearing a chastity belt on this campus."

"What? Who else?"

"No, no," she said. "I expect you to nuzzle my foot as ordered. Go on. Do it."

Those last two words seemed to crush the last of his defiance, because he found himself crawling forward. Down on his hands and knees again, he looked up at that beautiful girl.

As she watched, he broke. He dipped his head down, and he nuzzled the curves of her toes. She pushed up against his nose, his mouth, and then she said, "Kiss them. Kiss each toe."

His eyes narrowed, and he glared at her with all of the frustration he could summon. It wasn't enough. It didn't get her to change her mind. On the contrary, she seemed to enjoy his aggravation. He could struggle. He could hate this with all of his being, yet that just made it even more entertaining for her.

"There we go. That's right. Kiss them. Kiss each one." He kissed her big toe first. He worked his way down. He puckered his lips and even made those silly little smacking sounds, each one of which made her laugh.

"Good boy," she said. "Now pick up my shoe and put it back on me."

He obeyed, faster this time. "When my sister teases you, are you always angry?"

"No," he said with a quick shake of his head. Then his eyes widened as he looked back up at her. He wasn't supposed to admit something like that.

"It's okay," she told him. Her voice softened. "I know that this is difficult for you. It's hard to recognize your own inferiority, especially after a lifetime of lies."

"What are you talking about?"

"Just like so many of the boys here, you grew up, and were told again and again, in countless ways that you should be equal to the women around you. But that simply isn't true. You are a member of the inferior sex. Say it."

He understood what she was doing; she was training him. She was teaching him. That last thought made tense up all over again, yet he still obeyed her, "I’m a member of the inferior sex." He spat out those words as fast as he could, but Amy didn't seem to mind.

"That's right," she agreed. "You are. And it's going to take some time for you to get used to that. It's okay. Along the way, you will learn to enjoy it. Like just now, you thought you hated kissing my toes, but another part of you liked it, didn't you? You enjoyed the intimacy. You enjoyed the attention."

This time Sebastian didn't even attempt to speak. Instead, he tried to shake his head from side to side. He couldn't. Instead, his body froze in place under her watchful gaze. Then she slipped off of the desk, and she sauntered back over to the door. She turned the knob, all while he remained on his knees. "Embrace that feeling. Enjoy the fact that you have a woman who cares about you and will work hard to tame you. If you weren't worth the effort, she wouldn't bother." With those words hanging on the air, she closed the door behind her.

Enjoy the fact that you have a woman who cares about you and will work hard to tame you. If you weren't worth the effort, she wouldn't bother. Sebastian tried so hard to excise those words from his memory. Then again, each time he tried to block them out, that only reinforced the sound of Amy's voice inside of his head.

At one point, he locked his office door, yanked down his pants, and he tried to remove the chastity belt all over again. Even as he made the effort, he knew it would be completely futile. He could squirm, twist, and fight it with everything he had, but it wasn't going to work.

At one point, he threw his head back, and he let out this growl of rage.

He practically shouted. The sounds ricocheted off the walls.

And then someone knocked on his door.

Thinking it wouldn’t be Nora, he yanked up his pants, he rushed over, and he opened the door. "What? What is it?"

Cindy Stevens, another professor from his department, stood there. "Are you okay?"

He saw her, and his eyes widened. "Yeah," he said quickly. At the same time, he wondered if she was part of it. He had gone to countless faculty meetings with this woman. They had talked about their students, their lesson plans, and the different departmental budgets. Like so many other teachers, they had lamented those girls and boys who simply refused to do the readings and consequently failed.

He coughed and cleared his throat. At the same time, he told himself that Cindy Stevens couldn't possibly be a part of this conspiracy. In fact, Sebastian tried to shove those thoughts down deep. There was no conspiracy. He had been tricked into a chastity belt, but that was it. One woman with a lot of engineering expertise had done this to him.

But what if…?

He shook his head. He cleared his throat again, and he continued, "I'm fine. I just banged my hand. That's it." He chuckled without really convincing her, "Sorry. I guess I'm just more embarrassed than anything else."

"You sure? If you want, I can take you to the Student Wellness Center," she told him.

"Yeah, I'm sure," he told her.

But as she left and as he closed the door, he realized something. He wasn't sure about anything.

Two o'clock arrived. By then, he had already found himself walking across the campus. Because he worried about getting lost, he tried to leave a few minutes early. Working on this campus for the last couple of years meant he knew his way around quite easily, but there were still spots and corners he wasn't familiar with.

As Sebastian navigated his way between the different dorms, departments, and secondary buildings, he glanced around. At first, he searched for reassurance. After all, Amy had simply been messing with him.

There was no grand conspiracy; she wasn't going to write a report or tell anyone about his "progress".

As he made his way underneath those large oak trees, he focused on the clean air, the beautiful architecture, the manicured lawns, and the other beautifully simple details of university life.

Only then, he heard some giggling. He didn't know if he was supposed to look, but there was something about the sound of those voices. That's when he headed past the fountain at the center of campus. He walked along, and he saw a pair of boys on their knees. There were girls in front of them, standing up.

Sebastian stopped. He stared.

That's when one of the girls pulled out a collar, and she slipped it around one of the boy's neck.

"It's just a game. They’re college kids, they're fooling around. This is basically flirting," he whispered. He tried so hard to get himself to believe those frantic words.

And yet, there was something about the way those boys looked up at the girls.

As a professor, he knew he wasn't like those college kids. Technically, they were adults. According to the law, they could make their own decisions. Yet, they were still very young and immature in so many different ways. But right then and there, he needed to believe that there was some gap between him and them. This was just something, some trend they had spotted online, so now they were playing around. It was a beautiful Friday afternoon, and they were just joking.

Sebastian still couldn't make himself believe it. And yet, he took a step forward, and he breathed in. He was about to call out to the group of college students.

Normally, he didn't consider discipline to be one of his responsibilities. After all, the students wanted to be there. They were in college. Behind closed doors, maybe they could get into trouble, but that was something for the Resident Advisers to deal with. As a teacher, he could just tell any student who misbehaved in his class to leave. Even then, he had never actually done it. It had never been necessary.

Sebastian stopped.

He turned, and he walked. He walked as fast as he could without actually breaking into a run.

A few minutes later, he could no longer hear the laughter from those girls as they played with their boys.

Instead, he focused on his task. He had something he had to do.

He had to go to her workshop. The command had been simple. He found the information on the faculty website. In the directory, it listed Professor Nora Lorasdottir's office and her secondary workspace. He'd visit her workshop because he had no choice.

When he arrived, he saw the lock on the door. He also noticed the camera. He braced himself, straightened his back, and knocked.

The red light above the door flashed once, turned green, and he heard the audible click of the lock. He opened the door, stepped inside, and marveled at the different tables, the platforms, the tools he didn't know how to name, the monitors, and her various projects.

"Hello, Sebastian," she said. She was on the far side of the room. "You're lucky. The last of my interns just left."

"You have interns?"

"Yup," she said. "There are lots of young women who want to learn all about this kind of applied engineering."

"Why am I here? What do you want?"

"I want to test out some items, and you're going to help me. Thank you for volunteering," she said.

"I never volunteered," he shot back.

"Tell me right now that you're volunteering." She grinned at him. In that one expression, she conveyed the most important detail. If he didn't "volunteer," then she'd punish him.

"…I…I'm volunteering," he said.

She strode over to him, grabbed him by his hand, and pulled him over to one of her workbenches. She bent him forward. It all happened far too quickly for him to react or respond. He didn't get to strategize. Then she worked the clasp on his belt before yanking down his pants. She grabbed his ass, and she leaned forward. "Sorry," she whispered with a little laugh. "I really wanted to do this."

She grabbed his butt, and then she told him, "Stay in this position."

"Why?"

"Because I want to try something," she said.

That's when she turned away.

The temptation glowed bright inside of his head; he could have stood up and yanked up his pants. He wanted to do it, if only to show her that she couldn't control him. There was just one problem: she could.

He knew it, and so did she.

Then she came back, and she held something up for him to see. "If I use this on you, do you think it would be enough to get you to cooperate?" That's when she showed him the paddle. It looked like sleek wood, beautifully polished, long and rectangular with the dark handle clutched beneath her fingers.

"What are you talking about?"

"Ever since I met you, I've been thinking about what it would be like to spank you and paddle you. Right now, I think a paddle would be ideal."

"Why not just shock me?" Sebastian demanded with as much bitterness as he could summon.

"Because I want to try this," she said, making it sound obvious and inevitable. "Don't worry. The first couple of blows are just going to be exactly what you expect."

Although he didn't understand, he didn't worry about it. She touched the paddle to his buttocks, and he refused to respond or react. He could be stoic, he told himself. He could take this. It might not be pleasant, he reminded himself, but he was a man, and he had endured the electrical shocks, so this wouldn't be as bad.

She swung down. She struck!

It stung more than he expected, but he didn't grunt or growl, whimper or cry out. He remained impassive, as though he didn't care one way or the other.

She struck three more times in quick succession. "You know, I like the way your butt is starting to turn red," she said, slipping her fingers along his skin. Her touch was soft and soothing. It helped him relax, not that he’d admit it.

"Now, do you want to see me flip the paddle over?" She held it up in front of him again, only this time, she rotated the handle. Now he saw the other side. He saw the built-in electrodes, the circuitry, and he didn't know what any of it did.

"There’s some monitoring tech in here," she said. "Basically, the paddle is connected to my phone, so I can track certain details like the angle and speed, that sort of thing."

"Why would you care?"

His tormentor giggled, "I'm sure there are going to be women out there who’ll want to know.”

"You're going to sell it?"

"Sebastian, male training equipment will probably be the growth industry of the future," she told him. Again, she made it sound so obvious. "Convincing women that men need to be enslaved is only half of the equation. Arguably, that might be the easier part!"

The stinging continued to dance along his buttocks, but he did his best to remain professional. He tried to tell her calmly and rationally, "Even if you have a couple of women who agree with you, there’s no way this idea will go mainstream."

"Really? Why not?"

Sebastian blinked, surprised. He hadn't expected her to actually ask him for his opinion. Realizing he had an opportunity, he stared at the wall. He was still bent forward, and he didn't dare move. Struggling for impassivity, he kept his gaze firm and determined. He fought hard to maintain that level tone, "Most people believe in equality. Most people believe the world can be a better place. It doesn't have to be about one group trying to control or own another."

"You're cute," she said. "You're also adorably wrong."

"What are you talking about?"

"For a very, very long time, women have been pushing hard for equality. And guess what? We’re sick of it. So many women out there are sick and tired of being ignored, derided, humiliated, objectified, and constantly overlooked. Have we made progress? Sure. Have we had to fight for it? Unquestionably. It's revolting. For decades, men have claimed to be the victims even as they enjoy so many different advantages. But guess what? That is coming to an end now. We’re taking over, and there's nothing you can do to stop us." She smirked. She dropped her head down, and she started laughing. He could see those movements along the edge of his vision, "Or maybe you're going to go ahead and tell me what women really think? Go on. I dare you."

He didn't; he couldn't.

In truth, Sebastian didn't have any special understanding of the female sex. Rather, he just paid attention. So many women on that campus talked about the importance of equality, equity, inclusion, and social justice.

Perhaps they didn't really mean it…

Or maybe that had always been a consolation prize, a special request, one born after decades of struggle against men who had always fought so hard to maintain their supremacy. Sebastian didn't want to admit any of this, not even to himself, yet he could still feel the pieces slide into place.

"I can't," he told her. "I won't."

"Good," she said. "So if you stop and think about it, if one group gets the opportunity to take control, will they? Do you honestly think that women are going to be so morally superior, that we would simply deny ourselves the opportunity to own you boys?"

He didn't know. He didn't know how to answer.

"Face it. We can be just as greedy and ambitious as anyone else. And now, it’s finally our time." She grabbed him by his hair. She pulled, and his neck strained. At the same time, she touched the smooth surface to his backside. This time, he could feel the ridges and curves of the electrodes as they pushed against his naked skin.

"Women are taking over," she said again. "Isn't that right, Sebastian?"

This belted boy had to comprehend that defying her or arguing with her meant he would be punished. Still, he couldn't help himself. The temptation proved to be too great, "It won't happen. It won't!"

She smacked his ass with the paddle. First, she used to the regular side.

It stung. Even so, he managed to block out the sensations. Then she flipped it around. She touched the button built into the handle, and she swung down again. This time, it connected, there was that slap of noise, and she unleashed raw power. Hot energy flew from the electrified paddle, and it blazed up into the rest of his body. This time, he cried out. The sound was torn from his lungs.

"How many more?"

"None!" Sebastian begged.

"Tell me that women are going to take over. Tell me that there might be some disagreement here or there, but we will enjoy being the superior sex. We’ll dominate politics and business, and every other important facet of life. And where will you boys be? On your knees. Crawling. Eager and ready to obey. Some of you will be kept like slaves. Others will be pets. Frankly, I can't wait!"

She grabbed his ass. First, he flinched, his face tightening. This time, she didn't spank him or paddle him. Instead, she brushed her fingers along his skin. With every soft caress, he shivered. He tried to hate this, yet his body responded. His manhood reacted, pushing out against the confines of his chastity cage. "This must be so frustrating for you. I can see you squirming. Even now, I bet you really want an erection. You’d do anything for an orgasm, wouldn't you?" Then she pulled her hand away, and she laughed.

Somehow, he managed to remain quiet. He didn't answer her.

"Poor boy," Nora continued. "But you know, you can tell me right now that women would love to take control."

He didn't get much time; he knew that. As such, he let his defenses fall away all over again. "Women would love to take control. Women want power," he admitted.

"Exactly," she said. "When we’re told that girls are nicer, that they don't get as ambitious or as aggressive, that is just another stupid stereotype that has held us back. No more. You think you know what we are capable of?" She grinned. "You have no idea." Right as she uttered those words, she raised the electrified paddle all over again, striking, once, twice, three times. When she finished, the device beeped, and she glanced down at her phone. "That's the hardest I've paddled you so far," she told him.

His eyes were wet. At the base of his throat, he could feel the tension sit there.

"Tell me you intend to be a good boy," she ordered.

"I, I’ll be a good boy," he said.

"Good," she agreed. "Now get up."

He tentatively pushed away. She took him by the hand, and she walked him over to the center of the room.

"Close your eyes," she instructed. "Hold your hands behind your back."

Although he obeyed, he still had to ask, "Why? What are you going to do?"

"I have something special I want to try," she said.

Nora stepped away. Then she came back. He still had his eyes shut, yet he heard her footsteps. He tried to pretend this wouldn't affect him. Still, he braced himself for another jolt of pain. Instead, she pressed something against the ridge of his nose. Then there was pressure around his eyes, the sides of his face, and finally at the back of his head.

She just put goggles on him?

"Open your eyes," she said.

He saw the world through transparent plastic. He didn't see the point. As far as he could tell, these were just regular goggles, like something he had worn back as a kid when he had first started taking swimming lessons in elementary school.

"What do you see?" Nora asked him.

She stood right in front of him. She held up her phone. He let his gaze drop down to the small screen. "You," he said. "You. I see you, and you’re holding onto your phone."

"That's right," she said. "How about now?" She touched her finger to the device. Before he could plead with her to stop, the world turned black. Suddenly, he couldn't see anything. First, he started blinking, thinking that the lights had gone off. Or maybe he had simply shut his eyes. The impenetrable darkness surrounded him. He turned his head to the left, to the right. And then he reached up for the goggles, instantly, thinking he would remove them. "If you do that, you're going to get a shock," she warned him. He touched his fingers to the goggles, but he didn't react.

"Why? Why would you build this?"

"Isn't it obvious?" Nora asked. "Sometimes, an owner doesn't want her boy to be able to see anything. This way, you'll understand that your vision is dependent on me. Vision is a privilege."

Right away, he opened his mouth and sucked in a breath as he got ready to contradict her. Then something stopped him. He didn't know what it was. He didn't understand this kind of helplessness. Again and again, he was confronted by the power this woman wielded.

"Where am I?" Nora teased him. "Am I over here?" She stepped to one side. "What about over here?"

Ridiculously, he stretched out his arms, and this suddenly morphed into a game of Marco Polo. Only they weren't kids, and this wasn't a pool, and he wanted to try to remove the goggles except he couldn't; she wouldn't allow it.

"How does that make you feel?"

"Helpless," he said. Admitting this grated against his ego, only he saw no other choice. Reluctantly, he dropped his hands to his sides.

"Good," she said. "Let's try something else now, shall we?" Nora pulled the goggles off of his face. At once, he blinked, suddenly able to see again. The light seemed harsher than he had expected, but then she slipped something around his neck. She drew it tight, and now it pressed against the base of his throat. His hands flew up, and he ran his fingers along the smooth leather.

"What is this?"

"This is going to be your vocal collar," she said. That's when she stepped back in front of him.

In that instant, he wished he could just jump at her. He longed to tackle her, to knock her to the floor, to take control…

He didn't dare, especially here inside of her workshop.

At the beginning of every semester, he always encouraged his students to come see him during his office hours. Although they rarely took him up on the offer, he sometimes wondered why not. The easy answer would have been that they were lazy. They didn't want to take the time out of their schedules to go visit with a teacher to ask for extra help. Or maybe they were just embarrassed. But other than that, he occasionally wondered if they didn't dare venture into his domain. As a teacher, he could take control of a classroom easily enough, only his office really did belong to him. They had to knock on the door, timidly stick their heads in, and ask if he had time for them.

Sebastian rarely experienced that kind of subordination, but now he found himself looking at this woman. The smug grin on her face made it clear that she was looking forward to this.

"Would you like a warning first?"

"I don't care," he snapped, only to feel the jolt of electricity. This time, it didn't come from the belt. Instead, it flashed against the sides of his neck. The pain arced along his body, lighting up his nerves as he stumbled back.

Reflexively, her boy reached up for the collar, and he tried to remove it. He knew it was futile. He knew it wouldn't work. As expected, he found the clasp near the nape of his neck. He yanked and tried to pull. "The exterior is leather," she told him, "but the liner is reinforced with a steel mesh. You're not going to break it, but if you have anything to say to me, now is a good time."

"Take this thing off of me. Take this thing off of me right now," he snarled back at her. Even as the words jumped from his mouth, he recognized the futility. Still, he needed to vent. Something inside of him twisted, and he had to let those words out, no matter how irrational or ineffective they might prove to be.

Exactly one second after the words left his mouth, the collar activated again. The electrodes pressed against the sides of his neck delivered another rush of voltage. The electricity sizzled across his skin, making him stumbled back. He moved, automatically trying to retreat from the pain, only he couldn't get away from it.

"You could keep trying to talk, or you could be quiet," she said. "Then again, you could ask very nicely for me to explain what's going on. But if you do that, be sure to address me as your Mistress."

"What?" Sebastian demanded. After a pair of shocks, he couldn't control himself.

One second. That was exactly how long it took before the collar activated again. It delivered another jab of energy.

This time, his knees bent, and he dropped down.

Nora strolled over to him, and she ran her fingers through his hair. She massaged his scalp before sliding the back of her hand along his cheek. Even then, with his eyes, down from the punishments, he enjoyed her touch. He hated how his body could betray him like that. Most of all, this boy wished he could concentrate on the anger. He needed to focus all of it into a jagged point of defiance.

Instead, he found himself looking up at her. She bent down just a little bit, and she seemed so much more intimidating, especially because he didn't understand what was happening.

This time, he remained quiet as he waited for her to explain. "This is a vocal collar," she explained. "I really like the concept, but some of the practical programming questions are still pretty difficult, especially because I wouldn't want it to punish the wearer unnecessarily."

A vocal collar. It reacted to what he said, he soon realized. Sebastian opened his mouth, and then he stopped. He wasn't brave enough to try to speak, not right then.

Sebastian's eyes widened, and he opened his mouth. Clearly, there was something he wished he could say, but Nora just chuckled.

"You know, there's a phrase among female supremacists. Would you like to hear it?"

Sebastian didn't know why he did this, but he actually dipped his head down. He nodded for her. Nora chuckled, and then she explained, "A good boy is a quiet boy. That's just one of the many problems with your sex," she told him. "Boys love to talk. You have deep, loud voices, so you think that entitles you to some special privilege. You have no problem talking over women. Even if you don't really know what you're saying, you’ll just blunder ahead and hope that you will stumble into the right answer." Apparently disappointed with him and the rest of his gender, she shook her head from side to side. "Foolish, foolish boys. But that's why there are engineers out in the world like me. We can fix you."

He glanced up at her. His eyes narrowed. Even if he managed to convey that ragged frustration, she didn't seem to mind. If anything, the look on his face only made her giggle again.

Again, he itched to contradict her. The idea was right there. Sebastian had all of these different words. For once, he felt like he could actually speak, only she wouldn't let him!

"Here. Let's go with the safest and most basic approach," Nora said. With her phone in hand, she typed in the new parameters. "From now on, you are only allowed to say, 'Yes, Mistress.' Isn't that a good idea?"

He didn't respond. That's why she used her phone again. "And now, if you don't say something when my voice is registered, then you get shocked. Isn't that a good idea?"

He glared at her.

Truthfully, Sebastian didn't know whether or not he had planned on answering at all, only it didn't matter because he waited too long. The electricity jabbed into him because he didn’t answer appropriately. He flinched, dropping his head down. "This is a very simple program now," she explained. "When the mics built into the collar register the sound of my voice, you have to answer. If you don't, you know what happens."

One second.

That was all he got.

This time, he didn’t mess it up. The unfamiliar words jumped from his mouth, "Yes, Mistress!"

"There. That was easy, wasn’t it?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said automatically, knowing that his vocabulary had suddenly been stripped down to those two words.

"And you like being trained this way, don't you?"

For a fraction of a second, he glared at her, and Nora understood exactly what he felt. She recognized that the helpless anger playing across his face.

"Yes, Mistress," he said again.

"You know what that means, don't you? Mistress?"

"Yes, Mistress," he answered again.

So long as he performed appropriately, he wouldn't be punished. That was how the device worked.

Even if she was taunting him, he couldn't worry about that.

"To be honest, I really want to improve the programming. It's a lot of work, and I'm sure you can tell that I have a lot of really interesting ideas. But I think this one might be the best. I think there are lots of women out there who would love to be able to program WHAT their boyfriends and husbands, pets, and slaves are allowed to say."

His eyes flared with fresh frustration as he glowered. At the same time, he contemplated how he could respond. Absurdly, he wished he knew sign language. Perhaps he could have tried to flip her off; maybe he could've used some other rude gesture. Still, even the attempt would warrant another dose of punishment, he knew. So instead, he stayed there on his knees, bowed down before this girl as Nora took everything she craved from him.

Within his one-second time frame, he answered appropriately, "Yes, Mistress."

His tormentor wasn't done teasing him or toying with him. "I think this would be a really good way to train the boys of the world. And of course, with the right programmer, we could make the system quite a bit more sophisticated. Right now, all you get to do is speak those two words. But we can change it. Maybe we could program an entire vocabulary for you? Maybe just a couple dozen words and phrases? What do you think of that?"

"Yes, Mistress," he answered automatically. His response didn't even make sense, but she didn't care about that.

"Do you want to wear this for the rest of our demonstration?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Since you asked so nicely, I guess I’ll allow it. Crawl." That's when Nora turned away. She started to walk over to another workbench.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, just barely speaking those words.


"If you want, I can adjust the volume requirements. That's actually one of my favorite design choices," she said. "You will have to get used to speaking at a very specific volume. If you're too loud or too quiet, you get punished. Doesn't that sound like a good idea?"

"Yes, Mistress."

She laughed again. He hated how he could enjoy that sound. He knew it was at his expense. Sebastian knew she was laughing at him because she saw him as a boy. Consequently, she counted them as inferior. All of those different pieces fit together; he understood exactly how they all worked, yet he still sensed that attraction, something foolish and biological, something unyielding and almost eager deep inside.

She strolled ahead, and her collared boy followed. As far as he knew, the gyroscope in his belt had been activated; he could have stood and walked defiantly. For one or two or three heartbeats, the tempting notion of rebellion seemed to grip him. But then he exhaled, and he found himself whispering, "Yes, Mistress."

I can't let her do this to me. I can't let her control me. I can't let her own me! The panic-laced thoughts flew through his head. Deep down, he understood how all of this could alter the man he had chosen to become over the course of his life. And now he met this beautiful woman, so everything changed?

No. He couldn't allow that. He couldn't accept it.

He wouldn't!

Even as those ideas flashed inside, Sebastian's handsome head, he kept crawling. He followed her across the workshop and over to another station. That's when she ordered him to stand. Reluctantly, he obeyed. "Put these on," she said, tossing a pair of boots down onto the floor.

He stared at them. "Yes, Mistress," he said. Without realizing what he was doing. It had only been a couple of minutes, yet the reflex had somehow seized him. Maybe it came down to his academic training. Through so much of his life, he had learned, memorizing new details and repeating them.

"Do it," she said. That's when she reached out, and she ran her fingers down along his collar to that spot between his shoulder blades. She touched the small of his back, his right flank, and then she slid her hand along his chastity belt. "You know, if you're a good boy, then maybe I’ll reward you. Would you like that?"

He had heard words like those before. Maybe. Perhaps. The possibility was there, only there was a very good chance that she was simply teasing him. This was just another way to compel his good behavior.

Then again, she could always force him to do whatever she expected. Between the collar and belt, she owned him. There wasn’t any other way to interpret his situation.

"Yes, Mistress," he told her.

"I mean it," Nora said. She stepped closer and pressed her body to his. She slid over to his left side, then his right. At the same time, she dragged her nails along his skin, trailing those little electric pulses of desire deep within his flesh. He tried to hide from it. He tried to block out those urges. He couldn't. He failed completely.

"There's something you need to understand," Nora continued. She whispered into his ear now, "When I play with you, it's because I like you. If I didn't, I'd just gag you, throw you in a cage, and hand you off to someone else."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, his voice shuddering now. He couldn't help it. Even if he hadn't worn the chastity belt or that collar, Sebastian would have experienced this same sense of powerless need.

"But I like playing with you," Nora promised. "I like knowing that I have this smart boy all trapped. So maybe, I’ll decide to let you out of this. Maybe. Or maybe I’ll just put that playful tongue to use again. After all, a boy's mouth is best suited for serving his superiors. Is that right, Sebastian?"

"Yes, Mistress," he told her.

"Good boy." She patted him on the head, stepped back, and he said the words again as she crossed her arms over her chest. Then he looked down at the boots. He slipped his feet into them, first the left, then the right. That's when she raised her phone and tapped one of the digital sigils.

The boots reached up to the middle of his shins, and now they tightened. He could feel something lock around his feet and ankles. Bands built into the boots constricted based on the signal she had just delivered. All at once, he realized he wouldn't be able to take them off, not without her help.

Sebastian opened his mouth, and he was about to ask what she had just done to him. Forcing him to wear this footwear would only be the first step, he realized. So what else did she have planned for him?

"Walk around the room as much as you like," she said. "Take a stroll. Enjoy yourself." Her eyes twinkled with delight as she gave him those options. Then again, he quickly realized that those were actually commands.

"Yes, Mistress," he told her since every other word had been stripped away from his vocabulary. That's not true, Sebastian tried to remind himself. I'm still an intelligent man with a PhD. I can still lecture for hours about tectonic plates, volcanic disposition, and any number of important geological features. I know what I'm talking about...even if she won't let me talk.

Forcing himself to focus on his present circumstances, Sebastian walked forward. As he started to move, he braced himself, thinking there would be some jolt of electricity.

"You don't need to be scared," she said. "There are electrodes built into your boots, but I don't use them unless I really have to." This didn't reassure him.

Still, he had to answer with the standard, "Yes, Mistress."

When he glanced back at her, the confusion must've been clear. "Are you curious?"

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. Even though he didn't know if "curious" was the right word.

"Just like your belt, the boots can be equipped with GPS trackers. This way, I can dictate exactly where the wearer is allowed to go," she told him.

Sebastian had no choice but to give the requisite response, "Yes, Mistress."

"I also really like the idea of being able to control a boy's speed. There's something fascinating about limiting his number of steps on any given day. You know, I have a friend, and she's worried about her boyfriend. You know why?" Nora didn't give him the chance to answer, "Apparently, he really enjoys running, but he takes foolish risks. He goes too far, he pushes himself too hard, and she's worried he's going to hurt himself. With these boots, that wouldn’t be a concern. He would have a certain number of steps, and then he would be forced to turn back, especially when the alternative is so obviously uncomfortable."

"Yes, Mistress," he said even as he considered those last two words. "Obviously uncomfortable," sounded like a ridiculous euphemism. Then again, Nora wouldn't be the one wearing those boots. And even if someone tried to put them on her, she was an engineer. She would be able to get them off. Of that, he was certain.

"Then there's the question of speed," she continued, "I think there would be something really nice about a world where men are required to slow down and take their time."

"Yes, Mistress," he had no choice but to agree.

"I really like the idea of boys being held back. Boys can be slower. Boys can take their time. This will give them the opportunity to think about how they should behave, what they will do, and what they will say. It's an obvious disadvantage in any professional setting."

"Yes, Mistress," he told her.

"Then there is the other option. This is actually the easiest part," she said. "Are you ready?"

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. Each time he spoke, the words came out a little more easily. Inevitably, he had to wonder what the vocal collar would have done to him after a couple of days or weeks or months or years.

"Get ready to crawl," she said.

For the moment, he was on his knees, then she hit another digital icon, and that's when he felt them. The small spikes pushed up against his heel, the arch of his foot, the ball and his toes. His eyes widened, and he started to shift his weight, which only doubled the discomfort.

Because she had warned him, he threw himself down onto the floor, hitting his palms and knees at the same time. "Right now, standing up would be a very bad idea, don't you think?"

Raising his head, he glared at her as he put the different components together. Those rounded spikes would make it impossible for him to walk. If he intended to get anywhere, he would have to crawl!

Worst of all, he had to say something else, "Yes, Mistress."

"There we go," she said. "Such a good boy. And you know what? I like the idea of you keeping them on for the time being. Oh, and you don't need to worry about taking off that collar either."

"Yes, Mistress?" Apparently, lifting the inflection into that inquisitive tone didn't warrant a punishment from the battery or the electrodes pressed against to the sides of his throat.

She smiled at him. Nora ran her fingers through his hair. She looked right at him, and something seemed to shift in her gaze. "You know, I have other toys, but I think I want you right now." She laughed, "I spend a lot of time in this workshop. I have so many different projects that I want to finish. But right now, I'm thinking mostly about the fun I can have…with you."

“Yes, Mistress.”

"Would you like to service your owner?"

She wasn't his owner! She didn't own him!

But even as those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, the geologist still experienced the truth. A jolt of desire ran through his body. It felt electric and tinged with yearning. Unyielding need gripped him. His breathing turned shallow, and he didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say or how to react. Most of all, he couldn't control himself, especially because his conscious thoughts pushed against the vibrant desires.

In a moment, he yearned to believe he could overwhelm his biological instincts.

He couldn't.

All of those thoughts coalesced in less than a second, and now he gazed up at her. "Yes, Mistress," he said. This time, the words had nothing to do with the vocal control collar.

That's when she reached down, and she brushed her fingers along her bare thigh, then up to the dark fabric of her skirt. She grabbed onto the zipper and pulled it down. The sound buzzed along his eardrums. His heart started kicking faster.

"Do a good job," she said. "You know what your reward might be."

"Yes, Mistress!"

Nora watched him for several more seconds. She observed him, her eyes narrowing. In that instant, she seemed like a scientist studying a particularly interesting creature. "You really mean that, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress…"

"Good boy," she told him. Her skirt had fallen around her ankles, and now she kicked off her shoes. She peeled off her tights, and he watched as she revealed the contours of her legs. He wanted to see more of her pubis; instead, her blouse hung down, just barely covering her panties. At that angle, he felt subjugated and owned.

He waited for the revulsion, the disgust, and the hot blast of fury. Instead, his mouth watered, and he thought of what he had done before, back at his office. He had served this woman.

And now, he’d do it again.

That's when she pulled herself up onto one of the workbenches. Nora leaned back, spread her legs, and she glanced down at him. "Come to me, boy," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," he said obediently.

By her command, he crawled forward. He could feel the boots. He lifted himself up onto his knees, and then he slipped his head between her legs. She ran her fingers through his hair, gently massaging his scalp before she tightened her grip. She guided him between her thighs, but then she smiled at him. "Kiss me first," she instructed.

She wasn't interested in a kiss on the mouth. Instead, he had to worship her knees and thighs...just like a pet.

"You look good on your knees," she told him.

"Yes, Mistress," he said between each instance where he touched his lips to her soft skin.

"You address me as your Mistress because you know that I own you. You address me as your Mistress because I’m your superior," she told him. Only this time, those words took on a different note. As she spoke down to him, he could hear something else. Affection? He didn't know if that was his imagination or not, especially because the desires continued to twirl and swirl harder and faster at his center. Maybe he wasn't panting, but he was eager, desperate and hopeful all at the same time.

On some level, he knew that was even worse than the frustration or anger. Even the shame would have given him something to use to fight. But in that moment, she worked to tame him.

Sebastian’s heart pounded faster, and then she tugged, pulling him closer to her slit. In that next moment, he closed his eyes, and he started to lick, just as she expected. "Good. That's right," she told him. "Start out nice and slow. Take your time. You don't need to rush, do you? You’re here with your owner, and I expect you to please me. I expect you to focus on me." She chuckled. "For so long, men have been so selfish. I’m sure there are exceptions out in the wider world, but the average boy is conceited and desperate to take what he wants. He doesn't think about his partner. He doesn't put her first. But you won't make that mistake because I won't let you."

She was right about that. He had no choice, especially as his shaft pushed and strained against the inner confines of his belt. The steel bonds made it impossible for him to pleasure himself. He couldn't even experience the full power of arousal. Instead, his desires remained bottled up deep at his core until she would release him.

...If she would release him.

By her command, he took his time, gently gliding his tongue up and down along her opening. Then she commanded, "Deeper."

He pressed his tongue between the walls of her crevice, licking, gently sliding up and down, just as she enjoyed. "Good. That's right. Good boy," she breathed out. Clearly, she was doing her best to maintain that sedate pattern of breathing and speech. Still, it was becoming more difficult.

Despite everything, Sebastian found himself feeling proud of that achievement. This woman obviously knew how to control herself, yet he still teased her and pleasured her. He could bring her satisfaction…

If I'm her pet and her slave, then that is all I should care about. That's all that really matters. Sebastian tried to banish those thoughts, only he couldn't do it, not as he lost himself to the easy movements of licking. Although he could feel the belt between his legs, the boots on his feet, and the collar around his neck, he still enjoyed that moment. He lost himself to a different kind of subjugation. It was a different sensation, a new emotion, something he had never really considered before. He focused on her and only her. He knew that her commands had become his primary concern.

"Faster," she ordered.

He obeyed. He went in deep, sliding his tongue up and down. Quick, eager swipes of his tongue served to please her. Moment by moment, jolts of ecstasy ran across her skin, pulsing from her center out into the rest of her body.

Soon enough, she had her hand tight against the back of his head, and she cried out, screaming without shame as she enjoyed that wild deluge of satisfaction.

Then she pulled him back, and she peered down into his eyes. "There’s another workbench in the corner of the room. Go over there. Crawl like a good boy, climb up onto it, and lay down. I want your arms and legs spread for me. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said again, because she wouldn't allow any other word or phrase to pass his mouth without punishment.

She pointed, and he crawled.

He felt ridiculous as he made his way across the expansive chamber. Even so, he saw no other choice. Technically, he probably could have tried to jump up onto his feet to walk, only the rounded spikes at the base of his boots would have made it incredibly uncomfortable. Whether he liked it or not, this was better and more efficient, all because his owner decided he belonged on all fours.

At the same time, he realized something. She's watching me.

When that shiver ran down his back, he couldn't explain it. At the same time, Sebastian refused to glance over his shoulder. He didn't want to turn. He didn't want the confirmation. Then again, he didn't need it, either. She was definitely watching him as he made his way through the workshop. Then he found the table, and he saw the restraints.

Pressing his lips together, he tried to ignore the doubt, fear, and nervous energy crackling across his skin. He pushed himself up onto his elbows, and he climbed onto the table. Doing this without using the bottoms of his feet proved to be difficult, and he slipped at one point, which made Nora laugh. He heard those sounds, and he felt ridiculous all over again. He couldn't help it. If he hadn't been wearing those boots, and if those rounded spikes hadn't been engaged, then he could have climbed up in just a few seconds.

But now, he managed to sit on the edge of the table, and then he looked back. He saw the open manacles.

Exhaling slowly, he lowered himself down onto his back. He spread his legs, and he slipped one ankle into position, then the other. The bands automatically snapped shut. "Restraint protocols initiated," came a female voice from the built-in speakers.

"Yes, Mistress?" He bristled, wishing he could say something. Normally, he was articulate. He knew how to get up in front of people and talk. Most of the time, he had the advantage of working with content he knew quite well. Even when he didn’t, he could fake it. After all, students did ask him once in a while about digressions or random points he had never considered. That was part of the fun of being a teacher.

He didn't hear her footsteps. Tilting his head to the side, he turned. "Don't forget your wrists," she said.

That's when he stretched, and he lifted his arms over his head. He saw the waiting manacles. Open currently, the cuffs could lock themselves closed at any instant. He knew that once he rested his wrists on those sensors, the shackles would snap shut.

It didn't matter, he told himself. Technically, he could crawl around the workshop, yet he was already her prisoner. Although some part of him bristled at the notion, he couldn't escape the reality that he couldn't actually escape…

Sebastian only had the freedom that his owner permitted or allowed.

Exhaling slowly, his lips tensed, he raised his arms, and he pressed down against the sensors. Just as he had expected, the restraints locked into place.

"Such a good boy," Nora said, smiling down at him. She now stood over him, and she brushed her fingers along the contours of his collar, down to the base of his throat, and down into the valley between his ribs. She smiled as she enjoyed touching him. "Considering how obedient you’ve been, I should let you out of your chastity belt, don't you think?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said automatically.

His captor grinned again, revealing the edges of her teeth. And then she pulled out her phone. She lifted the device, hit the button, and suddenly he heard the lock on his belt. It opened, and then she started to remove the different pieces.

While she worked from moment to moment and piece by piece, Sebastian watched. More importantly, he kept wondering when she would stop. Part of him expected her to grin and shake her head from side to side as she pouted and told him, "You know what? I think I changed my mind. I think I like having you nice and desperate." Although she didn't utter those words, those last two ideas continued to boom inside of his head.

Nice and desperate. That was what she enjoyed. More importantly, that was exactly what Nora had already achieved.

At this point, he stayed quiet.

The engineer removed the different pieces, one by one. She took her time, and now she finished. Once she was done, he closed his eyes, pursed his lips, and exhaled slowly, letting the tension run across his body as it seemed to tighten along his balls and up his length.

His cock hardened!

For so long, that hadn’t been a big deal. It was just an autonomic response, something easy, almost instant, unconscious, and usually unimportant. That pulse of desire could come or go at any given moment. He had learned how to surreptitiously adjust, making sure that he didn’t embarrass himself.

Only now, he was spread out, naked, chained down, and helpless.

“I like seeing you this way,” she told him, her eyes sparkling with that incandescent delight. “There’s something so intriguing about having a boy spread out and tied down. You know, under another set of circumstances, our relationship could have been completely different.” Circumspect, she casually reached down and slid her hand from his neck to his chest, along his tightened stomach, and then down toward his pubis. With that light touch, she just barely grazed him. Sometimes, he experienced those flirtatious caresses, only for them to morph into gentle scratches.

“Yes, Mistress,” he told her. Really, he had no other choice, and they both knew it.

Then she reached down with her other hand, and her fingers rubbed along his shaft. His eyes widened, his lungs seized up, and he arched his back as he pushed his buttocks and shoulder blades down against the table. A wild rush of excitement gripped him, making it almost unbearable even as he tried so hard to control himself.

“If you were born into a different time, then you wouldn’t have to deal with a woman like me. Do you ever think about that, boy? Do you understand that if you were born into a different time, you’d be a completely different person?”

In that instant, Nora encircled his shaft with her fingers, and she likely gripped him. “Yes, Mistress!” In truth, he had no idea what he had just said. He could hardly process those words, especially because the desires from the last few days now ran hot across his skin, making it impossible for him to think or process anything beyond that deluge of sensations. They collapsed down on him, burying him in an avalanche of physical desire and animalistic need.

On any given random day, Sebastian was the kind of guy who could suppress his urges. Whether he was bored or hungry, tired or if he had a headache, he could subsume those responses into his work or some other goal. But right then and there, he became a purely physical animal, and she knew it.

Perhaps that was why she liked teasing him with, “Sometimes my students like to chat about the different decades they would have rather been born into. It’s kind of a fun question. Do you think you would have done better in the eighties? The fifties?” She chuckled. “But you know what? If you were born into another decade, you would be a totally different individual. It’s a paradox, a contradiction in terms. It’s impossible for you to be yourself at some other place or time. So where would you be if you had been born five years earlier? Ten years? Can you imagine it, Sebastian?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Again, he couldn’t think about it. If he had been allowed to think clearly, then maybe he would have recognized her point as another variation on the nature/nurture debate.

Then again, Nora wasn’t interested in his perspective. Like anyone who had a pet, she could talk to him, but she didn’t really expect a response. Considering the collar around his neck, he didn’t get any choice anyway.

Her fingers slid up and down again and again. She started at his base, worked her way up to the tip. Sometimes, she just used two fingers. At other points, she used the entirety of her hand, encircling and ensnaring his most sensitive part.

Then there were those moments when he lost control, and he tried to jerk his hips up as though he could get the release he needed.

Nora didn’t punish him for that. On the contrary, she seemed to enjoy the way he bucked and wiggled. As he squirmed, he demonstrated over and over again what kind of authority she had. She was in charge, and so she could take him however she saw fit. She could continue to stimulate him, giving him the contact he craved even if it wasn’t enough…

This woman wielded her touch as a weapon, using it to grind down his defenses.

Although she had stripped away his ability to articulate himself with anything more than blind and subservient agreement, Nora understood what would have happened if she turned off the collar. He would’ve begged. He would have gushed out one promise after another.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said again. At the same time, she looked into his eyes, and she saw the abject need written across his face.

“Don’t get me wrong. I think boys have changed a lot in the last few years, and I think that is to be applauded. There are lots of men who can recognize the benefits they have received on the basis of their gender alone. But that’s not good enough. A little bit of self-awareness doesn’t satisfy me. So what would have happened if you were born ten years later? Twenty? Should we explore that idea?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Obviously, there are going to be technological advancements. Every generation grows up surrounded by more information, more stimulation, more to navigate and consume. I guess that trend will continue. Of course, that’s not really what I’m interested in. Do you want to know what I’m interested in?” As she played with him, she continued to stroke him, her fingers rubbing up and down along his shaft.

“Yes, Mistress,” he exhaled. He had never experienced arousal like this before. It was a storm; he was lost in the fury of an ocean of need and desire. Maybe there were these quick instances where he could come up to the surface, suck in a breath, only to experience another wave as it crashed down on him, subsuming him all over again.

“I appreciate your curiosity,” she said with a little giggle. “In five years, I doubt there will be any boys in college at all. Five years after that and the world will be completely different. The matriarchy is coming, Sebastian.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“If you were born ten years later, you wouldn’t get the chance to be a professor. You would be an obedient househusband, a pet, or a slave. That’s what we’re aiming for. That’s what’s going to happen.”

If she had allowed him to think clearly, then he could have rebutted her position. There were other arguments he could have used, only they all abandoned him. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t sift through the different impulses. They gripped him, and she continued to tease him, her hand sliding along his body. The stimulation overwhelmed him, stripping away every other idea and concept. Normally, he could count himself as an intellectual. But right then and there, he remained spread out, chained down, and at her nonexistent mercy as Nora played with him.

She continued, “Young men like you will be raised to understand that they’re members of the inferior sex. They will be raised to obey and serve. Because really, that’s all a boy should do anyway, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed out.

“Equality was a bad idea, don’t you think? When one sex is clearly superior to the other, there should be a hierarchy. There’s nothing wrong with one group taking control when they’re stronger and smarter. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

She squeezed him, and it was almost enough to get him off.

Almost.

Those desires continued to pulse along his skin. Every kick of his heart felt like a punch to his gut. He loved it. He hated it. He craved more. He tried so hard to fight it…

“You’ve been such a good boy,” she said. “I think it’s time for you to get your reward. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Good. Because you get one chance right here and now. I’m going to turn off your collar, and you get to think about how you want to respond,” she explained. Sebastian, her captive boy blinked as he kept batting his eyes while he tried to comprehend what those words meant. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t organize his thoughts into any coherent line of meaning. Everything seemed scattered, like the different ideas kept surging in every direction all at once because this woman was beautiful, she kept touching him, the chains trapped him, he was so hard, and those desires dragged him down into his most primitive instincts.

Nora pulled her hand away, and he grunted with dismay. She used her phone and glanced down at him, “Okay. Go ahead. You can talk now.”

Part of him wanted to open his mouth right away, but he was still breathing hard. His lungs pumped, only he didn’t know what to do.

“Please…” Sebastian began. Desperation reverberated across that one word. He sounded pathetic, even to his own ears. And yet, he pulled against the restraints, lifting himself up as much as the chains allowed. He looked at her from the flat of that bench, “Please…please, you can’t stop now. Please, don’t? Please, just a little more? Please ask? Please, Mistress! I’ll be good. I will do it if you want. I, I’m learning. I’m learning, and I’m figuring it all out. I think…I think I’m learning because you and Amy are teaching me. You’re teaching me, and I’ll do whatever you want—I’ll do whatever you say. I, I know I don’t have any choice. I’m a member of the inferior sex!” He made those promises, one after another. More importantly, he couldn’t think of this as any kind of strategy. It wasn’t a question of manipulation, rhetorical flourish, or the calculated desire to get what he craved.

Rather, this boy had been stripped of every defense. He stared up at her, his eyes wide and full of eager need.

Nora used both of her hands now. With one, she slipped her fingers along his balls and down under his scrotum. She pressed and massaged him, making his eyes widen with anticipation.

Deep down, however, this trapped professor understood that she’d be the only one who could decide what happened to him. Maybe he would be allowed the rush of ecstasy he craved so badly. Or maybe not. Perhaps she was just teasing him. There was nothing to stop her from pulling her hands back, giving him several minutes, and forcing his shaft to relax before she locked him up in his steel cage all over again…

And yet, Sebastian refused to envision any of that. Those ideas existed, yet they were far away, points on the horizon, and he refused to think about them.

With her other hand, she stroked and squeezed, her palm moving along his shaft.

“I love watching you writhe on my workbench,” she said. “Whenever I’m here and working on a project, I’m going to be thinking about you, Sebastian. I’m going to think about how you make it all worth it because you’re the kind of boy I want to catch. You’re smart, you’re strong-willed, and you know who you want to be. Training you is my favorite pastime.” Then she chuckled. “Then again, it’s not really just a hobby, is it? It’s more than that. This is my opportunity to teach you. I can remake you. That’s why you are right here, on my workbench, just like any of my other projects.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he agreed.

“Say it,” she ordered.

“I’m a project,” he told her. “I’m a project, and you are remaking me. You’re turning me into an obedient boy!”

Distantly, he recognized the sound of her laughter, but he didn’t see her glistening lips or her sparkling eyes. Instead, she squeezed again, and he recognized the truth. She knew what she was doing. She pushed him over the edge.

All at once, the ocean of need seemed to fall away, and he dropped. He lost himself. He pressed down, jerked his hips up, and she squeezed, milking him as she pleasured him and forced him to come.

The orgasm had nothing to do with his willpower, his decision-making process, his thoughts, or drive. It all came down to this woman and what she had chosen to do.

She squeezed, tightening and relaxing her hand even as her grip moved up and down. She drained him completely. Every second brought another throbbing pulse of completion.

And then it was done, and he couldn’t think. He had been throbbing and spurting, only now she pulled her hands back.

“Say thank you,” she ordered.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, only to flinch as he realized the mistake he just made.

She laughed again as he bit down. After that, it was time for the cage once again…

As he left her workshop, Sebastian didn’t know what to do. He wandered outside. Strangely enough, the sun continued to shine. More than that, he glanced over, and he saw a guy walking along with a group of girls.

The boy glanced up at Sebastian; their eyes met for just a moment, but then the guy turned away.

Sebastian wondered if there had been any kind of meaning in that instant of contact. They were strangers. Sebastian didn’t know that college student. He didn’t recognize any of the girls either.

Were those girls taking that boy somewhere? Would he be restrained, stripped, collared or maybe even locked in a chastity cage?

Sebastian stopped, bowed his head down, and brought his hands up to his face. He massaged his temples for several seconds as he tried to think about what all of this meant.

Yes, Mistress.

He had only made it a couple hundred feet away from her workshop. If Nora had strolled out, would he have turned back and confronted her?

No.

The answer came instantly. That one was easy enough.

If she gave him a command, would he have been able to resist? Could he defy her?

Possibly. Maybe. He hoped so.

And yet, Sebastian tried to find some real certainty somewhere behind his eyes. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it.

That’s why he gulped, kept his head down, and he rushed back toward the faculty parking lot.

When he got to his car, he turned on the engine and started driving. Even as he moved and those natural heuristics took over, he couldn’t shake that sense.

Sebastian drove without thinking. There weren’t any conscious thoughts, anyway. He didn’t hear his own voice inside of his head. Instead, there were just those images: Amy in his class or at his office, Nora in her workshop, and both of those women laughing at him.

When he made it back to his place, he parked. He looked around, suddenly surprised that he had driven here without really paying attention to traffic. Obviously, he didn’t get into an accident. No one had honked at him. He drove just fine, but he hadn’t really processed any of it.

But now he got out, and he walked. As he moved, he glanced down at his new footwear: the boots.

At any moment, the spikes could engage, so he would be required to crawl.

He unlocked his front door, stepped inside, and that’s when his phone started to vibrate.

Right away, he looked down at the screen. He recognized Nora’s number, except now a name had also been programmed into the phone’s memory.

My Owner

When he saw those words, he stared down at them. At first, he yearned to disagree, only to remember that this was a phone and a label. It didn’t matter what it said. More importantly, this proved once again that she could program his device however she liked.

Then again, it wasn’t only his phone that was getting programmed…

Reluctantly, Sebastian answered. “Hello?”

“You’re going to be getting a package in the next couple of days,” she said. “I’ll give you a warning beforehand, but you’re going to be required to go to the corner of your living room, keep your head forward, and wait.”

“What? Why?”

“I’m sending a couple of girls with the package. They’re going to set it up for you in your bedroom.”

“You’re joking,” he said.

“Does it sound like I’m joking?”

“No, Mistress,” he answered, only to flinch. He didn’t mean to use that title. He didn’t mean to offer her that kind of deferential respect.

Mistress. He had heard some women dislike the term, especially because it was used to describe women within illicit relationships. Sebastian couldn’t see that meaning, not any longer. This woman had mastered him, and so she became his Mistress…

The idea trailed off inside of his head as he worked to shake it off. He rubbed the ridge of his nose, and he tried to think of something he could say.

“Smart boy,” she said. “Don’t worry. We’re going to continue to train you. Besides, you should say thank you again for the treat you received today. You liked that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. This time, he didn’t flinch. Still, he felt as though he had actually chosen to say the words this time. Just as importantly, he tried to believe that he did it on purpose because he was working to manipulate her. That was it. He needed to get some kind of leverage. If she thought he had been tamed, then she might make a mistake. She could become arrogant, brash, and overconfident.

“Thank you,” he told her. The reluctance edged into his voice, but he still cooperated, “Thank you for the treat I received today.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Obedient,” he said. This time, he couldn’t tell if that was some attempt at manipulation or not. The word had jumped out way too quickly…

“Good boy,” Nora said. It was a condescending, teasing response, and he should have expected it. Even so, he flinched.

“Tell me. What are you wearing?”

“My pants and shirt,” he said.

“Cute,” Nora replied. “You know, I might have taken the collar off of you, but it would be easy enough to drive over and put it back on you. Or better yet, I could make you come to me so that I can slide it around your neck.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. Even as he admitted the truth, he still hated it.

After all, she was right. She could issue a command or directive, and he would be compelled to follow her orders.

“Good boy,” she replied. “But that’s not going to be necessary, is it?”

“No, Mistress,” he said.

“Good,” she told him. “So tell me then, what’re you wearing?”

“I’m wearing your training boots and the chastity belt.” His voice dropped, but she could still hear him easily enough.

“And how does that make you feel?”

“Subjugated,” Sebastian answered. Even as the words left his mouth, her captive boy wished he’d been able to come up with something else. Perhaps there had been some clever, resistant, or defiant answer that wouldn’t have gotten him in trouble. Maybe he could have learned to resist even as he offered the appearance of cooperation and subjugation.

“That’s perfect,” she said. “I’ll talk to you later, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said right as she started to hang up.

That night, he decided to go for a walk. When he opened his front door, he stopped for a moment, suddenly nervous.

Sebastian wondered if he should call Nora to ask his owner for permission to leave his home.

The idea made his hands tighten, and he even started to reach for his phone. But then he stopped, reminding himself that this was absurd. He wasn’t going to ask for new restrictions. More importantly, if she didn’t establish a rule for him, then he would assume he retained his old freedoms, no matter what they happened to be.

Still, he strode down onto the sidewalk, and he turned toward the park a couple of blocks away. He loved the open air, the trees, and the stone-lined paths. He often wandered in that direction, especially at night when he needed to clear his head.

Only now, Sebastian walked ahead, and he started to wonder what he would do if she decided to activate the geo-fencing on his chastity belt. Or worse, she could turn on his boots, and suddenly he would find himself crawling through the neighborhood as he made his way home.

She wouldn’t do that to him, he tried to believe.

And yet, that little hint of fear continued to blossom in the back of his brain.

Besides, she knew where he was.

With just a few swipes of her finger, she could find his exact location. He had lost the privacy offered by anonymity.

Right as he came to a stop at the end of the block, he paused while a couple of cars took their turns to roll through the intersection. He had his phone out now.

Sebastian hesitated, but then he decided to call her.

“Hello, pet,” she said.

“Do I have permission to leave my house and go for a walk?”

“Do you need permission?”

His shoulders tightened, and his fingers locked around his phone. “I don’t know. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do. I’m not sure how you’re trying to train me. You didn’t give me any new rules.”

“No, you don’t need rules for something like this,” she said. “But I want you to stop and think about the kind of progress you’re making.”

“This isn’t progress!”

“This is the best kind of progress,” Nora casually contradicted him. She didn’t even sound annoyed that he had been wrong.

“Why are you doing this?” Sebastian asked. He had to know it was a foolish question. She had already made her beliefs quite clear.

Only then, Nora surprised him, “I’m doing this because I care about you.”

He had started to walk again without thinking. But now he stopped on the other side of the street. For a moment, he must’ve wondered if the boots had been magnetized or something.

“I care about you, and I want to make sure you are properly trained. I want to make sure that you learn how to behave and cooperate. I want you to be an ideal pet. I’m your owner, so it’s my responsibility.”

Her boy drew in a breath, thought about arguing with her, and stopped himself. He recognized the futility because she really did outrank him. While he wore the chastity belt and those boots, he would have to do anything and everything she said. All of the different ideas fit together so beautifully and perfectly.

“Yes, Mistress,” he finally said.

“Good boy,” she purred before she hung up.

After that, he continued his walk as he enjoyed the cold air. Although the streetlights threw their illumination into the air, he could still see some stars twinkling overhead. As he walked between the trees and down the dirt path, he glanced up at the moon from time to time.

He had been down to the park many, many times before. He often came here after a long day of grading and staring at his computer screen.

Once again, he found some solace, some chance to relax. Then he cocked his head to the side. There was something about that tree and those stones. He took out his phone, and he snapped a picture. It wasn’t amazing, but maybe he’d modify it later.

After that, he kept walking, and his thoughts drifted back to Nora Lorasdottir again and again.

Nothing happened on Saturday. He lived his life as an adult, handling his professional responsibilities as he graded and answered emails. There were other professors who didn’t like to respond to student messages over the weekend, but Sebastian took his job as a teacher seriously.

That evening, he sat down with his phone. At some point during the previous week, he had downloaded a game, but he hadn’t really tried it for more than two or three minutes. Considering everything that had transpired with Amy and Nora, he hadn’t had the chance to play it this week either.

But now he dropped down onto his couch, and he opened it. He needed to lose himself to the digital landscape and just relax. The gameplay held enough of his attention without forcing him to sit up and concentrate hard. He went through the tutorial, and he found himself relaxing as he played some music videos on his TV.

At the same time, he wondered if Nora or Amy would interrupt him. He wondered if either of those women would decide that he no longer enjoyed these privileges.

As he played his game, he saw the note from his owner.

They’ll arrive tomorrow after eight. You’ll be in the corner. If you misbehave, I’ll hear about it, and you will be punished.

Sebastian stared down at the text message for several long seconds. He didn’t want to believe it, yet he recognized the truth of her words.

At first, Sebastian slid his phone back into his pocket. At that moment, he refused to consider the belt or the boots on his feet. Rather, he tried to distract himself. He did the dishes, wiped down the counters, and vacuumed. As he worked to clean his home, another question popped into his head.

If he hadn’t received the text message from Nora Lorasdottir, would he have bothered? Maybe he would have spent more time playing on his phone, working on his photography, or reading up on the latest research within his field.

Instead, he cleaned. At the same time, he kept cleaning. He made sure his home was spotless by eight on the next evening.

He had worked hard. And when he finished, he knew what he had to do.

Sebastian glanced over into the corner. He stared at it. In truth, he had never really paid attention to that small square of space. It was part of the room, of course. It hadn’t been special, not until now.

Then he exhaled slowly. The professor pulled out his phone, checked the time, and he knew he had less than a minute.

If he wasn’t in position, he’d feel the bite of electricity. This energy would pulse across his skin, and he would instantly regret his reluctance. As he waited, Sebastian couldn’t explain his reticence beyond the obvious.

At the same time, he considered himself to be a rationalist. He was someone who didn’t throw tantrums over what “could be” or “what should be”. Instead, he always concentrated on the exact circumstances in which he found himself.

Heat played across his cheeks. His heart started beating faster. At the same time, he knew he didn’t have any choice, not really.

As a best-case scenario, the electrical storm would start up. He’d endure one timed blast after another. It would be automatic, and his owner wouldn’t have to find out about it.

Inevitably, he would break. Before those girls arrived, he would still be in position, just as they expected.

As a worst-case scenario, Nora would find out the truth. Maybe his belt would send the signal. It would run through the cellular network, and she’d get the notification on her phone. Perhaps she would be home herself, watching TV, reading, or writing up some research paper. Just as likely, she would be trying out the schematics for a new device. Or maybe she was still back at the workshop, tinkering with some new piece of equipment. In any case, she would pull out her phone, and she’d see that he had misbehaved…

It was all too easy to imagine her looking down at her screen, clicking her tongue, and shaking her head with mild disappointment. Then again, he couldn’t even count this as some kind of defiant stand against all that had happened. Instead, she could call him. She could talk to him. Perhaps she would text him. If not, she might set a new set of parameters for his belt…

Nora could have it shock him once an hour every hour for the rest of the weekend.

Or maybe she’d let it shock him randomly for the next couple of days. If she set those sorts of parameters, he would need to skip work.

Sebastian bit down, tensing through the exasperation because he hated the idea of missing his classes all because of what she decided. Then again, he could cooperate.

Really, he had no choice. Or at least, that was how he tried to justify this.

Sebastian made his way into the corner of the room. He stood there. As he did so, he smirked. Part of him actually wanted to burst out laughing. This was ridiculous!

Only then, he turned back toward the front door, and he realized he had locked it on his way in.

“Crap,” he muttered.

Then again, it was their fault, wasn’t it?

Nora’s boy didn’t have any specific obligation to leave the door unlocked; she hadn’t issued that order, so she couldn’t punish him.

Only then he bristled again. Actually, she could. She could discipline him however she saw fit—for whatever reason, real or imagined. That was the point.

Hissing, he locked his teeth together, and he tried to turn his head back. Simultaneously, Sebastian did his best to believe he wasn’t nervous.

The seconds started to roll by, one after another.

In those opening moments, he couldn’t distract himself, so he attempted to contemplate escape. Specifically, he needed to figure out some strategy or tactic to break her hold over him. And yet, he could still sense the belt and boots. She could strip away his walking privileges. She could silence him with just a tap on her phone.

Even so, Sebastian refused to believe that there wasn’t a way out of this. If he concentrated, he could figure it out.

He remembered college. For so much of his educational career, effort and dedication meant success. But there were those moments when he needed to be clever or creative. There were those instances when a teacher expected more than rote repetition.

Nora wasn’t his teacher.

She’s my owner. Right when that idea occurred to him, he clenched his eyes shut, bowed his head down, and exhaled hard through his teeth. He breathed out, and he refused to contemplate that idea again. As far as he was concerned, those three words became an anathema. They were wrong, incorrect, inaccurate, and he needed to fight them back. Sebastian didn’t know whether or not he could succeed.

After all, he thought back to his time in the workshop with her. He contemplated her smart chains. At least, he tried to cling to that idea first. Within a few more seconds, he found his mind drifting. Then he contemplated her smile, her touch, the sound of her voice as she played with him.

Yes, Mistress.

Those words came so easily. Even if he hated them with every fiber of his being, he couldn’t excise them from his memory.

As hard as he tried, Sebastian couldn’t concentrate on escape, rebellion, or some kind reprisal. Instead, he relaxed. Braced there on his feet, he wondered exactly how long it might take.

A few minutes later, he heard someone try to open the front door. He tensed. His shoulders tightened. Then he smiled.

There was no way those girls would get in. He didn’t even know what they were supposed to be doing, but it didn’t matter. They were going to fail. They would have to go back to Nora and explain what had happened. After that, he expected the inevitable text message or phone call. He would get the command, and he would be required to obey and unlock his door. Still, he looked forward to the sound of irritation in her voice, all because he hadn’t done anything especially defiant or resistant, yet she would still stumble.

This was only a minor mistake, but it demonstrated that these girls weren’t as clever or cunning as they may have wished to believe.

Sebastian kept grinning right up until that moment when he heard something—like scratching. Then there was a click. The doorknob turned. He wanted to spin around to face the front door, only he couldn’t do it. Something kept him locked in place.

“Not bad,” said one young woman.

“Not bad at all,” agreed another.

“You know, when I think of a teacher’s place, this isn’t really what I was imagining.”

“What were you imagining? A library?”

“Kind of,” said the other girl. “I mean seriously, it’s kind of hard to think of a teacher actually playing video games or sleeping in a bed.”

“They’re people, not robots,” said one of her compatriots.

“What about him?”

Up until then, they hadn’t seemed to notice Sebastian. He had stood there, frozen in place, his shoulders rigid, his back straight, his arms at his sides. His fingers had tightened, and he shoved his knuckles up against his flanks, but he didn’t move otherwise. He had frozen up, almost like that would be enough to keep them from spotting him. Even with that tension pushing into his limbs, Sebastian had remained utterly motionless.

“Professor Sebastian Drake,” one of them said.

They knew him. They probably knew all about him.

“Don’t worry,” said one of the young women. “He’s properly equipped.”

“And trained?”

“I guess Professor Lorasdottir is working on him,” someone said.

The other girl started laughing, and that’s when they encircled him. “You know, we really should be working on this project,” one of them said.

As the girls formed a semi-circle around him,

he didn’t dare look at any of them directly. He saw one girl had long blonde hair. Another wore glasses with a purple, nearly transparent frame. One girl wore snug overalls; another had on dark jeans and a blue sweatshirt.

He took in those details about really processing any of them.

“Hello, Professor Drake,” purred one girl.

Sebastian didn’t respond.

“What? Are you trying to be rude?”

Another girl interjected, “You wouldn’t want us to tell the professor that you’ve been a bad boy, do you?”

“Oh,” cooed another girl. “That wouldn’t be good for you. That wouldn’t be good for you at all.”

Their plaything knew that she was right. Sebastian knew that he needed to say something, only he didn’t know how to answer. For once, he was confronted by this group, and his throat tightened up.

Eventually, he found something to say. “I, I didn’t know I was allowed to speak,” he told her. At the same time, he braced himself for some randomized snap of electricity. The belt didn’t activate. The electrodes remained quiescent.

“You see,” said another girl. “That wasn’t difficult.”

Sebastian wished he could ask them a bunch of different questions. He needed real information if he was going to strategize some way out of the belt and boots. Still, he knew that these girls intended to do something. He didn’t know what, yet the anxiety continued to cloud his thoughts, slowing him down, all while they smiled at him.

“I wasn’t trying to be rude,” he said.

“It’s okay if you were,” said another young woman. “It wouldn’t make any difference.”

He knew she was right, but he hated hearing those words.

“Let’s see it,” said the blonde.

He glanced back at her. Although his body continued to face in the corner, the professor strained his neck, and he could see her at the edge of his vision.

“Come on,” she said. “Faster.”

Sebastian didn’t know whether or not they had access to the app. Perhaps they had already downloaded it; maybe each and every one of those girls could activate the battery packs built into the steel chastity belt.

At first, he held out. He resisted. He didn’t cooperate, until something inside of him broke. Maybe it was the way the girls were whispering back and forth, like they were planning something.

He tightened his teeth, grabbed his pants, and he pulled them down.

The girls were giggling. They were laughing. A couple of them were pointing. One clapped her hands together. “Very nice!”

“This is how boys are born to behave,” said another one.

Then they reached out for him. They grabbed his ass or caressed the belt.

One of them asked, “How long before they’re all wearing something like this?”

“My boyfriend is wearing one now,” said one of the girls.

“Every guy on campus should be wearing one. Teachers. Administrators. All of them.”

“It’s going to happen,” agreed one of her friends.

“I just wish it was going to happen sooner.”

“You know they can’t rush,” said a different co-conspirator. “If they try to go after the guys all at once, the boys might try to run. We can’t have that happening, can we?”

After a couple of seconds, Sebastian realized those words were aimed at him. He filled his lungs, shook his head, and give them exactly what they expected, “No. That, that would be bad.”

“Exactly,” said the girl. “But you know, we’re not here for your belt. We’re here to set something up for you. Would you like to know what it is?”

“Yes?” Sebastian asked. All at once, he sounded like an uncertain student in one of his classes.

“Too bad,” she said, reaching up and snapping her finger against the nape of his neck. She flicked him, and it didn’t really hurt, but it reminded him of a simple truth. These girls outranked him.

They’re members of the superior sex. Clenching his eyes shut, he tried to block out that idea all over again. Instead, he pictured Nora. Somehow, that didn’t help. If anything, he thought of that beautiful woman, and the fear only grew stronger.

“Ladies, let’s get to work.” They turned around, and they scurried off. Again, he wanted to turn around except he didn’t know exactly how precise the belt could be. For all he knew, he would start to rotate, only to get zapped right away.

Part of him wondered if it would be worth it. Within seconds, he dismissed the idea.

No. No way. No freaking way.

Then he lifted his head and stared up at the ceiling for several seconds. He let out an exasperated sigh, all because he thought he should’ve been able to handle this. Somehow, someway, he thought he would figure it out.

And yet, this new instinct seemed to cling to him. No matter where he tried to run inside of his head, he couldn’t escape.

Behind him, the girls came in and out of his place. They stepped across the threshold, and he thought he saw them carrying different boxes.

Then they went right into his bedroom. They had explored for a few seconds, and now they were satisfied. They knew everything they needed, and so they were ready. They closed the door, leaving the teacher trapped and geo-locked in the corner like some disobedient child.

As far as Nora and her compatriots were concerned, those girls deserved freedom and independence.

He didn’t.

He was a boy. As a boy, he needed to be subjugated, tamed, owned, and taught to obey.

Closing his eyes, he tried to relax there in the corner. Part of him wished he could simply lose himself. And yet, he heard the girls laughing back in his bedroom. Whenever those sounds cut across the air, he had to wonder what they were doing. Despite his best efforts, Sebastian couldn't pretend to be on a beach, nor could he meditate or lose himself to some mindless calculation. He couldn't count sheep or try to fall asleep. He couldn't do anything but wait there, knowing full well that these girls would do whatever they wished.

And when they were done, what would he find? What would they do to him?

He hated those questions.

Most of all, he hated the fact that he kept drifting back toward their goals.

He thought of Amy. More importantly, he thought of Nora. He remembered her touch between his legs, the way her fingers encircled his shaft, gently squeezing and massaging. She knew how to touch him.

As he stood there, Sebastian thought of her mane's pale red, the curves of her lips, the sharp edges of her smile, and at the way her eyes could shine when she watched him. Each time he gazed up at her, he could practically taste her excitement.

Of course, he had licked her, his tongue gliding along her opening. He had made that woman moan.

At different points, he had heard women describe themselves as "people pleasers". He had never really understood the concept, only now he thought of Nora again, and he knew he had this urge and desire. He wanted to satisfy her. He longed to make her feel good. When she was around, he became a "woman pleaser". He would do whatever she asked, say whatever she expected, and work hard to please her.

Locking his eyes shut, he let his lips tighten as he exhaled through his teeth. "No," he whispered. "No, I'm not going to let her do this to me." He didn't raise his voice. He didn’t shout either. And yet, he shaped those sounds. As he spoke, he could almost make himself believe it.

Then he heard the footsteps. The girls were laughing again on their way back.

Sebastian had no idea how much time had gone by. An hour? At least an hour, he decided. Maybe longer.

The girls circled him again. That's when they grabbed him, and they turned him around. He remained in the corner, yet he still flinched as he wondered if the belt or boots would detect this motion as some kind of defiant act on his part.

When he found himself surrounded by those college girls, Sebastian knew he had to say something. He yearned to puff out his chest, raised his voice, and say something bold like, "Girls, this is gone on far enough. I am a professor at this university, and you will respect me." He didn't say anything like that; as hard as he tried, he glanced at one girl, and he saw the easy confidence played across her face. He glanced at another young woman.

Each of them radiated power. These girls casually carried themselves with a sense of confidence and authority, one he didn't know how to match.

As a guy, Sebastian was supposed to enjoy the male privilege of automatic respect. Wherever he went, he could usually assume that he’d be able to take charge. This was the default setting. If there was a guy and a girl on a project, the guy was supposed to take the lead. Even if he hadn't actively believed this as some kind of rule, Sebastian could feel the instinct as something he should "just do". Only now, these girls stifled that sensation. Instead, he had to resist the temptation to drop down to his knees.

They outnumbered him. They outranked him. As hard as he tried, he couldn't escape those truths. Normally, he didn't make these kinds of comparisons. He wasn't supposed to walk into a room or look at a group and consider where he fit in. Perhaps he did this automatically to some extent, only now he could feel it as they were watching him. "Come with us," said one of the girls. That's when she reached out and took him by his wrist. Another girl did the same on his other arm.

Sebastian wanted to tell these girls that they didn't need to do that. This was his house. He knew the way. More importantly, he would cooperate.

Somehow, he assumed that they had already made up their minds. They planned to drag him, so they pulled, guiding him down the hall to his bedroom like he was some disobedient boy who couldn't be trusted on his own. The door had been closed, but now one of them opened it.

At first, everything looked the same. He saw his bed and his bookshelves, the desk and his and a notebook, only then he spotted the cage.

A cage.

One corner of the room had been empty before, only now black iron bars and the leather padding within held his attention. "What is that?" Sebastian had to ask.

"Your smart cage," said one of the girls.

"What?"

He looked back at these young women. He didn't know their names; he didn't know anything about them. He could only assume they were students at Cascade University, yet even that didn't mean much. "Strip," ordered one of the young women. This time, he didn't even see who whispered that word into his ear.

They let go of him.

This little taste of freedom wouldn't last long, he knew. More importantly, it wouldn't even last if he tried to defy them. Maybe it was their numbers. Maybe it was the fact that he couldn't tear his eyes off of the black iron. The cage formed a small cube. He would be able to climb inside, and they would be able to lock him in. Once inside, he could pull his knees up to his chest, he would have to look out, staring at the world as he waited for someone to release him. It was probably tall enough for him to sit up on his knees. Even then, keeping his head bowed down would probably be a good idea.

As those ideas swam through his head, Sebastian began to pull off his shirt and pants. He removed his boxers. Getting his pants and underwear off while still wearing his boots proved to be difficult, but the girls didn't seem to mind. If anything, they watched him struggle, and they seemed to enjoy his awkward movements.

"Would you like to remove the boots?" someone asked.

He spun around and looked at the girl who had spoken. She had long, glistening black hair. Her bangs framed her face, and she stared right back at him.

When he had first started teaching, he had marveled at how much he could intimidate his students. He had never done it on purpose, of course. He had always wanted to be a kind and approachable teacher. Sebastian never fantasized about being "friends" with his students, but he didn't need to be mean or unduly harsh either. Even so, he would go into his classes, and he’d be looking at his students, and many of them wouldn’t be able to meet his gaze.

Only this time, there was a girl staring back at him, and he was the one who looked down. Peering into her eyes felt like confronting some tigress. Perhaps he could watch this creature from afar, but when she had all of her attention locked on him, the pulse of fear ran hot through his body in a way he couldn't explain or deny.

"Yes, please," he said.

One of the girls pulled out her phone, and she casually tapped it as though she had done this many times before.

He could feel the locks release from around his feet and ankles. Tentatively, he pulled the boots off, first one than the other. And now he looked up at them, and he spoke without thinking, "What about the chastity belt? Would you consider removing the chastity belt? Please?" It sounded like he was begging. Somehow, he didn't care.

"Would you like that?" asked the blonde.

A girl with strawberry blonde tresses hopped over to him. She extended her hand and casually touched the underside of his jaw. She forced him to face her as she smiled, "I bet you would really like that, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, please," he said again.

"Nope," said one girl.

"No way," agreed another.

"You really think we’d let you out?" someone taunted him.

Hot shame flared along his cheeks and down his neck. In fact, his chest probably began to turn red. He didn't check; he didn't want to know as the girls laughed at him. A couple of them were talking now, each one pointing out just how silly boys could be.

Then another girl put her hands on his bare shoulders, and she forced him to look back at her. She explained, her voice slow as she carefully enunciated for him, "Boys belong in chastity. It's good for you. This way, you don't get confused. This way, you understand who's in charge. Because you do understand who's in charge, don't you?"

"Yes," he answered with just a trace of angry frustration in his voice.

"And who is that?"

"Professor Lorasdottir," he said. This time, the flare of fury dissipated. He tried to channel that blast of irritation, only he couldn't do it. He said her name, almost reverently…

"And?"

Again, Sebastian didn't see exactly which girl spoke. It was probably one of the young women to his left. He glanced in their direction, and he saw their bright, smiling, overly confident features all over again.

Just being close to those girls seemed to drain away so much of his confidence. He didn't understand how they could intimidate him like this. Over and over, he tried to return to those old details: his academic rank, his education, his wealth and maturity. He had so many reasons why he should have been able to look down on them. Yes, they were beautiful, but that shouldn't have made any difference.

"And?" Sebastian asked. "I, I don't understand."

"Boys are so cute when they're confused," said one of the girls.

"Absolutely," agreed another.

"I like watching him. Look at him right now. He's trying so hard to figure it out!"

With his lips tensed, he kept thinking hard, only he couldn't put the pieces together.

"Who's in charge?" asked the blonde. She leaned in just a little bit. In that moment, she reached up, and she casually brushed her fingers along his neck.

All at once, he realized what she expected, "You." He whispered his answer for her.

"And?" asked another one of her friends.

"You. All of you. You’re all in charge," he said.

"And why is that?" someone else asked.

"You're all in charge because you're women, and you're members of the superior sex," he said, shoving the words out, one after another. He hated himself for giving in like that, only he didn't see any other option. Worst of all, some part of him actually meant it. He didn't know how something like that could transpire. He should have been able to hold onto his dignity. Then again, self-respect and ego had always been a given over the course of his life. He had never needed to defend himself from a pack of girls. Nothing had prepared him for this.

"Very good," one of them said. Another girl hopped away, and she opened up the gate on the cage. "Crawl inside, boy," she ordered.

Sebastian lowered himself down onto his knees. He moved mechanically, almost automatically. And then he started to crawl.

While all these girls watched, he made his way across his bedroom floor. Then he saw the cage, the glistening leather within, and he forced himself up behind those bars. Just as he had expected, the cage was tall enough for him to kneel, but that was all.

He turned around as best he could, and then the girls made sure he could watch as the gate closed. He heard the latch engage, trapping him in there.

"Ladies," one of them said. "Our work here is done." Then they turned around, and they walked away, leaving him there in that cage like an animal.

Like a pet, he had to wait for his owner. He had to wait for his Mistress to come and get him.

"Hello, Sebastian," came Nora's voice. At first, he thought the sounds would emerge from his chastity belt. Instead, he looked around, he realized that the cage had hidden speakers.

"Mistress?"

"Silly boy," she said. "This is just a recording. It's important for you to take some time to consider your position, which is why I had my friends come here. This cage is very similar to your vocal control collar, so you will be expected to behave appropriately. Repeat the phrases, learn your place, and be prepared to tell me all about it the next time I see you. Have fun, Sebastian. Slavery is a good look for you."

Her boy opened his mouth, and he ached to answer, only then he thought of what she had said about how this device would be similar to the vocal control collar. He didn't understand what that meant, not until he heard the next part of the recording. "Tell me that you are an obedient boy."

His eyes narrowed. He stared between the bars of the cage. Casually, he reached out, and he grabbed onto them, pulling and tugging. He jerked against those bars, if only to release some of the exasperation.

If those girls had been here, then maybe his defiance would have wilted. If Nora or Amy had walked through the door, then he would’ve found himself on his knees, ready to follow their lead and obey their commands. But none of those women were here. He was alone, and so he growled, "I'm not going to do this. I'm not going to play her game."

"Incorrect response," came the prerecorded voice.

He braced himself.

The belt activated; the electrodes awoke. Painful electricity zapped across his skin, catching him off guard. He practically jumped up, banging his head on the top of the cage. Fortunately, it was padded. As an engineer, Nora had foreseen what would happen.

"Tell me you are an obedient boy," came the recorded voice again.

He might get two or three seconds to make his decision. Sebastian opened his mouth, glanced down at the belt, and knew it was futile to resist. Even so, he still tightened his teeth together, pressed his lips into an angry line, and stared at a random point on the floor.

"Incorrect response," came the prerecorded voice again.

Electricity hit him. It stepped across his body, lighting up his pain receptors. His nerves cried out, and he found himself leaning forward, breathing hard, his fingers wrapped around the bars of his cage.

He was in a cage on the floor of his bedroom. He was trapped in here, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Sebastian’s breathing came faster now. Hot frustration sizzled just beneath the surface of his skin. At the same time, he tried to think about what he might be able to do.

Nothing.

Really, that was the only answer. He couldn't do anything. He couldn't fight back. He couldn't resist. In fact, it was so easy to imagine Nora back in her workshop as she tinkered with some new invention or device. Or if she wasn't there, she could be taking a nap at that moment. Perhaps she was out with Amy. Maybe the two of them were planning the conquest of the male half of humanity…

He wished he could disregard all of those ideas.

And yet, she had automated his training. She kept him locked in that cage, and he glanced around, quickly realizing something. Like his chastity belt or the boots, these devices didn’t require massive infrastructure or incredibly expensive pieces of technology. These inventions were novel enough; he didn't think anything like this had gone into mass production, but it was easy to imagine factories pumping out thousands upon thousands of these devices: cages, cock locks, boots, and vocal control collars...Soon enough, the world's industrial capacity could be turned into the subjugation of men.

He had to get out!

Right as that thought occurred to him, the next round of voltage speared across his senses. The pain wiped away every other thought. His mind turned to a blaze of white. But then it was done, he was panting, and he looked around his bedroom. For a moment, he wished he could be some super brilliant spy or secret agent, someone who would know how to reach over, find some random paperclip, and use it to escape. There weren't any paperclips, and he didn't have the training for that either. Those girls may have been able to pick the lock on his front door, but he couldn't do the same.

They could do it because they were superior to him.

Sebastian didn't know if the system allowed him a few more seconds to recover this time, but he opened his eyes. "Tell me you are an obedient boy," came the command again.

Breathing hard and fast, he contemplated resistance.

For so long, he had considered himself to be a logical and practical individual, someone who could assess the different variables and come to the best conclusion. He didn't throw tantrums; he didn't shout or spit. If someone cut him off in traffic, he didn't shout or try to flip them off. None of that would have helped. None of that would have made the situation better.

Because he understood this, he could remain calm. Better yet, he tried to think of what would make him the happiest if someone did cut him off. He tried to consider the possibility that they were in trouble, they were in a rush because someone was sick or something truly terrible might happen if they were late for an appointment. He would never find out one way or the other, but it helped.

They're just words, he lied to himself. They're just words, and they won't change anything.

"I’m an obedient boy," he said. Then he tensed, thinking maybe he had waited too long or his intonation had been incorrect.

"Correct response," the cage told him. "Tell me you are an obedient boy."

Again?

"I'm an obedient boy," he declared.

"Correct response," came the automated response once again. "Tell me you are an obedient boy."

How many times would you have to do this?

It didn't matter. "I’m an obedient boy."

The repetition continued, drilling him and training him. Again and again, he heard Nora's voice. Each time, he obeyed, telling the system exactly what it needed to hear to prevent him from getting another shock. Then again, the system didn't care one way or the other. It had no feelings of its own. He was trapped within this device, so he would be trained one way or the other.

He said it again and again.

Each time, he longed to believe that those words would lose some kind of meaning. This happened to people sometimes, right? If they tried to focus on a regular word for too long, or if they repeated it too many times, then it would start to sound incorrect.

That didn't happen to Sebastian. He continued to tell the system what it needed to hear. "I am an obedient boy," he said to his empty room over and over again.

"Tell me you love being an obedient boy."

His shoulders tightened. He hated this new command, but he did as he was instructed, "I love being an obedient boy."

"Correct response," said the system. "Tell me you love being an obedient boy."

The order had barely changed, but he could feel something else inside of him shift.

He hated thinking of it, but he kept imagining what it would be like if he heard his front door open and if Nora appeared. She could saunter down the hallway, open his bedroom door, and walk inside. Maybe she’d sit on the edge of his bed, crossing her legs. Or maybe she would crouch down and look directly at him. She could study her boy behind the bars of his cage. She could see him like he was just an animal in need of domestication.

Sebastian opened his mouth to rebut that idea. He wanted to utter the words out loud, to make the declaration. If nothing else, he needed to remember that he retained control of his voice and what he said...except he didn't. Her device could compel them to say whatever she liked over and over again.

Part of him almost wished that she could force him completely, as though he didn't have any choice at all. After all, this was a question of punishment. He still made the decision. He could decide to defy the system and to endure the punishment or he could cooperate. Again and again, he cooperated.

"I love being obedient boy," he said.

"Correct response," the system informed him. "Tell me you love being an obedient boy."

"I love being an obedient boy."

This was the new repetition. They went through it until he lost count of how many times he had uttered those words. "I love being an obedient boy," he declared over and over.

Then he perked his head up.

He thought he heard something. The front door? And now, there were footsteps coming down the hallway. The door opened, and he lifted his head.

He opened his mouth, and he was going to call out her name, only this wasn't Nora Lorasdottir. Instead, her little sister stepped across the threshold. She practically skipped into the room, and now she stood over the cage.

The system didn't stop however, "Tell me you love being an obedient boy."

"Yeah, Sebastian. Tell us that you love being obedient boy."

Because he didn't want to get shocked in front of the student, he bowed his head down, "I love being an obedient boy."

That's when she reached out, and she touched a button on the cage. It stopped. She crouched down, and she studied him. "How are you feeling?"

"Frustrated," he said.

"And?"

"I don't know," he told her.

"Yes, you do," Amy said.

"Why are you here?" Sebastian demanded. He hated playing her game, and he didn't want to cooperate. He didn't want to give her the satisfaction she craved.

"What else are you feeling?" Amy demanded. Her expression hardened. Yes, there was still that smile curving along her lips, only now he could sense the brittle amusement. If he defied her again, there would be consequences.

He couldn't take that. He couldn't handle it. That's why he gulped and said, "Obedient."

"Good boy," she said. "Have you played with the mirror yet?"

"Mirror?" In the corner of the room, he couldn't see a lot of the space. That's when she casually reached up and let him out of the cage. As the gate swung open, he knew he could crawl out in front of this girl, only he didn't want to do it. Somehow, leaving the cage would only remind this young woman of how much power she had. After all, she could order him right back in, lock him up, and keep him there for as long as she wished.

"It's a smart mirror," she said. "I'm guessing it's based on some of the workout equipment other people use in their homes. I haven't really talked to Nora about it yet, but I do want to see how it works. Come along, Sebastian." She stepped in front of the bed and motioned for him to follow.

He crawled out. He stayed down on his hands and knees.

With a bright smile on her face, she peeked down at the boy, "You know what I love about seeing you like this?"

"What?" Sebastian asked with as much bitterness as he could manage. Despite his best efforts, she didn't seem to notice. As far she was concerned, he belonged down there. Besides, he had just spent an hour or more telling the cage how much he loved being an obedient boy…

"I didn't even tell you to crawl. You just did it. I think you're learning, Sebastian."

"Don't call me that," he said.

"Why not? It's your name," she pointed out with casual curiosity. Nora’s sister didn't sound offended. In fact, she looked down at him like he would have a difficult time upsetting her, all because he didn't have any power. If she didn't have to respect him, then how could he possibly insult her?

"Because it's rude," he told her.

"That's not something you get to decide anymore," she said as she casually reached down and tapped the tip of his nose. "By the way, I wanted you to know something."

"What?"

"My friends have been having a lot of fun with the boys on campus."

"What does that mean?" He was grateful that he didn't stutter out his question this time.

"What's wrong? You can't figure it out for yourself?" Amy teased him.

Trying to stay calm, Sebastian narrowed his eyes, and he glared back up at her. He stayed on his knees before this young woman.

Before he found himself in that chastity belt, Sebastian would have been nervous in a situation like this. He was alone with this young woman inside of his bedroom, only he didn't feel like a predator, not when she could control him effortlessly. He gulped, peeked up at her again, and he knew he had to answer. If he didn't, she might get annoyed. If she got annoyed, she could punish him. The steps all seemed so simple, one logical idea leading into the next, and there was no way for him to push back.

"I don't know what you mean," he finally confessed.

"Okay then," she replied. "I’ll make it easy for you. My friends are picking out boys, and they’re getting those boys locked up."

"Locked up?"

"Just like you," Amy said. Her eyes twinkled. "It's so amazing," she pointed out. "You get these frat boys and these athletes, these intellectuals, and these ambitious business majors, and you slide them into a chastity cage, and suddenly they are docile little doggie boys who’ll do whatever we want."

"Don't call them that," he said. Sebastian barely raised his voice, and he didn't honestly believe he could stop her, yet the words still dropped from his mouth.

"Why not? That's what they are. Put a boy in chastity, and his entire personality changes. It might take a couple of days, but it's really amazing."

Sebastian wished he could raise his hands and block out the sound of her voice. He didn't know if it was a question of dignity or something else entirely, yet he didn't dare speak or respond. Instead, he remained there, braced on his bedroom floor as this girl lectured him.

"I know this one girl, and she had been dating her boyfriend for at least two years. They would break up every couple of weeks, and there was just drama, drama, drama." Amy shook her head from side to side as she marveled at how something like that could work. "He always said he wanted more freedom. He always said he should be able to do whatever he wanted. She wanted to be closer. It's probably a pretty common dynamic. So they would break up and get back together again, and it was always really frustrating. But now, she decided to have sex with him, and while he was relaxed, she locked him up, and she didn't even have the key. Apparently, she gave it to her best friend to keep safe."

"It's just a chastity cage," Sebastian insisted. "It doesn't mean anything."

"Really?" Amy asked him as she dropped her hand down between his legs. Without asking for permission, she cupped the metal sheath that now contained his balls. Then she reached up, and she squeezed on the tube which imprisoned his shaft. "Are you sure about that? Are you sure a chastity belt won't change a boy's attitude?"

He didn't say anything. This time, Sebastian couldn't bring himself to respond.

"I asked you a question," she told him, sharpening her reminder.

Sebastian pouted. He couldn't help it. As she smiled, he probably looked adorable. At least, that was how she saw him. Even if he wished he could of view himself as some barbaric warrior, he understood the truth. Based on the limitations of his sex (limitations Nora and Amy had imposed), he couldn't argue with this girl.

Worse, he already knew she was right. "Yes," he admitted. "A chastity belt can change a boy's attitude."

"Good," Amy said, jumping back up onto her feet. She clapped her hands, and then she pointed. "You feel like exercising?"

That's when she pointed across the room to the other wall. He glanced up, and he saw the mirror.

"What is that?"

"It's a smart mirror," she said. "It's been programmed. You see the cameras. Basically, they watch you, and they give you instructions. I guess Nora spent a lot of time programming it just for you."

"What, what does it do?"

"Go on and find out," she said.

He shook his head, "I, I don't want to," he told her. Sebastian had spent enough time in the smart cage, repeating his new mantras.

"Too bad," she said. Amy snapped her fingers. "Go, boy."

Those last two words boomed through him, and he searched for the bravery to resist. As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it. Shame flamed across his body, and he yielded. He crawled into position, and then he pushed himself up onto his feet.

That's when he heard Nora's automated voice, "Welcome, Sebastian. Today, you will work on bowing down and posing appropriately."

Standing off to the side, Amy watched.

He turned his head, and he just wanted to glance over at that girl. Maybe there was something he wanted to say.

"Improper movement detected," said be automated system.

He turned headed back to the smart mirror, but the cameras had already detected his inappropriate motion, so the chastity belt activated. The electrodes delivered a painful blast of electricity, knocking him back.

"You have three seconds to return to position," said the system.

He rushed into place. He stood there.

"Lace your fingers behind your head," said the system.

Sebastian obeyed.

"You have fun with this," Amy said. She came up behind him, squeezed his buttocks, patted him on the head as he followed the commands of this new system, and then she left. He heard the door close just a few seconds later. Moment by moment, he had thought about calling out to her, begging or pleading to be released. After all, he didn't know exactly how long this might last. As hard as he tried, he couldn't conjure the bravery to shout.

Speechless, he kept his eyes locked on his reflection. His muscles tightened, and the program continued.

"Position One: Stand up straight with your fingers laced behind your back. Position Two: Kneel with your wrists crossed behind your back. Position Three: Get on your hands and knees with your head lifted. Position Four: Get on your hands and knees with your head bowed down. Position Five: Roll onto your back with your arms and legs spread. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand," he said. Sebastian wasn't sure if he had actually memorized all five, but it didn't really matter. He knew that anything less than acquiescence would warrant another dose of punishment.

He felt the sting of an electric shock anyway.

Eyes wide, he stared back at his reflection. He glanced up toward the small cameras built into the smart mirror. "What, what was that for?" Sebastian demanded.

The system didn't answer. "Do you understand?" it asked instead.

His brows tightened, his lips hardened, and he glared back at the device. Then a terrible thought occurred to him. What if it was broken? What if there was some programming glitch?

Before it could punish him again, he had to answer, so he tried something else, "Yes, Mistress. I understand."

He closed his eyes. He tensed, silently preparing himself as best he could for another onslaught.

It didn't come.

"Go to Position One."

He obeyed, climbing up. He bent his elbows, lifted his arms, and laced his hands together. He watched as his chest rose and his stomach tightened.

That was how it started.

Position One.

Position Two.

Position Three.

Position Four.

Position Five.

Position One.

Position Two.

Position Three.

Position Four.

Position Five.

He got lucky, successfully memorizing everything he needed. He found himself standing, kneeling, getting down on his hands and knees, all while the automated system watched him and monitored his behavior. Whenever he made a mistake, he got zapped. Sometimes, it asked him if he understood his place. After that first mistake, he answered correctly, "Yes, Mistress."

"Return to your cage," instructed the automated system.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, nodding quickly.

Again, he hadn't been able to keep track of how much time had gone by, yet the sun was down, it was dark out, and he occasionally heard cars go by. Still, that didn't allow him to track how many minutes had rolled into an hour or two or three. Still, he was tired. His muscles hurt far more than he expected. His skin was hot. Even if the temperature had fallen throughout the house, he still felt exhausted by everything that he had done. Sometimes, the system had ordered him to go faster, sometimes slower. Sometimes Nora’s automated voice commanded him to maintain one position for just a few seconds. At other points, he had to stay in that required pose for several minutes at least.

But now he didn't care. Sebastian crawled into his cage, and he closed the gate. It latched shut automatically, but Sebastian couldn't even flinch.

He stayed there and leaned back. Sebastian closed his eyes, suddenly grateful that he could just rest for a little bit.

In this position, he didn't know whether or not he could actually sleep. Still, he started to drift off. He relaxed more and more. He didn't think about the discomfort soaking into his neck or down along his shoulders. Instead, he remembered Nora all over again. Sometimes he thought of Amy and how she could laugh at him.

That girl had tricked him. She had trapped him.

And now these ideas were spreading across Cascade University.

Then he bit down and wondered whether or not the same dynamic could play out elsewhere. For all he knew, there were cadres of girls at every college campus, secretly enslaving the boys around them.

And the boys didn't even have to know that they were part of a wider conspiracy now. One by one, they could be locked up. On a daily basis, they could even go through their normal routines to make it appear as though nothing had changed.

He had to wonder if there would be one specific pivot point.

Perhaps there would be some kind of announcement. It was easy enough to imagine some woman appearing online. Perhaps she would publish the same message on every major social network all at once, and the information could spread. It was easy to imagine this woman as Nora, perhaps a more mature version of Amy, or someone else entirely. She would smile at the camera and tell the women of the nation, "Ladies, I am pleased to inform you that the patriarchy has come to an end. From now on, we are the superior sex, and we will be acknowledged, worshiped, and obeyed as such. We are taking control. Men have been stripped of their rights, their independence, and even their most basic freedoms. They will wear chastity cages. Many of them will be caged. They will be the subjects of experiments as we learn exactly what it takes to properly domesticate each and every one of them. If you have a husband, feel free to continue loving him. Take care of him as you discipline him. Give him the reassurance he needs as you demonstrate your superiority. Ladies, welcome to a new world. Boys, good luck."

If something like that happened, Sebastian wouldn't know about it, not while he remained trapped within the confines of his cage.

While half-asleep, he had reached down between his legs, and his fingers slid along the polished steel of his chastity belt. His fingers moved along the belt, between his legs, and down along the contours of the container for his balls.

Maybe he whispered something while he tried to sleep.

But then, the front door opened again. At first, he thought it was part of a dream. But then there were the footsteps, and he sat up with in his cage. He grabbed onto the bars. He waited, staring at the doorway.

Amy. It would be Amy, he thought. She’d probably come back here to tease him.

But then she appeared instead. Nora strode into the room. Her boots pushed down against the carpet right in front of him. "And how is my boy doing right now?"

"I'm in a cage," he said. He wanted to add something snide and aggressive like, "What do you think?" Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

Nora smiled down at him. "You know, I was wondering if you were going to have a hard time sleeping in there."

"It's a cage," he told her. Again, he wanted to growl back at her. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. He wasn't bold enough. He wasn't brave enough. He couldn't risk confronting a woman like Professor Lorasdottir.

"Yes, it is. And you’re inside of this cage. So does that make you my pet?" She wasn't done. "Does that make you my pet boy?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Good boy. Because, you know, if you had answered rudely, I would’ve just taken a blanket on thrown it over your cage. That way, you could go to sleep. Just like a little bird."

His eyes narrowed. His nostrils flared. The corner of his mouth twitched. She saw all of this, but she just laughed at him.

"Why are you here?" Sebastian asked. Simply uttering this kind of question seemed like an act of rebellion, not that his owner seemed to mind. "What do you want?"

"Wouldn't you like to know?" Nora teased him. In that moment, she may have been a professor who excelled when it came to invention and innovation, but she still managed to remind him of her little sister. She knew how to play with him, how to tease him, and then he realized why she was there. "You expect me to serve you," he said.

"I do," she replied. "Only if you want to get out of that cage."

"I…" Sebastian nibbled on the inside of his mouth as he contemplated this.

"It's cute that you think I'm asking for your opinion, Sebastian. You're going to do it. And afterward, I’ll decide whether or not you belong behind those bars."

Her captive opened his mouth, and he wanted to contradict her. The instinct was there. It flared across his body like a muscle memory, only she laughed.

Then she opened the cage, and she swung the door open. That's when he looked up, and he saw that she was wearing snug jeans, boots, and a dark red blouse. With her eyes still locked on him, she unzipped her boots. Then she slipped them off, and she shimmied out of her jeans. She pulled off her panties at the same time, and that's when she sat down on the edge of his bed. "You know what? I think I want you under the sheets," she said. "While in here, I want you to feel like my dirty little secret."

Sebastian didn't even know if that made sense, but it didn't matter since she could indulge in whatever fantasy or impulse she craved. In that moment, he was nothing but her plaything. He had been reduced to the status of the toy, which meant he had to cooperate. He crawled out of the cage and up onto the bed. She lifted the blankets, and he slipped under the cool, fabric embrace.

On his elbows and knees, he waited.

Within seconds, she climbed onto the bed as well. She slipped into position, spreading her legs. Then Nora reached under the blankets, and she found him. Her fingers slid along his shoulder first. Then she grabbed him by the nape of his neck. She pulled him closer. She was already naked from the waist down. With her legs spread, she ordered, "Lick and kiss my inner thighs first. Take your time."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. Maybe he uttered those words because this was his bedroom, and a new flavor of hope had started to grow behind his rib cage. Back in her workshop, she had released him from the chastity belt. Maybe she’d do it again?

He had to hope!

Or rather, he had no choice because the anticipation and longing flared through his body.

He nuzzled the tip of his nose along her inner thighs. He kissed. He licked gently, his tongue just barely flicking out in making that momentary contact exactly as she expected.

"Good," she purred. "Such a good boy. That's right. You know how to serve your superior, don't you?"

Fortunately, she didn't expect a response. His mouth was busy as he licked and nuzzled. He kissed, making his way closer and closer toward her sex. As he moved into position, he understood what was about to happen. The aroma of her desires already wafted along his nostrils. His mouth watered, and then he licked. He positioned himself with his mouth braced right above her pussy, and he slid his tongue over her sex exactly as she craved. "Good. That's right. Yes. Show me where you belong. Show me who you are. That's right. Good boy. Very good boy!"

He lapped at her sex, gliding his tongue up and down in those quick movements. Then she pushed her hand down against the back of his head, forcing him in deeper. "I've waited long enough," she announced. "Make me come. Make me come right now!"

The order surprised him. It felt as though he had only just begun, but she didn't need to be patient. She didn't have to worry about what he thought either. If she craved immediate gratification, then he had to give it to her. And if he didn't, her disappointment could be severe. He recognized that truth.

His tongue penetrated her.

Within just a couple heartbeats, he sensed the swell of her clit. She arched her back, pushed her shoulders down, and kicked her heels into the yielding mattress. Nora squeezed him, her inner thighs pressing against his cheeks. "More. Faster. Now!"

Her boy obeyed, giving her exactly what she craved. He yielded to her authority, proving once again that she had complete and total command over this chastity-bound male.

Within a few more seconds, she came! The excitement rolled through her body, overwhelming her. She panted out, gasping, moaning, and tightening her grip on the back of his head. Both of her palms pushed down, and her fingers yanked against his hair. He really had become nothing but a toy as she massaged her crevice with the contours of his lips and that the firm give of his eager tongue.

But then it was done, and she relaxed.

"On your back," she ordered.

He scurried into position.

"Good boy," she said again.

That's when she grabbed him and pushed down. Then she rested her head on his chest.

All at once, he realized there was something else. It was another flavor, another aroma that floated across the air. With the taste of her excitement still in his mouth, he understood that this new scent was her shampoo. It was clean, vibrant, and fruity all at the same time.

"May I hold you?"

"You may," she said. "Good boy. There's a good slave. You want to please your owner, don't you? Yeah, you do." She teased him just as easily as before, only now there was a dreamy quality about her voice, like her eyelids had dripped down, all because she had been working hard.

He touched her, gliding his fingers along her back, all the way to her shoulders. With his other hand, he ran his fingers through her hair, and he massaged her scalp. Purring like a contented feline, she nuzzled up against him.

Within a few more minutes, he realized she had fallen asleep.

This could be it, he realized. This could be his best chance to escape.

He couldn't see her discarded jeans, but he knew her phone would be in her pants. If he could slip out from underneath her, he could creep across the room, fetch her device, and maybe get out of his chastity belt. The release would be there, right? Even if Amy held the actual key, the phone would be enough to release him. He had watched her do it before.

His skin got warmer, his heart started pounding, and he wondered if he would actually be brave enough to make the attempt.

The image kept flashing inside of his head.

All at once, he realized something. He didn't want to disturb her. He didn't want to wake her. Besides, he didn't really believe he’d be able to slide out from underneath her embrace and sneak or crawl away.

Or maybe that was just an excuse.

Minute by minute, he relaxed. Sebastian continued to touch her, gliding his hands through her hair or down along her cheek or the curves of her jawline. He did all of this without thinking. At the same time, a shiver ran down his body as he realized just how good this felt.

Then he smirked for a second. It was a ridiculous thought, but he didn't know how to dismiss it completely. Instead, it seemed to hover there at the edge of every other thought. Like or not, he didn't know what he might have said if a beautiful woman like her had walked up to him, looked into his eyes, and asked, "Would you give up your freedom for the chance to be with me?"

Would he have agreed to a chastity belt if it meant he got to be with one of the most beautiful women he had ever encountered? More than that, she was smart and affectionate. She was dangerous and his superior…

Opening her eyes, she looked at him. "Fetch my jeans," she commanded.

He obeyed, scampering out from underneath the blankets and grabbing her pants off of the floor. He held them out to her. She took them, but she didn't put them on. Instead, she grabbed her phone and typed in the pass code. The passcode. Even if he had tried to grab the phone from her, he wouldn't have been able to access it, not without the right sequence of numbers.

Realizing this, he experienced something else, a sense of victory, all because he had made the correct decision.

"That little nap was nice," she said. "But you know, I think I want you on the floor and at the foot of the bed."

"What?"

"You're going to sleep on the floor like a dog," she said. "If you do a very good job of pleasing me, then maybe I will let you sleep with me in the future. Right now, get on the floor, boy."

She was in charge. This was her prerogative. She made her demand, so he had to agree. He didn't get any other choice. Although he recognized this, he moved reluctantly. He crawled over the tangled blankets and sheets, and then he found himself on the floor. "Do I need to tell you that I'm setting your fence right there?" With a few strokes of her finger on her phone, she'd just locked him in place. If Sebastian wandered more than a few feet in any direction, the belt would activate again…

"I understand, Mistress," he said.

"Good boy," she replied as she patted him on the head once before he rolled onto his side, curled up, and did his best not to feel like some loyal hound.

Her boy closed his eyes, and then he felt it: a blanket. She had spread a blanket across her boy to make sure he stayed warm in the night.

At some point, he fell asleep.

When he woke up, he was on the floor, but he didn't understand why. He opened his eyes and rolled onto his hands and knees, only to feel the paper crumbling beneath his knuckles. That's when he saw it, a note from Nora.

He glanced down at her beautifully looping, cursive handwriting, Last night was fun, boy. I'll see you at school.

Reluctantly, he got up. He got dressed. When he first stepped away from that spot by the foot of the bed, he wondered what would happen. He extended one leg, pushed his toes down onto the floor, bent his knee, and shifted his weight. Across each inch, he braced himself for the inevitable flare of electricity. He expected that storm of pain to surge across his skin all over again.

It didn't.

She had freed him while he had been asleep.

Still, he wore his chastity belt.

Not only that, he saw the boots she had designed for him by the front door. Reluctantly, he got dressed, pulling on his pants and shirt. Then he slipped his feet into those boots, and they locked on automatically, making him clench his eyes shut. Technically, she hadn't issued the command, but that didn't matter.

"I'm just playing along," he whispered. "I'm just playing along because I want to convince her that I'm being good. I'm going to figure this out. I’ll get out of this thing."

That's when he made the decision. This was going to be a risk, but he wasn’t wearing the vocal control collar, and he could leave his phone in his office. If he did this right, then he was sure it would work. It might be embarrassing, but he would be able to get out of the belt.

Sebastian drove back onto campus. He had an early class, so he rushed to his room. He ran through his PowerPoint, talked to his students, answered their questions, and pretended that he wasn't glancing over at the clock every few seconds.

More importantly, he did his best to ignore that other sense. A question lingered. It felt like some sound from the bottom of a pit in his stomach. Even so, he couldn't ignore that chill whenever he contemplated his plans.

As Sebastian glanced around his room, he saw his students. Most of them had their laptops open. He tried to read their expressions. He called on a couple of them to answer his questions, and they did a fairly good job. He didn't notice anything overt. There wasn't any dramatic shift.

Still, did he see a couple of the boys nervously glance at the girls?

Were a couple of the girls glancing back and forth as they texted one another?

If so, was this just the regular behavior of college students who enjoyed the semi-freedom brought by their first year at a university?

...Or was it something else?

At one point, he asked a question, and he waited. He glanced over at some of the boys, but they seemed especially nervous. (Or maybe that was his imagination.)

He called on a girl, and she glanced up at him. "What?"

He repeated the question. She answered it, only maybe he heard something slightly different in her voice. There was more confidence in her answer...possibly.

Something may have been completely different. Or not.

As a teacher in the room, he couldn't tell for sure. In some ways, his students would always be alien creatures to him. They played on different social platforms, and they enjoyed different games. They used a different dialect and asked different questions. They were wondering what the rest of their lives would be like as they got ready to graduate. They contended with final exams and parties.

Sebastian never got his answer one way or the other. Sure, his students could talk about the material, but he had to wonder if any of those boys wore chastity cages or belts like his. He had to wonder if any of those girls now considered themselves to be the owners of their classmates…

Right after class, Sebastian returned to his office. He quickly wrote up a sign and taped it to his door. He announced that his office hours had been canceled for that particular day. Instead, he left his department’s building, and he made his way across the campus. At the same time, he focused on keeping his gaze down. He mostly succeeded, yet this other reflex grabbed him, because he needed to lift his head and look around. He needed to search for either Nora or Amy.

If either of those women saw him and called him over, they could ask him what he had in mind. They might inquire about his destination, and he didn't know if he would be able to lie to them.

Probably not. Even if they didn't try to use the sensors built into his chastity belt, he suspected their intuition would be enough. Those women would be able to glance at him, read his face, and understand instantly that he intended to hide something from them.

He made it to the Engineering Department.

Although he had walked around this campus countless times before, either to join a class or attend a meeting, he had never experienced this kind of nervous energy. His heart kept kicking just a little bit faster. At the same time, a couple of his students noticed him. They waved, and he waved back politely. He smiled. He did his best to maintain that veneer of professional neutrality.

It worked for the most part. It worked as far as he could tell…

Then again, maybe those girls saw him, and maybe they were thinking about what he wore.

On some level, he wished he could sneak around like a ninja. He wanted to duck down, run from corridor to corridor and intersection to intersection. But then he found the office, and he knocked.

The door opened.

"Sebastian?" asked the man from inside his office.

"Anthony," Sebastian said. "Can we talk? Can we talk somewhere alone?"

"Sure thing," said the engineering professor. "Come in."

Sebastian glanced around the hallway one more time. It was empty. None of Amy's friends or Nora's colleagues would know what was happening here. Just as importantly, Sebastian had left his phone back in his office. He hoped that would be enough. At the same time, he was fully cognizant of the microphone built into his chastity belt. Still, he was wearing his pants. That would provide some degree of protection.

Right?

He could only hope.

Anthony closed the door. Sebastian knew how embarrassing this would be, but he turned back to his compatriot. They weren’t friends, not really. They worked in different departments. They had met one another at various faculty functions. Sometimes, they had been on the same committees, and they had both served on the Faculty Senate together.

“So…what can I do for you?” Anthony asked as he sat down. He sounded nervous? Then again, that could’ve been Sebastian’s skittish imagination.

"I have a problem," Sebastian said, dropping his voice. It was little more than a whisper. "I met this woman, and she is making me wear something."

"Don't," Anthony said.

"What? What is it?"

Anthony tensed. He rolled back his shoulders and splayed his fingers, stretching them. And then he looked back at Sebastian. "The same thing happen to me."

"What? How?"

The engineering professor grimaced. He looked away. Then he glanced back out toward his window and the trees beyond, "I couldn't help myself. She was gorgeous, and she came into my office."

"A student?"

"What do you think?"

Sebastian didn't say anything.

"She came in here, and she was all over me. It was incredible. It felt so good, and then she asked me if we could go back to my place, and she told me it would just be for some fun. She said she had this thing for teachers. And then we were together, and I don't know how it happened exactly. She got a couple of handcuffs on me."

"You really let that happen?"

"How many times have you worried about what a woman is going to do to you?" Anthony demanded, his tone sharpening.

It was true.

They were both men. They were supposed to be the predators and the aggressors. Women were supposed to be worried about them and what they would do. They weren't raised to view women as a possible threat until now, and now it was too late…

"Right."

After that, Sebastian tried to think of something he could say. Instead, he turned around and left.

Someone knocked on his door. Sebastian didn't want to answer, especially because of the note out there.

"Sebastian," Amy's voice vibrated through the door. "Sebastian, I know you're in there." She knocked again, each strike light and playful.

His immediate reaction was simple; he itched to call out, "I'm not in here right now." Obviously, that would have been an absurd response, yet he didn't know what to do.

"Do I need to pull out my phone, Sebastian? Is that something I need to do?"

His shoulders tightened, and Sebastian dropped his hand down to his crotch. Standing there, alone and in the middle of his office, he pushed down against the belt, found the humiliating weight, and instantly knew what he had to do. Like a good and obedient boy, he went to the door, and he opened it for her.

"What? What is it?"

He blocked the door, almost as though he could decide whether or not she would be allowed entry. Technically, this was supposed to be his prerogative. This was his office, his space. He was in control here. Or rather, he would have been in control if Nora hadn’t tricked him into the chastity belt.

"Step aside," she ordered, striding forward. She crossed the threshold, and he immediately retreated out of her way. She didn't bump into him; he moved fast enough, but now she grabbed the door and closed it. She didn't slam it because she didn't need to. Even so, he still tensed as the latch engaged. "On your knees," she said.

Opening his mouth, he got ready to answer. All at once, he remembered the simple truth that he didn't have anything to use against her. He had no leverage. He couldn't shape any arguments. Reluctantly, he lowered himself down onto his knees in front of her. She ran her fingers through his hair, massaging his scalp. It almost felt nice right until that instant when she tightened her grip and pulled his head back. She glared down into his eyes. "When I knock, I expect you to open the door right away."

"But, but…"

"But what?"

"This is supposed to be my office," he complained.

"It is your office," she said. "And what am I again?"

Because he immediately understood what she expected, he gave it to her. Despite the reluctance, the embarrassment, and the automatic resistance to her authority, he hesitated. But then, Sebastian gave in. "You are my superior."

"And why is that?"

"Because you're a girl," he told her.

"And what are you?"

"I'm a man," he said, hoping that those specific descriptors would grant him some tiny bit of solace. They didn't. After all, she didn't care about the exact words or phrasing, so long as the meaning remained clear.

"And what does that mean?"

"I'm a man, so that makes me a member of the inferior sex," he told her.

"Exactly," she told him. "You’re a boy, so you do as you're told. If a woman calls for you, you come running. If she gives you an order, you obey. I mean, this can get a little bit complicated. After all, what are you supposed to do if your owner gives you a command, and then another woman issues a conflicting command? Who should you obey?"

"My owner?"

"Or her younger sister," Amy told him. She grinned. "But you know, I’m not here to work only on your obedience. But then, you did hesitate, so I guess I can take a few more minutes out of my day to discipline you."

"Discipline me?" Sebastian jerked his head up as he stared at her.

"Yes," she said, her voice dripping with playful condescension. "You obviously need it. Walk over to the desk, place your elbows on it, and get ready."

"What, what are you going to do?"

"Sebastian, I'm going to spank you."

"But, but…"

"But what?"

If he argued, it would only get worse. Again and again, he flailed inside of his head as he tried to think of some counter argument or another point he might have been able to use. He tried so hard to envision some response that would get her to change her mind. Nothing occurred to him. Despite channeling every ounce of intellect he possessed into this question, he couldn't resist her authority.

Sebastian got up and drifted to his desk. He leaned forward and braced his elbows on the surface, just as she expected. At the same time, he could feel Amy's eyes watch him, following him, and enjoying those nervous movements. Then she came up right behind him, and she grinned. "You look good in this position," she whispered. That's when she pulled down his pants. She had loosened his outer belt, and she yanked down his trousers, revealing his boxers. Then she exposed his ass, and she brushed her fingers up along the back of his leg before reaching the steel curves of his chastity belt.

"By the way, I heard that you stopped by to see one of your colleagues."

"What?"

"That's right," Amy said. "He told his owner, and she told me. Why did you go talk to him?"

"I, I…" Sebastian tried to come up with a good lie. He worked so hard to finish that sentence, only his voice failed him. His thoughts turned into erratic static. Different words coalesced behind his eyes, only he couldn't arrange them into a real sentence.

"Did you want that boy to help you? Were you thinking that he might be able to get you out of your chastity belt? You know, I'm going to have to tell my sister about this. She's not going to be happy with you, Sebastian. No. She's not going to be happy at all."

"Please, you don't have to tell her," he said.

Sebastian couldn't believe it; he was about to get in trouble, and he was begging this college girl not to say anything. It seemed ridiculous, especially as her laughter cut across the air. She grabbed his butt again, squeezing. Her fingers pressed down against his skin, and he tensed up, thinking about what might happen.

"Really? I don't? Maybe if you convince me that you are really sorry, then I won't need to."

Before he got the chance to say anything, she spanked him.

"Go on," Amy teased to the boy. "Tell me. Tell me about how sorry you are. Tell me about how much you just love wearing your chastity belt and the idea of getting out of it just horrifies you. You know that it makes you into a much better boy, don't you? It’s the perfect way to train you, and you can't imagine not wearing it."

He tried to parrot back those words; he didn't care how he sounded or if he had to shred every last ounce of dignity he possessed. He didn't want Nora to find out; he couldn’t let that beautiful woman realize what he had done…

Just as he began to speak, she struck. Her hand flew down, impacting his bare bottom. His eyes widened, and he couldn't believe this was happening. This was his office. In his domain, he just got spanked.

"Try again," she said.

He obeyed. He opened his mouth, faster this time.

He didn't move quickly enough. She spanked him again, her hand flashing down through the air.

"Come on," Amy said. "I don’t have all day. If you really feel bad about your poor decision-making, then you need to apologize."

He tried!

She spanked him again!

He attempted to talk, only he couldn't get past the flashes of pain. She went for the same spot over and over again. In that moment, it was so easy to imagine a red handprint right there along the curves of his buttocks.

But then she stopped. Amy grabbed him by his hair, and she pulled him back up. She moved with more strength and confidence than a girl like her was supposed to possess. Then again, he'd always viewed his female students as dainty and vulnerable. He didn't even take the athletes seriously.

Only now, he had no choice as the heat flared along his buttocks, up to his back, and straight to his core.

She pushed him down onto his knees. "Have you figured it out yet?"

"Yes."

"What have you figured out?"

"It doesn't matter what I'm going to say because she's going to know anyway."

"Smart boy!" Amy clapped her hands together. "But you know, that's not the plan here. Spanking you might be fun, but I actually came for a specific purpose. Are you ready?"

He looked back up at her. "Yes," he said, his voice flat and defeated.

"From now on, you're going to address every single girl in every single one of your classes as Miss."

"Excuse me?"

"That's how we’re going to know you. That's how they're going to recognize you."

"What?" Sebastian breathed out.

"Remembering who’s been belted and who hasn't, who is being trained and enslaved and who hasn’t is starting to get difficult," she told him. Then she smiled down at him. "That's why we're going to start changing your behavior so that all the girls will be able to recognize which of the boys belong to us and which are still running free, blissfully unaware of what's happening."

"I could tell them," he said.

"You think they’d believe you?"

"I, I…" Sebastian stuttered out his answer, all because he didn't know what would be the correct response. As much as he hated to acknowledge the truth, he knew it would be hard to convince those other men on campus of what had happened. Even if they saw the belt, they’d probably assume it was just some kind of joke.

"More importantly, do you think it would matter?" Amy asked him, her eyes shining bright. "And even if they do believe you, do you think it would change anything? What do you think they would do with that information? Technically, you agreed to wear your chastity belt, didn't you? Plus, there’s the contract."

"Contract?"

"Yeah," Amy said. "All of the belted boys have signed contracts, indicating that they willingly surrendered all of their assets and individual rights."

"But, but I never did that," he said.

"Have you ever stopped to consider just how fragile our legal system is? I mean, we have these pieces of paper that we call contracts, and one person signs it, and then another person signs it, and this is supposed to be an enforceable agreement. But really, how can you tell someone actually signed the document?"

"You forged my signature," he said, sharpening those words into a venomous accusation.

"I didn't," she said, reaching up and touching both of her hands to her chest. "But you know, there are lots of lawyers out there."

"Why would they help you?" Sebastian hissed.

She shrugged. "I don't know," she told him. But then she looked down at this boy. "If you stop and think about it, I guess it becomes pretty obvious. These are women who had to work twice as hard to become attorneys. They had to struggle. The law profession is an older one, don't you think? The female lawyers probably had to contend with old and sexist judges for a very long time. So yes, those women are angry. They’re ready to take control. And they are ready to do whatever it takes."

"They broke the law! That's fraud. That's illegal."

"Then maybe you should try to sue someone?"

Sebastian couldn't. That much was obvious. If what she had said was true, then they had a contract, one that stripped away all of his assets. Not only that, Nora had control of his phone and his computer. Of course, all of his banking information had been programmed into those devices. At the time, he remembered hearing warnings about digital security, safety, and privacy. Still, those notions always seemed like irrelevant abstractions.

"But for right now, you don't have to worry about that. Instead, let's come back to the basic point. What are you going to do when you go back to class?"

He itched to stare down at the floor and shake his head from side to side. He yearned to hold out, to deny her the satisfaction of his answer for as long as possible. But then, Sebastian remembered the sting of her palm against his naked ass, so he broke. "I, I'm going to address all of my female students as…Miss."

"Yes, you will," she agreed.

His next class.

Amy wasn't in this one, yet that hardly mattered. He arrived just barely on time. He walked into the room, turned on the computer at the front desk, and then he faced the students. In that moment, he made his decision.

First, he gazed out at the group of expectant faces. A couple members of his class were playing on their phones or their laptops. Most of the students focused on him, however. They watched him, and they waited for him to say something. Perhaps he would remind them about some key concepts. Maybe he would tell them about their next research project or something interesting from the news about geology.

Instead, he watched them, and he wondered.

Did the girl off in the corner who wore that hoodie secretly have a boy enslaved? What about the girl in the glasses up in the front row? There was the young woman who liked to argue with him, probably because she thought it demonstrated her dedication as a student. But really, did she look at her teacher and secretly wonder what he would look like down on his knees in front of her?

The moisture drained away from his mouth, so he cleared his throat. "Let's begin."

Over the first couple of minutes, he started his lecture. He had gone over these processes and phenomena many times before, so he stopped thinking about everything he did and said. He lectured on autopilot, letting his words tumble out onto the air. Maybe he wasn't quite as articulate or energetic as usual, yet he couldn't worry about that, not right then...not when he feared something very mundane and very specific.

In the corner of his eye, he noticed a student raised a hand.

It was a guy.

Sebastian exhaled, visibly relaxing. "Yes. What is it?"

"I was just really curious about the first diagram in the chapter. What is it supposed to say exactly?"

Sebastian instantly knew what he meant. "Yeah, the publisher didn't do a great job on that piece. So basically, it is a discussion of magma flows and the relationship between tectonic pressure and volcanic eruptions." He kept talking. Over the next couple of seconds, he lost himself to his field of study. As a PhD, he had dedicated so much of his life to studying the land, the mountains, hills, and all of those esoteric questions that came down to understanding how and why the Earth had formed as it did.

Only then, another student raised a hand.

He turned. He saw her. He made eye contact with her. That's when she smirked.

Or maybe that last detail was simply a product of his imagination.

Whether she secretly grinned back at him or not, Sebastian had to acknowledge the reality. She had a question. As her teacher, it was his responsibility to answer. He had to respond. Part of him wanted to ignore her, yet he already knew that would be a terrible idea.

Both Amy and Nora would hear about this. They had their contacts. In middle school, he remembered a couple of the boys joking about the network of gossip that passed between the girls in their grade. The Girls' News Network: GNN. At the time, it seemed sweet, childish, and innocent.

He cleared his throat. He forced himself to speak. Then the words hit the air, "Yes, Miss? What is it?"

He sensed that shift. The energy morphed across the classroom.

Some of the girls sat up straighter. Some of the boys tensed, their lips hardening even as they aimed their gazes at the floor.

"Never mind," said his student.

"Are you sure?"

"Yeah," she said with a barely contained smile.

He was about to return to the standard lecture, only three other girls raised their hands. He had to respond. He had to say something.

He looked over at the young woman with the ponytail and those curly wisps of brown hair framing her face, "Yes, Miss?"

Right after Sebastian asked, his student continued to watch him. Then the girls glanced back and forth, and they were grinning.

They knew. They understood. He stared across the room, and more than half of the girls seemed excited.

The majority of his female students were a part of this, he quickly realized. Not only that, he only saw one guy who seemed vaguely confused. All of the other males looked cowed...

Right after class, his phone started ringing. He didn't want to check it. He didn't want to learn who was trying to call him. He yearned to assume it was a scam or some marketing effort.

Deep down, he knew who it would be.

He pulled out his phone, and he saw her name.

"Hello?"

"Hello, Sebastian," Nora said. "Come back to my workshop. We need to talk."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, only to flinch. He glanced around the room.

He wasn't alone. Even though he had dismissed his class, a group of girls had clustered toward the back of the room. Then he flinched, peeking up. This pack of girls glanced back at him. They broke out into a round of titters before they scurried out of the room.

They knew. They knew all about him. They knew that he was one of the males on campus who now wore a chastity belt—and consequently became property.

Sebastian desperately wished he had some excuse. He didn't want to meet her. He didn't want to make his way across campus.

Alone in the classroom now, he lifted his hands to his face and massaged his forehead. Then he started to chuckle. Pretty soon, those sounds evolved into laughter. He couldn't help it, especially because he realized something.

He was nervous. He was nervous about getting punished. He was nervous about getting disciplined.

He had messed up. He had tried to escape.

Even if nothing had happened, he had failed completely because Nora knew what he had done.

It should have worked, Sebastian thought. It didn't seem fair.

Then again, he told himself he could try again. Even if he didn't stay at this college, he could go talk to some other expert at some other institution.

Still, another question lingered: who could he trust?

As hard as he tried, Sebastian couldn’t shape a good answer, so he let his arms go slack as he left the classroom, made his way outside, and trudged across the campus. At the same time, he kept thinking of her.

She intimidated him. That much was obvious, but he thought of Nora, and there was that splash of something extra, a different kind of sensation, one he didn't dare name.

But then he found his way to her workshop, and the light was already green over the doorway. He turned the handle and stepped inside. "Hello?" Then, because he hoped to blunt the potential punishments, he called out, "Mistress? Mistress, are you here?" It was embarrassing, but her title had started to feel normal, as though this was how he was supposed to address her.

Then he heard her footsteps. He saw her approaching. "Hello, Sebastian," she said. "We need to have a little talk, don't we?"

"What, what do you mean?"

"Come here," she beckoned him.

He obeyed, rushing over to her. She grabbed him by his hand and escorted him to one of the workbenches. She pointed to the shackles. "Strip. Lay down."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. Even though he moved to obey her right away, he tried to go slowly, if only to delay the inevitable for as long as possible. Just as importantly, he glanced back at his redheaded owner, "May I ask what this is about?"

"You know, you're really cute when you're scared," she said.

"I, I’m not scared," he told her.


"You are. You’re scared because you know you messed up. You tried to get out of your chastity belt, didn't you? You were hoping that boy, Anthony, would be able to help you. Could he?"

"No, Mistress."

"Why not?"

"Because, because he's like me…"

"Be specific," she instructed. Nora sounded exactly like a professor who needed to prompt a student to try just a little bit harder.

“He’s like me,” Sebastian declared. He turned those words into a meaningful admission, something he didn’t wish to face, only his owner wouldn’t give him a choice. “He’s a boy.”

“And?”

“And he’s locked up.”

“He is!” North agreed as she clapped her hands together. “He’s all locked up, and he can’t get away. He belongs to his owner now. What about you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I, I belong to my owner now,” Sebastian said.

“Pouty boy,” she said. That’s when she stepped forward, and she reached out. Nora cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands. She tilted his head back, and she looked into his eyes. “I know. It’s frustrating, isn’t it? This isn’t what you were hoping for. But guess what? This is what you need. This is what you deserve.”

He stepped back.

“Why would I deserve this?” As he spoke, he motioned down toward his chastity belt.

“Because you’re a boy,” she said sweetly and simply.

All of his righteous indignation from before simply evaporated. He didn’t know how to trigger it again. He didn’t know how to build up of the hot exasperation, the frustration, or the jagged fury—not when he faced her.

“You can’t mean that,” he insisted.

“Why not?” Nora asked him. “Just think about it. There were countless generations of men who thought they were the superior sex. They were wrong, but they do demonstrate that this idea of equality that we have been struggling toward for the last couple of decades is just a historical blip. Let’s fix that, shall we? No more equality. No more equality for you.” She touched a finger to his bottom lip. She easily touched him, and now she took him by the hand.

She escorted him across her workshop. He took those steps, and his heart started to beat faster.

With every stride, Sebastian attempted to think of something he might be able to say. It felt like this woman would actually listen to him. Consequently, this could be his chance; this might have been his opportunity to get her to change her mind.

She was an academic, a woman of science and letters. She was the kind of woman who could parse through difficult situations and scenarios.

Despite all of this, he couldn’t think of anything to say.

“Societies change,” she told him, almost sounding out the words. “This is how our society is about to change. This generation is going to rewrite the rules. The women who came before us will learn to accept it. Why wouldn’t they? They get a promotion. The girls who come after us will embrace it. They’re going to see how much better life can be. The girls who are born now will never know a world where boys garnered undeserved respect. Boys will be trained to be cute, obedient, docile, and eager to please. You want to please me, don’t you?”

Right as that last question hit the air, she stopped.

By now, she had him stripped down to his chastity belt again.

Nora casually reached up, and she slid her hand along the side of his neck, down to his shoulder, and toward his chastity belt all over again. Then she scratched at his right thigh, then his left. She didn’t hurt him, yet the electric stimulation seemed to race across his body, reminding him again and again of what he craved.

It wasn’t fair.

Ever since he hit adolescence, Sebastian had carried that desire and those urges. He couldn’t remember the first moment when he glanced up, saw a girl, and suddenly yearned for her attention. He couldn’t recall any specific moment, but that drive was there, and now she turned those instincts against him, especially because she leaned forward, and she touched her mouth to his.

When Nora kissed him, Sebastian fought to hate this. Again and again, he went back to the realities of the situation. She intended to enslave him; she intended to break him. She wanted to tame him like he was just an animal. As far as she was concerned, he needed to be controlled and owned. He needed to be remade as her plaything.

Each and every one of those ideas should have been enough to horrify him. Revulsion, disgust, anger and uncontrolled hate should’ve sprinted along his veins. His muscles should have tightened and clenched as she pressed her mouth to his.

At the very least, he didn’t have to respond. He didn’t need to kiss her back like this.

But he did.

Sebastian leaned into that proximity. He pressed his body to hers. He savored the soft give and heat of her torso as she wrapped her arms around him. She pulled him close.

She was fully clothed. He was almost completely naked.

His breathing came faster; it turned ragged all over again.

She kept kissing him. She had one hand on the back of his head. With the other, she stroked those random parts of his body. She touched his right flank, she caressed his butt, and she slid her fingertips up along his back.

His body responded, of course.

Her boy couldn’t deny the power she had over him. In that moment, he didn’t think about his identity or the man he had meant to be. He didn’t contemplate what he had done for so long. As a teacher, he had wielded influence. It was small. Maybe he didn’t have thousands or millions of followers, yet he could still walk into a classroom and dictate the terms of the conversation for that day.

All of that fell away, subsumed by her presence, her closeness, and the ease with which she touched him.

More, he realized.

That was what he craved.

The notion of offering his resignation, his wealth, or even his freedom had become irrelevant. She had taken all of it, yet she finally broke off that kiss, and she peered into his eyes. “You’re starting to figure it out, aren’t you?”

“I, I don’t know,” he said.

“I think you do,” she said as she touched the tip of his nose. “On your back.”

He gulped and looked back at the restraints.

Sebastian saw the open manacles, and he knew what would happen. He climbed onto the workbench, he extended his arms and legs, stretching them towards the corners of that space. And then he rested his wrists in the manacles, and his ankles soon followed at the foot of the bench. Then they snapped shut, exactly as he had expected.

“Let’s see if you can get out of these,” she said.

“I can’t,” he protested. “We both know I can’t.”

“We can guess,” she replied. “But do you know what I want right now?”

“What, Mistress?”

“The same thing I’m giving you: certainty.”

“I don’t want that certainty,” he told her.

“Liar,” Nora said. But then she leaned down. She looked right into his eyes. On his back, spread out, and completely vulnerable, he knew she could punish him however she saw fit. “You love knowing that you’re owned. You love knowing that you are safe because you have an owner who will take care of you. I will train you, discipline you, and give you the structure you need.”

“I don’t need structure!”

“Let’s see if you feel the same way in a couple of minutes,” she said as she lifted her phone.

That’s when she hit the button.

Surprise washed over him as he felt the belt loosen. Just like before, she started to remove the different pieces. She pulled away the tube and the pouch. She removed that band from around his waist. Soon enough, he groaned as his cock hardened. Renewed excitement flooded through his body, heating up his skin.

“Are you ready?”

“What, what’re you talking about?” Sebastian asked.  “Please, Mistress. Please, tell me.” He tried to remain articulate, only she extended her hand, and her fingers moved along his body. With every soft caress, another bolt of electric desire raced across his skin.

At some other place or time, he might’ve been able to laugh over that. She used electricity to tame him, which could mean pleasure or pain.

In that moment, she used pleasure. She teased him with anticipation.

In his opening seconds, it felt incredible.

More, he thought again. He craved more. He needed that completion.

He was going to get it, but not anytime soon.

Within a few more seconds, she was on top of him. She spread her legs, and her knees pushed down against the side of his chest.

His beautiful tormentor leaned forward, and she kissed him. He looked up at her. He saw her cute nose, her beautiful eyes, and her lips as they tightened into a sharp grin. Then she kissed him again.

His erection strained against the air.

Technically, he had been freed. In theory, he could move however he wanted, yet this boy recognized the truth. He couldn’t deny it. He might’ve had the freedom, but he couldn’t touch himself. As her lips moved along his with one soft and warm and moist gliding sensation after another, he squirmed.

As much as he wanted it, Sebastian couldn’t get the satisfaction or completion he needed.

He started to tug against the restraints.

He couldn’t escape, Sebastian already understood. That was impossible. He would never be able to rip his way through iron or steel shackles. Just as importantly, this woman had designed those locks and shackles. The manacles wouldn’t break. He could twist or pull, yank and tug. Even if he managed to get one arm free, he wouldn’t be able to pick those locks.

She kept kissing him as she rubbed her body against his. He rose up as much as she allowed. Sometimes, she would put her hand on his forehead, pushing him back down. But then there were those moments when she pressed down hard, her mouth on his, their tongues darting and teasing one another as the excitement roared through his body.

He lifted his hips, straining against nothing.

With just a little bit of friction, he would have been able to embrace the awe-inspiring bliss of an orgasm.

Nora wouldn’t allow that to happen.

Somewhere inside of his head, he must have realized what she was doing. He had to recognize how this was just another phase of his training.

“Good boy,” she said. “I like knowing that you’re free,” she said. “Are you grateful? Are you grateful for this erection?” She pulled away, just a couple of short inches separated them.

“Yes,” he breathed out, fully aware that he couldn’t even ponder the possibility of defiance or resistance. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she replied. “Good boy.” Nora dipped her head down, and she started kissing him again. She braced herself on one elbow. With her other hand, she explored his body all over again as she ran her fingers up from his knee to his thigh, along his hip, over to his tensed stomach, then down again.

She just barely touched him.

Momentary contact, a few seconds here or there, was all he got.

And yet, whenever her hand slid down between his legs, those primal groans vibrated through his body. He couldn’t help it. He didn’t think about those sounds. They came automatically, instinctively, and without question.

As she kissed him and touched him, he became this animal, a creature of sensation and nothing more.

He stopped thinking about his classes. He forgot all about geology, his dissertation, his classes, university politics, his taxes and bills, the rest of the nation, and the rest of the world. It all faded away. Little by little, his existence came down to this one woman as she continued to play with him.

But then she started to strip. She pulled away, and she yanked off her blouse. She removed one article of clothing after another, tossing them off and letting them sail down onto the floor.

Bare and exposed, she didn’t look vulnerable when naked. Instead, some of her hair had fallen in front of her face, and now she tucked those loose, light red bangs behind her ears. She flashed him a crooked smile, and then she leaned down again. “Suck,” she ordered once she had her left breast right there in front of him.

He gulped.

As some theoretical idea, he wondered if he should try to resist. And yet, he yearned to do this. He yearned it so badly!

The doubt or hesitation lasted for some tiny fraction of a second. Then he lifted his head, and he latched on, licking, sucking, gliding his tongue up and down, left and right, in tight circles, all while she began to moan. Those sounds hit him, and he wanted more.

She teased him, reaching back, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. She teased him, working him up, bringing him close, slowing down, stopping. At several points, she drew her hand back altogether. Even so, he squirmed, twisting his pelvis to the right, then the left as he searched for some nonexistent friction.

He wouldn’t get it.

He couldn’t get off, not until she allowed it.

“I love having sex with you,” she said. “You’re such a good boy. You might try to be defiant, but that doesn’t matter. You know why?”

“Because I can’t win?”

“You can win,” she told him. “But there’s only one way for you to win. How can a boy win?”

“Through obedience,” he answered.

“Good,” she answered.

Then she kissed him again.

Their lips danced against one another for the next few seconds or minutes. Time seemed to stretch and compress simultaneously. He lost himself to the storms of sensation.

Nora pulled away again before she pushed her chest down against his mouth.

“Lick,” she commanded.

Her boy obeyed right away, lifting his head, parting his lips, and lapping his tongue along that point. He worshiped her just as she expected. He served her, giving her exactly what she craved.

“Yes. Yes. Just like that. Faster now, boy. Faster!”

He had his eyes closed, yet those evanescent sensations continued to glow bright behind his eyes.

She pulled back again.

That’s when she straddled his face. She pressed her pussy down against his mouth. He waited for the command. He didn’t have to wait long.

“Now,” she ordered. “Right now. Do it right now.”

He obeyed, lifting his head, sliding his cheeks up between her inner thighs, and licking. He worshipped her just as she deserved. His tongue played and lapped and danced.

With her nipples, Sebastian had gone in different directions. He created different patterns, and now he did the same thing right there against her pussy. He went to the left, then the right. He went in deep. He didn’t think about it. Instead, he followed the rhythm of her moans. Unconsciously, Sebastian did his best to follow her lead, to consider exactly what she desired most of all. When she responded, he went faster. When she got quiet, he slowed down, only to listen as the moans began to vibrate along her frame all over again.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes. Just like that. More. Give me more. It’s time for you to make your owner come!”

He obeyed. He would have obeyed even without those commands.

His tongue played along her most sensitive spot, and her back arched. His owner tightened her fingers into fists. The muscles all along her body seemed to lock up simultaneously, yet he didn’t stop. She hadn’t given him permission. She wouldn’t allow him to stop, not yet.

Riding her boy’s face, she pushed forward and drew back just a little bit as she savored every second of this. With her hands now braced against the wall, she panted out and soon screamed. “Yes!” That single syllable exploded across the air. Then she pulled back, and her face glowed a bright shade of red.

“I, I want you to know something,” she said, panting now. “I’m disappointed too.”

“I’m disappointed too?”

“That’s right,” explained Nora as she looked down into his adorably confused face. “Right now, I think it could be a lot of fun to ride you. I really like this,” she said as she casually reached out and stroked his erection. A droplet of excitement had appeared right there. “But I know how badly you want it. I know how much you need it. This must be so frustrating for you, but there have to be consequences. You tried to get out of your chastity belt. Worse, you tried to ferment rebellion with another boy. Is that acceptable?”

“I made a mistake. I’m sorry,” he said.

“Are you? Are you really?” Nora asked him.

Eyes wide, Sebastian stared up at that beautiful woman. He nodded frantically. “Yes!” He tried again, “Yes, Mistress? I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I, I messed up. You, you are right. I’m a foolish boy, and I messed up, but I’m sorry, and I won’t do it again. I, I know I can’t get out of the chastity belt without your permission. I can’t. It’s impossible. I’m just a stupid boy, and I messed up. But I won’t do it again. Okay? I won’t do it again!”

“Okay,” she said. “But that means you still go in the belt.”

“What, what’re you saying?”

“Lift your head,” she instructed. Then she reached over to the side of the workbench. She opened a drawer, and she pulled out the vocal control collar from before. He recognized it instantly. Then again, he tried to cling to the hope that maybe this was something else. Perhaps she wanted to make him wear it for another reason?

He lifted his head, and she slipped the collar around his neck. He recognized the weight. Just as importantly, he sensed the cool touch of the electrodes as they pressed against the sides of his throat.

“There,” she said once she secured his collar. “No talking.”

He opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something.

“Poor boy,” she continued. “You look so frustrated. But hey, maybe you’ll think about this the next time you try to get out of your chastity belt.”

Sebastian shook his head from side to side, not because he wished to indicate any kind of defiance. Rather, he wanted her to know that he wasn’t going to make that mistake again.

Maybe he could fantasize about freeing himself from the belt, but it would only be with her permission. She was the only one who could release him. That idea settled like a new, fundamental truth over his psyche.

“I’m going to give you a few minutes to relax. You’re going to let this erection go,” she said as she brushed her fingers along his cock, which only made him stiffen again. She smirked. “I know. It’s going to be very difficult. But that’s okay. You just need to relax. If you do this, then maybe you can have a lighter punishment later.”

A lighter punishment?

Again, he itched to speak. For so long, he had been this articulate man who warranted the respect of those around him. He had never been rendered voiceless or speechless before. But now, she turned around, and she gathered up her clothing. She got dressed while he watched.

Closing his eyes, he pressed his head down against the workbench. He tugged against his restraints. At the same time, he kept thinking of what it could have been like.

But no, she wasn’t going to ride him.
This was part of his punishment. This was part of the discipline she had decided he needed.

His heart kicked faster, but then he forced his eyes open. He stared up at the nondescript ceiling.

For her part, Nora returned to another project. She strolled across the room, and she started to tinker with one of her other devices. Moment by moment, he had to wonder whether or not he would ever have to wear it.

He focused on his breathing. He tried to meditate.

Little by little, it worked.

Yes, those desires and instincts continued to stretch across every inch of his body, yet he managed to get his shaft to soften. Little by little, the erection faded.

She didn’t come back to check on him.

He slipped, closing his eyes and thinking about her. He remembered the taste of her slit, and the heat of her thighs as she rode his face.

His cock hardened.

Sebastian had to try again.

Little by little, he got his body under control. He hated doing this, yet he had no choice. It felt like some strange combination of holding his breath and maintaining his balance at the same time. Still, he managed.

And now she came back. She walked over to him. She didn’t say anything, but she moved quickly, sliding his shaft into the tube. Right as she began, his body responded. Her proximity, her touch, and the simple sight of this woman triggered so much.

She moved with the expert precision of a surgeon as she restrained his body’s natural instincts.

She didn’t stop with just the tube. Next, she slipped his balls into the confining pouch. Last, she attached the belt. She locked each piece together. Those components formed the mobile prison he would be required to wear wherever he went.

“Now, are you ready to talk about your punishment for tonight?”

Sebastian opened his mouth and attempted to speak. He let out a little squeak, and then he braced himself, thinking the vocal control collar would automatically punish him.

It didn’t.

Apparently, that quick and errant little noise wasn’t enough to trigger the sensors or the parameters for this woman’s control of him.

“That’s right,” Nora said as she reached down. She stroked his cheek, his neck, his collarbone, and then his chest. She pulled her hand away, and he squirmed there in his restraints. “Get dressed, go outside, and wait.”

Again, he itched to ask what she meant. Part of him wanted to believe he deserved an explanation, only this woman had made up her mind. She was in charge, so he would obey. That was how it worked.

His owner kissed him one more time, and that she freed him from the restraints.

Sebastian’s hands immediately fell to his chastity belt.

“If you want, you can try to remove it,” she said. “It’s always fun seeing you make the attempt. Besides, you could probably show me something new.”

Something new?

Then Sebastian figured it out. She wanted him to try. She could study his efforts and use that information against him. The next iteration of the belt would be even stronger and more difficult to escape…

Part of him wished that he could just stand back, stretch his hands, and refuse to cooperate.

Instead, this woman was watching him, so his defiance crumpled.

He grabbed onto the sides of the belt. He hopped and twisted, spinning around at one point, all in some futile effort to somehow slipped free.

At the same time, the pressure between his legs made him breathe harder and faster. He couldn’t help it. More than anything, he wanted out of that belt! He wanted out of that restrictive gear and everything it meant.

“Stop,” she ordered.

The sound had the air, and he obeyed. He broke immediately, turning back to her. Like a good boy, he pulled his arms away from the belt.

“Good boy,” she said. “Position One.”

Immediately, he remembered everything he had learned in front of the smart mirror as he had been required to work out for her. Instantly, Sebastian straightened his back, clenched his muscles, and lifted his arms before lacing his fingers along the back of his head.

“Excellent,” she said. “I know you’re just a dumb boy and you have trouble with this sometimes, but it’s okay if you fail.”

He glanced back at her.

He really, really longed to say something, anything really. He just wanted to talk, only he swallowed and sensed that pressure and weight of the vocal control collar still locked around his neck. The simple sensations were enough to keep him quiet.

“I know you’re going to need training. I understand that you’re going to need these reminders. I don’t mind,” she told him. “And I want you to know that I care enough about you to tame you. That’s why we’re here. Nod your head.”

He obeyed, dipping his head down and raising his chin again because she had told to do so.

“Good. Now get dressed and go wait in the corner.”

He got dressed. He walked over to the corner. He wanted to push his back against the wall, slide down, and simply wait. Instead, she glanced up and ordered him to stand and actually face the corner.

This would be another part of his punishment, he quickly realized. Over and over again, he wished he could argue or protest. He wanted to debate the fairness of this decision, except he wasn’t allowed to speak. He couldn’t talk.

Instead, he had to think of how he had messed up.

It seemed ridiculous, and he tried to push the sensation away, but something started to pulse across his body as he contemplated his brief conversation with Anthony.

Guilt.

He wasn’t supposed to try to escape. He wasn’t supposed to attempt to break free. He was a boy. He was her boy. As a boy, he had to obey. He didn’t want to believe that his time in the smart cage or his exercises in front of that mirror had done anything to him, and yet…

Sebastian refused to finish the thought, all because it was so easy to contemplate his new status.

For several more seconds, he waited. He expected some automatic rebuttal or response to echo inside of his head. As someone who studied the world around him, took pictures, and learned how to interpret complicated information, he knew how to confront problems from different angles.

Only this time, the boy’s thoughts kept drifting back toward Nora and what she expected him to say.

After a little while, she walked up to him. She grabbed his ass. “You know, I really want to have some fun with you. It’s a shame you were such a disobedient boy. You want to be grateful for me, don’t you? You want to be dumb, grateful, and eager to serve.”

Dumb. She must’ve noticed how he flinched or tensed when she aimed that word at him.

“You might be able to convince your students that you’re smart. And maybe you’re quite intelligent when it comes to geology. But what about obedience, Sebastian? Can you be intelligent when it comes to obedience?”

He didn’t understand, only she dragged one finger down between his shoulder blades and all the way to the small of his back. Then she drew her hand back. She laughed, and she walked away.

Again, he ached for the strength to spin back, face her, confront her, talk to her, and get her to change her mind.

He couldn’t.

This boy had no choice. He may not have been surrounded by bars, yet he remained there on his feet, his eyes aimed at the boring and blank walls of her workshop.

While she confronted some engineering problem, he stayed there, silent and contemplative because he had no choice. She had put him away.

The guilt didn’t dissipate. In fact, the sense of failure continued to eat at his patience. Still, he didn’t dare move.

At one point, she called out, “In case you’re wondering, there’s a fence around you.”

There wasn’t, not really, not physically…

Then again, she didn’t need one. At some point, Nora had programmed in the new coordinates. If he tried to move more than a couple of feet in any direction, the vocal control collar or the chastity belt would activate.

It would continue to activate, snapping electricity through his body like one strike of the whip after another until he cooperated.

His obedience was inevitable.

He’d scramble back into place, breathing hard.

He didn’t need to do that. He didn’t have to spend that energy.

Instead, Sebastian remained there, quiet and docile just as she expected.

Finally, Nora strode back up to him. He hoped his punishment would be over. “Are you hungry?”

He nodded.

“Good,” his owner said. “I think I’d like some company. I’m going to sit down, and you’re going to kneel before me.”

He tried to say, “Yes, Mistress.” Fortunately for this boy, he managed to stop himself before he let those syllables hit the air. Even if you tried to cooperate, he didn’t think the vocal control collar would be able to tell the difference.

His owner had silenced him. It didn’t matter what he tried to say or how he tried to say it.

“You know, a quiet boy is a handsome boy,” she taunted him.

He bristled and glowered back at her. Despite everything, he still retained some sliver of his ego, and now she laughed at him as she strode away. He followed after her. As he took those first gentle steps, he worried that there would be another jolt of electricity.

There wasn’t.

She went over to another workbench and sat down.

“You see that door right there?” Nora asked as she pointed across her workshop.

He nodded.

“There’s a small break room on the other side of that door. You’ll also find a refrigerator. Go fetch the blue bag from inside the refrigerator.”

He dipped his head down. This time, he wasn’t actually tempted to answer with, “Yes, Mistress.” Still, the idea occurred to him.

Even if he managed to free himself from the belt, how long would it have taken him to return to the man he had been before Nora’s touch and influence?

If he had managed to break out of the belt and somehow evade control or capture, he knew he would never be the same kind of man again.

After all, he walked just a little bit faster than was necessary. He scampered across the workshop, suddenly eager to please her. She was watching him, he could tell. He didn’t break into a run. That would have been too much. Still, he didn’t want to keep his owner waiting.

Within seconds, he found the refrigerator, yanked out her bag, and quickly brought it over to her.

“On your knees,” she instructed.

He obeyed. While she sat with her legs crossed, he glanced up at her. She had asked if he was hungry before. He hadn’t really thought about it, but now that the question had hit his eardrums, the desire for food suddenly yawned wide in his gut.

She pulled out a sandwich, a small container filled with slices of cantaloupe, and a bag of chips. She tore open the bag of chips first, and she took a bite. Then she glanced down at him. “Would you like one?”

He nodded.

As far as he knew, she still hadn’t turned off the vocal control collar. Until she did, he wouldn’t be allowed to talk.

“Beg,” she ordered.

He sucked in a breath and got ready to answer. Instinctively, he itched to obey, only he couldn’t talk. If he couldn’t talk, then what was he supposed to do?

“Beg like a dog,” she said, smiling down at him.

His eyes widened, and he opened his mouth again, automatically thinking he would respond. That was a habit that would take a very long time to break. Still, he didn’t cross the line or trigger the sensors built into his collar.

At first, he genuinely didn’t understand. He didn’t own a dog. And yet, he had watched enough TV and seen enough movies so that he knew what to do.

Reluctantly, Sebastian straightened his back. He pushed his elbows down against his sides. He lifted his forearms. He held out his hands like paws with his fingertips and thumbs pushed to his palms.

“You can whimper,” she informed him.

Perhaps he had the ability, but he didn’t actually want to do it!

Still, she tossed another chip into her mouth. She chewed it slowly and swallowed.

He whimpered. Her boy whimpered like a good and eager little puppy dog for her. Then she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. She touched him, massaging his scalp for just a couple of seconds.

“Good dog!” That’s when she started to extend her hand, and she had one of the chips pinched between her fingers. He started to reach for it. “No,” she chastised him.

He didn’t understand. Still, he automatically pulled his arms back into position. He had to beg. He had to plead. Even if he wasn’t allowed to speak, he could still satisfy his Mistress’s wishes.

Then he understood what she expected. After a huff, he stuck out his tongue, and she smiled down at him. With her free hand, she caressed the side of his neck that wasn’t covered by the collar. Her fingers started along his skin, making him whimper with satisfaction.

Then he got to have the chip. She dropped it down onto his tongue, and he quickly chewed and swallowed it.

“Good boy,” she said. After that, she continued to eat her chips, all while he watched. The flavor lingered on his tongue.

This time, he begged without being prompted. He sat up, straightening his back. He pushed his elbows down again, and he lifted his knuckles just like before. After that, he made the sounds.

They vibrated from deep within his throat.

“Good boy,” she said. “That’s right. You know what to do, don’t you?”

She lowered a chip down onto his mouth, and he quickly snatched it up, chewing and swallowing.

From there, she pulled out a piece of fruit. She stabbed one with her fork. She plopped it into her mouth. She chewed and swallowed and smiled down at him. At some point, she had taken of her phone.

He nuzzled the side of her leg.

“Would someone like some attention?” Nora asked him.

He nodded.

“Are you sure about that? You don’t look like you really want some attention,” she told him.

That’s when he started to pant. Her boy stuck out his tongue like a dog, and he panted for her.

“Such a cute boy,” she said. Nora took the next bite, but she shared the one after that with him. She held out the piece of cantaloupe, and he stretched forward.

“Good boy,” she said as he swallowed.

Next, she took a bite of her sandwich. He really wanted some too! But he’d have to earn it.

As she directed her attention back to her screen, he leaned down, and he nuzzled her shoe. He pressed his lips and the tip of his nose up against her leg. He was rubbing his face on her. As he did so, he made those eager little noises for her.

She loved it.

His Mistress tore off a chunk of her sandwich. He even saw that little hint of mayonnaise, a sliver of cheese, and a chunk of meat embedded between those pieces of bread. She pinched in the sandwich, and she started to lower it down toward him. Right as he stretched forward to take the bite, she pulled it back. “No. I’m thinking my doggie boy should do a trick first.”

He had already begged!

Wasn’t that good enough?

One glance back at this woman made it clear; no, that wasn’t good enough. She expected something more. She expected something better than simple begging.

“Go on,” she said. “I know you can be a creative boy. Show me what you can do, Sebastian. Come on. Impress me.”

He should have been infuriated. Instead, he had this woman looking down at him, and he savored the attention.

It was ridiculous.

And yet, she was beautiful, intelligent, powerful, and unstoppable.

In that moment, he really did feel like he was a member of the inferior sex.

He could only think of one trick.

It wasn’t much, but he rolled around on the floor, dropping down onto his back with his elbows and knees in the air. This was absurd! He was a professor! He panted. She watched him, and she was laughing. She had set that chunk of sandwich down, and now she was clapping for her doggie boy.

“That’s right. Go on. Do it, Sebastian. You can do it for me. I know you can!” She clapped her hands, and he rolled. He rolled over by her command.

“Good boy!”

He jumped back up onto his knuckles and knees. He scurried forward, and she extended his bite of the sandwich. He took it, and it felt so incredible. He chewed and swallowed, gulping it down as fast as he could. She gave him a second bite, then a third since he had been such a good boy.

“I’m very proud of you, but it’s time for you to go back to your corner. Your punishment isn’t over yet.”

In that instant, he really wished he could have looked into her eyes and addressed her as an equal. Even if he couldn’t be her equal, at least he could have hoped for the chance to speak. Deferentially, he could have looked at her and said, “Please, Mistress. Please, I’m sorry. I apologize for my mistake. Nothing like that will ever happen again.”

His owner didn’t give him the chance.

So instead, he rose to his feet, and he went back to the corner to wait.

His time-out resumed.

As he stood there, Sebastian contemplated his punishment. More than that, he kept thinking about her authority.

He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to accept it or embrace it, yet he still sensed that new impulse somewhere deep within his psyche.

At first, Sebastian tried so hard to ignore it. But then, as he stood there, he kept thinking about what he could do. Only this time, it had nothing to do with escape. Rather, he contemplated what kind of relationship he had with that woman.

“She’s my owner,” he whispered, only to tighten as he waited for the vocal control collar to activate.

It didn’t. Apparently, that barely vocalized whisper couldn’t trigger the device.

At first, he tried to file away this idea, thinking it might be useful. Technically, he could still communicate with someone else. He would have to be very careful, but it was possible.

Instead of thinking of this revelation as some kind of strategic asset, he glanced down at his feet. Standing there, he thought of Nora again, and a different kind of yearning seemed to spread through him. It had nothing to do with escape, freedom, independence, or even his own self-respect.

I could be happy as her slave. What if I choose to dedicate myself to her? What if she trains me so completely that I am willing to do anything to make her happy? What if her happiness becomes my priority?

Although he couldn’t focus on anything in particular, his eyes narrowed, and he squinted back at the corner.

Sebastian Drake had never considered himself to be a profoundly ambitious individual. There were geologists who went out into the world and who fought for recognition. Maybe they tried to jump from one university to the next as they searched for more recognition, bigger grants, and vaunted titles.

But as a researcher and as a teacher, he had carved out his position here. Only now, he had been dislodged. With his back straight, he kept thinking of her.

Nora Lorasdottir.

She was so beautiful, so smart, and she had accomplished so much. Simultaneously, there was that tingling desire that seemed to race across his body. He remembered the feel of her fingertips as she touched him and toyed with him.

She could be so gentle, especially when her lips touched his.

Or she could be so cruel when she teased and mocked him. Then again, he almost always provoked those punishments.

For a moment, he smirked, lifting his head and almost laughing. He had to wonder what things would have been like if he had met her, looked into her eyes and said, “You know what? I recognize you as my superior. Please, may I be your slave? May I serve you?”

The idea was ridiculous, of course. No one would ever do something like that, and yet…

“What are you thinking about?” Nora asked.

She had strolled right up to him. He hadn’t noticed the sound of her footfalls, and now she reached out, gliding her fingers up that spot between his shoulder blades.

She chuckled, “By the way, I turned off the vocal control collar. You may speak, boy.”

Tentatively, he started to turn around. Nora, however, placed a hand on his shoulder, effectively stopping him.

“I asked you a question,” she said. In that instant, she didn’t expect eye contact from this boy. Rather, she only needed him to obey.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Sebastian, Sebastian, Sebastian,” she replied. “Are you really going to try that? Are you really going to try to lie to me?”

“No, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Then try again,” she said. “Last chance.” Her breath felt warm against the back of his neck, yet her fingers continued to play along his shoulders and down to his butt as she traced little figures on his skin.

“I was thinking about obedience,” he told her.

“Oh?”

“I was thinking about obedience and whether or not I, I should…”

“Surrender,” she finished for him.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You sounded nervous,” she told him.

“I am,” he agreed.

“Why?”

“Because, because…”

“Because you think this is wrong? Because you think it’s a bad idea?” Nora chuckled. “Are you telling me that you don’t trust me?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Then let me make it easier for you, Sebastian.” Now she touched his shoulder, and she turned him around. He was facing her. While she was fully clothed, he remained almost entirely bare. In theory, his chastity belt offered some degree of modesty, yet they both knew the truth. She could strip him at any moment. More than that, the belt served as a symbol of her control, power, and authority. That was the primary tool she used to own him.

“Sebastian, when you think about your new status, how does it make you feel?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Try again,” she said. This time, her tone softened. She seemed like she really wanted to help him comprehend his feelings as he tried to navigate all of those different expectations. When he glanced up at her, he saw something in her gaze. It reminded him of mercy or sympathy. Maybe it was something close to pity, as though she could understand how difficult things might be for a boy like him.

“Angry,” he told her.

“Superficially, yes,” she agreed. “But you’re just like all of the other boys.”

“Other boys?”

“Remember, Sebastian, I’m part of a larger organization. We’ve been planning this for a long time. You might be the first boy at this college, and you might get to test out most of my prototypes, but this is happening elsewhere.”

Automatically, he sucked in a breath as though he could prepare to defy her. He wanted to argue or disagree. And yet, that was just a bad habit from another phase of his life, one he could never return to.

After just another heartbeat, he exhaled.

All at once, he believed it. All at once, the pieces slid into place, and he could accept it, especially as he had looked around campus and saw the transformation. From his own classes to those groups of students scattered around the quad or near the dorms…it was obvious. Something had changed. To an outside observer, maybe it would have been too subtle.

Since he wore a belt, Sebastian could see it. He understood precisely what was happening.

“So tell me, how are you feeling? Beneath the anger, what are you experiencing?”

“I don’t know how to word it,” he told her.

“I think you do,” she said.

The geologist had to try again. He wouldn’t be able to hide behind one easy excuse or another. A gulp dropped down his throat, and he looked right back at her again. “I, I feel like I should do as I’m told.”

“Keep going,” she said.

“I really feel it,” he said. “I feel…inferior.”

“Good,” she said. He tried to turn away. She touched a hand to his cheek. She forced him to face her all over again. “And how does that make you feel?”

He couldn’t do it.

He couldn’t say it.

He tried so hard to hide from those feelings, only she wouldn’t release him.

“It feels right,” he said.

“It’s fascinating, isn’t it?” She digressed, giving him a few seconds to recover himself, “We like to think that we’re entirely rational, that we rely on our senses or experiments. But really, so much of how we see the world is dependent on our feelings. So if you feel like you should obey, then what does that mean?”

“It means I should do it,” he told her.

“Exactly,” Nora agreed. “Trust your instincts. Trust your training. Accept the fact that you are a member of the inferior sex.”

His mouth watered, and he swallowed back that uncertainty all over again.

He opened his mouth because he wanted to say something. She lifted a finger, and she touched it to his lips. “No,” she contradicted him before he could even utter a sentence. “No, you don’t need to argue with me. You don’t have to disagree. Simply accept it. Deep down, you already know the truth, Sebastian. Embrace it.”

All at once, he answered with the only possible reply, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she told him. “Now, go get dressed and you can head home.”

Sebastian took one step, then another and a third after that. Then something compelled him. He stopped, and he glanced over his shoulder. He turned around slowly. He saw Nora again. She looked so powerful, so unstoppable. When she smiled at him, he could sense something profound: she understood the world in a way he couldn’t. Perhaps it was her intuition, her intellectual rigor, her engineering acumen, or something else altogether.

She sees more of the world. She knows more than I do. That’s why I should do whatever she says. This time, Sebastian didn’t try to banish those thoughts. They flashed behind his eyes, and he simply accepted them.

In that moment, it felt right. Again and again, he came back to that impulse. When he thought of her, when he saw her, and when he heard the sound of her voice, he yearned to obey.

When he closed his eyes and contemplated how little time it had taken, he didn’t try to rebel. There was no flash of resistance, especially because something else seemed to compel him. His primal urges had been turned against him, suppressing everything else. Because this woman controlled his desires…she controlled him.

“What is it, Sebastian?”

“I, I want to be good,” he told her. It was such a simple sentiment.

“I know you do,” she agreed. “Now go get dressed. I’m sure you have a lot of work waiting for you back at home.”

By her command, he got dressed. He went home. As he walked back out onto campus, he glanced around, and he saw the other signs. There were young men who now wore collars. Granted, they might have called them “chokers” but he knew the truth. Then there were the girls who were holding the boys by their hands and escorting them from one part of campus to another. He spotted another group who had encircled a couple of boys, and the young men were now down on their knees. The girls were laughing, chattering back and forth as they made their decisions.

This time, he didn’t want to interrupt. Instead, he bowed his head down, and he made his way back to the faculty parking lot.

He went home.

He did his work.

He tried to pretend nothing had changed.

Then he went to bed that night, and he dreamed about her.

He dreamed about her touch, the soft pressure of her lips, the delicious warmth of her body, and the aroma of her shampoo. Simply being close to her always seemed to provoke something deep within him. And now, it was getting stronger and stronger.

In his dreams, he heard those words, “Mistress, I promise to honor and obey you. I vow to follow your commands. Mistress, you own me.” Again and again, those words seemed to play behind his eyes. The repetition wouldn’t stop until he woke up in the morning.

Instinctively, Sebastian reached between his legs.

There it was again, that little spark of surprise and disappointment. The urges had grown even stronger.

"Say it again," she commanded.

"Mistress, you own me," he told her.

"Yes. Yes, I do," she agreed.

"You own me."

He heard those words inside of his head. And when he woke up, they continued to vibrate along his skin, his thoughts, and deep within his core. He couldn't deny any of them. The words were there, only Sebastian couldn't decide what they meant.

For the next couple of days, he taught. He went to his classes, he followed the rules (especially the one where he had to address every girl as Miss), and he waited.

The hardest part had to be those accidental observations. He saw it in his students. He tried to deny it from time to time. Maybe, on some level, he still thought that one of the boys would be able to fight back. Since Sebastian obviously couldn't do it, he wondered if maybe one of these boys would confront a girl, only this guy would figure out a way to escape his chastity cage.

It didn't happen.

As far as Sebastian could tell, the young women were taking control of the campus. He was walking by the quad one day when he glanced up. He saw the gathered girls. At first, he thought they were all women. This had happened before, of course. Most of the time, the protests were dominated by the female half of the student population, if only because they made up the majority of the student body anyway. Not only that, Sebastian had noticed that his female students always seemed to be the most engaged and dedicated.

But on that day, he saw those girls, and they lifted their fists into the air as they called out, "Female supremacy!"

At first, he hoped that he had misheard them. He stood on the grass, maybe fifty or sixty feet away. The girls lifted their arms into the air again. They chanted that phrase.

"Female supremacy! Female supremacy! Female supremacy!"

He had stood there, staring, uncomprehending.

That's when one of the young women glanced back. Maybe she had sensed him. Maybe it was something else entirely, like a bug had flown across her peripheral vision or landed on her neck. Either way, she turned around, and he recognized her as one of his students.

The girl waved, and he quickly bowed his head down, rushing off.

He went back into his office where he closed the door and tried to hide from what was happening out there. Even so, he could still hear that chant.

When he made it to his office, he pushed his back up against the door, and he knew he could hide there. Sebastian could have ignored everything that was taking place outside of his small chamber.

Then again, Nora or Amy could come for him. At the same time, he wondered what would happen if another one of his students gave him an order. If a girl from any one of his classes had approached him and looked into his eyes and said something like, "Get down on your knees," Sebastian didn't know how he could have or would have responded.

The uncertainty gnawed at him.

Work was waiting for him; he always had more grading to complete, more student messages to answer. But right then and there, he could feel the weight of his chastity belt. If anything, it seemed to tighten around his waist and between his legs. It didn't hurt. It never hurt except for those moments when his owner decided he needed to be disciplined. Even then, those miniature bursts of agony never left any permanent damage. Although Nora intended to reshape her boy, she had no intention of truly shattering him. She simply intended to remake him as her personal slave boy who’d always do whatever she wished.

And it was working.

But now, a different kind of fear seemed to coil at the base of his stomach. Sebastian needed to step over to his desk, sit down, turn on his computer, and get to work. He knew he could lose himself to those rote activities. He could grade his students' work and review the reading for his next lecture.

He could...he could...

That fear continued to tickle the back of his neck because he couldn't stop thinking about the rally and those girls.

He still didn't move.

By now, at least a full minute had gone by, only Sebastian didn't act.

Then he turned around, and he faced the door. He glanced down at the burnished, chrome knob. He studied those details while their words continued to reverberate behind his eyes and between his ears.

"Female supremacy! Female supremacy! Female supremacy!"

This was foolish, he told himself. And yet, the compulsion still itched along the bottoms of his feet. In that moment, he almost wished for the geo-fencing, like his owner could dictate that he had to spend a certain number of hours in his office each day working.

And yet, he reached down. He knew this was foolish too. He knew he shouldn't do it. It was such a bad idea, but he still couldn't help himself. He turned the knob on his office door, and he stepped back out into the hallway. Within seconds, he pushed his way through the door and back outside.

He turned his head, and part of him hoped that he had waited too long, like he had caught the tail end of the rally anyway, and now those young women had dispersed.

He glanced across of the open field, and he saw the quad. He saw the gathered women, only now the group had grown even larger.

Sebastian dipped his head down, and he started walking, drawn by some force.

It was his own twisted curiosity, he knew. He had to witness it. He had to see it for himself.

His feet seemed to move on their own. Consciously, he knew he could turn around. In fact, that thought occurred to him every couple of seconds. And yet, this felt a little bit like eating chips when he was really hungry, or scratching an itch. He knew indulgence wouldn't help, yet he kept going.

Soon enough, he could hear her voice. He didn't know this young woman, but she stood up on the base of the fountain. She called out, her voice booming across the air, "It is time, ladies! Now is the time to take control. Now is the time to look around and to think about who we are, who we want to be, and who we are meant to be!"

"Yes! Female supremacy!"

"Take down the patriarchy!"

"Own the boys!"

That last phrase got a lot more popular in the next thirty seconds as they started to chant, "Own the boys! Own the boys! Own the boys!"

Sebastian swallowed as he listened. Simultaneously, he wondered if they could succeed. If he had pulled himself away from the chastity belt, enjoyed a little bit of satisfaction, and been allowed to think clearly for just a few minutes, he would have tried to point to the different institutions all across the country. Law enforcement. The military. The financial system. So much of society had been built by men, so those organizations and pillars of society favored the male half of the population.

But these girls were aggressive, ambitious, and determined. More importantly, most of the men out in the world had no idea what was going on.

Sebastian shifted his weight just a little bit, and he could feel the pressure from the chastity belt. At the same time, he knew that Amy or Nora could stroll up to him and order him to do whatever they liked.

The speaker raised her hand. The chanting faded away. "Look around, ladies. Look around at the men in your life. Look at who they are, see their flaws, and think about how you can fix them. Think about what you want, and think about what tools you can use. We have the power. We have the authority. We have the right!"

For just a second, Sebastian contemplated striding forward. Part of him wanted to push his way between those girls and to step up onto that ledge with the speaker. It was easy to envision himself calling out to them, his voice booming, "Girls, you’ve had your fun, but it's time to go." As a professor, he itched to believe he could intimidate those girls.

They’d outnumber him.

More than that, he wouldn't be able to scare them off. Even as a representative of the school, he wouldn't be able to do anything to them. In fact, he tensed as one image flashed behind his eyes: he would march up there, the girls would see him, he would tell them that they couldn't be there and that their rally had to come to an end, so they would grab him, strip him, force him to his knees, and make him beg for forgiveness. He would have to apologize as he looked out at them.

"Hello, Sebastian," someone whispered into his ear. He heard Nora’s voice and flinched. He actually hopped up before he spun around. It wasn't just Nora; Amy stood next to her.

"What, what're you doing here?" He forgot all about decorum; he didn't use Nora's new title.

His owner didn't seem to mind. In fact, she watched him, the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement while the corners of her mouth drew up into a barely concealed smile.

"I wanted to see you," Nora said.

"How did you find me?"

"Really?" Amy asked. She had her hands on her hips as she watched him.

Nora didn't intend to tease this boy, not yet anyway. "Sebastian, your belt includes a tracker. Remember?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"You should probably say that a little louder," Amy told him.

Sebastian glanced back at the younger woman. For some flickering moment, he hoped she’d just chuckle and turn her head to the side. Instead, she continued to watch him, her gaze expectant. That's why he broke, "Yes, Mistress." Like a good and obedient servant, he raised his voice.

Luckily for him, there wasn’t anyone else around.

"What you think of it?" Nora asked, nodding toward the crowd.

"I don't know," he said.

"Try harder," Amy chided him.

He gulped and glanced back at Nora. She reached out and took him by his hand. She gave him a reassuring squeeze. Somehow, that only seemed to make it worse. But then, he dipped his head down, "I guess this doesn't really mean anything. Political rallies have been happening on this campus for decades. We’re out in the middle of nowhere, and no one is really paying attention."

"Really? Is that what you honestly think?" Amy asked. "You don't think politics matter? You don't think this kind of community is important?"

"This isn't a vote," he said. "There's no proposition on the ballot. There isn't some candidate they’re endorsing."

"That's true," Amy said. "Is that all that really matters?"

"Think about it," Nora told him.

"I don't know what you want me to say," he finally snapped back. Only then, he started to apologize automatically, "Mistress, I'm sorry. I apologize for my outburst. That was completely unacceptable." He kept talking, yet he didn't dare look up at either of those women. He didn't understand his feelings, not when he had never witnessed anything like this before.

True, there had indeed been other rallies on campus. Over the course of his career, he had watched people come together to demonstrate their support or condemnation of any number of issues. Usually, those rallies didn't mean anything. Most often, they were just an expression of students who wanted to explore their political interests and ambitions. For the most part, the students were fairly apathetic. Like most Americans, they had their secret beliefs, and maybe they posted comments here or there online, but they didn't vote nearly as often as they should have. Just as importantly, they grew more and more distracted by all of the necessities and frivolities in life, making tribalism a lot easier and actual research far more difficult. Besides, they had their feelings.

"Fair point," Nora said. But then she tightened her grip on his right wrist.

Amy stepped forward, and she grabbed onto his left. That's when they started to pull him forward. His eyes widened as they made a direct line toward the gathered college girls. At first, he just stuttered out nonsense. He tried to say something, anything to get them to explain what they had in mind.

Neither woman answered him.

And then Amy said, "Excuse me." Those words weren't meant for him. He tried to wiggle his wrists free, and maybe he could have succeeded if he used all of his strength, but Sebastian had been better trained than that. He knew how to behave, so he didn't argue even as the college girls glanced up, saw him, saw Nora, and then Amy. They cleared a path, and soon they were heading right toward the fountain.

What was going on? Why was he there?

"And look at that," said the speaker, "It looks like we have a guest. Ladies, I'm sure many of you know this man."

They pushed him up onto the steps in front of the fountain. He turned around, and he saw all of those women.

At first, he expected anger, rage, or fury. Energy seemed to crackle along the air, but he tried to convince himself that was his imagination.

These were just girls. They were girls and students, and they weren't special.

Even as he tried to hold onto those beliefs, Sebastian saw the truth. Raw potential seemed to pulse along every inch of this space. There were so many girls, and he knew a couple of them, and they were smart. More importantly, they were dedicated. Most of all, they were unified.

This was something so many people underestimated. Teams didn't necessarily succeed based on raw skill. It was a question of unity of purpose. When individuals worked together, they formed communities. Those communities could change the world. This was how and why so many societies have survived. Individuals contributed, of course, but those achievements only came to fruition when the whole of a group could work together.

That was what he saw in front of him.

So many of the girls were smiling. Others watched him, eager and hungry. But behind every expression, he could see that dedication.

Some of these girls would probably fail. They would graduate, go out into the world, and mess up with a few minor mistakes or something major. And yet, other members of this group would go into politics or business. They would take over. They would take control.

"Tessa," Amy said with a respectful nod.

"It's good to see you again," Nora whispered.

The girls in the audience had gone quiet.

Sebastian glanced around again. It took all of his courage, and then he realized something. At first, he thought this rally had been composed entirely of women. He was wrong. There were guys in this group.

A few of them wore chokers. Others kept their shoulders slumped with their eyes locked on the ground in front of them.

Then there were a couple who were watching all of this, and they seemed curious, as though they couldn't really understand what was going on. Maybe they had marched over, immediately thinking they’d be able to disrupt the proceedings. The guys may have been a minority on campus, yet many of them didn't understand how the world was changing right in front of them. They didn't realize that the expectations had shifted.

But now, those boys didn't dare speak or interrupt. They must've sensed it as well. Deep down, they recognized that truth. Perhaps they weren't ready to admit it. Many of them didn't have girlfriends or even female friends to train them. That would change soon enough.

"And what do we have here?" Tessa asked. She had sharp cheekbones, straight blonde hair, and she wore a navy-blue dress that clung to the curves of her breasts and waist before flaring out near her hips. She did a little turn, and the hem of her skirt rose up. "Ladies, what do you think of this boy?"

He was older than all of those girls. He had more experience, and he was better educated. Somehow, those details simply didn't matter because he remained a member of the inferior sex.

"Make him kneel!"

"He's a boy!" someone else shouted out. "He has to obey!"

"Make him kneel!" agreed someone else.

Sebastian turned back to Nora, and he tried to tell her, "I'm not going to get on my knees in front of these girls." One glance at his owner stopped him.

"Make him strip and then make him kneel!" someone else shouted out.

His eyes widened as he stared back at Nora. Part of him hoped that she might spare him from this. And she did...in a sense. His owner reached out, and she touched the side of his neck. She pulled him forward, and he bent his head down as she whispered to him, "These girls know what they want, and they’re going to get it. If you cooperate now, it will be a lot easier for you." Right, then, he realized something. Nora wasn't simply going to break him in front of those girls. She wouldn't issue the commands. If she had, then it would have been so much easier.

After all, Sebastian had already learned to obey both Nora and Amy.

But these random girls…?

He didn't know how to do it. He didn't know how to cooperate with them. They were just college girls. He had professionally given them orders and instructions over the course of his career. But now, they all outranked him. Each and every one of those young women had become his superior.

"Strip and kneel! Strip and kneel!" The crowd had taken on a new chant.

Ridiculously, Sebastian glanced over at some of the other guys. A few of the independent boys had pulled away, quickly dipping their heads down, tightening their shoulders, and rushing off with their hands in their pockets as they tried to go unnoticed.

It worked.

Sebastian held the girls' attention. He had all of it.

Like a panicked animal, he glanced to the left, then the right.

He only stopped when Amy reached up and pinched his shoulder. She told him, "You have to cooperate."

As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he tried to envision some other scenario, something he could do or say. Again and again, he came back to those fervent hopes, yet they evaporated as he listened to that wall of sound. It beat down against his defenses over and over again.

"Strip and kneel! Strip and kneel! Strip and kneel!"

When his hand started to rise into the air, he still had his gaze directed out at the crowd. He saw those girls. Some were taller, others shorter. Some were wider, other smaller. He saw girls with darker complexions, lighter skin, and all of them had come together. They expected to see this. Maybe they never anticipated one of the teachers would step forward like this.

Then again, he hadn't really stepped forward. His owner and her little sister had guided him here because they expected him to behave.

His hands lifted, but he didn't raise his arms into the air, nor did he try to calm those girls down. He didn't say something about how they needed to disperse because this gathering was completely and utterly inappropriate. He didn't remind them that he was a professor at that institution, and that they owed him their respect. None of those words could leave his mouth. Instead, his hands went to the top button on his shirt. He opened it. Within seconds, he shrugged off his top. He removed the undershirt he wore. Next, he pulled away his shoes, and the girls kept chanting. The words filled the air. They slammed into him, beating down any kind of defiance he could attempt to summon.

Sebastian removed his socks, and then he went for his pants. With his chin almost pressed to his chest, he worked quickly, removing every article of clothing until he got down to his belt.

He couldn't take that off.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Tessa called out to the group. "I would like to introduce you to Professor Nora Lorasdottir and her sister, Amy. Together, they have been training this boy. And now, he knows what he has to do, doesn't he?"

That question wasn't aimed at Sebastian. Rather, the crowd of women called out, "Yes!" He had never heard a single syllable morph into a chorus, but now his knees bent, and he dropped forward.

"Ladies, would you like the chance to pet this boy?" This time, it was Amy who called out those words. He glanced back at her. He couldn't help himself.

Nora's little sister, pulled out a collar and leash. They had been neatly folded and waiting right there in her pocket.

"Yes! Yes! Yes!"

The crowd knew exactly what they wanted to see.

Pet him?

As hard as he tried, he couldn't comprehend what those two simple syllables meant. His heart hammered faster in his chest, the adrenaline spiked, and he ached to run, only that instinct vanished as she slipped the collar around his throat. She pulled it tight. He didn't know if it was a vocal control collar, but he opened his mouth anyway, and he tried to say something. He failed. He couldn't do it, not when he confronted these girls.

Secretly, he had to wonder if the mostly male critics who had often derided content created for women had only done so because they saw scenarios like this: girls at concerts, girls at their favorite movies, girls watching TV or chatting online. Did those men secretly understand what the female half of the population was capable of? Was that why they attacked their fantasy movies and boy bands, their soap operas and reality TV?

When it was designed for a woman, it was almost always reviled as unserious, immature, or trashy.

But now, he witnessed that group of women, and Amy attached the leash to him. She tugged, and she glanced back at him. She didn't even give him the command, yet he knew what she wanted.

Crawl. He had to crawl. She wouldn't allow him any other choice, any other option, any other direction.

This boy would do it.

He broke and yielded to her authority, scampering forward on his knuckles and knees. He slipped away from the fountain, and he could feel the rough concrete beneath his skin. Even so, the women parted for Amy and him. "Can we touch him?" asked one girl.

Another wanted to know, "Can we pet him?"

"Yes!" Amy called out once he was in the center of that crowd. On all fours, he glanced up, only to see blondes and redheads, girls with black hair, brunettes, and others standing around him, encircling him. If he had raised his chin and stretched his neck completely, he may have been able to see the blue sky overhead along with those dappled clouds. But right then and there, he couldn't pull his gaze away from those college students who surrounded him.

One girl pinched his butt. Another stroked his flank. Someone else caressed his bicep.

Another girl ran her hands through his hair.

They were playing with him, touching him and teasing him while he remained there on his hands and knees. With the collar around his neck in the leash, leading to Amy's grip, he endured all of it.

Then someone ordered him to get up and beg.

He obeyed, rising up onto his knees. He closed his eyes for just a moment, and he could almost picture himself back in the workshop with Amy seated above him as he performed in order to earn a piece of her sandwich.

Like a good boy, he made those whimpering sounds. With the women laughing around him, he had no idea whether or not they could hear him. Perhaps a couple did. Most of them probably couldn't. It didn't matter because he kept making those sounds, and he posed for them, pushing his elbows down against his rib cage before he lifted his shoulders and knuckles. He raised his hands and pressed his fingertips down against his palms, all to make it look like he had a pair of paws.

In front of those women, he became an animal. He was an object of amusement and derision. He was a toy and now their plaything.

"Can I spank him?" asked one girl. Sebastian didn't get to see who made the request.

"Has he been bad?"

"I bet he’s been really bad," someone else said.

Sebastian still couldn't pick out any of the voices. They seemed to come from everywhere at once. Each was distinct yet feminine, overpowering and undeniable all at the same time. Someone else stroked his ass. Another girl ran her palm along his backside. Someone else pinched his neck.

They played with him. They poked and prodded him, stroking and fondling him. One girl ran her hand along his rib cage. Someone else prodded his stomach.

Another girl grabbed his chastity cage. She put her hand right between his legs, and then she was directly in front of him. Her eyes shined and sparkled as she asked, "How does that feel, boy? You like it?"

He wanted to answer, only then she turned away, but he didn't understand what was happening, not until he heard the digital click among the tumult. He glanced up and saw another girl had her phone out with the camera lens pointed right at them. She took the picture. Then she flashed a thumbs-up and announced, "Got it!"

Sebastian bristled. Still, he waited for the anger, the argument at the back of his throat, or the ability to defy these women. He may have been on a leash, but he could have jumped up onto his feet and ran. He could have pushed his way through the crowd. If he caught the students by surprise, then maybe he could break out and get away before any of these young women realize what was happening…

As much as he liked that idea, he knew it wasn't going to work.

He couldn't do it. He wasn't bold enough or brave enough.

Then again, it didn't come down to a question of bravery. All too often, people liked to go back to previous generations. Occasionally, a random sexist might point out, "If women really didn't want to be treated like housewives and girlfriends, then why didn't they push back?" Ignoring the fact that there were indeed many women who tried to resist the cultural programming, those amateur sociologists forgot about the cultural pressures. A woman could fight back against society and insist that she deserved rights or the ability to get a job and hold property in her own name, get a credit card or even vote, but so many people would have derided her. The men would have laughed and possibly put her in an asylum. Even other women would insult her, all because they couldn't imagine how much things might be able to change for the better…

It all came down to progress.

But now, Sebastian gazed out at these girls, and he had to wonder if this meant progress.

"Ladies, he has something he wants to say!" Amy called out. In one hand, she held his leash. She raised her fist to the air, and suddenly quiet spread across the quad.

At first, he didn't believe it. He couldn't comprehend what had just happened.

There were all of these girls, and they were watching him now. Before, they teased him and fondled him, touching him and playing with him. Each time, they had asked for permission...from Amy. Since she held his leash, she obviously had the right to decide what he could or should endure.

Amy lowered her head. She whispered to him, "Tell the students what you've learned."

He froze.

The professor tried so hard to articulate himself. He straightened his back, and he closed his eyes for just a moment. In that brief span of darkness, he thought of defiance, resistance, rebellion, and so much more.

And yet, he couldn't resist their power. These girls were right there, surrounding him. These girls understood how the world was going to change. He was just one boy. As a member of the inferior sex, how could he possibly argue with them?

That's why he stayed there on his knees. He had already done tricks for these girls. He had behaved just like a dog for them because he was a boy, so they outranked him. Again and again, the different ideas and pieces slotted together.

He had to tell them what he had learned. He had to tell them how he had been trained. He had to tell them how he had been tamed…

Sebastian considered that last point. He wished he could stand. And yet, he stayed right there. Worse, he realized that he still had a deep, booming voice. As a man, he could get people to listen to him. In that instant, he had their attention. In fact, more of these girls had pulled out their phones. They were taking pictures and recording this. The details would spread online. They’d use this as evidence.

On other campuses and at other colleges, the girls would see what was possible.

Their vaunted professors? There administrators? The men who had wielded power for so long? Yeah, they could be subjugated and tamed. They could be locked in chastity, collared, and taught to obey.

They need to learn that singular lesson; men were the inferior sex. Boys needed to obey. They were born to serve.

He couldn't do it.

He couldn't say any of it.

When Sebastian raised his head, he looked out at the assembled women. He saw these girls, and he wondered about all of their potential. That thought wasn’t new, of course. This was a college campus, and the girls came here to learn and prepare themselves to confront the wider world. They become politicians, engineers, programmers, philosophers, critics, and business leaders. Together, these women could alter the trajectory of the world...Random individuals may have needed to look to singular visionaries, but it was the group that would work together to rewrite society and the future.

Again, he gazed out at those women. He saw all of these girls, so he saw the future. "I have learned to be an obedient boy. I've learned my place. I've learned about my own inferiority. I, I am a member of the inferior sex!" He called out those words, and then he braced himself, thinking it wouldn't be enough. But then Nora leaned down, and she whispered, "Good boy."

He couldn't help himself. He grinned. There was this huge smile stretching across his face, and then she added, "But we still aren't done with your punishment, are we?"

Wait. What?

He kneeled there, mostly naked as the rally finished up. Several of the girls delivered their speeches. At other points, they chanted. Sometimes, they just seemed to joke around, talking about how much better the future would be while simultaneously dismissing all of the different contributions men had made to society.

At some other place or time, maybe these girls would have been able to acknowledge what men had done for the world. It wasn't all bad, after all…

Even so, this group intended to change everything.

The girls dispersed, and he looked up at Amy, then Nora. Moment by moment, he waited for one of them to explain.

Nora glanced down at him, "You should probably go get dressed." He found his discarded clothing, got dressed as ordered, and then the girls escorted him to his next class. Nora took the leash, and he walked around on campus like a dog forced to follow his owner.

He passed several students, some male, some female. A couple of them recognized him. The guys looked back at Sebastian, and their teacher had no problem reading their expressions.

Those young men wanted to know what had happened to him. A couple of them seemed to understand, and they glanced away at once. The others stared as they tried to comprehend what was going on around them.

They still didn't know, he understood. Soon enough, however, a girl would come for each and every one of them. Those boys would be locked in chastity, tied down, touched and teased, spanked and harassed as they learned how the world was changing around them. Everything was changing. This came close to the next stage in human evolution.

"Should we make him teach in just his chastity belt?" Amy asked when they arrived at his next classroom.

"No," Nora said. After contemplating the question for a couple of seconds. "I think I like the idea of him getting things back to normal. But, of course, you're still following the rules, aren't you?"

"I address all of my female students as Miss," he said. After another heartbeat, he remembered to add, "Mistress."

"And you feel like you should be a good boy? You feel like you want to please your owner?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Although he didn't raise his voice right there in the hallway, he gave her all of the deference she deserved as his owner.

"Good boy," Nora said as she patted him on the head.

"You should get going," Amy chided him. "You don't want to be late."

He nodded quickly, and he started to take a step, only then he paused. He glanced back at Nora, "Mistress?"

"What is it, boy?" Nora asked, not unkindly.

"What you said before…" His voice trailed off, but then he swallowed and tried again, "Before, you said that I still need to be punished?"

"That's right," Nora told him. "What? Did you think I finished with you back in my workshop?" She smiled at him as he bit his tongue. "No. No. That's not how this works, boy."

His mouth opened for a moment, only for him to seal his lips after another second of contemplation. "Yes, Mistress."

"Now get to class," she said.

As he turned around, she gave him a quick smack on his behind. It didn't really hurt, but he stumbled into his room, and a couple of the girls glanced up. They were definitely snickering now.

His phone vibrated for his attention during his lecture. He was talking once again, and he could almost forget about everything that happened outside: the rally, the reminders, the declarations, and his public display of nudity.

Then another thought occurred to him. He had to wonder how long she would let him teach. At some point, these girls would decide that they didn't need to listen to him. He was just a dumb boy, so he needed to be subjugated more appropriately.

He didn't check his phone, not until class ended.

Several female students approached him. They had questions. Clearly, these girls already knew the answers, but they enjoyed it when he would turn to them and say, "Yes, Miss?"

Miss. With that one word, he acknowledged their authority, their superiority, and their supremacy. In that classroom, he may have been the teacher, but they were in charge.

The last girl left, so he reached out and grabbed his phone. He saw the message. It came from Nora, his Mistress.

We can finish your punishment tonight. Come to 667 Kelsey Way. 7:00 PM. Wear something nice, and don't be late.

He stared down at those letters and numbers. He memorized the details almost immediately.

Students from the next class arrived, and they took their seats. Still, he stood there, feeling foolish right until the moment when the next teacher came into the room. "I think it's time for you to leave, boy." That was another teacher. He didn't know her because she worked in a different department. Even so, he jerked his head up, only to nod quickly. "Yes, Ma'am." She was another teacher. He couldn't address her as Miss, so some old muscle memory kicked in, and he deferred to her with a different kind of authority.

Ma'am.

The word sounded old-fashioned, yet he couldn't do anything about that.

He rushed out of the room. Back in the hallway, he checked the message again.

Sebastian stared. His brows creased, but he couldn't figure anything else out.

He taught the rest of his classes. He did some grading.

And then he went home.

Back in his bedroom, he contemplated what he would wear.

Finally, Sebastian pulled on some dress shoes, black pants, and a white dress shirt. He thought about putting on a tie but he resisted the urge. He buttoned up his shirt and tucked it in. He made sure his outer belt looked nice enough. And then he drove over.

Along the way, he kept checking the GPS. He continuously considered and reconsidered the address. He wanted it to make sense to him. But even as he drove up in front of the large house, he didn't know this neighborhood, nor did he understand anything about what happened here.

Only then he spotted something special.

Greek letters.

He saw them on one house, then another and another after that.

As a professor, he had never paid much attention to the Greek life at Cascade University. There were fraternities and sororities, of course. Occasionally, some girl or boy would gush about her new friendships. A guy might say something like, "Yeah, man. We’re hard-core. We know how to drink, party, go after the girls, and excel." Most of the time, Sebastian simply nodded along politely, largely because the students who joined the Greek societies always struck him as the most insecure. If they wanted to join a club, that was fine with him. Then again, those students were usually the ones who failed or barely passed his classes.

Exhaling slowly, Sebastian got out of his car. He checked the time. It was almost seven...Puffing out his cheeks and doing his best to ignore the nervous storm of energy hovering somewhere at the base of his gut, he walked up the steps, knocked, and then he saw her.

First, there was Amy. She had her hand on the doorknob, and she smiled at him. In her silver dress, she looked incredible. From her high heels up to her bare legs, that formfitting fabric, the straps, and her necklace, she dragged in his focus. She wore more makeup, and she had her dark red hair tied back into a bun. She looked amazing, especially as she smiled at him.

"Hello, Sebastian," she taunted him with his own name.

"Miss," he said with a polite tip of his head.

"It looks like my slave is here," Nora announced. "You're going to be an amazing contribution."

"Contribution?"

"Tonight is something of a potluck," Amy explained to him. "At least when it comes to the service boys."

"I don't understand."

"And that's adorable," Nora said. She reached out, extending her hand and waiting for him to take it.

Because he didn't know what else to do, he followed her lead. She took his hand, and she tugged him into the house. The door closed behind him, and he wanted to flinch, almost as though he had just been sealed inside.

Amy was the one who leaned over and said, "The women here all have to contribute a boy to the event."

"Contribute?"

"Tonight, you're going to serve," Nora told him. "Go back to the kitchen, and there’ll be someone there to tell you what to do."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, taking a step forward, only to stop. That's when he saw how the entryway gave way into a larger living room. In that next space, different women had gathered together. A lot of them were younger, he noted. A few were older, probably around his or Nora's age. They looked like teachers. The rest of the participants all seemed to be college students.

"Sorority girls," he whispered.

But then he tightened his chest, locked his fingers, and strode ahead with as much dignity as he could muster.

As he walked back through the living room, he did his best to stay out of everyone's way.

That's when he noticed a couple of other guys. Two of them looked like they were older. The others seemed to be in college. Sebastian recognized one of them as a former student. But now, the boy was shirtless as he carried around a tray covered with tiny spring rolls. The women seemed to pick at those hors d'oeuvres, enjoying themselves as they chatted.

When he made it into the kitchen, he found another woman. He recognized her as one of the university secretaries, only now she glanced down at her tablet, then back at Sebastian.

"And who are you?"

"Sebastian," he said. "Sebastian Drake."

"Former professor?"

"I'm still a professor," he told her.

"Cute," she said. "And who brought you?"

"Nora?"

"Okay," she said. "See that bottle of wine? You're going to carry it around the room, and you're going to refill the guests' glasses. Oh, and you're also going to follow any commands you receive. Any questions, boy?"

"No, Ma'am."

Ma'am. There. He just did it again. He didn't know how to take that word back, but the woman chuckled at him, probably because he had originally outranked her.

Reluctantly, he went out onto the floor. He saw one woman, and she quickly motioned for him to approach her. He obeyed. "Would you like more?" As he asked, he felt something shrivel inside of him. This was domestic service. It was the kind of work his education, income, and experience should have prevented him from ever needing to do.

The young woman held out her glass. "Fill it up," she instructed with casual ease.

He obeyed.

"You can go now," she told him right when he finished. It was an obvious dismissal.

Within just a few minutes, he had emptied his wine bottle. He rushed back into the kitchen, and he grabbed another one under the secretary's watchful gaze. She was busy monitoring the boys, giving them instructions, and making sure they served appropriately.

This time, Sebastian headed into the party, and that's when he saw one of the other servants. Only now he had been stripped naked, pushed up against the wall, and some of the girls were taking their turns spanking him. Their hands flew down, crashing against his bright red buttocks.

Sebastian froze. He stared. He couldn't help it, not as the different sensations crawled across his skin. Part of him was horrified that something like this could happen. After all, that wasn't just a student. That was another teacher. And yet, he was shackled in place, pressed forward, utterly helpless. The spanking stopped. A girl came forward, and she grabbed his ass. Then she whispered something to him. All at once, he called out, "Ladies, I am inferior. I'm inferior, and that's why I messed up. That's why I bumped into you and made you spill your drink. I, I'm so sorry. I swear, I’ll do everything in my power to make sure that kind of mistake never happens again."

"You," someone said. Sebastian glanced up, only to realize that a girl with dark-brown hair had just called out to him. She wiggled her glass, and he rushed over.

"You don't remember me, do you?"

"I'm sorry, Miss," he said. Technically, this wasn't a class, so he didn't need to use that kind of decorum. He didn't need to bow down before these women. No one had ordered him to anyway. And yet, he glanced at her again, and he saw the haughty confidence. At a glance, he knew that this young woman would expect nothing but his best behavior, and if she didn't get it, she would push him up against the wall too. He could take that other boy's place, and Sebastian would be the next one to struggle against those leather bonds as the girls had fun with him.

"That's okay," she said as she enjoyed a sip. "My name is Margaret Munro, and I was in your class three years ago. I was a freshman, and I always thought you were an interesting teacher."

"Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss," he told her. He started to turn away.

"I didn't dismiss you," Margaret pointed out.

His spine stiffened as he froze. He turned back. He looked at her.

"How does it feel?"

"What?"

"How does it feel to be demoted?"

"I'm not sure," he said truthfully.

"I think you can do better than that," she said. "Dig deep. I want to know the truth, boy." She stepped forward, and she hooked one finger into his shirt.

His former student was shorter than him by several inches. Even so, she didn't seem to care. At once, he understood how she saw him; to her, he was a big, dumb animal. Even if he wanted to believe that he had physical superiority on his side, it made no difference.

"I wonder if you're going to misbehave tonight," she said.

Then he drew in a breath. "I, I want to be an obedient boy for you and the other women here."

She watched him hard. "You know what? I actually believe you." She leaned forward and patted him on the head. "Best of luck, Professor Drake."

"Beautifully done," Amy said as she came up to him.

"How much of that did you overhear?"

"All of it," she promised him. "But you know what? My sister is looking for you."

"Where, where is she?"

"Downstairs," Amy told him.

He didn't understand. Weren’t they on the first floor?

His student chuckled, "Basement."

"She wants me in the basement?"

"Yes," Amy replied. "Can you find your way on your own or do you need me to escort you?"

"I can find it," he said.

"Then you should go. You shouldn't keep her waiting."

"Yes, Miss," he said. As he strode away, he slowed down for just a moment, and he glanced over his shoulder. Amy was still watching him. At the same time, he didn't think she intended to double check to make sure that he actually found Nora. The final outcome was inevitable. Instead, she just wanted to see him off. She wanted to study him as he obeyed her commands.

"It feels natural," he whispered as he bowed his head down and made his way over to the stairwell. He hadn’t noticed it before, but now he tentatively headed down into the basement. He found the door at the bottom landing, and he timidly reached out for it. When he opened it, soft light spilled out.

Then he looked at the shackles on the walls, the spanking bench, the different cages, and the large bed set into the corner of the room.

In the center of the room, Nora stood with her arms crossed over her chest. She looked amazing in that black dress. The shimmering silk accentuated her amazing curves. She lifted her hand, and she motioned for him to come closer. In that moment, he noticed the dark red of her nails. He scurried over to her.

"I love the way you come running," she told him. "Just like an obedient dog."

"Would you like me to do some more tricks for you?"

"No," she said with a bright smile. "I think that won’t be necessary."

"May, may I ask…"

"Why we’re down here?" Nora finished for him.

He nodded.

She smirked. "Stay right there. Hold your hands behind your head."

He followed her order immediately and without question. If anything, assuming that position had become easy, almost as though it freed him from the necessity of thought. When she gave him a command like that, he could obey, and he knew he would do it right.

"Very good," she said.

Like some predatory animal, Nora began to circle him. She reached up, stroking his cheek with the back of her hand. She scratched at his neck. She trailed one finger down his back. Then she squeezed his butt. After that, she let go, only to continue those slow and dangerous movements. "I really enjoy inspecting you," she said.

"Mistress, would you like me to strip for you?"

She didn't answer right away. Instead, she came around him a second time, then a third. Finally, she stopped, only she stood there, outside of his line of sight.

"Yes."

His owner stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and she observed as he pulled off his shirt and pants, shoes and socks. He removed every garment until he stood there in nothing but his chastity belt.

"Thank me for it," she said.

"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for putting me in chastity."

"How does the denial make you feel?"

"Subservient, Mistress," he said automatically. Most of all, he really meant it. The words jumped from his mouth, and he didn't even think about trying to take them back, nor could he mistake them for some attempt at manipulation or deception. This wasn't a game. Thinking of it as a game would have implied some kind of contest between equals or at least a scenario where he might have had a chance.

He didn't. He knew that now.

"Do you feel programmed?"

"I don't think so?"

"No," she said. "This is better than programming. To be honest, I don't know if something like hypnosis or brainwashing is ever going to be a reality. Did you know that some of my colleagues are actually looking into it?"

His mouth fell open. "What?"

"It's true," she said. "They want to study behavioral training, subconscious desire, reflex, that sort of thing. Personally, I prefer something a little bit more tangible, but I wish them the best of luck."

"You, you can't be serious," he protested.

"Why not?" Nora asked with a shrug. "If you really stop and think about it, we all have these desires and built-in heuristics. We do so much without actively thinking about it. There’s conscious thought, but there's also training, social expectation, and all of these little rules we follow without thinking. So what happens when women begin to rewrite those rules?"

"I, I don't know," he told her.

"Yes," Nora replied, easily contradicting him even as he made a point about what he knew or believed. "You do. Go on, boy. Tell me." She grinned at him. She looked so amazing in that shimmering black dress. From her high heels up to her bare legs, the hem of that skirt, her waistline, the curves of her breasts and those straps along her shoulders, every detail seemed to entice him. He was watching her, and he knew he had to speak.

After he pressed his lips together and swallowed back some of his nervous energy, he tried again, "If they can rewrite those rules, then they can dictate everything about society."

"Exactly," she said. "Remember, culture is a fascinating creature. Some of it might evolve naturally, but there’s still the confluence of the choices we make. Different groups can come together, and they can alter how we see the world with what we do, say, and create. Whether we’re talking about rules or stories, we know how to get people into the right frame of mind, don't we?"

"You're messing with me now," he said.

"It's fun," she replied. "But you're right. We should get started, shouldn't we?"

"What, what does that mean?"

"Your punishment," she said. "You’ve already stripped. It’s time to kneel."

Those words echoed from the rally. His heart started to beat faster. He glanced over toward the doorway; they were still alone. Upstairs, the other women were enjoying their party. As boys scurried around to fill their drinks and offer them food, the young women and their teachers at this gathering savored the night. They could revel in their power and the options they could now enjoy. After all, the boys no longer had a say in what might happen. Granted, the rules could still be complicated. If a girl saw a boy she liked, she might take him for herself if he didn't have a specific owner. If he did, the negotiations could begin…But it wasn't like they’d have to worry about the boy and what he thought.

This would become common, Sebastian quickly realized. Soon enough, every party would be like this. The women would enjoy themselves, and the boys would serve.

"Sebastian…" Nora said, drawing him back to that present moment.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, dutifully. Within moments, he was ready for her. He wore just his chastity belt…

"Good boy," she said. "Now, are you ready for your punishment?"

For one or two or three seconds, Sebastian wished he could defy her. He flashed back to those many instances when he had argued or defended himself. Words had been his weapons and armor for so long, only now he stared back into her eyes. Like so many other boys around this college, he had learned to surrender. "Yes, Mistress. I, I'm ready for my punishment."

"Good," she said. She took him by his hand, and she guided him back toward the corner in the bed.

As he followed like an obedient slave, he wondered exactly what she had in mind. And then they were right there, so she turned back to face him. She slipped her feet from her shoes, and she stood there, and in shorter now. Even so, she still wielded that same power and influence over him.

"Remove my panties," she instructed.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He found himself on his knees before her. She sat down on the edge of the bed, she spread her legs, and she watched him. He reached up, sliding his fingers along the underside of her skirt. Then he found the elastic of her panties, and he tugged them down, gently guiding them along her thighs.

"Before I punish you, I expect you to service me."

He lifted his head. All at once, the hope ignited.

"You're thinking you might get me off. And if you do a very good job, I might let you out of your chastity belt, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Good," she told him.

Good?

He tried to understand what that meant.

"Hope is so enticing," she told him. "It can be so kind or so cruel. It's a difficult emotion to lock down, don't you think?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said without really comprehending what she meant.

Then again, it didn't matter because he was a boy, and she intended to toy with him.

"When you see me like this, how do you feel?"

"Aroused," he admitted it was true. After so long in chastity, some part of him had started to believe that he would be able to get over it. Some part of him anticipated some kind of numbness, like his body or mind could simply adjust. It didn't. It hadn't. Right then and there, when he got close to this alluring woman, his shaft pushed out and it strained against the chastity cage. Those instincts raged; his body warred against its captivity. Of course, his cock would never be able to break free. Even so, he still endured the desperation and longing.

"Right now, what would you do for an orgasm?"

"Anything," he told her. "Everything."

She giggled, and then she touched the underside of his jaw. Nora pulled him close before she kissed him.

It only lasted for a few seconds, but that momentary brush of her lips along his mouth inflamed those needs even more. The desperation rushed through him, flaring and flashing along every inch of his skin. He could feel it along the curves of his shoulders, down to his buttocks, his legs, all the way to the tips of his toes. The heat pulsed between his legs, but he couldn't experience that incredible throbbing. He couldn't lose himself to the rhythm, the completion, or that wild and incandescent satisfaction.

Instead, all he got was that kiss, and then she placed her hand on the top of his head, and she nudged him down.

He had removed her panties, so his cheeks slid along her inner thighs, and then he nuzzled her pussy, exactly as she liked. "Good boy. That's right. I love feeling your face right there between my legs."

"Yes, Mistress," he murmured, his voice low and eager.

"This isn't your punishment," she said. "This is just me enjoy myself with my slave. Because what are you?"

Nora had just given him the answer. Sebastian didn't have to think about it. He understood precisely what she expected from him.

At that moment, he couldn't even envision some attempt at defiance. He didn't hesitate, nor did he try to hold out. He didn't ache to prove something.

"I’m your slave, Mistress."

"And tell me what that means," she instructed.

"It means I belong to you. It means I serve you."

"You don't really believe that," she said. "But you will."

That's when she slid her hand through his hair all over again. "Service me."

This kind of intimacy was supposed to be a gift, only now she had him. She had ensnared him, and he’d do anything for the chance to please her. If he could please her, maybe she would reward him. But even if she didn't, he still sensed those other desires and drives buried deep within him. As a boy, he had to work to satisfy her. He had to serve her…

That's why he licked. That's why his tongue played up and down along her dampened sex. He pushed forward, and he just barely started with those first few swipes of his tongue. As she began to moan and pant, he went in deeper. By now, he had learned so much about her body and what she craved.

Sebastian did his best to give it to her.

"Do you know what I love about having you like this?"

Obviously, he couldn't answer. More importantly, she still had her hand braced against the back of his head, meaning he would have had to push back against her in order to try to look up into her eyes were he to speak. In that moment, she didn't expect a response because she didn't want his opinion. Rather, he was best suited to kneel there between her legs as he lapped at her slit and worship her with all of the pleasure he could give.

"When I was in junior high, there were these boys, and they loved joking about sex. They didn't even know what they were talking about, but they wanted to act like experts. It was dumb and immature, but one point they made always stuck out to me. As far as they were concerned, women were supposed to be the ones who offered oral service. They loved to go on and on about blow jobs. They joked about them like they were the funniest things in the world. Then one of the girls in my class asked those boys when they were going to reciprocate. When would they do something like that for their girlfriends or wives? The boys laughed." Nora shook her head as he worshiped her. She let out another little gasp of pleasure as she came closer. Still, his Mistress seemed content to enjoy the feel of his tongue along her most sensitive spots.

He licked, speeding up, slowing down, going from the left to the right, up and down, or in little circles. Sometimes, he went back and forth, sometimes diagonally. He did everything he could to pleasure her even as she teased him.

Nora hadn't finished with her story, "The boys laughed because they didn't think they had to do something like that. They were just kids, but they had already learned something important. As far as they were concerned, pleasure and sex meant male satisfaction and nothing else. Sex for them was supposed to start and end with the male orgasm. But that isn’t how it works right here right now with us, is it, Sebastian?" This time, he sensed her tightening her grip on the back of his head. Her fingers grabbed at his hair, and she pulled him back to look up at her with big eyes.

"No, Mistress," he said, uttering those words like a confession. "That isn't how this works."

"Then how does this work?"

"You command, and I obey," he said, doing his best to strip the reality of his situation down to the simplest form.

"Good boy," she said. "That's what I love about you. I love hearing your surrender. I love knowing that you belong to me because this belongs to me." In that moment, she leaned down, and her hands slipped between his ribs to his stomach, along his pelvis and down to his cock and balls. His boy parts remained locked under those layers of steel, yet she still squeezed. He still whimpered. Even if he couldn't enjoy the sensations for himself, he understood what she was doing. Nora tugged on his chastity cage, making the belt dig down against his skin. He loved it. He craved more. He let out this quick gasp, all because she had come so close to releasing him.

But then she didn't. Instead, she put her hand on his head again, and she nudged him back into position, exactly where she wanted him.

Her urges and desires mattered; his did not. The equation was so simple that even a boy could understand it.

"You want to be my good boy. You're learning, aren't you?" Nora didn't give him the chance to answer as his tongue slid and danced along her opening. He was worshiping her, bobbing his head up and down, pressing his lips to her opening, and sliding his tongue along the walls of her sex, all to trigger the electric pulses of satisfaction.

As he tasted her and savored the heat of her body, he ached for the chance to get out of his chastity belt, but that wasn't going to happen, not soon.

Then she finished. She pushed him back.

The professor hadn't cried out, screamed, or shouted with her usual ecstasy.

"Did I do something wrong, Mistress? Did I make a mistake?"

Nora didn’t answer, but he saw something else in her expression.

"You really want to put me first, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Despite the theatricality of his response, he knew that those were the right words. He told her the truth as he gave her exactly what she wanted.

"You’re a good boy, but you still tried to escape, didn't you?"

"I’ll never make that mistake again, Mistress," he promised.

"I know you won't," she agreed. "But that doesn't mean you should escape punishment, does it?"

"No, Mistress," he said.

"You can't escape your subservience, your belt, or me."

"No, Mistress," he agreed.

"Say it."

"I can't escape my subservience, my belt or my owner."

"Good boy," she said. "And you will accept every decision I make for you, won't you?"

His lips parted as they both waited for another flood of defiance. As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it. He thought through the rest of his life, and everything she could do to him, but he didn't break. As her obedient slave, he nodded. He bowed his head down. "I am yours. I will do whatever you want."

"And if I decide to hand your tenured teaching position off to someone else?"

"That is your prerogative, Mistress," he said.

"Someday…" She teased him. But now, she grabbed him by his hand, and she pushed herself off of the bed. She walked him over to another piece of furniture. He saw the flat table, the rubber surface, and the eight, leather straps. The restraints and their buckles waited for him. He swallowed as she pointed. "Get into position."

"I, I don't know how?"

"Get on your hands and knees," she said. "Your wrists go here and your ankles go there," she pointed.

Then he realized what this table was. Although it may have only been a couple of inches off of the ground, it would restrain him completely. With his wrists, elbows, knees and ankles shackled into place, rendering them completely unable to move. It would also put his ass at the same level as her hips...

As he deferred to her authority, he slid into position.

She worked quickly, securing the straps on his wrists. She slipped the leather restraints over his elbows next. From there, she strapped down his knees and his ankles. As she trapped each limb, he could feel his freedom dissipate. Down on all fours, he was ready.

Then again, the freedom from before had been an illusion. So long as he wore the belt, he’d have to do anything and everything she said.

Was the belt necessary?

If she pulled it off of him and glanced into his eyes and gave him the command, what would he do? As Sebastian confronted that question, he understood the automatic, intellectual response that was supposed to pop into his head. Nora controlled him with the belt. She owned him with the threat of punishment, denial, and so much more.

Only then, he dipped his head down as his lips tightened and he contemplated the lingering flavor of her excitement.

This boy could make her moan. He could make her cry out with ecstasy. And suddenly, that was all he wanted to do right until that moment when she smacked his ass. Pain simmered along his skin as she pulled her hand back.

"What did you do wrong?" Nora asked him.

He couldn't lie; he couldn't attempt to deceive her. He couldn't hide in some kind of rhetorical trick or strategy either. Simply, he needed to acknowledge the truth for her...his owner. As his nostrils flared, he told her, "I tried to find someone to help me get out of this chastity belt."

"You know, the irony is that I don't mind when you try to escape," she said, making him take this sharp breath. She continued, "There’s something adorable about watching you try to remove the belt on your own. But you wanted to go talk to someone else, didn't you? You thought a boy was going to be able to help you? No," she said. "That isn’t how this works."

For the last couple of minutes, she had stood behind him. He kept his head straight, and he stared at the far wall. At the same time, he lost himself to that sense of subjugation. It seemed to subsume his being, like this was his natural state; this was who he had always been meant to be. Although he could be fascinated by magma flows and tectonic plates or wandering through the wilderness and taking pictures, this was his truest self as he waited.

And then she stepped back into his field of vision.

In that moment, he saw her, only she had removed her dress and pulled on something else. He saw the dildo extend from between her legs as he struggled to understand what was going on. "You’re a boy," she informed him. "From now on, that means you were born to serve. You serve your superiors. You belong to me. You serve me."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"I'm going to use this on you," she promised. Nora slid her fingers along her thigh, up to the black latex of her strap-on harness, and finally along the curves of the light pink phallus. The dildo reminded him of the hue of her hair...Nora grinned at him, "But first, you need to get it ready. Open your mouth, boy."

Sebastian obeyed.

As she trained him, he couldn't do anything else. He parted his lips, and she came right up to him, and then she touched the tip of her fake cock to his bottom lip, and she pushed forward. "Suck it," she ordered.

Her enslaved professor obeyed again, and now she pushed her hips forward, so he could feel the rubber toy glide along his bottom lip, the flat of his tongue, all the way up to the roof of his mouth. At the same time, he tried to obey her. He wrapped his mouth around her shaft, and he started to suck, worshiping it just as she expected. At the same time, her expression softened along with her tone as she started to run her fingers gently along his scalp.

"Good boy," she said. "I know you don't like this, but that's okay. You need to learn to serve your superiors. You’re getting better at it, and I can see that you’re finally accepting your new status. You’re a good boy, aren't you? You know that you're a member of the inferior sex, so you serve. You obey. You listen to your superiors. That’s me. I am your superior. Amy is your superior. Every girl on this campus outranks you now. You might be a teacher, but you always have to do whatever they say. Yes, you do." His Mistress pushed her hips forward, then drew back, sliding the length of her shaft along his mouth. A little moan escaped her lips.

At first, he didn't understand, only then he figured out how this worked. This two-headed dildo pushed into his mouth. As he pushed back, she reveled in the friction as the other side of the toy pushed against her wet slit. With every undulating movement, Nora subjugated him and enjoyed the physical reactions right there between her legs.

He kept sucking on it, exactly as she had ordered. He followed her command because he couldn't think to do anything else.

Then she pulled it back, and she peeked down at the glistening length. "Very nice," she said. "Now, do you know what I'm going to do with you?"

"You, you're going to fuck me," he said.

"Exactly." She smiled and tapped the tip of his nose before she asked, "Aren't you smart for a boy?"

Nora came up behind him, and she stroked his ass with one fingernail. Her touch brought that electric shiver to his body.

"You're cute when you struggle," she told him. At first, he managed to resist the temptation, if only because he didn't want her to believe that he was trying to fight. But then, little by little, his muscles seemed to move on their own. The panic spread along his body. "Who knows?" asked his owner. "You might enjoy this." Then again, he remained locked in his chastity belt. With his boy parts imprisoned, he couldn't enjoy an erection. He’d never be able to get off, no matter how much she stimulated him.

When she touched the tip of the dampened dildo to his opening, he lost control. He bucked. He thrashed. He tried to yank and twist his way free from those leather restraints, only this furniture had been constructed by an actual engineer, and Nora knew exactly what she was doing. He couldn't knock it over. He couldn’t tear himself free from those bonds either.

She touched him and teased him for the next few seconds. With every second, Nora loved watching him try to break away. His heart pounded, and his muscles burned with the effort, but he didn't stop.

Then she shoved forward. She let out this gasp of pleasure as she pushed into him, stretching his opening. She pushed in, going inch by inch. He tried to clench down. He tried to keep out that invasion, only she wouldn't be deterred. Professor Nora Lorasdottir knew exactly what she wanted, and she took it from this boy as she penetrated him little by little until she had buried her shaft. His eyes widened. He tried to hate this. He didn’t. He tried not to love this. He failed. The excitement raced across his skin. It felt as though every nerve he possessed cried out for more.

She reached out with one hand, and she stroked the back of his head, his neck, shoulders, and more. She touched him, teasing him, even as she pushed forward again, only to draw back. At first, she moved slowly, taking her time as she gave his body the opportunity to adjust. She could be a kind Mistress like that. Then, little by little, she allowed herself to succumb to her own temptations. The ecstasy was building up.

"What are you learning?"

"To obey," he gasped. Sebastian tried so hard to rage against what was happening, yet the stimulation continued to dance and dart across his body, making his shaft strain with newfound desperation. He didn’t know how something like this could be possible, yet the belt kept him restricted and denied. She could push him to the verge of release, but he couldn't have that completion.

She rammed him harder now, thrusting, jerking back, and pushing forward. She took this boy, fucking him hard as she claimed him. Then she cried out. This time, the ecstasy exploded across her body, and that's when he looked up.

They weren't alone, not anymore.

He had lost himself to the privacy of his own frantic stimulation, but now he looked up, and he saw different girls. There. He spotted Amy. There, he saw the girl from the rally, Tessa. He noticed young women from his classes. He saw sorority girls and teachers, and they were all watching him as he got taken hard. He couldn't believe it. He tried to close his eyes, to hide, yet he was still panting, breathless as he lost himself to that anticipation.

She jerked free. Then she grabbed him by his hair. She pulled on his head, and she said, "Tell us. Tell us all what you're learning."

"I'm learning to obey!"

"Ladies, each and every boy can be broken. This man tried to get out of his belt, but he won't make that mistake again because he knows who he is. He knows what he is. Say it."

"I'm a boy. I'm a slave. I’m her slave. I'm grateful for the chance to be her slave!"

“He means it," someone whispered.

"Definitely," agreed another woman.

Grinning, Nora released him from his restraints. He didn't understand. She pulled him over. And then she held out her hand. Someone gave her the key, and she used it. Eyes wide, he could only watch. She yanked off her harness, and she let the discarded dildo fall to the floor.

Within just a few more seconds, his cock was free.

"Don't move," she said.

His legs were extended, his elbows bent, his wrists pushed down near the sides of his neck. He may not have had bonds on his limbs, but his subservience and her authority pressed him down.

Once the chastity belt came away, he hardened. His member stiffened, and the excitement roared across his senses. Then she stroked him, teasing him and squeezing him. She pulled her hands away before he could climaxed. "I'm going to ride you, and they're going to watch, and you're going to stay right here, like a good boy, and you won’t come until I give you permission. Say it."

"They’ll watch, and I'll stay right here, and I can't come without your permission," he repeated, desperate to get every word and sound just right for her.

"Good boy," she said. That's when she straddled him. She'd take him...he hoped. At first, she ran her fingers through her hair and tucked some of those errant strands behind her head. Then she leaned down, and she kissed him. She touched her lips to his mouth. Then she kissed his neck. From there, she pressed her right breast to his lips. "Suck," she ordered. Nora moaned as he followed her command all over again.

She switched, and he knew he was being used. He knew he was being watched. He was serving as the entertainment for this evening, yet he kept obeying.

When she was satisfied with the attention he had given her breasts, she pulled back, and then she stroked his shaft again. She repositioned herself. Knees bent, she almost hovered above him. Then she came down, little by little. Holding onto the base of his cock, she used him. She lowered herself onto his member, and now she surrounded him, enveloping his manhood between the wet contours of her pussy. The distance between them vanished as she came down. She had him. Then she rose up. She embraced that friction, that heat, that delicious stimulation as they connected. "Mine," she said.

"Yes, Mistress!" He called out those syllables, suddenly desperate. It required every ounce of self-control he possessed to hold back the release.

For days and weeks, it felt as though he had been struggling so hard to embrace some rebellious moment when he would magically get to come without her permission. But now, she had given him an order, and it held him down more tightly than any manacle, any collar, or any chastity belt ever could have.

His owner rode him, sliding forward, moving up, then down, taking everything she wanted.

The minutes compressed into seconds. Distantly, he could hear the whispers and murmurs. He could hear her moaning as she lost herself to that ecstasy.

"Now," she ordered. "Come for me now!"

He jerked his hips, clenched his muscles, and he surrendered without really understanding those words. He lost himself to that storm of subjugation, the knowledge that there could only be one guiding influence in his life: his owner, Nora, his Mistress…He stared up at her, knowing he belonged to her. His shaft pulsated, and the throbbing seemed to vibrate along the entirety of his being and straight down to his core. He lost himself, and she cried out, throwing her head back as she embraced her own release.

"And that, ladies, is how it's done," she said to her friends and fans.

Distantly, Sebastian heard the applause.

She whispered to him, he followed the order. He climbed off of the table and dropped down, naked in front of these women. A few of them patted him on the head. A couple of them stroked his shoulders her back. But then they started to drift away, and he turned back to her.

They were alone in the basement, surrounded by those different implements.

She had thrown herself down onto the bed, and he had crawled after her. He swallowed, wondering if he should say something. At the same time, Sebastian glanced at this woman again as she asked, "What are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking I'm grateful," he told her without hesitating. "I'm thinking that I know the truth now. I understand that I’ll do whatever you want."

"Yes, you will," she said. Nora pushed him down onto his back, and she rested her cheek against his shoulder. He wrapped his arms around her, and he embraced that easy sense of obedience. "From now on, I'm going to start sleeping at your place," she informed him. "Then again, it's not really your place anymore, is it?"

"No, Mistress."

"And you're not really your own man anymore, are you?"

"No, Mistress," he said.

"So if I decide you're going to spend an hour every day working in front of your smart mirror or maybe a couple of hours in your cage, what's going to happen?"

"I go wherever you put me," he said.

"And?" She asked.

"And I will be grateful for the training," he told her. But most of all, he meant it.

The End
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Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction of an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman, while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber views Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with pristine lakes, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he’s owned by his girlfriend, and Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!


Want a free ebook?

To thank my readers for all of their support, I’ve written and published Court Ordered, a 34,000-word novella that you can get for free here. (Just enter 0.00 as the price along with your email address to download this novella for free!)
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