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

It was the middle of the afternoon, and he was supposed to be exhausted after last night's parties, but he still couldn't sleep as he rolled to the left or right and imagined what he would get to do when the sun set again. He thought of the limousine, the champagne, the shots, the waitresses in their tight, shining uniforms, and that sense of freedom that could only come when most of the city went home and to bed.

Finally, Preston rolled onto his back, and he could still feel that fatigue shoving down against his eyes. He didn't care. He stared up at the ceiling, and he wondered exactly what he was going to do that night. It was going to be a game, a hunt. He wanted to go out and to flirt with the girls, to see if he could take anyone home. Or better yet, could he get one of those girls to bring him back to her place?

He had a headache, and his hangover was still pounding against his skull, but he smiled anyway.

It was probably time to get up.

He rolled over, grabbed a glass of water that Vanessa had left for him, along with a couple of aspirin tablets. He threw them back, gulped down some water, and shook his head from side to side.

Pulling himself out of bed, he stretched, lifting his arms over his head. He really didn't like the light. Of course, he pulled the shades over the windows, yet the stubborn sunlight still crept through the cracks.

He pulled the shades back and stared down at the city. Sharp illumination cut across his vision. He had to blink for a couple of seconds as he waited for his pupils to adjust. But once they did, he could enjoy the view.

In the penthouse on top of the Skyler Building, he had one of the best views of the entire city. He could see Washington Park, the arena, the ocean, and the scattered skyscrapers below him. Up here it was easy to feel like some Greek god. As far as he was concerned, his penthouse doubled as Mount Olympus. When he looked down at the rest of the city, he could see the cars rolling along like little bugs. If he wished to see any of the pedestrians, he had to squint.

They were so small, so insignificant. Those were the kinds of people who had to worry about making payments on their condos or their apartments.

No, Preston Magnus Carter had never actually paid a bill. He didn't understand the niceties of checking on bank accounts. As far as he was concerned, that was work for someone else. Even though his sister, Aria, seemed to enjoy that kind of work, he didn't see the point. Considering the size of their family trust, he figured it was generous of his family to give a couple more accountants and lawyers something to do with their days.

Reaching over, Preston grabbed his phone, checked the time, and groaned. Yeah, it would have been better if he could have slept for another hour or so.

Shrugging, he didn't feel like climbing back into bed. He considered his two gaming setups. To one side of his room, he had his Lightning 17 Gaming Chair, the polished mahogany desk from Triton, and his ultrafast rig. If he didn't feel like gaming on his PC, he could always pull out his VR headset. Or maybe he could go back to the other room and chill with one of his consoles.

Wobbling his head from side to side, he considered it.

Instead, he wandered out into the hallway. He didn't see her.

Next, he went to the study. Sure enough, he found Vanessa there.

Vanessa.

She was lovely with her long red hair, her pale features, and those freckles. She looked like a traditional Irish girl, which always seemed somehow amusing to him. Maybe, in his mind, the Irish still existed as servants all across the world. Strictly speaking, he knew that probably wasn't true. Just judging by the movies and TV shows he watched, it seemed like other groups were more likely to take on those subservient roles. Still, there was something gorgeous about this girl. It probably helped that she was his age.

Ideally, he would have required her to wear a sexy little French maid uniform. It could have been short and black with a white apron, and she would have had to bend over. Then again, that could still be fun.

"Good afternoon, Preston," she said when she saw him come in. At that moment, she was adjusting some of the books. His sister, Aria, had probably asked Vanessa to rearrange the collection. "Or should I say, good morning?" A hint of disdain may have slipped into her voice, but Preston didn't mind, especially because she still smiled. Yes, she had a good attitude, especially as one of his employees.

"Good afternoon, Vanessa. How are you doing?"

"Fine," she said. "Your sister asked me to track down a book for her."

"Really? I don't know why she bothers."

"She still likes physical copies," Vanessa said.

"No," he said with a shrug. "I meant all of this. I mean, aren't all of these writers dead?"

"Just because they're dead, that doesn't mean they don't have anything useful or interesting to say."

He sucked in a breath, "Right."

As Vanessa returned to her work, Preston considered her. He tilted his head to one side when she turned away. Yes, she was just the cleaning girl, but she had on a pair of snug black pants and this cute, white blouse that flared out near her waist. Better yet, it seemed to hug her curves, especially around her rib cage.

Feeling puckish, he slipped forward, and soon he was invading her personal space. She was reaching up toward one of the books when he grabbed it for her. "Can I get that for you?"

He grabbed it, pinching it and pulling it off of the shelf before tossing it onto the desk. This single study was enormous and larger than the vast majority of the apartments in the city. Even so, only a couple of inches now separated them. She turned around, and she was facing his chest. She looked up.

"What, what are you doing?"

"Vanessa, have you ever thought about us?" He let a little hint of excitement race along that final syllable.

"There is no us," she shot back.

She began to step away. He dropped his hand down to her wrists, and he grabbed her. He pulled her close again. With his free hand, he reached up, and he gently stroked the curve of her jawline with the back of his hand. In that moment, he didn't know what he was doing. He literally had no plan. Instead, he simply followed his impulses because it was easy and fun. "There could be," he said.

She tried to say something. He spoke over her, his voice this low and husky rasp, "Haven't you ever thought about it? Haven't you ever imagined it?"

"No," she said emphatically.

"Liar," he said. He leaned down. He was almost close enough to kiss her. Almost.

"I'm not lying," she said, only he could hear that break in her certainty.

"You never thought about it when we were kids? You never thought about it when your parents came here to work? We used to have so much fun, you, me, and Aria. Don't you remember playing tag? I remember how much you enjoyed it when I would chase after you? You loved that, didn't you? You always laughed the loudest when I went after you first." Without trying, they could both remember what it had been like. They grew up together. They had so much fun, sharing secrets, telling stories, and adventuring together. His parents had been very generous, so even if Vanessa's family hadn't been able to afford the same kinds of trips and experiences, the Carters had no problem paying her way. Neither Preston nor Aria ever brought it up, yet that little redheaded girl always had to be aware of the difference between them. After all, she could come to the penthouse and hang out for a couple of hours each day, but she would inevitably go back to her mom's apartment and her tiny bedroom. Just as importantly, she understood how it felt to hear the phrase, "We can't afford that right now."

That's when he grabbed both of her wrists, and he pulled them above her head, and he pinned her there against the bookcase. Her eyes widened.

He leaned in.

"You can't do this," she whispered. He kept leaning in, inch by inch. Then, only this tiny bit of distance separated his mouth from hers, and he grinned.

"You're right. I really shouldn't mess around with the help." He let go. He stepped away, and he didn't even turn back to see that embarrassed look on her face.

How much longer did he have to wait? Seriously, this was so boring. This was so freaking boring!

In college, he had a professor who seemed quite sincere as he leaned forward across his desk, braced his knuckles on the sturdy tabletop, and asked, "Do you guys ever get bored?" They still had a few minutes before he'd start his lecture. This had to be one of the six class meetings where Preston headed in late. "I'm going to sound super old here, but I remember what it was like when there wasn't infinite content all around us. You couldn't just download any game you wanted. You were stuck with a limited supply of TV shows, movies, and games. So how about now? Do you get bored? The professor seemed genuinely interested, but Preston hadn’t answered. Still, that question lingered, especially at moments like this.

He was back in the entryway, waiting for Gabriel, Kyle, and Davis to show up. By now the sun had started to set, and those golden tendrils of light were retreating as the shadows lengthened. It was time for the darkness to spread across the city. They could go out. They could party. They could hit the most expensive and exclusive restaurants. After that, they could bounce from club to club.

Yeah, he was looking forward to it.

In the meantime, he found himself seated there in the entryway, surrounded by marble floors, expensive paintings, and the massive double doors that led in from the private elevator. Of course, his friends had the key cards to get up here. Maybe Aria didn't really appreciate that, but she wasn't going to argue with her little brother.

For just a second, Preston smirked, grateful for his position. Yeah, yeah. Aria wanted to go into the family business. Someday, she probably wanted to be the CEO of Carter Consolidated, one of the largest industrial companies most people had never heard of. Frankly, Preston didn't care about fame. He wasn't one of those kids who needed to get the approval of poor people. Heck, he hadn't even fallen into the social media trap. It was something that never quite made sense to him.

Over the course of his adventures since (barely) graduating from college, he had gone out with a bunch of different girls. Usually, it was just a flirtation here or there, and there would always be that difficult question about their true motivations. Did those girls actually like him or were they interested in just his money? Most of the time, he told himself he didn't care. And yet, those girls were beautiful. Some of them even came from moderately wealthy families (of course, their bank accounts couldn't possibly compare to his). Despite those advantages, these girls still threw themselves onto the different platforms, and they desperately chased after likes and followers and views.

Seriously, why?

Those girls could have real power. If they went after a guy like him and successfully managed to start a relationship, then he could give them pretty much everything: the penthouse apartment, a private driver with an amazing car, trips all over the world, and anything else she might desire. Along the way, she'd just have to keep him happy. But instead, so many of those girls found themselves snapping selfie after selfie as she tried to get the perfect shot for some random corn farmer in Idaho or maybe a teacher in Florida. Why did those people matter?

Preston liked to think he was smart enough to recognize the meaning of real clout: money. Better yet, clout could be purchased, and he wasn't talking about the fake followers Russian hackers might try to sell to flailing influencers. No, real clout meant getting access to the most exclusive clubs and VIP zones. It meant showing up at a place like Ronaldo's without a reservation and still getting one of the best tables in the house without waiting.

And yet, he could still be grateful for those desperate girls, especially as he sat on the leather couch, leaned back, and gazed down at his phone. He had some time to kill, so he didn't mind the scrolling as he jumped from one video to the next.

In the first video, he watched as this gorgeous girl wearing tight shorts and a sports bra bounced around to one of his favorite beats. The camera zoomed around her as she mixed ballet and hip-hop moves. It was incredible and probably required a lot of skill. Even so, Preston focused on the contours of her butt and breasts. Then again, he loved the way she smiled and winked at the camera.

Smirking, he shook his head from side to side. So many people liked to look down on pornography, but he didn't see much difference between this and some of the hard-core videos. Maybe nudity wasn't involved, but he doubted that girl was naïve enough to think that most of her viewers were there to see her incredible skill. She may have trained for years to master those sorts of movements and maneuvers, but he didn't care about that.

After a few seconds, he got bored and swiped up.

The next video. This one included another girl, only she was actually wet. She had just climbed out of the pool, she was wearing this little pink bikini. She held onto a beach ball, and she started to dance to another song.

The camera zoomed in on her breasts, her butt, her hair, and then her knowing smile. Whoever edited this video had done an excellent job. Right as he was about to get bored, the camera cut to another detail.

Gorgeous, he decided. Like so many other guys, he had no problem walking through the world and constantly evaluating the women around him. The girls he had met never liked that idea, but it was so easy for a male to casually glance in any direction, pick out the girls, and immediately decide which ones he would want to sleep with.

As far as he was concerned, he was biologically programmed to be a predator. He was a hunter, and he had every right to go out into the world and to chase after the girls he wanted.

Besides, they loved being hunted. If they didn't, there wouldn't be girls like this one in that pink bikini dancing on his screen and desperately hoping for his attention.

The video came to an end, and he swiped over to the next one. "Guys, we need to be serious about what is happening in the world," came a male voice as random gameplay from some pixelated bullet-hell filled his phone's screen. "The President thinks she can do whatever she wants. After this last election. She might have received a mandate from the public, but are we seriously going to accept martial law? It's already happened in Austin, Dallas, New Orleans, Portland, San Diego, and Denver. Do you really think she's going to stop there?"

Politics, he silently sneered.

The video came to an end before Preston could actually swipe up.

Then there was another one, and it was all about politics too. This time, he didn't swipe up immediately because there was this digital anomie girl. She had huge eyes, this tiny curved nose, and this flirtatious smile. Her hair and the contours of her breasts had been beautifully animated. She wore a schoolgirl uniform with a white blouse and a blue, pleated skirt. She was dancing, hopping up, spinning around, raising her hands and swaying from side to side. At the same time, a guy snarled, "Look, I'm not endorsing everything they have done, but we need to face facts. Something is coming. The women of the country have gone crazy. There. I said it. Am I going to get canceled? You know what? I don't care. I'm going to tell the truth. I'm going to tell it like it is. If you don't like it, swipe up. I dare you."

Preston laughed at that.

Frankly, he wasn't worried about the politics. He was rich. Yeah, the average person might have to worry about inflation or the price of oil or whatever, but he had money. In a worst-case scenario, he could always just believe in the United States. No, he wasn't especially thrilled by the President or her rhetoric. Apparently, she had a majority in Congress as well? If he had concentrated hard, he would have been able to tell what that meant. But like so many other jaded Americans, he didn't want to think he had any responsibility, and it was easy to ignore his civic duty if he just assumed the entire thing was corrupt anyway.

Then again, his family was rich. If anyone was going to corrupt the system with political donations, it would be his.

He smirked at that and wondered if this was one reason why Aria always enjoyed going to all of those political fundraisers.

Miami may have flooded, but the rich people got out in time. That was how it always worked. Right? The same thing would happen here. At least, that was what he told himself whenever he bothered to consider those possibilities.

The speaker continued, "If you're still watching, that means you're brave enough to think about what is actually going on out there. I won't endorse everything the Sons of Freedom or the Patriarchs have done, but we need to be real here. There are serious problems, and telling our Lady President isn't going to help. Let's face it. Politicians have been out of touch for decades. You know it, and I know it. Keep watching if you think you can handle this."

"What kind of garbage are you watching?" Aria asked as she walked into the room. She blinked a couple of times, stretched her neck to the left, then the right, and finally sat down on the couch opposite him.

"Honestly, I was into it more for the dancing anomie girl," he said as he flipped the phone around.

"Well, just be careful."

"Careful?" He lifted an eyebrow.

Aria was a year older. Occasionally, he wondered if he should resent her, especially considering how she had taken control of the family trust after their parents passed away. It had been nasty and sudden; their corporate jet went down over the Rockies. He remembered getting a text message from his mom telling him that he should study for his AP Biology final. Then he had gone to sleep, and when he woke up, Aria had been sitting on the edge of his bed, her eyes wet, her bottom lip trembling.

She had been the one to tell him.

At that point, they were both teenagers. They were both young adults, and they had drifted apart. It wasn't like when they had both been in elementary school, and they would run around and play silly games. He wanted to chase after girls, and she wanted to focus on succeeding in college.

But then she told him the truth, and he hugged her, and she hugged him, and they held onto each other because they had no one else. Up until that point, it hadn't really scared them. It was always Mom and Dad and Aria. But now, half of their family was just gone?

He hadn't been blessed by denial or shock. Instead, he instantly understood, and then the hurt flooded through his body in a way he had never experienced or expected. He thought of how he was never going to be able to impress his father. He thought of how he was never going to get to hug his Mom again.

But he had Aria.

And somehow, she knew exactly what to say. She promised she would take care of him. She was his big sister, after all. She was technically an adult. He was close, but he didn't know what to do. Besides, she had always been the one who earned the best grades, chased after the awards, the honors, and seemed to dominate every competition. She may have been young, but she even had her own office at the corporate headquarters for Carter Consolidated.

For the next couple of weeks, he hadn't worried about that. He gave up on his high school classes. Somehow, they seemed unimportant. Instead, they grieved. They went to the funeral, they listened to all of the polite expressions of condolence from their family's corporate and political allies. Vanessa was there, of course, and she cried with them. Her mother had been on that same corporate jet; she often handled the cleaning, but she also dealt with some of their logistics, which meant she routinely accompanied them on their different trips around the planet.

The following day, they went to that second funeral, but there hadn't been any investors or politicians there. Instead, Vanessa had to accept the polite condolences from some uncles and aunts and cousins she didn't really know.

After the funerals, the trio explored the city. They walked around Central Park. They tried different cafés and restaurants. They tried to distract themselves as much as possible. For Aria, that meant reading about the family business. Technically, it was a publicly traded corporation, meaning they didn't have total ownership. Shares were traded on a daily basis in New York, London, Hong Kong, and Tokyo. Still, her family name meant a lot, and she wasn't about to let the behemoth built up by the last generations drift into irrelevance.

For his part, Preston didn't know what to do.

He played his games. He spent time with his friends. More and more, he found himself going out with Kyle, Gabriel, and Davis. As a foursome, they hit the clubs even when they weren't old enough to drink legally. They experimented and played around with the girls. After all, there were so many young women who wanted to snag a boyfriend like him. He played with them. He toyed with them. Sometimes, he hoped he might be able to fall in love, but it was always so much easier to chase after someone else.

Granted, there had been Valerie.

Even as he waited for his friends, he couldn't help but feel that little twinge when he thought of that girl. There had been a couple of young women who wanted to be his "girlfriend". Each time, he said yes. And when he did, they squealed and usually went down on him. (That was why he said yes in the first place.) And yet, something had been different with Valerie.

No. He wouldn't think about her.

"You okay?" Aria asked.

"Yeah. I'm fine. Just distracted," he said.

"Just tell me you're not going to pay much attention to those videos," she said.

"Why not?"

"Granted, I didn't hear everything he was saying, but it sounded like he wanted to defend it. The Sons of Freedom are garbage. They’re seriously, literal human garbage."

"Tell me what you really think," Preston said with a smirk.

Her eyes narrowed, and she watched him. She leaned forward. She touched her palms together and pointed two fingers at him. I vote, Preston, I'm serious about this. I know you aren't interested in politics, and I think that's why we should have this talk right now."

She was only a year older. They were both in their twenties. Still, she had no problem talking down to him like she was in charge.

Most of the time, it doesn't bother him. But at that moment, something spiked inside of his chest. Still, he suppressed the urge to roll his eyes or simply ignore her. On some level, he knew that his older sister was smarter than him. He could be mature enough to admit that much.

He probably could have caught up with her, but he didn't see the point, especially now.

"Preston, I'm serious. Have you paid attention to anything they have said?"

"Have you?" Preston retorted. Ironically, his sister had taught him that strategy. If he didn't know something, he could instead ask questions and weaken someone else's argument by drawing out the flaws in their position. This way, he didn't have to take any risks.

"Actually, I have," she said, which was almost enough to make him flinch. "The Sons of Freedom might have started out as just another political organization, but they have seriously evolved into something dangerously toxic. There's a reason why martial law is getting instituted across the country."

"It's only in select cities," he pointed out.

"True," she acknowledged. "But it has been necessary. Have you followed the riots? The bombings?"

"No, not really," he said.

Occasionally, he saw the police cars screaming down some of the city streets, but that was supposed to be normal, right? Even as a little kid, he remembered the sounds of fire engines roaring down one avenue or boulevard after another. It was just part of living in a major metropolitan area.

"Those people are dangerous. The Patriarchs are even worse."

"Are we sure they did it?"

"I'm sure of what they say on their websites and in their videos," she replied. "They think we should go back to a time where women weren't even allowed to vote. It's ridiculous." She hissed through her teeth. For a moment, it looked like she would unleash some brand. Then again, she seemed to remember who her audience was, so she forced herself to relax, "Look. I get it, Preston. This isn't really your thing. I just don't want to see you get sucked down some rabbit hole."

"You really think I'm that weak?"

"No," she said, "But there's something about modern information that's really important to understand."

"What's that?"

Aria leaned back on the couch. She raised her head, and she stared up toward the ceiling for a couple of seconds as she searched for the right words. "The internet is obviously a fantastic information resource that has completely changed how humans interact with the world. Cool. But there's a problem. When new people come to research questions, they want to start at the most basic level. But there's a problem with that. Sometimes, there are facts and ideas that we don't have to argue about again and again."

"What's wrong with asking questions and starting with the basics?"

"Think of it this way. Are women as intelligent as men? Do women deserve the right to vote? If a woman and a man are doing the same job, should they make the same amount of money? The answer to all of these questions should be an emphatic yes. That said, there are sexists and misogynists out there who use this dynamic to their advantage. Instead of talking about real issues, they want to constantly relitigate the basic questions. The cigarette industry did the same thing decades ago. Of course, it was a lot harder for them because they had to convince journalists and scientists rather than just random people online. Plus, astroturfing was a lot harder."

"Astroturfing?"

"Instead of coming up with a grassroots campaign based on what actual people think, major companies and other vested interests can fake a national consensus pretty easily, especially now with bots and deepfake drones."

"Right." For the most part, he hadn't paid attention to those issues. Even if he occasionally saw articles about how AI had obviated tens of thousands of positions, he didn't care.

"Anyway, the Sons of Freedom and Patriarchs use those kinds of technologies. They also make a point of trying to convince the world that we need to start at something simpler. Instead of just talking about the President or her policies, they would rather go back to something even more traditional. Are women emotional? Are they unreliable? Are they irrational?" At this point, Aria rolled her eyes as the disgust laced every word, leaving her mouth. "If you are new to the conversation because you're young or you have never really studied the history of gender or feminism, then these can seem like legitimate questions. After all, you're just asking questions. Right? But in the end, they exist to undermine and subvert women's position in society. It's a very old technique, but it is still effective."

"Right."

"Have you been reading the news?"

"I've been watching videos," he said.

"Come here," she instructed. She motioned for him to cross that short distance between their couches. If only because he didn't want to argue with her, he got up and crossed the distance. He dropped down next to her, and she held out her phone. "How much attention do you pay to your feed?"

"I watch the videos. I hit like sometimes."

"There's a very good chance you have gotten yourself pulled down into an echo chamber."

"But you're immune?" Preston asked.

Aria smiled at her little brother like she was genuinely proud of him in that moment. "No. I'm definitely not immune," she replied. ". Remember, the companies that make these apps only care about the amount of time and attention you give them. If they can show you something that will keep you around for just a few more seconds, they can call that a win. Most of the time, that means they will show you what they think you want to see."

"I don't see a problem with that," he pointed out.

"Except it’s so easy to fall into an echo chamber, Preston. Like right now, if you only watch those guys who tell you that the Sons of Freedom or the Patriarchs aren't that bad, you might start to believe them. After all, you won't see much about the bombings. Or if you only hear about how the President is awful, then maybe you will start to hate her. Maybe it will be easier to focus on the details that support your side. I love having a ton of information instantly available at my fingertips, but I also need to understand that the companies who provide these services have a very specific incentive. And they don't care about politics, at least insofar as those issues don't affect their bottom lines."

"You're sounding paranoid," he told her.

"I'm sounding realistic," she said.

"Besides, shouldn't you be back in your office?"

"I needed a break," she said. "Some of our managers in China are losing it. Apparently, there have been some wage riots at nearby factories. Then there was another bombing in Atlanta today. It looks like the President might make an important move."

"More martial law?" In truth, he didn't even know exactly what that meant. He understood that certain individual rights and liberties had been curtailed in the affected cities, but he figured it wouldn't come here. And even if it did, they had enough money to get out pretty quickly. "Anyway, I should probably get back to work."

Preston was about to say something else, only the doors to the private elevator dinged open. He saw his friends, so Preston jumped up.

"Bro," Davis shouted, "Are you ready to get wild?" Preston's friend finally glanced off to the side and noticed Aria. "Sorry. I mean, we are going to be very safe and we will make sure to get your brother home in one piece."

Aria rolled her eyes. "Boys, just be careful. Okay?"

"Always," Preston said without really meaning it.

"Gentlemen, what's on the agenda for tonight?" Preston asked. After he graduated from college, he had honestly wondered whether or not he would get bored of this kind of lifestyle. A couple of years went by. Nope. He loved it. He loved going out every night and exploring the city. As far as he was concerned, he'd never tire of the girls and parties and dancing, the drinks, the food, all of it. During the day, he could sleep or workout. At night, he could go experience the world as it was meant to be enjoyed by a man with his kind of wealth.

Kyle adjusted his cap, glanced over at the other guys, and announced, "I'm thinking a trip to the Wild Red for dinner, Poker Town for drinks, and maybe hit Eclipse for some fun?"

"Absolutely," Preston announced. He would be funding most of the night's festivities. Even so, he didn't mind. He had the most money here. More importantly, he didn't see the point in being rich if he wasn't going to be generous, especially with his friends.

They rode the elevator down, jumped into the family limo, and told the driver where they wanted to go.

At the Wild Red, the hostess at the front immediately recognized Preston and his entourage. Maybe he didn't like organizing or making the suggestions, but he took the lead, especially when it came to dealing with the staff. The young woman smiled at him. "Mr. Carter. It’s a pleasure to see you here again." Of course, they had bypassed the line, walking straight up to the hostess's small booth.

Restauranteurs had to contend with several different kinds of clientele, all of whom might be important. Lots of business owners focused on the celebrities and social media stars. Those individuals could attract a lot of attention. They could also be a lot of fun. There were many new restauranteurs who wanted to get their pictures taken with the hottest girls online. And yet, those young women and men often had clout, but they didn't actually bring in enough money to warrant the attention they received. There were also individuals like Preston. Maybe he wasn't famous, but he had money...lots of it. In fact, one meal here between him and his friends would probably be enough to pay that hostess for a year. Then there were also the "regular people". They didn't have money or fame, but they supplied a ready stream of revenue.

This girl knew all about Preston, so she smiled and offered to take them back immediately.

"Thank you, Nicole." She didn't wear a name tag, but she had introduced herself on several previous occasions. Whether or not he was actually right didn't matter. She smiled and escorted the boys back into the restaurant.

There were different kinds of servers, of course. Some of the girls wore tight little dresses. They rushed between the tables as they refilled glasses and flirted with some of the men. Others carried big trays with the different entrées and appetizers.

The guys started eating. They joked around. They laughed.

And yet, Gabriel was quiet through most of it.

"You okay?" Preston finally asked.

Both David and Kyle glanced over at their other friend.

"Yeah, I'm good."

"You sure?" Davis asked. Between the four guys, he was by far the biggest. If they ever got into a fight, Davis could just step forward, and most rivals would simply back off. He looked like a combination of football player and sumo wrestler. He was a big dude, and the vast majority of his size came down to muscle.

"Yeah, I'm good," Gabriel said again. Only then his eyes narrowed, and his jaw clenched as he stared past his friends and back toward the entrance.

Preston was about to ask what Gabriel just saw, only the other guys had turned back as well.

A new couple had walked into the Wild Red. Kyle let out a hiss between his teeth. Davis shook his head and growled something inaudible. Gabriel kept staring, and Preston narrowed his eyes. "Really? Are we going to see that here now?"

There was a young woman with blonde hair that swept back over the top of her head and cascaded down her back in a waterfall of golden yellow. She wore a silver dress, black boots that shined, and she held onto her clutch with one hand. In the other, she held the end of the leash. The leash didn't extend to a dog, however. Instead, there was a young man following after her. He was shirtless. He wore black shoes and matching jeans that were tight against his body.

Sights like this could be seen all over social media, of course. Granted, Preston rarely viewed those kinds of images. He usually swiped away before he had to consider what they meant.

This girl, however, had come into one of the most chic and expensive restaurants in the city. Worse, the management actually allowed her in here with her boy toy?

"That's just gross," Davis said.

"If they were just playing a game or something, I don't think it would be a big deal. But I bet he actually signed a contract."

"Those contracts can't be legal," Davis muttered.

"Are you a lawyer?" Gabriel asked.

Preston glanced back at his friends. "It's just something she's doing to get attention," he finally said. "We should ignore them."

They went back to joking around. They laughed. They made noise, and they talked about some of their favorite games. They debated the merits between different movies. Last, they went back to the classic argument about who would win in a fight: Thanos or Darkseid.

Even though everything sounded normal, Preston couldn't shake that odd sense of change.

Aria had talked about that before, of course. Sometimes, they would be having dinner on some random Tuesday or Wednesday night, and she would be home from the office, and she would start talking about some new technology or development. Or maybe something had changed in a country like Nigeria, Columbia, Mexico or Canada. Then she would stab her fork into some piece of her steak, and hold it up as she said, "No matter what we do or what we have achieved, we need to understand that the world is constantly in a state of flux. Anyone who is hoping for stasis or simply to maintain the status quo is doomed to defeat. You can never step into the same river twice."

He didn't know where that last reference came from, but he understood the simple idea that the world was always changing. Intellectually, he understood it. But he rarely felt it. After all, he could buy whatever he wanted. That kind of money provided a great deal of protection.

Only now, he watched as that young woman strode forward with her boy.

Had he been legally reclassified as a pet? A slave? Or maybe this was just a game? For all they knew, he was her boyfriend, and it was a regular relationship.

The blonde noticed his attention. She probably had her boy on a leash because she intended to show him off. That had to be it, Preston decided with a twitch of irritation. She was probably some minor heiress, the kind of girl who could inherit a couple of million dollars and decide that made her a modern princess. At the same time, she likely hoped to build up her reputation online. She expected people to like and follow her and subscribe to her channels.

Reluctantly, Preston also had to admit that it was working. She walked over to her table and sat down. The boy waited at the side, and then she pointed to the floor.

"Come on," Gabriel growled. He looked like he wanted to cup his hands around his mouth and shout something like, "Have a little bit of dignity, man!" Then he stopped himself at the last moment. The Red Wild was one of the most exclusive restaurants in the city, meaning any sort of bad behavior could get them kicked out.

"It's fine," Preston said.

"Is it?" Davis asked.

"How can he put up with that?" Kyle asked with this mixture of wonder and revulsion in his voice.

"A leash isn't even necessary," Gabriel said with a shake of his head.

"It's all about theatricality," Preston agreed. Even though he tried to stay away from the feminist and female supremacist influencers online, he knew about the different kinds of technology being developed all across the world. As women took charge of different companies and levels of government, controlling men has become far more popular. On some level, he wanted to view it as simply a type of fashion. And yet, it seemed so extreme.

Gabriel was right about the leash being completely and totally unnecessary. There were now collars, bracelets, belts, and even subcutaneous chips that could be purchased by anyone with the right amount of money. A young man could be tagged or collared or belted, and he would be monitored by professionals. There were entire services and brand-new companies dedicated to tracking men specifically. For the women who didn't want to pay that kind of subscription fee, they could simply follow them with the GPS.

Then there were the other devices…

"It's more than that," Gabriel said, biting out each word. "He's probably wearing one of those locks."

"No way," Davis said, his voice loaded with disbelief. "That doesn't really happen."

"What?" Kyle asked.

"He's talking about a chastity belt, I think," Preston said, only now some uncertainty permeated those words. "Right?"

"I don't like it," Davis said, leaning back away from the table and holding up his hands with his fingers splayed as though he wanted to remove any possible connection between that idea and himself. "But yeah, I think there are guys who are actually doing it."

"It is legally required in certain areas," Gabriel said.

"No way," Kyle shook his head. "That has to be a violation of civil liberties or something, right?"

Preston found himself quoting his big sister, "Societies are made up of laws, and laws are made by people, and people can change their minds." That was one reason why she valued flexibility so highly. One or two or three or four or five or six generations might decide to follow one set of rules. And yet, their children could come along, and they could decide that society needed to change. Only a couple of generations ago, women had been allowed to vote. After that, they had to fight for other rights: the ability to own property, to get credit cards, the respect necessary to be hired.

In another one of those rare class meetings when he hadn't actually fallen asleep or simply played on his laptop, Preston's professor had talked about the disappointment those earliest feminists must have experienced. How many women had fought for the right to vote and immediately assumed that would create some kind of equality? In truth, the types of sexism simply evolved. Yes, women could vote. So what? That didn't mean women would get anything close to equal representation in Congress, on the Supreme Court, or in the Oval Office for more than a century. More than a hundred years would have to go by before women could obtain real power.

"This is different," Davis insisted. "If we are talking about chastity belts or cages, then we're looking at something really big. I mean, that's really intimate." Yet that last word, like he didn't quite know how to pronounce it, as though maybe it came from a foreign language or something.

"Men should fight back," Kyle said.

"They are," Preston replied. "That's what the Sons of Freedom are all about. What you think the Patriarchs are trying to accomplish?"

"Well, they're not doing a very good job of it," Kyle insisted.

"You're right about that," Preston agreed. Then he opened his mouth, and he wondered if maybe he should try to do something. He had money. After that, what did he have? Nothing. His sister had the political and economic connections. She was the kind of girl who went out to parties every weekend, but she wasn't there to get drunk or have fun. On the contrary, it was just another aspect of her work.

Aria understood the necessity of networking. Power might come down to military force, technological innovations, or money, but it could also be a question of influence. With the right phone number or email address, someone might be able to alter the course of human history. At least, that was what she said. At the same time, she could point to those easier examples. How many people had gotten hired because they knew someone who already worked at the company? How often did a corporate alliance go through, all because a few of the executives played golf together, or just happened to be at the same parties?

"Those groups are terrorist organizations," Gabriel said. He narrowed his eyes. Yes, he was still staring across the restaurant and looking at the girl in the dress as she held onto her boy's leash. A server had come by the young woman's table, and now she was placing her order.

Preston didn't want to look at that scene as it played out. It was embarrassing. He wasn't even involved, yet he could feel that trickle of shame at the back of his neck. He didn't understand how or why his body reacted like that. Again and again, he told himself that he wasn't involved.

And yet, when one man acted that way, it seemed to demean and to degrade all of them. How did that even work?

"That's the problem," Gabriel continued. "The Patriarchs and the Sons of Freedom keeps throwing bombs. They tried protests, but they came on way too strong just a few years ago."

"It's hard to pay attention to them when they say feminism is a joke and that men have always been the ones who were oppressed."

"That's the problem, isn't it?" Gabriel asked, his eyes narrowing. "Just because men were the oppressors before, that doesn't mean the situation can't be reversed."

Kyle snorted. "What are you suggesting? Men are going to be treated the way women were? Yeah, right."

"Why not?"

"Men would fight. Men would have more power," Preston said. "Look, I'm not an anthropologist or historian or whatever, but I know that men still have a lot of influence."

"Maybe not as much as we think," Gabriel said.

"What do you mean?" Preston wanted to know.

Gabriel paused for a second. He glanced around at the rest of the restaurant, as though he worried someone might overhear this part of the conversation and decide they didn't like it. What is making him so nervous? Preston glanced around as well. As far as he could tell, this was still the Wild Red. More importantly, he still had his credit cards in his wallet and programs on his phone. Nothing like that could happen here in a place like this, right?

Then again, he glanced over at the doors, and he wondered what he would do if they burst open, and a bunch of policewomen stormed the restaurant. If they had guns and riot shields, body armor and tranquilizer rifles, would he be able to fight back?

No, of course not. Then again, he would have raised his hands, cooperated to the best of his ability, and promptly called Miranda Stone, the family lawyer. She was the kind of attorney who had the firepower necessary to break down any judge in the state.

"I was watching this video about demographics," Gabriel began.

"Nerd," Davis taunted his friend.

In that instant, Kyle, Preston, and Gabriel all looked back at the big guy. He shrugged. Then he grabbed his glass and brought it up to his mouth after mumbling, "It was just a joke."

"Look, I was bored, and there was this guy talking about how society has changed over the last twenty years. His point was this: this hasn't been sudden. Maybe the changes are coming to fruition now, but a lot of this has been going on in the background for a very long time, and most people haven't paid attention."

"What is it? What's happening?"

"Demographic shifts," Gabriel continued. "Did you know that women have been going to college more than men for the last thirty years?"

"College is a waste of time," Kyle said. "You just go in, mess around with a bunch of classes you’re never going to use, and you leave with a bunch of debt."

"Sometimes," Preston said. "But you also make a lot of connections, and there are people there who do learn a lot."

"Exactly," Gabriel said. "You might not like it. But for one reason or another, college graduates make way more than people who only went to high school. There are obviously going to be exceptions, but that's what the data says whether you like it or not."

Kyle snorted.

Gabriel ignored his friend and kept going, "Then there is also the wealth transfer. Obviously, through most of American history, men controlled almost all of the money. Just a few years ago, a banker pointed out that the shift had finally taken place. Women now have more money than men. They live longer, they vote more, and they are taking positions of power. We saw that with the last election…"

"All of this could be reversed," Davis insisted.

"Yeah," Kyle agreed.

"Technically, yeah," Gabriel told his friends. "But what if most of the women in the country are unified? What if they work together? And while they are working together, what happens to the rest of us? Just look at those people who are trying to fight for men's rights. Hell, if you go online, do you know what that term means?"

"Men's rights?"

"Across half the Internet, it's still used as a euphemism for just general sexism. For so long, men fought against equality, so now it's really hard to tell who is a misogynist, and who is genuinely worried about equality."

Preston leaned back in his chair as he contemplated all of that. He glanced over at that blonde girl again. She was gorgeous, and he had this thought: he wanted to get up and walk over to her and say something suave and clever. He wanted to seduce her. He wanted to tell her that she was beautiful, and that she deserved someone compelling, someone who could show her an incredible time…Then he could take her home, and he would shove her down against his bed, he would have his palms pressed to her breasts. He would pump into her. He would have already torn down her panties, and he would thrust his cock into her opening over and over again. He would listen to her moan and watch as she writhed beneath him, yet she would be unable to escape the passion and pleasure running through both of their bodies.

He loved that idea, only then he glanced back at her shirtless boyfriend, husband, pet, or slave. For a moment, he wondered if maybe they had come from out of town. He had only seen a couple of headlines referencing the idea, but there were auctions for men now, right? If a male broke the law, and the local authorities didn't have room in a jail or prison, the men could be fitted with shock collars or chastity cages and sold off as legal property. Sometimes, there would be a term of service, meaning the male simply had to impress his new owner for a certain period of time before he would be released. Then there were the other, permanent arrangements…

They weren't real, Preston quickly told himself.

And yet, he glanced back at that girl again. She seemed to recognize his attention. She turned back in his direction, and their eyes met. Something inside of him went cold.

In that instant, he wished he could intimidate her. He wanted to stare at her intently, like some hungry predator. She was smaller than him, of course. He was probably several inches taller and broader than her. He had the curves of muscles, and yet none of that seemed to scare her. On the contrary, she lifted up her hand, and she held the end of her boy's leash.

It felt like she wanted to communicate something very simple. If he wanted, he could be with her. If he craved her attention and wanted to know her name and hear her voice, then he could make it happen. All he had to do was strip naked, present himself, accept the chastity cage, and understand that there would be a collar around his neck and a leash leading from the base of his throat to the palm of her hand. She would be in charge, and she would own him completely.

With a nervous gulp, Preston turned away from that young woman. As hard as he tried, he couldn't meet her stare. His heart kicked faster as he tried to shove that fear way deep down.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't ignore the kind of power a girl like that might have over him. All at once, he was remembering middle school and those first tentative weeks and months and years when he discovered girls and began to understand just how beautiful and seductive they could be. He thought of Michelle and Megan, Corina and Katherine. He thought of those gorgeous girls who'd clustered together in the cafeteria and whispered their secrets back and forth. He thought of how badly he wanted their approval, not that he would ever admit it.

A sense of defeat had settled into the quiet stretching between these young men, so Preston rose to his feet and motioned toward one of the servers. "Excuse me, can we get some drinks over here? Now." Seconds later, the guys all had shots. They threw back their drinks, savored the bitter burn of alcohol along their throats, and then they started laughing all over again.

At this point, the boys pointedly ignored the beautiful blonde, the collar, the leash, and the man down on his knees, who could only look up and watch as his owner enjoyed her dinner.

After steaks and drinks, they hit Poker Town.

It felt good to visit the bar, especially because Preston strode through the doors, pushing them aside with the might and power of a conquering hero. As he gazed around the different tables and up along the bar, he couldn't ignore that little, disquieting voice at the back of his brain suggesting that maybe they would see more of the same. What if there were a bunch of girls here, and they had subservient boys on leashes or collared?

He saw a few couples, plus groups composed of both women and men. Even so, he didn't pick out any of those revolting details.

That other girl back at the Wild Red had been an aberration. That's what he told himself, anyway.

At Poker Town, they enjoyed another round of drinks, they checked out the girls, they laughed and joked around some more. Fresh debates came up, only they didn't have anything to do with gender or politics. Preston was grateful for that simple reality. He suspected his friends felt the exact same way, like they were all doing their best to avoid that one topic.

And yet, Preston still had to wonder what his friends were searching for when they grabbed their phones, pulled them out, and searched for one term or another. Occasionally, they'd flip their phones around and show off some funny meme or a quick clip. Usually, it involved some guy on a bike or a skateboard biting it hard and rolling around on the pavement or grass.

At other points, however, Gabriel or Davis or Kyle would stare down at his screen, his brows furloughed. And then he would put his phone away and try to rejoin the conversation.

"This has been fun," Preston announced as he slammed his mug to the table, "I think it's time for us to go on the hunt. Gentlemen, what do you think?"

"Hunt, hunt, hunt!" they all hooted and cheered.

According to the different urban legends, the Eclipse had once been a regular club with a regular address. Supposedly, it sat on the edge of the downtown area in an old brick building. It had probably been some modified factory or warehouse. In the seventies and eighties, it was a popular night spot where the city's boldest denizens could get drugs, dance, and arrange even crazier parties.

Then some local politician had decided that the Eclipse and all of the clubs like it needed to be shut down. So yes, the owner lost the business license, but he refused to give up. Instead, the Eclipse just moved from one location to the next.

All at once, visiting this club became illicit and dangerous in a way it never had been before. Shady deals had gone down at the old Eclipse, but now the entire venture was illegal. The police could show up at any moment. And they did from time to time, usually during the slow months. And even then, they never managed to arrest anyone important.

The conspiracy theories ran wild, of course, but Preston and his friends didn't worry about any of that. Instead, they rode in the back of the limo and stopped about a block away. They got out, rushed forward, and made their way up to the doorway. Dozens of other people were already in line. They went to the front once again.

Preston nodded toward the bouncer. The man didn't acknowledge his presence, not until Preston handed him four one-hundred dollar bills. Then the man pulled the velvet rope aside and motioned for the boys to go in.

Right away, music beat down against them. Lights cut across the floor. There were hundreds of people in there already, dancing and jumping.

"I'm off," Kyle said as he quickly approached a group of girls.

"Someone is feeling brave tonight," Davis shouted to the others.

They watched as Kyle tried to chat with the girls. At first, they turned back to him. All four of them had been rejected, of course. They understood how these games worked. The best way to find a hot girl was to go talk to one hot girl after another. It was a game of numbers. If they kept trying, they would eventually succeed.

It had worked for Preston, at least until he had started dating Valerie.

Once again, he refused to think about her. Instead, he watched as Kyle worked.

The girls laughed. One of them grabbed his shirt and pulled him close. She leaned forward, and she pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes. She was probably whispering something into his ear. Then again, the music was loud enough that she may as well have had to shout.

Either way, Preston couldn't make out exactly what she was saying.

She let go of Kyle, and then she watched him. In fact, all four the girls were watching him.

Kyle spun around. He rushed back over to his friends, almost like he wanted to break into a trot, or a jog at any moment. "Bitches," he growled through gritted teeth.

"What happened?" Of the four guys, Kyle was usually the most relaxed.

"She said she’d take me home, but only if she could put a collar on me. Then she suggested I should wear something else."

Preston understood exactly what he meant, but Davis still asked, "Something else?"

"A chastity cage," Gabriel said. He didn't raise his voice to be heard over the music, yet Preston and the others seemed to instinctively understand what their friend just said. All four of them probably wanted to think it was impossible. And yet, they glanced over at the cluster of girls, and they waved back at him with the kind of casual air that most guys enjoyed unconsciously.

"I'm going to go find a real girl for myself," Preston said. But first, he walked over to the bar, flagged down one of the servers, and opened a tab. He pointed to his friends. The bartender nodded. Yes, there have been plenty of rich guys just like Preston, who came through here on a nightly basis. He knew what to do. His friends ordered their drinks, and Preston started to search around.

He went to the dance floor first.

Thudding beats slammed across the air. He raised his arms toward the ceiling, and he jumped and bounced to the music, savoring the easy movements. He relaxed into the rhythm and savored the simplicity out here, especially because he could bounce and savor the proximity of the women around him. Who would he go after? A blonde? One of the brunettes? What about that Asian girl? The dark-skinned girl off to the side looked pretty and hot in her leather skirt and red tank top.

The bouncers outside did an amazing job of maintaining the gender ratio. This way, the girls could have fun in their exclusive area, and the guys could know they weren't going to have to compete with a bunch of other men.

There was a pause in the music, and Preston found himself making eye contact with a girl.

He strode over to her, dodging between a couple of other people. He held out his hand, "I'm Preston Carter. It’s my pleasure to meet you."

She glanced down at his hand for a moment. She had on a black dress. Her dark brown hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail that bobbed and swung every time she tilted her head to the left or right.

Right away, he studied her to see if she would recognize his name. She didn't.

"Hello, Preston," she said. When she used his name, there was something slightly off about it. Maybe it was the sparkle in her eyes or the ease with which she touched his hand, squeezing. He was probably stronger than her. He worked out several times every week. He was bigger and taller, so he had those evolutionary advantages on his side. And yet, none of that seemed to bother her. Then she addressed the one question that brought him over here with brazen ease, "Are you hoping to take me home?"

"I would love that," he said sincerely. At the same time, he let his eyes roam up and down along the length of her body. He stared after the curves of her breasts, her waist, and her butt. In that moment, it was so easy to imagine stepping forward and pressing his torso to hers. He wanted to glide his hand up her skirt and to feel the edges of her panties before he slipped that restrictive fabric aside to finger her. He could make her moan right there on the dance floor, and he would be in control.

He supposed his conquest had something else in mind, "I could take you home…"

"Yes, please," he said.

"Then I could tie you to my bed and I could slip a chastity cage on you. I could register you and keep you for myself."

He sputtered. "Register me?" He knew how ridiculous he sounded. As a guy at a club he needed to wield aggression and power. He had certain, natural advantages, and he couldn't squander them. And yet, he stared back at her.

This brown-haired girl threw her head back and laughed. "What? Do you really think I would just let you do whatever you want? You're a boy, and I bet you need to be trained." Then she stepped forward, and she casually touched her hand to his neck. "I think there could be a really nice collar right here. I'm thinking something black and leather. Simple and classic. If you want, I could always get you some rhinestones."

Preston sputtered again. He kept opening and closing his mouth as he tried to get his lips and tongue and vocal cords to shape real words. As hard as he tried, he just couldn't succeed. Blinking rapidly, he found herself stepping back, even as she laughed. The next song sounded, and the air boomed with another beat and rhythm. A different melody came on as some woman started singing to a techno remix.

People were still talking, of course. There was shouting back and forth. Even so, he could still hear that girl laughing.

Stumbling away, Preston stood beside a blank wall. He pulled out his phone and typed in the search terms: What is registration?

Right away, different details and suggestions for car registrations popped up.

No, that obviously wasn't what he wanted.

Preston tried again.

What does it mean if a girl wants to register me? He didn't think about it, exactly. Instead, he simply started typing, and then he entered the query.

The search engine answered with a national database for registered males. He stared down at it. When the search engine only provided a couple of lines of text. He still had his eyes aimed down at the words, only he shook his head, tightened his grip on his phone, and shoved it angrily down into his pocket.

Males were being registered.

That girl thought she could own him.

Breathing faster now, Preston searched out some other girl. He walked over to her. She was dancing. He started dancing next to her. Maybe there were a couple of other guys who could have been interested in this girl. She looked hot in her pleated skirt and that white blouse. In the dark, she danced, and the flickering lights reflected against her necklace. She kept her arms in the air, and he knew he was being aggressive. He didn't care.

He came up to her. He was close, so close now. Normally, he wouldn't have tried anything like this.

She gazed back up at him.

They danced, he pressed his body against hers. Yes! If she pushed him away or started to wander off, he would have to respect her choice. But in that instant, she seemed interested in him. Perfect.

The music stopped for just a second, "Do you want to get out of here?"

"Buy me a drink first?"

"Absolutely," he said.

She turned and headed back toward the bar. He chased after her. Seconds later, the music resumed, and he had to shout to get the bartender's attention. Other people struggled with that for minutes or even longer. As a well-known patron, Preston had no trouble getting a couple of drinks within seconds. He handed one off to the girl. For the first time, he actually paid attention to her. She was a redhead. She had dark green eyes, a surprising tan, and her necklace kept drawing his attention. He smirked, especially when he thought of how her outfit looked like a modified schoolgirl uniform.

Running the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth, he told himself this could work.

He didn't know exactly how the acoustics worked in this club, but he didn't quite have to shout as he handed her the drink.

She took it gratefully and lifted the cup to her lips. "That's good," she said. "What is it?"

"Something special," he said. "It doesn't even have a name but I know the bartender, and he makes that for me whenever I meet a really interesting girl."

"Interesting? You don't even know me," she said with a slight pout.

"You're beautiful," he told her.

Normally, this wasn't the kind of tactic he would use. And yet, it felt like he was running, like he had to prove something. He kept thinking about his phone and that girl, and her suggestions…

In truth, he had never been frustrated or upset by what a girl told him, not when he was hitting on her. He had been rejected, of course. That was part of the game, after all. But there was something about that girl, the registration, the idea of chastity. Even if he had been peripherally aware of those concepts, he had ignored them with relative ease. Maybe his sister was right. That was the joy of social media. He could pick and choose his favorite sources, so he could decide where he wanted to focus his attention. But now, he looked around at these girls, and something else tightened in his chest.

It only happened for a second and he quickly discarded it, yet, there was that flash of fear.

He was a reasonably good-looking guy, young, rich, powerful. Even if he didn't have the direct connections, his sister did. With all of this in mind, he told himself he had nothing to be worried about.

"I know what you're trying to do," she said.

"What's that?"

"You want to get me drunk and maybe take me home, and seduce me?"

"You're a beautiful girl, and I want to be with you," he said. Again, he deviated from the traditional script. He didn't care. In that moment, he just wanted to be close to her. And that's why he smiled and asked, "May I kiss you?"

She blinked, apparently surprised. Maybe she thought he would try to trick her, like he would sidle up to her and slide his arm around her and pull her close, and simply wait for resistance.

Instead, he asked, and maybe there was something chivalrous or aristocratic in his voice.

"You may…"

He leaned in and kissed her. He pressed his mouth to hers, and he could feel the texture of lipstick between his mouth and hers. Not only that, there was the taste of the alcohol. And yet, he was kissing her, and they were right there in the club. Maybe his friends would be able to see this. A couple of other people would probably be glancing in his direction. No, this wasn't the intense make out session so many other people enjoyed at a club like the Eclipse. According to rumors, there were even places where one could do a lot more than simply kiss or grope.

But then she nudged him back. Her finger slipped up between his chest and hers, and she pushed.

Reluctantly, he broke off that kiss.

"You seem like a sweet guy, but I'm not sure I'm interested in this kind of arrangement," she said.

"Oh? What kind of arrangement are you thinking of?"

"Do you want to know? Do you really want to know?" The music must have gotten just a little bit louder. Still, he focused on the curves of her mouth, and he watched as she spoke. He could pick out those words easily enough.

"Absolutely," he told her.

"I'm thinking I want to take you back to my place and tie you down and slide a collar around your neck. Maybe, if you're a very good boy, I could register you."

She reached up, and he grabbed her wrist. He didn't do it on purpose. It was just a reflex. "That's not what you want," he told her.

"Excuse me?"

He sucked in a breath. He had to do this. All at once, he felt something beyond his usual appetites. Instead, he looked down at that girl, and he wasn't just seeing her as a score or a fun time. He actually wanted to talk to her, like he thought he could maybe change her mind. With more eloquence than he had ever tried to wield before, he said, "That's not what you want. I think you want something real. I think you want the chance to be with a guy who actually cares about you. Look, I don't know you, not yet, but I meant what I said before, you're beautiful, and I'm going to be honest. I haven't enjoyed a conversation like this here at Eclipse for a very long time." He had to try it. "Do you want to get out of here?"

She narrowed her eyes and stared up at him.

Right as she opened her mouth, his phone started vibrating. He ignored it.

"You’re good," she said. "Very good." She opened her mouth again.

His phone kept buzzing.

The doors burst open. The music cut out, only to be replaced by an imperious voice. This was the voice of law enforcement, and she called out, "Ladies and gentlemen, please exit the building in an orderly manner. Boys, if you have already been registered, please find your handler, guardian, or owner. Ladies, please find your boys as quickly as possible and exit the building. Any unregistered males will be confiscated."

Preston glanced back down at the redhead. She stared at him, her face tight with confusion.

Preston, pulled out his phone. Before he could even swipe in his code, the doors burst open, and that's when he saw the police officers. They wore helmets. They had on body armor. The front rank of women carried bright shields. Their bodies were crouched slightly as though they expected people to start throwing bottles or Molotov cocktails. Behind them, their second rank held up tranq rifles.

He had seen images like that hundreds of times...online and in video games. But now, those were actual women, and to the booming voice called out again with that exact same message.

And yet, one word kept the booming inside of his head over everything else.

Confiscated. Confiscated. Confiscated.

That term had been used before. He remembered stumbling across a video about it just a couple of months ago. He had stared at the time. It had taken place in some small city in Ohio, so he had shrugged off the idea. What did he care about flyover states anyway? As far as he was concerned, those people had always been delusional in one way or another.

Only now, his chest tightened, and he watched as one of the officers aimed and fired.

Over the repeating message, the shouts for answers, the demands, and even laughter, Preston tried to reach down to grab the girl, like he thought he should get her out of there as quickly as possible. And yet, she was already gone. Then he felt an arm on his shoulder, and he was making a fist and turned to punch someone. If this had been a cop, that would have been a very, very bad idea. Judicial enslavement certainly existed. As a rich boy, he had never needed to worry about that. But this wouldn't be a parking ticket or a citation for public intoxication.

His sister probably could have protected him, but it would have required a lot of her firepower, and she would obviously be angry.

Luckily for him, he didn't throw that punch. Luckier still, it was Davis.

"We've got to get out of here," his friend insisted.

"Where are the others?" Preston asked.

Then he saw them. Kyle and Gabriel were running toward them.

On some level, Preston knew this was a bad idea, like they weren't supposed to group up. If anything, this probably just made them an even easier target.

"Out back," Preston shouted. He had no idea if there would actually be a back entrance. More importantly, it would probably be covered by the police, perimeter, right?

Then he saw someone fall in his peripheral vision.

Preston snapped his head to the right, and he spotted the guy as he stumbled forward, only to crash down onto his hands and knees. Then he fell a second later. A tranquilizer dart had sprouted from the spot just below his right shoulder blade.

The boys ran. They sprinted, and it almost felt like PE or something, only the Eclipse looked totally different with the bright light shining down on everyone. Before, there had been that artistic gloom. They ran past the bar, through a pair of doors, and into the support area.

Up ahead, other guys were running.

These were the young men who didn't have any sister, cousin, or girlfriend to vouch for them. If they were caught, they would be loaded up into a police cruiser or van and taken to a processing facility. It might be the local police station, or maybe it would be the local base.

His heart pounding, Preston ran. Then he saw something else. They passed the door, and someone had just pushed his way through it.

"There!" Preston shouted. He reached out and grabbed Davis by his shirt. The larger guy stopped, skidding to a halt. He shouted as well, Gabriel and Kyle turned back.

Preston didn't double check to make sure they followed. He threw his shoulder forward, and he slammed through that metal door. This was some kind of storage room? More importantly, there was a big window off to the side that led out into an alley. It was already partially open. Other people used this to escape. It seemed safer, especially because he didn't see the red or blue flashing lights of police cars.

They went through the window, starting with Preston. Davis followed a second later. Kyle and Gabriel followed.

"Which way?" Gabriel asked, panting now.

Instinctively, Preston wanted to turn to the right and head back toward the front of the building. He could see the streetlights and glowing neon from other businesses.

The cops would definitely be out there. "That way," he said, pointing toward another alley that intersected with this one before they would come to the back of the building.

He didn't know exactly what was going on, or why there weren't cops out here. If this had been some kind of dedicated operation, then they should have closed off the entire area. He didn't care.

Preston turned and he ran, kicking his shoes down against of the gravel and broken chunks of concrete. His fingers swiped down through the air as the night's chill assaulted his face. He didn't care. Between the alcohol and the exertion, he hardly noticed.

With every stride, he pumped his speed as hard as he could down into his eyes, knees, shins and feet. He ran hard, and then he waited for the next alley to come into view.

It was quiet. Abandoned.

Without questioning his good fortune, he kept running. His friends followed. Somehow, Preston was the fastest. He didn't expect that. But this time, they weren’t out at a paintball course or messing around with laser tag. Adrenaline pounded through his blood stream in a way he had never really experienced before. It was the fear. It gripped him, giving him extra strength. Everything slowed down and sped up all at once.

They ran for two or three blocks. He lost track. Then he picked some random, cinderblock wall, and he shoved his back up against it. Part of him wanted to slide down, bend his knees, and just drop, but he kept glancing to his left and right. He kept thinking the officers would chase after them. Red or blue light would splash across the walls. Those heavy, cop flashlights would send their sharp beams across the murky night, and they would be seen. He maybe even envisioned some scenario where a police sniper would hold her rifle up, take aim through her scope, pull her finger against that trigger, and send it. The darts would fall down in quick succession, knocking these boys out.

And where would wake up?

He didn't know.

I get it. Again, he tried to reason through this, to rationalize it even as he panted from one breath to another.

Then again, Preston had never been in a situation like this. He didn't know how to handle it. Nothing from his half-assed univeristy education or social life prepared him for something like this!

Part of him wanted to complain that it wasn't even fair.

Only then he remembered something. He pulled out his phone, and he saw that there were several missed messages from Aria.

He went to the text messages first.

Preston, where are you?

Call me!

Seriously, I'm not fucking around.

Preston, I'm worried about you. Call me as soon as you get this.

"Is that safe?" Gabriel asked.

"Yeah, they can track you with your phone," Kyle said between his own gasps as he panted.

Ironically, Davis seemed to be the only one who wasn't sucking in one frantic breath after another. Instead, his face shined with perspiration as he turned to the left then the right again as he checked out both sides of the alley and waited for the police to come. The women could arrive at any moment. And when they did, the boys would be cut off. Preston glanced up at the walls, and he wished they were superheroes who could just leap up onto the buildings or even climb with one magical power or another.

"My sister was trying to call me," he said. He pulled up Aria's number and the green button on his screen. He held the phone to his ear. It was ringing. It was ringing. It kept ringing. "Come on," he growled. "Pick up!" He snarled at those words like he thought his older sister might actually be able to hear him.

"Thank you for calling Aria Carter, but I'm unfortunately unable to take this call right now. Please leave a message with all of the pertinent information, and I will get back to you and as quickly as I can," came her prerecorded voice.

Preston pulled the phone away. He didn't bother to say anything.

"What is this? What the heck is going on?" Kyle demanded, as he looked from one friend to the next.

Preston, drew in a breath, and the possibility was right there at the back of his throat, only he couldn't bring himself to voice the different possibilities.

"Martial law," Gabriel said.

"No way," Davis said with a quick shake of his head. "They wouldn't dare. Not here."

"Really? Why not?" Gabriel demanded. "Seriously, what is going to stop them?"

"This isn't some backwater," Davis growled. "C'mon, this is the financial hub for the entire United States."

"Come on," Gabriel insisted with a disappointed shake of his head. "That only makes it more likely."

"You sound like a conspiracy theorist," Kyle said, without any real resolve in his voice.

"We heard the explosions earlier," Preston said. Then again, he wasn't sure if that was entirely true. Sometimes, there would be random sounds. There'd be a boom or a bang off in the distance, and maybe it would be fireworks, a gunshot, a popped tire, or an explosion.

"Arguing about this isn’t going to change anything. We need to know what is actually happening," Preston told them. "Take out your phones. Do some research. Right now. We need to figure out what is going on."

"They may have already blocked all of the cell signals," Gabriel pointed out. But like the others, he went ahead and took out his device. He started typing in the different possibilities. The boys stood there, hidden away in some small alley no one ever paid attention to. It was just another nook in the city's hidden labyrinth.

Moment by moment, Preston had to wonder whether or not the police would come for them. He glanced up, and he squinted off into the darkness as he tried to spot the telltale speeding lights of a drone. It was easy to imagine police cruisers driving down these alleys from every direction all at once, surrounding these boys and trapping them.

Then again, this wasn't a manhunt. They wanted to take out the Eclipse. What other areas had been hit?

A shiver ran down his spine.

A random patrol might find them. Or maybe other guys would run down this way at some point, and maybe they would have pursuers chasing after them. Again and again, Preston had to shake his head and clench his eyes shut as he tried to relax as best he could. Panic didn't help, especially if it short-circuited his brain and made him run like some frightened rabbit. He couldn't just pick a direction. He needed to know what was going on. Forcing himself to follow his own advice, he looked down at his phone again.

This time, he didn't hit any of the video sites. Instead, he thought about it for a second or two and remembered the news aggregator. He pulled it up. He didn't have an account here. He didn't need one either. The headlines seemed normal enough.

The stock market was up with technology stocks leading the way.

Ford announced a new EV model.

Germany just held elections, and the conservatives were expected to win a legislative majority.

He scrolled quickly, and that's when he saw the latest announcement.

The US government had announced the implementation of martial law across three separate new cities.

He opened the link, and he saw the information.

His friends may have been right about this being a financial hub at one of the most important industrial spots in the entire country, but…That wasn't enough to stop the President. He stared down at the text. He jumped from one short paragraph to the next. He saw comments from lawyers and experts. Below that, there was the user generated feedback.

Mostly, it was either skepticism and disbelief or agreement, and encouragement.

With his chest tightening, Preston didn't even really understand what this meant. His heart kept pounding faster and faster. He wasn't moving, yet he could feel that prickling apprehension at the back of his neck. It ran down his spine and seemed to spread into his arms and legs. He glanced from side to side and wished he could just start running again. Part of him almost wished that someone would appear, like the police would come.

The universe granted his wish.

All four of the boys noticed red and blue lights flashing along the walls of the alley. "We have to get out of here!" Gabriel growled.

Preston's phone started to vibrate in his hand. It was his sister, but he saw the police car now. The headlights appeared, and he dropped his phone. The screen cracked. He grabbed it. It was still ringing. He didn't care. He had to move fast. He chased after his friends, running as hard as he could. He kicked his feet down, dashing hard and sprinting with as much strength as he had. Within seconds, his lungs burned. They had rested, but it wasn't enough. A vibrant ache spread along his calves and up into his thighs as they kept running from one block to the next.

He caught up to his friends. Gabriel may have been faster, and Kyle was right behind him. Davis may have been the strongest when it came to lifting weights, but he couldn't match their speed and soon fell behind.

The car continued to roll after them. It cut the distance between them. They turned down another alleyway. When they took the corner, they bought themselves a few more seconds. In the tight confines between these walls, it was hard for the patrol car to maneuver. That was their one and only advantage.

Using the speaker on top of the vehicle, the officer called out, "Boys, you need to surrender now! Stop, hold your hands behind your heads, and get down on your knees."

None of the boys complied. None of them. He thought about stopping or even slowing.

They ran out of choices, and they had to run out from the alley.

That's when they saw another couple of cops down the street. In front of them, almost a dozen boys were down on their knees, their hands cuffed behind their backs.

What was this? What was happening?

Between heartbeats, Preston glanced around, and he absorbed the scene spread out before him. In an area like this, there should have been dozens or hundreds of cars on the road jockeying for position as they made their way through the late-night traffic. While other parts of the country would be asleep, there should have been so many people out partying, moving from one bar to another, drinking, laughing, and having fun. Instead, there were the police and the boys on their knees. Most of the sidewalks were empty. The streets were clear of cars.

This wasn't real. It wasn't right.

And yet, that same phrase popped into his head because he knew what this was: martial law. The government had taken over.

Police and military forces had swept across the city, illustrating once again what so many people seemed to forget: rebellion sounded nice, but regular people, even when armed, simply couldn't compete with the government. The police, National Guard, and military swept across the urban landscape, snatching up every boy who hadn't been registered, collared, and guided by a woman. Any boy out on his own had to be taken into custody, at least for "the time being," whatever that meant.

Another car pulled up in front of them. At first, Preston assumed it would be loaded with fresh police officers, but that was a sleek, black BMW. It pulled up onto the sidewalk, the door popped open, and someone got out, but she wasn't wearing a police uniform. She didn't have on body armor or a rifle in her hand.

"Preston!" Aria shouted to him.

His sister!

His sister?

Preston ran over to her, and so did the other boys.

Aria stepped forward, and she held out her arms as though she would defend and protect these young men from the police single-handedly. Preston and his friends stumbled to a halt and bent forward, their hands pressed against their knees as they gasped for breath. Lost in exhaustion, they panted desperate for relief, all while Aria stood there, and the police cruisers rolled to a stop.

The officers must've already noticed her because they didn't come out with their weapons drawn.

Right away, Aria called out, "Officers, my name is Aria Carter, and I am taking custody of these boys."

At this point, both of the police women glanced back and forth at one another. They seemed confused, especially because Aria was young, but she was also obviously quite confident. More than that, she had on a clearly expensive black jacket, blue vest, and a white, silk blouse. Her black skirt and high heels denoted her as a woman of power and influence.

More than that, there was just something about his big sister. She was always the kind of woman who could interact with those who had more authority than her. Although she was in her twenties, and most politicians saw girls her age as actual children, Aria knew how to garner their respect. She was always the exception, the one who could garner the support and genuine admiration from her elders. That, or she simply knew how to carry herself in a way that made those more mature individuals simply forget about her relative youth and inexperience.

In that moment, she casually walked up to them. She wasn't a lawyer, yet the officer still relaxed. "Ma’am, what you say your name was again?"

"Aria Carter," she said as she strode forward. As she approached the police cars, Aria glanced over her shoulder. "Boys, follow me."

Gabriel and Preston and Davis and Kyle all glanced back and forth at one another. Only a few seconds had gone by; their hearts were still pounding, and there were droplets of sweat on their faces. This wasn't right, of course. When they got dressed to go out, they were thinking about showing off to the girls at the bars or the clubs. They weren't supposed to have to run hard. In fact, their feet probably ached from sprinting hard in those designer sneakers.

Even so, they instinctively followed her. They walked after her, and the boys didn't say anything. They didn't know what to do, but Aria was there, and they knew her, and they trusted her because she was Preston's big sister.

That must've been an old yet familiar feeling. So many boys probably had it. When they were little, they probably got disoriented or confused at one point or another. Maybe they were on their first field trip and got lost, and the teacher had to double back to find them. Or maybe it was a cousin or a big sister, a family friend, a babysitter or a nanny. One way or another, all of these boys seemed to have this instinctive memory from childhood: something was going wrong, and they were frustrated and scared, but a woman appeared and told them what to do, and then everything was better…

None of the boys voiced that sensation, of course. Maybe they didn't even recognize it.

Preston knew he was supposed to step forward and take command. Aria was there, so the officers would at least listen. They weren't going to open fire with their tranquilizer darts.

The rules are different because Aria is here, Preston realized right as he tried to open his mouth to say something. He loved the idea of striding forward and demonstrating his capacity for leadership. As a young man, maybe, deep down he had always suspected there would come a moment when he got bored of the clubs and restaurants, girls, parties, and games. Instead, he would step forward and take control of the family business. His sister probably wouldn't have liked that, but he could still demonstrate his abilities.

And yet, he couldn't do it. After all, it was so easy to imagine stepping forward, only to have the officers laugh at him. He could already hear the women's voices inside of his head, "What? You're going to let a little boy talk for you?" Or maybe one of them would say something like, "Stand aside, son. A woman is talking." He bristled. None of them actually told him anything like that, mostly because he stayed quiet and off to the side, just as they expected.

Aria didn't suffer from any of those disadvantages, however, so she came over to them and held out her arm and shook hands with each of the officers.

"None of these boys are collared," one of them pointed out.

"No, but that will be arranged shortly," Aria said.

"You aren't the official guardian, or owner for any of these boys, are you?"

"This one is Preston Magnus Carter," Aria said. Hearing his full name made him flinch. He hated how that could work, but it made him feel small and helpless, especially because his big sister casually reached over and grabbed him by his arm, pulling him closer as she indicated him like he was livestock or maybe a product for sale. "I'm his older sister. By default, I am his handler under the presidential order."

"What about these three? What about his little friends?" Theoretically, that, didn't make sense. These guys, especially Davis, were all bigger than the officers. Somehow, that physical reality didn't matter, not when they had the police cruisers, the body armor, and the tranquilizer darts on their sides.

"I'm not related to any of them," Aria admitted. She drew in a slow breath, expanding her chest. "But I'm hoping you can make an exception. Surely, you have to track down a lot of other boys. It's a big city, and I'm sure there are tons of young men who don't have anyone to look after them. But these boys are going to be obedient for me. They're going to do whatever I say."

"Are you sure about that?" asked the other officer with a note of skepticism in her voice. Her eyes narrowed slightly, and she raised one eyebrow.

"Boys, are you going to be obedient for me?" Aria asked without turning around.

Preston flinched, thinking his friends wouldn't be able to follow her lead and say exactly what they were supposed to. After all, they were guys, and they had their dignity, their self-respect. Ego alone should have been enough to keep them from telling these women what they expected to hear.

"Yes, Miss Carter," Davis said quickly.

"Absolutely, Ma'am."

"We'll behave!" Kyle promised.

All of the boys spoke all at once. Preston blinked, and he looked back at his friends as though he didn't even recognize them. They were guys, after all. They always showed off. They were brave. They were powerful. They were young and rich and could do whatever they wanted. Preston probably spent more on a pair of shoes that these officers made in a month.

Seriously? They were all willing to battle out their surrender just like that? Worse, they didn't sound like young men or adults. Instead, they came off more like kids begging for the chance to play some video game for just a little bit longer.

Preston had to step forward. He was their, in fact, their leader, after all. And yet, his feet remained locked in place. He glanced over at one of the officers for just a second. Their eyes met, and there was something harsh and abrasive and her gaze. He couldn't meet her stare. He was trying. He was trying so hard to get taken seriously. With just a glance, something inside of him twisted and broke. He couldn't do it. He glanced back down and studied the curves of his sneakers.

"I think these boys have probably learned an important lesson tonight," Aria said.

"Have they?"

"Davis? Have you learned an important lesson tonight?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said right away.

Preston bristled.

"What about you, Kyle?" Aria asked with that same casual ease.

Preston glanced over at his friend. He kept waiting for Kyle to shake his head, or to insist that he wanted a lawyer because tonight's adventures had to be completely illegal. They had rights! Even if Preston didn't actually know anything about the Constitution, he still yearned to believe that it would offer some kind of protection. In his favorite streaming shows and movies, the Constitution could always be relied upon to offer some bulwark of defense.

"Yes. Yes, I've learned an important lesson tonight," he said. He didn't specify what it was. Instead, he nodded eagerly, all without making eye contact with the women around him.

"And what about you, Gabriel?"

Biting down, Preston glared at his friend. Of the four of them, Gabriel would be the most defiant, right? He was supposed to be the one who paid the most attention to politics. Even so, Gabriel glanced up for a second. Like Preston, he couldn't stare back at any of these women. That's why he pressed his chin to his chest and he nodded before quietly adding, "Yes, Miss Carter."

Miss Carter.

No. No freaking way. Seriously, Aria was only a year older than them. These boys had gone out to clubs and parties and routinely hit on girls who were four or five or six or even ten years older. Those words weren’t usually their first choices or picks, but that didn't matter. It was all about game. It was all about the chase and the hunt.

The chase. The hunt. Suddenly, those words sounded ridiculous inside of his head; tonight, they were the prey. Another shiver ran through his body. He hated that fear. He raged against it. And yet, each cold snap of dread and worry overwhelmed everything else.

"This is ridiculous," Preston found himself saying. The fear was still there, but he concentrated on the anger instead. He let it flow through his body as he strode ahead. Since he couldn't look back at the officers, he turned to Aria. "Come on, you can't believe any of this nonsense. You should be threatening them. Tell them that you are going to call their sergeant or whatever. There's absolutely no way this can happen."

"Are you sure you can control these boys?" asked one of the officers as she smirked. She didn't drop her hand to her weapon. On the contrary, she seemed to have made a decision, but now she was curious about how Aria would deal with this.

His big sister grabbed him by his shirt. She yanked him forward, and he nearly lost his balance. In that moment, she dropped her voice. Her face was right there in front of his. "Preston Magnus Carter, what the hell do you think you're doing?" Still holding onto his shirt, she scrunched that spot between her eyes and nose as she leaned her head down. Then she massaged the ridge of her nose as she contemplated what she would say next. "You know what? I don't even care. You're a boy, martial law has been declared, and you are going to cooperate in front of these officers."

What?

She was taking their side?

In that next moment, he hoped he would see her wink or smile or flash some secret signal. "You’re lucky you’re not wearing a shock collar right now," she told him.

"You could always spank him," said one of the officers.

"Or you could use one of our batons," said another policewoman.

Spank him?

"Would you mind if I borrowed your baton?" Aria asked.

One of the women reached down. Preston hadn't noticed those devices earlier. Each officer wore one of the devices. About a foot long and cylindrical, they had a single button, and a pair of silver prongs at the end. She handed the device to Aria.

His sister lifted it up, and she hit the button. Blue electricity snapped between the curved pieces of metal. The moisture drained away from his mouth, his eyes widened, and he wondered if he was going to flee or throw a punch. Instead, he froze right there.

As though she knew exactly what she was doing, Aria yanked on his shirt, lifting it up, and exposing a patch of his stomach. "You should have just stayed quiet," she said. "I don't like punishing you, but I will do it if it's necessary. Understand?" Aria didn't wait for an answer. She pushed the prongs up against his stomach, and she hit the button right as she let go of his shirt.

Pain!

He had been shocked before. He didn't remember when, but at one point or another, Preston had endured a static shock of electricity here or there. That was it. Unlike Kyle, he never played around with trying to build his own gaming rig, not when he could just buy one from an online dealer.

But now, that agony swept across his body. He couldn't even feel the point of origin. Maybe it started there on the left side of his stomach, but it flashed up through his nerves in an instant. The pain swept across his body. It threw him back, and he hit the wall. He was blinking, his eyes wet. He cried out some sound without thinking.

He was about to collapse onto his knees, only his sister grabbed him by his shoulder. She helped him remain up on his feet. "Thank you," she said to the officer. "I think that will be enough. Preston, tell these nice ladies that you're going to behave yourself."

"I'm going to behave myself."

"You're also going to need to make sure that he is properly collared and registered. That is no longer voluntary," the officer said.

"That won’t be a problem either. Will it, Preston?"

"No," he said with a shake of his head. "It, it won't be a problem." He hated how he spoke. The words came out of his mouth, but they weren't reflexive or automatic. Instead, he had to concentrate, like he knew exactly what he was doing. He understood what he was saying and what all this meant, which stabbed into his gut.

And yet, he glanced over at his big sister, and she was still holding onto the baton. She could use it again. That agony could sweep across his body all over again…

Like so many other people, Preston thought he understood pain. He thought he understood what it meant. Intellectually, he could easily recall those moments when he had fallen or scraped his knee as a child. He had burned himself once when he was lighting a candle. A couple of weeks ago, he had tripped, throwing out his palms and scraping them against the concrete. Each time, it hurt, but it was nothing like the baton. It was nothing like that flare of electricity.

"Good boy," Aria said. "I’ll make sure they get home and to their handlers," she promised the officers.

"Sounds good," said the officer. "See that you do. Ladies, let's roll out."

Now the boys didn’t say anything. At first, Preston waited for an apology from his sister, especially now that the officers had left. But now, his sister opened the car door and called out, "Boys, get in."

Gabriel, Davis, and Kyle didn't hesitate. They scrambled into the backseat, piling in within a span of just a few seconds. Preston stood there.

Registration? Electrified batons? The police? Running down these alleys? None of this was supposed to be possible. Yes, he had joked about being a gangster or a bad ass with his friends, only he wasn't supposed to actually experience any of it.

In the driver’s seat now, Aria rolled down the window and stuck her head out for a moment. "Preston." When she used his name, it wasn't a question or a request. This was an order, and he knew it.

His fingers splayed, stretching out. Then he balled them into fists, yet he found himself moving anyway. He got into the passenger seat, and he sat there, his knees held together, his elbows against his sides.

Again, he waited for an apology.

Instead, she turned on the car, and they started driving. They rolled down one empty street after another. After a minute or two, she pulled out her phone and passed it to the backseat. "Who should I drop off first?"

"I'm probably closest," Kyle said. After another moment, he added, "Ma'am."

Preston opened his mouth. The words got stuck right there, clogging the back of his throat. Ma'am? Seriously? He wanted to spin around and look at his friends. But with the seatbelt across his chest, he didn't want to move. Maybe, on some level, he was worried he wouldn't be able to twist around, like the strap might tighten, so he'd be stuck in place and squirming like some little kid pathetically trapped in his carseat.

Kyle typed in his address on her GPS and gave the phone back to her.

The automated, female voice started to tell them exactly where to go.

Aria drove quietly for another couple of minutes. With every moment, Preston seethed. Hot frustration pulsed beneath the surface of his skin. Even now, he was seated there, and he had his arms crossed over his chest, and he kept waiting for her apology. She was supposed to glance over at him and say something like, "I'm really sorry about that, but you know how things are now. Look, I didn't want to do that, but they were going to arrest you." And her eyes would be big and shining and filled with genuine regret. Then he would be able to look at her and possibly forgive her.

More likely, he would give her the silent treatment, just for a little while, just to make sure she understood how serious all of this had been.

They were rich. They were powerful. His sister loved going on and on about the importance of networking. How come she hadn't used any of those alliances to intimidate the cops? To him, it was so obvious.

She arrived at Kyle's apartment building. "Who are you living with?" Aria asked.

"I…" Kyle glanced over at his friends, like he thought they might have a better answer for him. Right away, he understood his mistake. "I am on my own."

"No," Aria corrected him. "I can't leave you here on your own. Who else can I give you to? Does your mom live nearby? Do you have any sisters?"

"I have a cousin who lives a couple blocks from here."

"That'll work," Aria said.

Kyle sucked in a breath, and he obviously wanted to protest. He probably wanted to tell Aria that he wasn't close to his cousin. Yes, they met up at the family reunions from time to time, but that was about it. The fact that they lived close to one another had only been a coincidence.

Preston waited for all of those points. Then, when it became apparent his friend wasn't going to say anything, Preston knew he had to tell Aria himself.

He didn't.

They pulled up in front of the next apartment building. Aria got out, and she took the keys with her. More importantly, she glanced back at the other boys. "I expect you to behave and wait. If any police officers come by, tell them that I'll be right back."

Preston's nostrils flared, and he stared straight ahead. "Preston?"

"Fine. Whatever," he said.

Her eyes narrowed slightly, like she wished she had more time to deal with him. And yet, she needed to drop off three of these boys, and it was late already.

Kyle slunk out of the car. He followed Aria up into the lobby, all while Preston, Davis, and Gabriel sat there silently.

One of them had to break the quiet, Preston knew. It was supposed to be him. Again and again, he kept turning and spinning through everything that happened. This was the moment for some bold declaration, right? If this had been a movie, it could be about four boys and their zany hijinks. They could sneak out of the car, run back up to Kyle's cousin's apartment and rescue him. Then, after that, they could go on the run. They could evade the police, and this could be some G-rated adventure where they outwitted the cops again and again.

Each time he tried open his mouth, a different memory flashed up. The fantasies broke apart, and he remembered the zap of electricity. The agony had consumed him for just a second, yet he could feel those echoes across his skin.

He sat there quietly. Like the other boys, he didn't say anything even though Aria was gone for several minutes. Then she came back, and she looked at Davis and Gabriel. "Who is next?"

"You can drop me off at my place," Davis said. "I, I live with my roommate."

"A guy?"

"Stepsister," he said.

"That'll work," Aria said as she handed him his phone.

Reluctantly, Davis typed in his address.

"Good boy," she said when she took it back. They followed the guidance system's female voice once again.

When she parked, Aria insisted on escorting Davis up to his apartment. Once they were gone, Preston knew he was going to be on his own soon. This time, he ignored the flash of fear. He turned back around and looked at Gabriel, who now sat in the corner of the car, pressed up against the door and window like he wanted to make himself as small as possible. "What the hell is this? What the hell is going on?"

"Martial law," Gabriel said in a small voice.

"How do we fight it?"

"I'm not sure we can," he said.

"What are you talking about? This is the United States. Wasn't it built on a rebellion?"

"Yeah," Gabriel said. "It obviously started with the revolution, but this is different. It's not 1776."

"But it sounds like they want to take away all of our rights!"

"I agree," he said softly.

"Come on. You have to be serious about this."

"I am. I'm serious about this, and I've been thinking about it, and I remember reading something about how the United States had a failed rebellion. Technically, there have been several failed rebellions. Just look back at the Civil War. At that moment, the federal government declared itself to be the greatest power in the land."

"This isn't possible," Preston said again, only this time he was talking to himself. He dropped his head forward and rested his hands on his knees and his forehead on his knuckles. When he closed his eyes, it was almost easy to imagine that the last couple of hours hadn't happened. Like maybe this was just some bad fantasy, and he could open his eyes, and he'd be back at Eclipse, and there'd be girls all around him, and he just had to hit on them.

"It's been happening for a while," Gabriel pointed out.

"What?" Preston asked without lifting his head.

"This isn't sudden. It's not new. Martial law started elsewhere. And even before that, there had been rumors about the President shifting assets all over the country. Most of it was pretty boring, so people didn't pay attention. There were complaints here or there of certain police chiefs getting fired and replaced by women. Then there were the special operations units, military forces made up exclusively of women. Then there were the enlistment bonuses for female soldiers. If one of these things happened, it wasn't going to be a big deal, but they have been working toward this for a while."

"But there could be a rebellion," Preston insisted again. "We could get some guns. We could go fight!"

Gabriel snorted. "Really? That's what you think? You think you can pull out a rifle and go up against the police? They have been militarizing for decades. They have armored troop carriers, body armor, automatic weapons, way more technology, gear, and training than we could ever hope to match."

"Yeah, but if we don't do something, then maybe they will win."

"Preston, I think we already lost," Gabriel told him.

No, Preston wasn't willing to accept that. He wouldn't believe his friend. Only then he sucked in a breath, and then the driver's side door opened.

"What are you boys talking about?" Aria asked.

"Nothing," Preston said.

"Nothing, Miss Carter," Gabriel agreed.

After that, the boys got quiet again.

As he was seated alone in the car a few minutes later, Preston opened the car door for just a moment. At first, he told himself he only wanted to get some fresh air. The cool, night atmosphere felt incredible. At the same time, a different urge seemed to twist and itch at the base of his stomach: escape.

He started at the prospect.

Where did he think he was going to go? Granted, he had his wallet, which meant he had his credit cards, but his sister would obviously be able to track his spending. He did have a little bit of cash on him, but would it be enough?

He wouldn't be able to get far. That much was obvious.

Then he glanced up, and he saw his big sister again. She got into the car, and she told him to shut the door.

"I hope you enjoyed tonight," she said. "I don't think you're going to be able to see your friends for a while."

"What are you talking about?"

"Don't worry about it," she replied.

Preston wished he could force the issue. Instead, he rested his hands on his lap. Within seconds, he couldn't quite contain the energy pulsating deep within him. He found himself running his palms up and down along his thighs.

His sister reached down and turned on the radio. One song started playing. She didn't like it. She switched stations. He started listening to this new song, and some of the lyrics jabbed into him. Of course, he had his own playlists on his preferred streaming service. That meant his sister listened to a totally different selection of songs.

But now, he stared out the window, transfixed by the empty city. At this point, a few cars were on the road, but there were still far fewer than he would have expected on a random night like this. As he stared through the glass and out onto the darkened windows, closed shops, and neon signs, the words from the song started to hit him. Some girl was singing, "That's right. You're my boy. You're my collared boy. You're my collar boy, and I'm keeping you. Yes, I'm keeping you! It's true through and through. I'm keeping you!"

Preston started to reach for the controls.

"What do you think you're doing?" Aria asked him.

"I'm going to change it," he said.

"Hands down, Preston."

"But…" His voice trailed off. He glanced back at his sister. She didn't even turn to him. Instead, she had her eyes locked on the road ahead. Before he could help himself, he crossed his limbs over his chest, he tightened his fingers against his palms, and he glared out into the dark as they continued to drive.

When they arrived at their building, he was tempted to jump out of the car and sprint forward. But no. Even if he had been silent for the last bit of the car ride, he wasn't going to act like some spoiled brat. He walked out with her, and his limbs remained tight. Frustration and fury echoed along his arms and legs. With every moment, he wanted to turn toward the building, pick a random spot against one wall, and start punching or kicking.

Demonstrating that kind of emotion seemed like a sign of weakness, so he maintained his fixed and stoic expression. Aria must've been able to sense it, but she didn't say anything.

They took the private elevator up to the penthouse. Once there, he started to stomp off.

"Where do you think you're going?"

Her little brother stopped just a few feet away. Without turning back, he stared forward and growled, "I think I want to be alone."

"No. Sorry," she said without any real regret or remorse.

"Excuse me?" It was petulant and childish, yet Preston still refused to turn around.

"We need to work on your registration," she informed him.

His nostrils flared, his shoulders tightened, and he really wanted to turn around, stomp over to her, jab a finger in front of her face, and snarl at her like some wild animal. Somehow, he managed to contain his temper. Instead, he simply said, "No, I don't think we're going to do that."

"You want to get in trouble?"

"Who cares what I do here? This is our home. Right?"

"Preston…" Her voice trailed off into this singsong lilt. He wanted to step forward, but something held him there. It was a different kind of nervous energy that kept this boy's feet locked to the floor. She continued, "You'll get into trouble if you insist on being defiant. I know this is hard for you to understand, but this has been coming for a long time. The world is changing, if you're going to have to get used to it."

"You don't know what you're talking about," he said.

"Don't I?" Aria answered with casual ease. "I get it. You have spent a lot of time hanging out with your friends, drinking, playing your games, doing whatever. But I've been at work. I've been studying the financial markets. That means looking at politics and the development of culture as well. If you want to know how a company is going to do, you need to see how it has positioned itself in the marketplace. You need to understand how customers are going to view it."

"I don't need a lecture," he said.

"Obviously, you do. What? You thought nothing was going to change? I'm sorry, but the President has declared martial law, and new regulations are going to be signed soon. I want to get you registered tonight. I'm not going to waste time and I’m not going to lie to you about what will probably happen next."

"What? What's going to happen next?" At this point, he couldn't help himself. He turned, spinning and stomping over to her. He marched up to his sister, and he was standing right there. He was taller than her by a couple of inches, but that didn't matter. She matched his gaze. This was a young woman who spent her days dealing with investors, CEOs, analysts, thought leaders, and other powerful individuals. She loved her little brother, but he wasn't going to be able to scare her.

"You and the other boys in the city are going to be registered," she said. "You're going to need a handler, a guardian, or an owner."

"I'm a person. I can't be owned."

"You know that slavery is legal now," she said.

He blinked.

"What?"

"That's not usually what they call it, but the principle is exactly the same. A boy can be owned. His family sells him off, either to an auction house or to a private individual, those bonds are legally enforceable."

His brows crumpled as he stared at her. Then he stumbled back, as though she had shoved him. Aria seemed relaxed, light on her feet and at ease as she watched him. "No…"

"Yes," she said.

"That, that can't be right. Seriously, slavery has been illegal in the United States for a very long time!"

"Technically, it never really went away," she said with a hint of amusement. "We just didn't like to talk about it or think about it."

He turned away for a moment. Then he spun on her. "No. You're messing with me. You're just messing with my head."

The news seemed to smirk out of the corners of her mouth. Again, she hadn't moved, yet she still infuriated him with her relaxed stance. "Preston, slavery never went away. Maybe it was no longer based on race, but forced labor has been practiced in American prisons pretty much since the founding of the republic. And if you think a person can't be owned, just look at conservatorship. If someone isn't capable of making his or her own decisions, a court can effectively take away all of their rights. That includes their wealth, their ability to vote, all of it…"

"But, but that's for people who are in trouble, people who don't know what they're doing or who make bad mistakes."

"Why can't that principle be extended to every boy in the country?"

He blinked. "Because, because it just can't!"

At this point, he couldn't help himself. He turned, and he actually broke into a run. He dashed down the hallway, went into his bedroom, slammed the door behind him, and pushed his back up against the wall. He was panting now.

So many people would have been jealous of his bedroom. It was a huge space. There was the expansive bed and mattress, the couches, the huge TV bolted to the wall, the balcony, so many fine details that most people would have never been able to imagine. His bedroom was larger than most condos and apartments throughout the city.

And yet, he didn't know what to do. He glanced to his left and right.

For the first time in a very long time, he felt trapped, like he didn't know where to go or what to do.

His sister gave him a couple of minutes. Even so, he hadn't moved. And now, she knocked on the door.

"Preston, we need to talk."

"Go away!" Preston shot back. In that instant, he knew he sounded like some little kid, but he didn't care. "Preston, I’m not going to let you spend the night sulking. We need to handle your registration now. I want to get you equipped, finger printed, and I'm going to take your picture. After that, I'm going to upload your information. We need to figure out what's going to happen to you now."

Equipped? Uploading his information?

He had spent the last few seconds contemplating everything she had said. Infuriatingly, it all felt correct. The different ideas fit together. Of course, Preston hadn't bothered to pay attention to politics. They always seemed to be so corrupt and boring. Online, he would constantly see people talk about Congress, the incompetent politicians, the corruption of the electoral process, and a dozen other reasons why none of it counted or mattered. But now, the decisions taking place in Washington DC affected his life.

On some level, he knew he could have done something. Maybe he couldn't have single-handedly altered the balance of power on a national scale, but at least he would have been able to see it coming. Maybe he could've prepared himself? And now, his sister could talk to the police, and the cops looked at him like he was some stray animal?

Both questions spun together.

"I’m not going away."

"Go away!" Preston shouted again.

He could imagine a patronizing sigh escaping her lips. He couldn't hear it, but he knew his sister. When they were younger, they had been a lot closer. That was before she started working with finance and focusing on her career.

"Preston, open the door or I’m going to have to call for a security team to come in here and open it for me. And if they do that, I'm going to be very upset with you. It's going to be embarrassing, and you're not going to like the final result."

He opened his mouth to shout back at her again. Those same words from before hovered at the tip of his tongue, only this time he hesitated. She wouldn't do it.

Would she?

He clenched his eyes shut and contemplated what could happen and how easy it would be for her. His sister handled their finances; she knew people. She spent most of her days in offices or on video calls. While he partied, she worked.

How much of this did she see coming? "How did you know to come get me?"

"I saw the news. I figured you'd get into trouble," she said. "I really didn't want you to get arrested, Preston." The door still separated them.

"And how did you find me?"

"I asked an associate to track your phone," she said.

If she did that, she could definitely call in a security team. He closed his eyes again. Dropping his head down with his chin pushed against his chest, he tightened his fingers into fists. Suddenly, he was very tired and very frustrated all at the same time. He wished he could hit something or break something, but this was his bedroom, and he refused to throw that kind of tantrum. At the same time, this chill ran down his chest as he imagined a security force taking their elevator up to the penthouse, greeting Aria, and then seeing his bedroom door. They could knock it down within seconds, storming in here, grabbing him, restraining him, and knocking him to the floor. He could be hogtied within the span of a minute.

His sister would watch.

"Preston, I'm going to give you to the count of three to open the door." His nostrils flared again when he heard those words, and he was tempted to let her count. Instead, he turned around and opened the door right as she said, "One…" She was treating him like he was a child. Then again, that was how the law now saw him. He needed a guardian or a handler or an owner…

Police officers, judges, and other governmental agents wouldn't recognize his independence. He wasn't like his sister, not anymore. She was a woman, so that meant she was entitled to rights and various protections. He tried to understand all of this. Simultaneously, he wished he had the patience to read through the legal documents. Like so many other people, he could get a vague awareness of how the law works without actually studying any of the details or precedents.

After he opened the door, he faced her.

"Come with me," she said. Without waiting, she grabbed him by his wrist and tugged. She pulled him down the hall and back into the main living room. Once he arrived, she reached into a black, plastic bag and pulled something out. She moved too fast, so he didn't get to see exactly what it was, and now she kept it behind her back. "Preston, I know this is going to feel strange, but I need you to strip."

"What?"

"You need to strip. For this to work, you're going to need to be naked."

He stared at her. Uncomprehending, he kept staring at her. Then he had to snort, "You're joking."

"No, I'm not. Come here. Sit down with me."

She took her place on the couch, crossed her legs, and held her phone. She still had that small package from before tucked off to the side and beyond his line of sight.

Once Aria brought up the correct app, she sat there and waited for him. He hated how he couldn't calm down. As the seconds ticked by, he remained there with his feet braced, his shoulders tensed and locked. Somehow, the professionally serene expression on her face made it impossible for him to relax.

Finally, he puffed out his cheeks and sat down. Still, he got the impression his sister understood exactly how he felt. He could only be grateful for the fact that she didn't comment on it, nor did she tease him. Instead, she straightened her back and tilted her phone over to the side so he could see the images.

"The registration has been going on for a couple of years now," she explained. "It started out as a voluntary organization. Then a couple of nonprofits got involved, and it became much more professional. From there, the government intervened, and now it is a legal requirement for certain parts of the United States."

"What is this?" Preston breathed out even as he stared down at the images. In each image, he saw young men. They were all naked. At first, none of them smiled except for a couple of rare exceptions. At first, he focused on their eyes and their faces. He saw the frustration, the hints of embarrassment. After that, his eyes dropped down to the bottom of the screen, and he tried to ignore what they wore between their legs. Instead, he focused on the other details: registration numbers, current status (slave, pet, dependent male), and the names of their owner, handler, or guardian.

With each second, Preston wished he could just jump back up onto his feet. Better yet, he wanted to slap the phone out of her hand, knock it to the ground, and crush the device as though that could break the entire system. It was a ridiculous idea, of course. This was a national database.

"This is the registration," she said. "Right here, you are seeing an administrative version of it. Normally, a regular user can't access this much information, but I have some friends in some high places." Aria smiled, obviously pleased with herself.

"Why? Why would anyone want to do this?"

"Men need to be controlled," she said.

He turned back to her. He stared intently.

"Okay, so maybe you were pretty much behaving yourself, but that's not true for so many guys out there. Remember the Sons of Freedom? The Patriarchs? Those are the two most prominent organizations, but there has been a divide in this country for a very long time. At first, maybe it just looked like standard politics as usual. But there were some serious problems. The national debt. Crime rates. Poverty rates. Did you know that the life expectancy for the average American was actually going down? Seriously, we're one of the richest and most powerful countries on the planet, and our life expectancy was actually going down." She shook her head from side to side as though she couldn't possibly believe that simple truth. "So much of it came down to disunity. If we can work together, we can solve any problems. So now, we are working together."

"What, what do you mean?"

"Men need to be controlled," she said. "The women in Congress know it. The women on the Supreme Court know it. The women in my professional network know it. I know it."

"You can't be serious," he said.

"Why not?" Aria had her eyes aimed right at him, and she seemed completely focused on this one idea. In that moment, she seemed like a teacher trying to dispense some difficult concept to a reticent student. "I won't pretend that everything will be perfect as women seize formal control, but we're tired of the nonsense."

"But, but the economy can't work if all of the men are enslaved or whatever," he told her. As hard as he tried, he could barely get those words out. They seemed alien and impossible, like those nouns and adjectives didn't belong in the same sentence together.

"Have you looked at the male unemployment rate lately? It's been going up for decades. For a very long time, we had two political parties, and they both got blamed in turn, but we just got used to it. It's the same thing with the bombings and the terrorist activities. These boys thought they were going to bring down the government? They thought they were going to be able to shut down everything by blowing up a couple of buildings? No. All they did was highlight the necessity for something bigger and more permanent."

Preston gulped. He whispered, "Permanent?"

"That's right," she said. "Men need to be controlled," she repeated for a third time. When she uttered those words, they sounded like they were part of a mantra or some obvious syllogism.

"I haven't done anything," he said. He was grasping at that singular truth. "You know me, Aria. I'm not a terrorist, I don't even care about politics!"

"That's true," she said. "And I'm sure these changes are going to be difficult for you, but we can handle them. I'm going to help you."

"By registering me?" He dropped his torso forward, pressing his chest against his thighs. He lowered his head and pressed his face down against his palms. His fingers pushed up against his forehead as he contemplated all of this. Part of him couldn't believe it. He couldn't accept it. Too much was changing way too fast. Even if he had been vaguely aware of these details for a long time, he never thought everything could collapse like this all at once.

Aria didn't say anything right away. In fact, she reached down and touched her hand to his shoulder. They had never been especially affectionate. Yes, there had been a couple of weeks after their parents passed. He remembered crying and having her come up to him and hold him. She had squeezed him, it felt strange. Still, it had been easy, nice and relaxing. There may have been a jolt of confusion when she first touched him, but then a little bit of the pain went away, like he could remember that he still had this girl, and she was a part of his family, and she would take care of him. She could protect him. She was his big sister…

He sat up. She pulled her hand away. Still, she was watching him intently. He blinked a couple of times. The frustration was still there, stuck at the back of his throat and throbbing deep within his chest. And yet, he pushed his knees together, and he held his hands on his lap with his fingers tensed. He breathed out slowly and asked, "Can I get out of the country?"

"What's that?"

"Look, I get it. You believe in this. But what if I just left? We have plenty of money, right? I mean, I could just leave. I'm sure you could get me on a plane or something. I'm not an idiot. I know that the female supremacy movement is taking place all over the country, but it can't be happening everywhere. Can it?"

He stared at her imploringly, desperation flashing along his eyes.

She looked at him with a strange mix of sadness and amusement. He felt so naïve in that instant, especially because he didn't know any of this for himself. Given a couple of hours, he probably could have gone online to do some research, but he didn't have time for that.

"You can't leave the United States," she said.

"What? Why not? You could help me," he said.

"First, I don't think it's a good idea to send you off into the world without any kind of guidance. I don't really like the idea of trying to track down a chaperone for you either."

"A chaperone?" Preston snorted. "I'm an adult! And need a freaking chaperone." Really, he wanted to let some other choice words slipped into those sentences, only he understood that he couldn't alienate this woman. She was in charge. If nothing else, she was the one who controlled, their bank accounts. Besides, if he could get picked up and arrested at a party, what would happen if he wandered off to an airport on his own?

Even if he refused to think through the exact details, he could already guess what would happen. Preston might be able to make it to the airport, and he could try to purchase a ticket, only one of the women would stop him. It might be a guard or an airline employee, but it would be inevitable. They wouldn’t let him on. Worse, they would call the police…or his sister.

After all, she was supposed to be his guardian now.

Whether he liked it or not, he needed her help. That’s why he drew in a slow breath and tried to calm and center himself. He hated fighting his emotions like this. Normally, at worst, he had to halt his worst instincts. There were moments when he might want to yell at some incompetent server or maybe demand that a bouncer let him into the latest and most exclusive clubs. Those kinds of problems only arose before he had actually established his authority.

“You have to help me get out of here,” he said.

“No.”

“You won’t help me, or you can’t?”

“I can’t because I won’t,” Aria told him. He blinked, and he stared back at her as he scrambled to change her mind. His sister was logical, he reminded himself. With the right kind of argument, he would be able to convince her.

And yet, he stared at his big sister, and he kept going through different ideas, yet none of them fit.

“Look, I can’t do this,” he finally said. “I’m not like those other guys. Please. You know that I’m different.”

“Are you?”

Preston ignored her question and demanded, “Why won’t you help me?” He hated the desperation that leaked into his voice. He could feel the tension splash along his vocal cords. His volume increased, he probably sounded like some frantic child, but he couldn’t help it.

In that instant, it required all of his self-control to remain there on the couch with her. Another part of him just wanted to jump up, to pace back and forth. Better yet, he really, really wanted to kick one of the walls. Then again, some minor drywall damage wouldn’t prove his point.

Trying again, he insisted, “Look, I’m an adult. I can handle myself. I get it. You don’t trust me. That’s fine. But I can do this. Just give me some money, and I can start over somewhere else.” No, he hadn’t thought this through. In college, he hadn’t really contemplated any kind of future. Why bother when he had a trust fund waiting for him? Unlike all of his classmates, Preston had never worried about survival. Paying for the electricity? Property taxes? Insurance? Those were worries for other people. Inside of his head, those problems went into the same bucket as ancient people who had to hunt for their dinner. It seemed somehow dirty and primitive…until now.

He didn’t care. He would figure it out!

Even if he couldn’t quite convince himself, he had to get his sister to believe him. “I can get a job. Look, I’m serious about this. I don’t care if I have to flip burgers or whatever.”

“That’s actually really hard,” she said.

What?”

“Flipping burgers is really hard. If you never worked at a fast food restaurant, it takes a lot of effort and energy. Pacing everything out well and actually getting the orders correct? It’s difficult.”

“Is that really relevant right now?”

“No. I guess you’re right. It’s not,” she conceded.

“This is serious!”

“I know,” she said with more sincerity this time. “This is incredibly serious, and that’s why we have to have this conversation.”

“Why won’t you help me?” Preston demanded again. At this point, he couldn’t help himself. He jumped to his feet. He pressed his elbows against his sides, and he made a pair of fists, only he didn’t know what to do with them. The least evolved part of his brain probably told him to hit something or break something, like that would be enough to solve his problem.

“Sit down, Preston,” she said, her tone both commanding and gentle at the same time.

Locking his teeth together, he pulled his lips back and sucked in a breath. The air felt cold against his incisors and the molars as he let his eyes dart from one detail in the living room to the next. Almost unconsciously, he drank in the details of the TV, the pedestals, the roses and white lilies in their vases, the expensive couch, the marble floors, the pristine fireplace, all of those little accents that demonstrated just how much wealth his family could wield.

She waited for him for several more seconds. She maybe gave him an entire minute before she said, “Sit.”

Her tone had sharpened just slightly, and he felt foolish being on his feet, so he dropped back down. Once he was seated beside her, he realized something. That was probably the same tone a young woman might use when addressing a dog.

He bristled, and maybe some heat rushed along the surface of his cheeks, but he didn’t want his sister to notice how she could make him blush. Forcing himself not to think about it, he concentrated on her again. “Just tell me. Okay? Tell me why you won’t help me.”

She reached out and rested her hand on his shoulder. Not only that, she brushed her fingers up to the nape of his neck and then through his hair. It was a soft and gentle touch.

Despite the fear and adrenaline that seemed to hang in the air throughout the night, he relaxed against her touch. There was something so soft and easy as she stroked his scalp. She massaged gently for a few seconds.

The anger stuck to the inside of his ribcage like a bruise. But now, it felt muted. More importantly, it seemed to drift away for the next couple of minutes.

Then she pulled her hand back, and he lifted his head. He stared at her. In that moment, he realized his eyes were damp. Furious with himself, he wiped away those imprisoned tears.

“It’s okay if you need to cry,” she told him.

“I don’t,” he growled.

There it was again, that masculine need for control. It was toxic. It was dangerous. And yet, she didn’t comment on it. Instead, Aria watched him for another couple of seconds, and she said, “I’m not going to help you get out of the country because I love you.”

“What?” He turned that single word into an accusation.

“I’m not going to help you get out of the country,” she repeated, “because I love you.”

“That, that doesn’t make any sense!”

“Preston, you’re my little brother. My only family. I love you. I want to take care of you. I want to make sure you are safe. If I let you run off to some random country, I don’t know what’s going to happen.”

“That, that isn’t your decision to make.”

At this point, she flashed him a wistful smile. “Actually, it is. It is my decision to make. I’m your guardian. And frankly, the fact that you don’t even really understand what’s going on right now proves to me that you aren’t capable of making your own decisions. You aren’t ready to go out into the world. You need a woman to take care of you. Right now, that’s going to be me.”

“No…” As hard as he tried, he couldn’t come up with more than that. “No!”

“It’s okay. We just need to get you registered.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“I do. This is for the best. Just look around, Preston. Something has to change. For a very, very long time, men have been in charge. Your time is over. Your time is done. Just step back, do as you’re told, and everything will be fine. I promise.”

“Just do as I’m told? I’m not a dog!”

“No,” she agreed. “You’re a boy.” When she uttered those words, it became clear that she didn’t see a significant difference between those two categories.

His mouth opened again, and he knew he had to say something. He itched to speak, only the words refused to sharpen into any kind of focus.

Aria let out a slow sigh, “This is going to happen one way or another.” She looked at him, her gaze intense. Clearly, she had thought through all of the different permutations. Between the two of them, she had always been the superior strategist. In fact, he remembered being little and trying to play a couple of different board games with her. That never lasted long, especially because she would figure out the mechanics quickly, exploit the best strategies, and defeat him quickly. Each time, he tried to convince himself that she had an unfair advantage because she was a year older. And yet, there was that other understanding, that frustrating little splinter lodged between his unspoken thoughts. What if she was just smarter than him? What if she would always be better when it came to planning and strategies?

“No,” he said with a shake of his head. “I, I’m not going to cooperate.”

“Then I will call in my associates,” she said.

“I could run,” he said with that note of desperation scratching into his voice.

“You don’t have any money, Preston. You don’t have a job. You might not be registered right now, but you know what that would mean? If I didn’t pick you up today, you would probably end up in an auction house in another state. Is that what you want? Or worse, you could be shipped off to another country.”

He stared at her.

Truthfully, he had never considered that simple advantage. What if he ended up in another society where he didn’t even speak the language? He would have no rights, and he wouldn’t be able to defend himself. He liked to think he was athletic and strong and fast and dexterous, yet none of those attributes would be able to protect him. He already understood that simple truth.

His chest contracted. This time, he paced back and forth once or twice.

“And even if you weren’t sold, do you really think you would be able to evade the police? Even, say you could. What would you do, Preston? You wouldn’t have any food, no shelter. That’s no way to live, and you know it.”

“You wouldn’t let that happen,” he said. He spun back on her, and he looked down into her eyes. “You’re right about that,” she said. “I won’t let that happen. And I’m serious. If necessary, I will call in my associates, and they will strip you naked, and there will be consequences. Do you want to have your big sister punish you on her first night as your guardian?”

You’re not my guardian! That brutal declaration hung somewhere down in his throat, and he ached to shout out those words. He wanted to scream that promise as loud as he could.

Instead, he swallowed back those instincts because he knew they wouldn’t help.

“What’s it going to be?” Aria finally asked. “Do I need to call in a bunch of strangers who will hold you down and strip you naked before they put this on you?” That’s when she finally pulled out the package from before. She lifted it up onto the palm of her hand.

He saw it.

“A chastity cage?” He repeated the words as though they belonged to some esoteric academic subject. “You’re kidding,” he said.

“Actually, I’m not. This is an important part of the registration process. You have to wear a chastity cage for your training. Don’t worry about the rest of the information. I will take care of that myself.”

“What information?” Preston demanded. Honestly, he didn’t even know whether or not he actually cared. On some level, he wanted to believe that this was all some kind of ridiculous joke. He couldn’t take it seriously because he was an adult and a man, and he had rights. As a citizen of the United States, he could…

What? What did he think he could do?

When the rest of society turned against him, he didn’t have any option.

Maybe if this had happened all at once, then the men of the nation would have risen up. Instead, the idiot Patriarchs and the Sons of Freedom had decided to throw bombs and unfurl absurdly dumb vitriol across the internet. For years, those guys had been derided as losers who couldn’t get jobs or girlfriends, hence their unhinged rage. Since then, they made themselves a threat by bombing different businesses. And when they did that, they demonstrated that they could never be trusted, that they weren’t rational, that they weren’t a serious political force.

All of those details came together inside of Preston’s head as he glanced away from the small box still sitting on her hand.

“I can take the pictures myself,” he said.

“No,” she replied. “Look, I’m sure the idea of being naked in front of your sister doesn’t appeal to you, but it doesn’t matter. It’s okay. I’m your guardian.”

“I should have a right to privacy,” he insisted. At the same time, he could hear that desperate straining in his voice. It got uncomfortably close to whining.

His sister shrugged.

“I should!”

“I’m your guardian,” she said. “You don’t get any privacy from me,” she told him, annihilating any kind of hope he might have been able to keep it together.

In that instance, he seemed very small. He glanced around, and everything seemed to get bigger around him: the couches, the pedestals, the TV, the walls, even the ceiling seemed to stretch overhead, like he just lost something.

His sister could see him naked because she was a woman, and she had every right to take these pictures.

His heart pounded faster, and he flashed back to a moment back in high school. He had attended a private school, the kind of place where the trustees were primarily worried about the brochure designs.

Preston and a couple of his friends had started to play a game with the girls who wore skirts. It was simple. They would place bets on the color of each girl’s panties. One of his friends had rushed up, grabbed the hem of her skirt, raised it up, saw the bright pink of her panties, and shouted out, “The people have a right to know!” Just like that, that guy had created a rule after school.

The girls protested, of course. They argued and snarled. They insisted that this was sexist and ridiculous and that the girls had a right to walk through the halls unmolested.

Somehow, the faculty could never take it seriously. The school was very traditional and quite conservative; most of the instructors didn’t believe in “feminism”. Just as importantly, there was that understanding that the students were rich, their families paid exorbitant tuition fees, and “boys will be boys” anyway, so what was the point of trying to discipline them? Besides, it wasn’t like the girls had actually been harmed. So what if a couple of the other guys saw a girl’s panties?

The teachers always made noise about punishing the offenders, yet nothing serious ever seemed to happen.

And now, those words kept echoing inside of his head. He wanted his privacy. He needed that. His heart hammered in his chest as he stood.

“Preston, we don’t have all night,” Aria said. “You’re only going to make this worse if you draw it out.”

She was probably right about that, not that he wanted to admit it.

Over and over again, he tried to slide back into that old belief about how she wouldn’t actually call any of her “associates”. More than anything, he yearned to believe she was bluffing. Then again, why would she do that.

Worst of all, he sensed the sincerity in her voice. She meant it. She cared about him. She was his sister, and she loved him, and she wanted what was best for him. All of those infuriating little details stacked up into something demeaning and unassailable.

With his back to her, he broke.

His hands seemed to float on their own. Within seconds, his fingers were on the buttons of his shirt. He opened them up, one after another. She couldn’t see anything, yet that didn’t mean much.

He shrugged off his outer shirt. From there, he stopped. He hesitated. Nervous energy ran hot beneath the surface of his skin. His heart pumped an unusual rhythm, something foreign and impossible to understand.

He crouched down. In that moment, he was kneeling. Even if he was still turned away from her, he could imagine her eyes aimed in his direction as she studied her brother.

He untied his right shoe, then his left. He pulled them off. Next, he removed his socks.

Last, he stood and shrugged off his shirt.

Now he wore his undershirt, pants, and underwear. He had completed the easy steps.

More. She expected more.

His breathing quickened, especially because he understood how he didn’t have any other option. There wasn’t some miraculous strategy to draw upon. This woman could demand whatever she liked, and he wouldn’t be able to stop her.

As his pulse sped, he grabbed the edge of his shirt and tore it off. From there, he dropped his fingers to his belt. He pulled it off, sliding the leather from those fabric loops. Last, he went for his pants.

He stopped. He exhaled. Every instinct told him to stop. More than that, he wished he could just spin around, confront her, and somehow manage to win. But she was smarter than him. She was stronger. She had every advantage.

Up until now, he hadn’t wanted to think about that. It had been a simple calculus for this young man. While they were growing up, she earned better grades. When it came to talking to adults, she could always be far more articulate. She knew how to tell them what they wanted to hear. While he stumbled forward, lumbering from one response to another, Aria always had an intuitive understanding of what it took to please the adults around her. They saw her, and they remarked on how articulate, intelligent, funny, and clever she could be.

Frustration may have overwhelmed him, yet he could still feel that little twinge of jealousy deep within his psyche as he pulled down his pants.

He kicked off those slacks. There. He was down to his boxers.

The dark blue fabric didn’t feel like much. It didn’t offer any kind of real protection. He still hadn’t turned around, yet the time would come.

He couldn’t escape that inevitability.

For a moment, he wanted to just drop his head down and ask, “Do I have to do this? Do I really have to do this?”

In this new society, he already knew the answer.

“Yes,” she would say without any hint of remorse.

If he turned around and addressed her, it wouldn’t have worked. He couldn’t negotiate. He had nothing to offer. Even if he tried to play upon her sympathy or some feeble sense of mercy, it wouldn’t work because he could already see it in her eyes: she believed in the justice of what was happening here. As far as she was concerned, it was an inevitability. This needed to happen. For her, this was the best possible outcome.

Aria believed.

That’s why he yanked down his boxers and kicked them away.

There wasn’t any gust of cold air, yet little bumps appeared along the back of his neck and down his shoulders. Even as raw heat seemed to burn hot at the center of his torso, he still shivered. A chill swept along his skin, and it didn’t have anything to do with their air-conditioning system.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

Like a good boy, he obeyed.

All at once, he realized he didn’t know what he should do with his arms. Cross them over his chest? Drop them to his sides? Spread out his hands and use them to cover his genitals?

None of that would have helped, of course. None of those options would have granted him any kind of modesty. After all, he was naked now.

As he turned around he kept his arms at his sides. In doing so, he felt like he preserved some tiny sliver of his dignity.

Aria Carter studied him. Strictly speaking, her expression remained neutral, like this was just another professional event. She wasn’t mocking him, nor was she gloating even though this had to count as some kind of victory for her.

As a young woman, she had endured those moments of sexism and chauvinism and other tiny micro aggressions. Half the time, the offenders probably didn’t even know what they were doing. They were simply so steeped in a sexist culture that they figured their leering glances and lascivious stares were completely acceptable. But now, she wouldn’t have to deal with that. She wouldn’t have to contend with those ill-conceived ideas, not when the President had issued her new orders.

And if they affected her brother too? So what? He was a boy, and this would be good for him. After all, boys needed to be controlled.

Again and again, he came back to that conclusion. For him, those five words stabbed into his gut. Each time they rippled across his thoughts, he could feel it as a twist deep within his stomach. For her, they meant something else entirely.

This was a triumph.

Aria stood up, and she cut the distance between them. Instantly, he began to retreat back. As a young man, he wasn’t supposed to be scared. He wasn’t supposed to be frightened of this girl. She may have been older, but he was bigger and stronger. Evolution had given him those advantages, yet they didn’t mean anything, not after the President signed her executive orders, not after the military and police forces had been reorganized…

Plus, she always had her associates.

“Hold your hands behind your back,” she instructed.

Was he going to obey? Could he?

At first, Preston honestly didn’t know the answers to those questions. Technically, he was going to be the one who made that determination, yet it seemed impossible for him to comply.

Then something weird happened.

He pulled his arms up behind his back. “Cross your wrists,” she instructed. That note of authority rang out clearly. She had given him a command, now she expected him to obey.

In this family, the hierarchy had shifted.

Would it ever return to what it had been? Could it?

He didn’t know.

Again and again, he wanted to think of a rebellion. He tried to imagine the Patriarchs or the Sons of Freedom. He wanted to embrace some scenario where they could find fresh weapons, draw on new recruits, and fight back.

If he got the opportunity, would he have picked up an AK-47 or an M-16? Would he have learned how to fire those weapons? If necessary, would he pick up a rocket propelled grenade launcher, aim it, pull the trigger, and watch as the projectile shot across the distance, only to explode into a police cruiser or maybe even an army tank?

He didn’t know…

Maybe there are other guys who told themselves that they could win. In spite of his very best efforts, Preston couldn’t come to the same conclusions. They didn’t feel easy or automatic for him.

“Good boy,” she said. Her voice remained level and even. Again, she didn’t seem to be teasing him. Maybe he was reading something into the wrinkles around her eyes or the slight upward tug at the corners of her mouth.

“Don’t call me that,” he shot back.

“Why not?”

“It’s demeaning,” he told her with as much dignity as he could muster.

“But it’s accurate,” she retorted.

He inhaled, got ready to answer, and then stopped himself.

That’s when she opened the box and removed several pieces.

His chastity cage.

He had seen them online, of course.

Originally, there had been different pictures from some of his friends. This included Davis, Gabriel, Kyle, and others. He would hang out in different threads and on various servers, exchanging stupid memes, funny videos, and ridiculous jokes. Along the way, chastity cages popped up. They represented imprisonment and captivity.

He had no idea, not really, but he was about to learn.

“I can do it,” he said.

“No,” Aria replied. “That’s not how this works. It’s much better if your guardian does it.”

“No one else is here. No one has to know,” he protested.

“I would know, and you would know, Preston.” There. She did it again. She used his name even though there wasn’t anyone else in the room.

In his head, he thought he would be able to grab his sister, like he could put his hands on her shoulders, push her back, stare into her eyes, and make her understand. This was twisted. This was wrong. It couldn't possibly work. He was her brother, and he deserved respect! He deserved independence and freedom. And yet, he kept thinking of that fear and how he had run from the police.

His breathing quickened, but then she surprised him. She touched her fingertips to his cheeks, and she looked into his eyes, and her gaze softened, "Preston, I know this is difficult. I know you're confused, and this seems so strange. But that's okay. Boys need to be controlled. This is going to be better for you and for me and for everyone."

"How can you say that?" Preston demanded, his eyes narrowing to frustrated slits. Then he couldn't even meet her gaze. She had that beneficent smile on her face, like she couldn't wait to explore this new society.

"To be honest, I think this has been a long time coming," she told him. "You boys had your chance. Now we are going to try something new. If we don't, the world is literally going to fall apart. I won't accept that. I want to do what's best for all of us."

Did she really mean it? Were those words hers or was she parroting something someone else said?

His chest constricted, but then it didn't matter because she pulled her hands away from his cheeks, and she picked up the components of the chastity cage.

"This isn't fair. I should not be naked in front of my sister," he said.

"It's just a chastity cage," she said. Then she chuckled. "If you're worried about any illicit thoughts, just think of this as the opposite of sex."

His brows creased, and he glared at her just as hard as before.

If Aria even noticed, she didn't give any sign of it. Instead, she just chuckled and went to work. In that moment, he could feel it: his nonexistence. Maybe that morning, or a couple of days ago, he could have been a threat. He could have been her equal, and if he went up to her and talked to her, then she would pay attention. But now, she was treating him like he was a pet or a child or a piece of property. Somehow, they were no longer the same. They no longer existed in the same realm or on the same wavelength. They no longer occupied the same category.

He didn't know what to do with those thoughts or feelings.

Then again, wasn't that how he had made so many other people feel? Preston didn't enjoy that snap of insight as it flared through him. He thought of the servers who had come to his table over the years, the clerks, secretaries, and the customer service agents who had practically bowed down before him because he was rich. In those moments, he had recognized the difference again. Only back then, he was the modern-day equivalent of an aristocrat. He could have been a prince or even a king because he was the customer, and the customer is always right, so he was always right. Better yet, he always had enough money to genuinely scare those workers. They needed his support, his approval, his money…With the tap of his phone or the swipe of a card, he could give them the numbers they needed for that day, maybe that week, perhaps even that month if he was having a lot of fun.


But now, he didn't know what to do.

"Please, can we just talk about this?"

"We can talk as much as you want," she told him. "After you’re in your chastity cage."

Technically, Aria was a beautiful girl. He always tried not to think about that particular detail. But now she was right in front of him, so he simply closed his eyes. Somehow, that made it worse. She began to lock the cage around his cock and balls first, and then slid it up underneath his scrotum. It was snug against his flesh. Next, she slipped the curved sheath over his cock. It was cold and metal. His shaft. Maybe shriveled a tiny bit. Oddly enough, he was grateful for that detail.

At the same time, Preston needed to cling to another concept altogether.

She can put this on me, but I'm just going to take it off. After this, I'm going to march right back into my bedroom, I'm going to close and lock the door, and then I'm going to pull the stupid thing off. It's just a toy. There's no way this is a real chastity cage. Truthfully, he didn't even know what that meant. A real chastity cage? Then again, he resisted the urge to smirk because there was no way his sister knew what she was really doing here. For her, this was just a game. Or worse, it was a political symbol. I'm going to take the stupid thing off. I'm going to take the stupid thing off as soon as I get back to my room. And after that, I can call the guys, and we can figure something out. His thoughts spun, and he started to make plans. What if he could make some transfers from his bank accounts? Yeah, back to work. He didn't know exactly how much money he had in "savings".

Truthfully, it never seemed important. First, there was the trust fund. Second, his sister always took care of the credit cards and payment apps, so it wasn't like he had to worry about it. He never paid attention to the money he had "saved". Even then, it had come from his monthly allowance anyway.

As his sister continued to put the chastity cage on him, a different feeling curled up at the edges of his thoughts. It was vaguely familiar. He remembered being just three or four, and his shoe had been untied, and he tried to tie it, but he couldn't. His fingers fumbled, and he didn't remember the rhyme or the steps. He didn't want to trip, not again. And yet, he knew that was going to happen. He could have gone to his parents, but that was just as embarrassing, and he wanted to play with his friends. But then his big sister had noticed, and she had told him to sit down on the edge of the sidewalk. Right away, he had obeyed. This was Aria, and she was just a year older, but when he was four and she was five, that made this girl seem so worldly and powerful, like she understood the mysteries of the alphabet, addition, and even subtraction. Too young to understand what she had in mind, he had obeyed, and secretly hoped his big sister might be able to fix everything for him. Sure enough, she had tied his shoes. Her fingers moved with expert precision as she crafted that laced alchemy. She pulled the laces tight! She had done it! When he glanced up at her, he didn't know if he was supposed to say thank you or not, but it didn't matter because she giggled and ran off, and he chased after her. The memory faded, but that feeling remained.

His big sister had taken care of him, and she hadn’t asked for his permission. She had simply done what he needed, and then there had been quick gratitude.

No, he told himself.

He wasn't going to be "grateful" for what she was doing to him in that moment. It wasn't the same! And yet, he couldn't disregard that impulse either.

CLICK.

Torn from his reverie, he heard that sound, and he glanced down. Then he saw it. The small padlock. Right away, Preston rolled his eyes.

"There we go," she announced as she leaned back. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"

"Are we done?"

"I thought you wanted to talk? By the way, I'm giving you permission to get dressed."

His eyes widened. He stared at her, uncomprehending. This time, he glowered at her, his entire body tight with frustration. He didn't even glance down at the chastity cage, and he tried to ignore it, only he couldn't. There was that new, alien weight tugging down against the base of his shaft and his scrotum. It wasn't uncomfortable, not exactly. Yes, it was snug, but it didn't hurt.

It doesn't matter. I'm not going to be wearing it for long, he told himself. At the same time, he refused to acknowledge anything she said. Instead, he grabbed his clothing, and he got dressed right there in front of her. Sure, she had given him "permission," but he didn't need it. At least, that was what he ached to believe.

His sister smirked again as he pulled on his pants, shirt, and he forgot his underwear, but he didn't even care. Instead, he headed back toward the hallway. He was going to his room.

"Preston," she called after him. It was so easy to imagine those syllables as tendrils wrapping around his wrists and ankles, stopping him right there. At least he didn't turn back. She adopted this playful, light and condescending tone as she told him, "It's okay if you don't want to talk. I understand that you're going to need some time to process all of this. Just think about it. Okay? Think about who you want to be and how you want to behave. In the morning, we can talk about the new arrangement."

Biting down, he didn't acknowledge anything she had just said. Instead, he practically stomped down the hall and went to his bedroom. He resisted the urge to slam the door, if only because he didn't want to behave like some petulant teenager.

Once he got into his room, he discarded the bundle of clothes he still had in his arms. His limited edition sneakers dropped to the floor along with his button-up shirt and underwear.

As he had promised himself, he turned around, and he reached for the door knob. And he blinked, surprised. It looked different. It looked just a little bit different. Then he wanted to turn the small latch, only it was gone. If he had simply walked in here and shut the door, he probably wouldn't have noticed.

...The lock was gone.

"Aria," he whispered.

At the same time, he stubbornly glared down at the handle, almost as though he thought he would be able to make the small latch re-materialize with nothing but the force of his will. Obviously, it didn't work, so he turned away. He reached for his pants again, and he wanted to pull them down, only there was this sense of unease.

He was no longer entitled to his privacy. His sister had obviously ordered the removal of his bedroom lock. She could walk in here whatever she wanted. Why? Because she had the power in this penthouse. Strictly speaking, that had always been true, yet he had enjoyed some modicum of freedom. The equality may be been an illusion, one she had been able to break away with an effortless call, but now he had to face the reality of his situation.

"I don't care," Preston whispered.

That's why he pulled down his pants, and he smirked at the idea of his sister walking in here, only to be horrified when she saw him out of his chastity cage.

She deserved a little shock. She needed to be reminded that he was a man and he could make his own decisions!

With that in mind, he kicked away his pants, and he pulled off his shirt. He was naked again within just a few seconds. Then he looked down at the contraction between his legs. He saw the metal tube that now encased his manhood. The cold had disappeared, but the weight remained, constantly tugging down on his genitals and reminding him of his new, supposed status.

"I don't care what they do. I don't care what they say. We are going to fight back. I don't care if it has to start right here and now. I'm not going to let them get away with this," he quietly promised himself.

Then again, if he really believed all of that, wasn't he supposed to turn around and march back into the living room and jab his finger in front of his sister's face? He could have told her something like, "This ends right here and now. I don't know what's going on in the rest of the world, but I'm not going to let you do this to me."

Her associates…

He couldn't even phrase that idea as a question inside of his head, but he remembered that threat. She could call her associates.

Who would they be?

Former military? Former police?

For a long time, police departments all across the country as well as every branch of the military had included "special operations" units comprised entirely of female soldiers and officers. Initially, this had been pitched and described as a way to increase greater diversity and equity in the security forces for the country. It was a nice idea. Even if some conservatives derided the notion as a different form of affirmative action, the new systems were pushed through. Then, little by little, those "special operations" units started to get bigger. Money was directed toward their training, their equipment, and their facilities. Preston couldn't even remember exactly where he had picked up those details. It was just something that existed as a general term of conversation, like how the national debt had grown too wild or how climate change already posed a serious problem for people all across the world. It was this ongoing problem or idea or issue, and since it was just there, no one really knew what to do about it. Besides, he didn't care about the military. He wasn't poor. He wouldn't need to enlist.

Pushing those thoughts aside, he decided to concentrate on the problem: this stupid piece of hardware.

He was going to show her. And in doing so, he'd prove that this entire idea wouldn't work. Women couldn't take control. Sure, they were entitled to some power, but he had this instinct, like men had been lax for far too long. He never thought of himself as a sexist or anything like that, but now it was easy to imagine a battle of wills between women and men. And when that happened, his superior sex would be triumphant. They would take control and put the girls back in their place.

For a moment, he pictured some society where girls could only work as nurses or teachers or in daycare for little kids. Better yet, they would be servers. They would go to different tables at restaurants, and they would ask the men what they wanted, and they would go fetch it. Obedience would be the most important trait for any girl across society.

It might be tough, he knew. These girls could be stubborn. But the men would still win. They had raw, physical aggression on their sides. As far as he was concerned, evolution meant men knew how to take real risks. They would push hard, and he would fight.

It started right there, with him.

At the same time, Preston tried to think of how the rest of the city would be reacting right then and there. He envisioned lots of guys in bedrooms, just like this one, looking down at a chastity cage and figuring out some way to remove each one.

First, he checked the lock. Predictably, it felt real. It was small and mental. Maybe if he pulled out a set of bolt cutters, he would been able to chop through the thin, metal bar that curved above the metal square below. He touched it for just a few seconds.

Exhaling slowly, he wondered if he owned any tools that would work for this. Right away, he remembered that he didn't actually own any tools. If anything broke, he simply bought a new version.

It didn't matter.

He reached down for the curved ring at the base of his scrotum. Exhaling slowly, he decided this might take some extra willpower, but he could slide the whole thing off. That's why he started to pull on it. He wanted to work it up along the length of his scrotum. He could pull it off, millimeter by millimeter.

That started to work just a tiny bit. He could feel the cage shift. But then it stopped. He was pushing down against his flesh, and it started to hurt. He didn't care. He bit down and stared straight ahead as he refused to acknowledge those physical sensations.

It got worse.

The pain glanced across his skin.

He let go. Preston jerked his fingers away as though the metal had become superheated.

He pulled to the left, then the right. He was pacing back and forth again. He just needed to release that energy. Part of him wanted to do some jumping jacks or push-ups, but then he laughed without any kind of mirth in his voice. Those exercises might have helped vent some of his frustration, but they would have also reminded him of what he wore between his legs. He didn't want that weight tugging down or bouncing between his inner thighs.

Locking his teeth together, he simply breathed. He wasn't going to meditate. He wouldn't contemplate something effeminate like yoga, but he could handle this. That's what he reminded himself anyway.

He was going to figure it out.

Since he couldn't work at the ring near his scrotum, he went for the top instead. He tried to slide the curved tube off of his shaft. He closed his eyes, relaxed, and tried to do this by touch alone.

It didn't work.

He managed to move it a tiny bit. Then it stopped. His skin stretched. Maybe the chastity cage didn't even move at all, and it was just the elasticity of his flesh. Either way, he only made that little bit of progress, and then he had to stop. It started to hurt again.

He jerked his hands back, and that's when he marched over to his gaming rig. He skipped the consuls and went straight for the PC. He turned it on. The screen lit up, and he saw all of his tabs from before. He had his favorite porn sites and clips bookmarked. There were the different pages for his favorite games and articles or videos.

But now he opened up a new tab, and he typed in a simple query: How can I remove a chastity cage?

The new page loaded immediately.

There was an ad for a chastity cage at the top. Then his eyes darted down, but he didn't see the standard list of different websites, articles, and options. Instead, he stared at one answer.

0 Results Found

What?

Seriously, he couldn't remember when the search engine had failed him like this before. He kept staring at those little black pixels. The answer didn't make sense. That wasn't possible. If nothing else, there had to be other possibilities, other options. Even if the search engine brought back something silly or irrelevant, it always retrieved something.

Not this time.

He pushed his chair back, he jumped up onto his feet, and he was about to start walking back and forth again, only he stopped.

Okay, so the search engine was owned by a private company, and they had obviously decided to work with the government. Maybe the search results were only censored here in this city or in cities with martial law. Or maybe this was what would happen at any device, anywhere in the United States. A shiver ran down his back as he contemplated the idea of this company removing those search results for this question all across the planet.

He sat down again, and he tried something else.

It didn't work.

Then he decided to skip the search engine altogether.

He hit YouTube next and typed in a search query for lock picking videos. Granted, he didn't have any of the equipment. Did lock picking even require special tools? He couldn't be sure one way or the other, but he was about to find out.

The first videos appeared. He tried to click on one.

It loaded. The opening screen appeared.

He let out a slow exhalation. Yes. He would be able to do this!

Then another screen appeared along with new text. This video is for authorized Internet users only. Please enter your Digital Safety Code.

He blinked.

Digital Safety Code?

What the heck was that supposed to mean?

His hands dropped down to the edges of his desk, and he squeezed until his knuckles turned bright red, then white. Frustrated, he shoved his chair back.

"You know what? This is a joke. It has to be a joke," he snarled to no one in particular. And he pulled himself back up to his keyboard. Desperately hoping he was right, he pulled up a different search engine, and he typed in, What is a Digital Safety Code? Part of him wanted to be angry and to insult the password requirement, but he wanted an actual answer.

For a second, he worried something scary would pop up, like he would not be able to search for anything at all at this point. Maybe it was a newly instituted tool, one that had only gone into effect the last couple of minutes. It didn't seem likely, but it was possible.

The predictable and reassuring lines of text appeared. He saw an article about the Digital Safety Code. It looked like it had been published by some government department? He didn't recognize the name, but he clicked on the article anyway. Then he started reading.

Effective immediately, Digital Safety Codes will be required by all women who wish to access mature content online. This is designed to protect children and other individuals incapable of navigating the internet without direct supervision.

Preston stared down at the text again. He read it and reread it. Of course, people had complained about the possibility of government censorship for a very long time. It was another one of those generic problems that just hovered out in the universe. As far as he had been concerned, it was never a real possibility, however. The giant tech companies wouldn't allow something like this to happen.

And yet, those giant tech companies belonged to people. Now they belonged to women.

Morbidly curious, he started to type in the names of those different companies as he searched for the names of their CEOs. Microsoft, Google, Meta, Tenet, Rationale, and Monolith were all run by women. In fact, Preston accidentally stumbled across a page that listed the Board of Directors for each of those companies. Not every executive was a woman. That much was obvious within a few seconds. And yet, the men were outnumbered each and every time.

How was that possible? How could something like that happen?

They had worked together, he thought.

Preston still didn't like the idea of some grand conspiracy, but it didn't have to be conscious. They didn't need to have secret meetings. Maybe these women simply socialized together, and they worked together, they went to the same conferences, and they became friends. Consequently, they wanted to promote one another. This could be a reason why feminism had failed for so long. Breaking through the glass ceiling had taken decades.

But apparently, the women had succeeded. "Good for you," he grunted. At the same time, he brought his hand up to his lips, and he just stared down at the screen as he tried to figure out what he could do next.

How much of the internet would he be allowed to access? More importantly, would new barriers go up?

If he could get his hands on a Digital Safety Code, would he be able to use it for long? Were they going to change? What were the security parameters?

Preston silently fumed as he thought of those concerns. More importantly, he kept thinking about how so many people argued that the big tech companies would continue to provide access to the web, if only because they craved profits. By locking out half of the population, their earnings were certainly going to take a hit. Right?

But what if they didn't care? What if the women who ran those companies decided that this new vision of the world was more important than money? For so many individuals steeped in American capitalism, that seemed like an anathema. The question probably sounded stupid. And yet, there were other incentives. This was something he vaguely remembered from one of his general education economics classes. "Remember, lots of economists want to view people as fundamentally rational. Money makes sense. It's an easy scorecard, but we are more complicated than that. Despite all of the basic ideas here, there are emotions, and that includes a dedication to dignity, family, friends, and society. It's not economically rational to join the military, yet people do it. It's not economically rational to become a teacher or a firefighter. And yet, people do those things as well. Why? It's not always just a question of money. That's a big part of it, but we would be oversimplifying if we didn't look at those other concerns as well."

He needed a code? Fine. He would get a code.

He had a plan, yet another idea occurred to him. He could go back out into the living room, approach Aria, and ask her if he could use her Digital Safety Code.

Right away, his eyes widened, and there was that jagged anger at the back of his throat. No. No freaking way. He wasn't going to ask Aria if he could go online. He wasn’t some little kid in a kindergarten class who needed permission to use the computer. He had carried his phone since the fourth grade.

Taking his place back at his computer, he typed in some random numbers.

The automated answer came back. That is not a recognized Digital Safety Code. Would you like to try again?

"Fuck yeah," he growled, almost feeling drunk on anger and frustration and disappointment.

He focused on the keyboard again and typed in another password.

It didn't work. He was met with the same answer. Would he like to try again?

"Sure," he snarled. "Why the fuck not?" This was almost funny.

Then again, he decided he didn't really care. He could stay there all night, and he would keep typing in those numbers again and again. He wasn't even going to do it systematically. If he needed to, he could just slap his hands against the keyboard and let random digits appear until something worked.

Within two or three minutes, he had typed in ten different passwords, none of which snuck him past the city's new firewall.

When he hit enter, he saw the familiar message rejecting his password.

If he had to do this all night, he would. He didn't care. He laughed, thinking about how the methodical system would inevitably give him someone's password. And when he did, he would figure out how to pick locks, and he would be able to remove his chastity cage.

Only then, a new message appeared.

You have submitted too many incorrect passwords. If you submit another incorrect password, the authorities will be notified and they will track you to the location of your IP address.

"What?"

He stared down at the screen. He studied those letters again and again.

That wasn't right. That wasn't fair. He sputtered, staring and frantically working through the different possibilities as he tried to come up with something he could do. As a kid, he had fantasized about becoming a hacker. He thought he would learn to frantically slam his fingertips down against a keyboard to figure out exactly how to exploit security flaws and steal tons of money. Even then, he had already known he was basically rich, but he liked the idea of being a digital rogue, someone who could sneak in and get whatever he wanted.

Then he had learned about computer engineering and how it required a ton of studying, effort, and careful consideration. Yeah, he gave up on that after a few minutes and decided to play his video games instead.

But now, he wished he had been able to focus and study and learn about all of this stuff. Then again, if he had paid more attention, maybe he would've done something totally different instead. He smirked, laughing bitterly as he realized he would just be a completely different person altogether.

In that moment, were there others working to overcome these Digital Safety Codes?

He hoped so.

For a while, he just sat there at his desk. Part of him was curious, like what would happen if he just searched out the different websites he could actually access? And yet, he could already envision that message popping up again and again, demanding his code and reminding him of his new status.

For a long time, he had been an adult. Between his age, gender, and bank account, he had been able to do pretty much whatever he wanted. His friends had traveled all over the world, hitting cities like Barcelona, Paris, London, Tokyo, Hong Kong, and a bunch of others. They partied, they enjoyed themselves, and yet they always came back to this city. First, his sister lived there. Second, it always felt like home. And yet, there was that knowledge that he could go out and do whatever he wanted.

Pretty much nothing was off limits.

Ironically, the only boundaries he faced usually came in the form of his favorite games. Sometimes, he would try some Ultra Hard or Death Mode, and the videogame developers would give him a real challenge. Even then, there were plenty of pay-to-win games out there. And if nothing else, digital gear could usually be purchased from black market sellers. If he really wanted to have the advantage, he could get it.

He used the assets at his disposal. He was still playing the game correctly, as far as he was concerned.

So many different erratic and disparate thoughts swirled through his head as he thought about this.

Finally, he was curious. Or maybe he figured it would be easy. He got up and walked over to the other side of his bedroom. He fell into the black, leather couch. It was expensive, of course. He and his friends had spent a lot of time here playing when they felt like being in the same room together. They would drink, take down monsters or zombies or enemy soldiers, and it always felt so relaxed and easy. But now he was alone as he picked up his controller. Instinctively, he also grabbed his headset.

As he did all of this, he almost expected the system to reject him. He wanted to play his game? Fine. He just had to enter his Digital Safety Code. It would be easy. If he had one, it would only be a minor inconvenience, it would only take a couple of seconds.

Out across the city, how many women already had their Digital Safety Codes? Maybe they just had to use their Social Security numbers to log into some governmental website. For them, it would probably take just a couple of minutes. And once they had it, they could type it in whenever they wanted to go online, it would become a small point of friction, but it wasn't a big deal. More importantly, maybe they would actually enjoy it.

Those girls and women would be able to type in those numbers and it would remind them of their superior status.

Bitterly, he shook his head. He pulled on his headset, and he went to his favorite game. In that moment, he wanted to run around with that first-person perspective, load up on gear, and blow away enemy tanks, troopers, and their genetically modified monstrosities. It was a sci-fi game, it was perfect for that moment. He didn't have to exist in the real world. Just as importantly, he could lose himself to those learned maneuvers. His thumbs could guide him through the world as he went from one checkpoint to the next, taking down those pixelated enemies.

But right when he started to play, he saw something.

Kyle, Davis, and Gabriel were all online!

He saw their usernames. He quickly sent them invites for a voice chat.

Second by second, he waited. He was wondering exactly what was going on. It was late, and he was exhausted, but he wanted to hear what was going on.

"Hey," Davis said. First, his deep voice vibrating through Preston's Gamer One headphones.

"Hey, man. How’s it going?"

Davis didn't answer right away. Instead, Kyle logged in, and asked, "What's up?"

Gabriel's voice came in next, "You guys okay?"

"Not great," Preston said with a smirk. "Not doing great at all." They were guys. They didn't usually talk about this. If one of them was upset, it usually came down to something a girl did or said. And even then, they had the standard responses. She was a bitch. She was a slut. She was some dumb brat who didn't deserve him in the first place. Now that wasn’t going to work here.

The silence stretched out. Preston kept waiting for one of them to say something. At the same time, he contemplated the cage his sister had now made him wear. Were his friends wearing chastity cages? In that moment, were they down like him?

Technically, the chastity cage didn’t hinder his movement. And yet, he could still feel it. At that moment, while he sat there, he couldn't indulge in the power fantasy of his favorite videogame. He was wearing a chastity cage. He had lost access to the most important part of his body. Clenching his eyes shut for a second, he massaged the ridge of his nose as he contemplated what all of that meant.

No. He didn't want to think about it.

But he hated the quiet, so he asked, "Should we play?"

"Let's go for it," Gabriel said.

They opened up a scenario. None of them argued when Preston picked a simple battle map. They just had to capture the flag from the enemy AI. In that moment, he hated the idea of playing with other people. He just wanted to win. Apparently, his friends felt the same way. Normally, he could open up a map, and they would talk about the different options and scenario settings for five or ten minutes or even longer. He remembered one instance where they had spent nearly an hour arguing over what they were supposed to play.

But tonight, none of that happened.

They just wanted to game. They just wanted to launch their rockets and fire their guns and take down some enemies.

The game started, and the digital landscape appeared. It looked like some broken battlefield from Europe. There were burned-out tanks, blackened cars, a long road that cut down the center of the map, hills, trees, and lots of areas for cover. He started running forward right away.

An enemy mutant appeared, bursting out of the ground. He aimed, fired, and watched as the digital blood appeared. Those sprays cut across the air, only to disappear a second later. The monster dropped down, it's body already fading from existence.

Glancing up at the radar in the corner of the screen, he could see his friends as they moved toward the flag as well. None of them were interested in playing defensively. None of them wanted to take cover or hide. They hungered for this.

Another mutant appeared in front of him. It dropped down from the sky, it reared up, and he started to fire. He unloaded a clip into it's chest. It roared back, raising its arms and extending its talons. It looked like some kind of lizard out of a 1950s horror movie.

He switched weapons.

He aimed and fired. His rocket propelled grenade cut across the distance, slammed into the mutant's chest, and it burst apart. He kept running forward.

"How long do you think this is going to last?" Kyle asked.

"Not long," Davis said.

"I don't think he was talking about the game," Gabriel pointed out.

"Yeah, me either," Davis said. "This can't go on. Seriously, it's ridiculous. You should have heard what they were saying to me."

They?

Right as Preston was about to ask, the screen froze, and a new message appeared.

To continue playing, please enter your Digital Safety Code.

"Gabriel? Davis? Kyle? Are you there? Come on. Are you there?" More than anything, he wanted to believe it was just a bad connection. That happened sometimes. The servers could be overloaded, especially on a Friday or Saturday night when so many people wanted to play. But it was the middle of the night now. It was past midnight, and the exhaustion clawed at him. Despite all of this, Preston still tried again. "Are you there? Come on. Someone say something."

Nothing. Just silence.

That's when he heard the door open behind him. He yanked off his headphones, and he saw his sister standing there. She leaned against one side of the door frame, her arms crossed across her chest. "Everything okay?"

"This is bullshit!" Preston declared. He jumped up to his feet, and he was glad he had pulled his pants back on. Obviously, his big sister knew all about his chastity cage, but he hated the idea of her seeing it on him again, lifting and shiny.

"What's that?" Aria asked, pretending she didn't know exactly what he meant. She could glance over at the screen, of course. She could see that request for the password. At the same time, she had probably entered in her own Digital Safety Code several times. "Are you having trouble with your game?"

He stood up and leaned forward, pressing his hands down against the edge of the couch. In that moment, he knew he had a choice. He could look back up at his big sister, and he could ask her for the chance to play his game. It would be a request, of course. If she said yes, she would be granting him permission.

But he wasn't supposed to need permission! He was an adult!

Suddenly, he flashed back to a very old episode of The Simpsons. He had never really been a fan, and he only caught a couple of episodes over the course of his life, but he had watched one when he was little, and the entire concept had irritated him. Maybe Aria had been streaming it, or maybe he had been at a friend's house, and someone's older brother or sister or mother or father had been watching it. One way or another, he had that memory in his head, and there was this babysitter holding up a videogame cartridge. A boy wanted to play it, and the girl laughed, "You can play for five minutes if you clean the kitchen." The boy snorted. Even as a little kid, Preston had agreed. Five minutes of video games? That hardly seemed like it would be worth the effort. And yet, that cartoon character found himself following the cartridge. He would do anything for the chance to play, and the girls knew it. They could own him. And that's why the babysitter laughed, "Boys will always follow their videogames." Maybe he didn't remember the exact quotes, but that sentiment still echoed inside of his head as he looked back at his big sister.

"No…" Preston finally said, his shoulders dropping. Deflated, he shook his head. He wasn't going to ask for permission. He could still maintain some semblance of dignity.

"It's late you should go to bed."

"Is that an order?" Preston asked.

"Should it be?" Aria replied.

For a second, he wanted to tell her that she could give him any command. And yet, he shifted his weight, and he could feel the chastity cage. At the same time, the truth hit him. He was wearing that lock. The lock had a key. Aria had the key. If he wanted out, he would have to ask her for permission at one point or another. She would make the decision. She had that power.

"Did you want something?" Preston asked instead, especially because he couldn't answer her question.

"I just wanted to check on you. I know you had a stressful night," she said.

"I'm fine."

"If you're fine, then you need to get to bed right now."

"I should go shower," he said. Yeah, he was dirty, but he just wanted to delay the inevitable. More importantly, he wanted to undermine her authority. Again and again, he told himself that his sister couldn't be in control.

"No," she contradicted him. "Get in bed right now. You need me to tuck you in?"

"Don't be ridiculous," he snapped.

At this point, she pushed herself away from the door frame, and she crossed the room. She came right up to the couch. He was still braced there on his knees, his legs tensed against of the cushions. She leaned down, and she looked into his eyes, "Things are going to be different from now on, so you need to very carefully consider what you are going to say to me or to any other woman. Things aren't like before. I will expect you to behave yourself. So if I tell you to go to bed, you will go to bed."

"I'm not a child," he said.

"You're my little brother, and I love you, and I'm going to do what's best for you whether you like it or not. Now, how long do you want to stay locked up in your chastity cage?" It was a simple question, and she used this nonchalant tone, like it wasn't a big deal one way or the other. She could have been offering him two different cookies, and he just had to make the choice.

"I want it off right now," he said.

"That's not how this works," she said. "As your Guardian, I decide when and if you are able to take it off. Looking at that first question, how long should you have to wear it?"

"Five seconds," he shot back.

"Try again," she said. "And if you don't give me a serious answer, I will decide for you."

"Won’t you do that anyway?" He growled at her.

"Probably," she said. "You're a boy, and boys have a hard time making good choices. That's what I want for you: good choices. So do you want to try?"

"No."

"One day," she said. "That'll be twenty-four hours," Aria clarified for him as though he didn't understand what that idea already meant.

He chaffed and twitched in his chastity cage. He could feel that little flutter of movement. Luckily, his sister wouldn't be able to see it, but his shoulders tightened. The simple idea that he wouldn't be allowed to touch himself for a full day seemed insane. In fact, he usually woke up hard, and he reached down between his legs and brushed his fingers over his cock and his balls. Then he would squeeze his shaft, moving his hand up and down.

Maybe it was the exhaustion after everything that had happened, or maybe it was the simple idea that he might not be able to get what he wanted that sent the shiver of desire running through his body. "That, that's way too long," he stuttered out. He hated that note of fear in his voice, but he couldn't take it back, either.

"You think a day is too long?" Aria laughed. "How often do you pleasure yourself?" She didn't seem offended or grossed out by the idea. In fact, she was looking at him like he was a boy, and boys would do gross things. Granted, she wouldn't focus on the details, but she was responsible for his well-being, so she needed to understand how he worked. For her, it was clinical. It was a question of how she would take care of him and make sure he could be healthy, since he couldn't handle those responsibilities on his own. He was a boy, after all.

Preston saw the logic instantly, and he stared right back at her. "Look, I know things are different outside of this penthouse, but you can't keep me locked up like that period. You can't." He hated that plaintive tremor in his voice, but it was almost impossible to intimidate this girl. Again and again, he came back to the fact that she was older. She had always been older, and she was smarter, and she was more mature.

He had to catch up. And yet, he didn't know how he could possibly do that.

"Things are different outside," she agreed. "But they are changing in here too. You have one day right now. You’re going to go to bed or do I need to add some additional time? You know, we can very easily."

His eyes widened, his throat tightened, and he couldn't breathe. Silently, he raged against the jolt of fear that exploded all across his body, only he still didn't know what to do. He tried to look back at Aria. This time, he could only meet her gaze for one or two seconds before his head dropped down, and he was staring down at the curves of her feet. She wore black ballet flats. They seemed so elegant, so respectable.

"Okay," he said. "Okay. I'll go to bed right now."

He started to make his way toward his bed. His sister still stood there in the middle of the room, her arms across her chest as she watched him like a prison guard.

"Be sure to brush up first," she said as though he needed the reminder.

If he had brought up the possibility of brushing his teeth, would he have argued? Would she have told him that he didn't need to do it tonight? He wouldn't be able to know one way or the other. Reluctantly, he tensed his shoulders, and he slowed. He came to a stop for a second, and Aria watched him. Clearly, she was waiting to see if he would try to defy her authority again.

No, he didn't. No, he couldn't.

As she watched, he went into his bathroom, and she stepped into the doorway again. His sister was smaller than him by a couple of inches, yet she blocked the exit. She leaned against one side, and she tilted her head as she watched him brush his teeth. "I can do this on my own," he told her.

"I know," she agreed.

Even so, she didn't leave. He brushed, he rinsed, and he washed his face. He kept waiting for her to interrupt. Then there was nothing else for him to do, so he headed back into his bedroom. Surprisingly, his sister stepped out of the way.

"I need to get changed into my pajamas," he said.

"Go ahead. It's not a big deal," she said. "I put you in chastity tonight, remember?"

Obviously, he couldn't forget something like that, no matter how hard he wished he could.

Reluctantly, he pulled out some dark blue sweatpants and a matching T-shirt. He pulled off his pants and shirt, and he hated how she could watch him like this. Then he got dressed again. Somehow, pulling on his sleeping gear didn't actually make him feel any more dignified. On the contrary, she stood there, and she still had her usual sense of power, place, and control. At the same time, he had on sweatpants and a T-shirt.

He climbed up onto his bed. He got under the covers. "Vanessa did a good job," she said, referring to the housekeeper.

"Yeah. Whatever."

"You should thank her the next time you see her," she said.

"Why?"

"Because she outranks you," Aria replied.

"What are you talking about? She's a freaking housekeeper," he said.

His sister chuckled and pulled the blanket up over him. Yes, it felt like she was tucking him in. He glared at her as hard as he could, only Aria didn't seem to notice. Or maybe she just didn't care. After all, he was a boy, so it wasn't like his fury meant anything. He could get frustrated, and she could punish him. She could add hours or days to the length of time he would be in chastity.

"Don't worry about it," Aria told him. "It's time to go to sleep." She stepped away, turned off the lights, and closed the door, covering him in darkness.

He rolled onto his back, and he stared up at the ceiling for a long time.

That night, he dreamed about the girls at the The Cliffs. For a second, he saw Valerie, yet his thoughts turned away from that beautiful woman. He couldn't think of her, not after everything that happened. More importantly, there was still hurt. It felt like a gash or bruise, but it refused to heal. The invisible wound sat there, always waiting for times like this.

Instead of thinking about Valerie, he pictured a blonde girl. She had feline features, freckles, and slender eyebrows. She was wearing this white dress, and he could walk up to her, and he could grab her by the hand and pull her close. She might have let out a little yelp of surprise, but she would see him, and she would recognize him as one of those alpha predators. He was tall and strong. He worked out. He had money, and he would impress her with his presence alone.

"Hello," he wanted to say to her right before he leaned in and kissed her. Better yet, he would slide his hand up that white dress, and she would instinctively spread her legs. She would give him the access he deserved. Perhaps she would try to nudge him back, but he wouldn't yield. He could take control. With his lips pressed against her mouth he would find her panties, and he would nudge them aside. His digits would move up and down along her crevice, making her hot, making her wet, making her moan and shiver.

In the dark of the Eclipse, he would be able to make her moan and pant. She would be embarrassed, of course. The shame would burn across her body, yet she wouldn't be able to deny the pleasure he gave her.

Inevitably, he would pull away.

"Why, why do you stop?" That girl would pant out those words, and he would just grin at her. Then he would take her by the hand, and they could grab a rideshare. In the backseat, he would kiss her.

Minutes later, they would be back at her place.

In his dream, they flashed across the cityscape, and then he would take her into her bedroom.

He pictured her going to the door and opening it before he grabbed her. He would take her, guiding her over to her couch. He would lift up her skirt and pull down her panties. She would spread her legs. Suddenly, she would be bent forward, her elbows braced against the cushions, and he would pump into her. He would slide his cock up against her sex, and he would…

Preston opened his eyes.

Sunlight cut across his bedroom floor, and he could feel that raging desire deep within his core. It pushed down between his legs, and he instinctively reached under the blankets. He slid his hand into his sweatpants, and he...found the chastity cage.

Right as he started to awaken, sleep and the fragments of his dream cluttered his thoughts, making it impossible for him to think clearly. But now, his eyes widened, and he didn't want to believe it.

Denial bounced around inside of his head as he yanked back the blanket, the sheets, and he threw them all onto the floor along with his pillow.

Preston yanked down his pants and underwear in one swift movement. Then he saw it: the chastity cage.

There was the shining metal, the band, the lock, the curved tube, all of it.

Like so many other people, he relied on his sight above every other sense. Even so, the arousal continued to bubble and vibrate deep within his core. Worse, he could feel his manhood strain against the inner confines of his chastity cage. That small prison kept him locked up.

His breathing came faster. He didn't know what to do.

His hand slid down to the cage, and he tried to pull it off, to slide it free.

It didn't work last night, and it didn't work now, either.

Yanking his hands away, he slammed his heels and palms against his bed. Biting down, he glared up at the ceiling with as much fear he as he could manage.

This was ridiculous. This was insane.

She put him in a chastity cage, and he was still wearing it.

He rolled off of the bed and quickly pulled his pants back up as he stumbled out into the hallway when he realized something. It was early. Yes, the sun had risen, but he waited. He wanted to go to Aria's bedroom door and slam his fists against it. He had so many demands to make: give him the key, let him go, give him a Digital Safety Code, and pretend the last twenty-four hours never happened.

Preston had lifted up his hand, and his knuckles were poised right in front of the door.

In that moment, he knew he could wake up his big sister, yet he also understood what would happen if he did it. There would be consequences. She would want to punish him. He shivered.

What would that look like?

No. He refused to think about it.

Instead, he locked his teeth together, clenching his jaw as he forced himself to turn around. He went back into his bedroom, and he pulled off his sweatpants. He removed his shirt, and then he got dressed. He put on a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, a sweatshirt, and his shoes and socks. Once he had done all of this, he sat against the edge of the bed, and he glanced over at his computer, then his console, and he debated what he should do. Somehow, picking up the controller and trying to play a game felt silly.

Outside of that penthouse and down on the street, the world had been transformed. And yet, the women of the city hadn't completely taken over. He refused to believe they could seize absolute power within just a day.

He had to do something.

Reflexively, he started thinking of movies and streaming shows. He pictured characters pulling out weapons, throwing Molotov cocktails, stealing tanks, or fleeing from the authorities.

But wasn't going to work.

Drawing in a slow breath, he knew he couldn't fight. And yet, there had to be something else he could do.

Licking his bottom lip, he went to his computer, he turned it on again, and then he went to his bank's website. As he typed in those initial letters and hit Enter, he dreaded seeing that phrase from before. Would it ask him for a Digital Safety Code? If so, he knew he would be completely screwed.

He could access the bank!

Yes! The website appeared, and he quickly went to type in his account number and password. This all made sense to him, of course. It was a national bank. It wasn't like they had to worry about regulations for any given city. There was probably some legal explanation for how all of this worked, but he didn't care.

A loading icon appeared. The circle rotated, spinning there at the center of the screen until a new message popped up.

This is now a Subordinant Account. Please enter the Custodian/Guardian's ID Number and Password.

What?

Granted, he didn't check on his bank account all that often, but he had logged in often enough that he knew this was completely new.

His assets were now in a Subordinate Account. Part of him wanted to snarl, to grab onto the edge of the desk, and to demand an explanation. It would have been easy enough to pull out his phone and to call customer service. And yet, he found himself nibbling on the inside of his mouth.

Vaguely, he remembered getting his first bank account, and his parents had needed to sign off on it. Back then, maybe he had a Custodian or Guardian, but this was completely different. He was well into his twenties now. More importantly, he had been able to access his money just a couple of days ago.

Had the bank been ready for this? Had they been warned?

He realized he had one option.

Preston gulped as he retrieved his phone. He entered his passcode, and he nervously waited to see whether or not it would still work. It did. Even if that was good news, he didn't know what would happen with this next part.

Considering his family's standing within the community, it made sense that they had a private banker. Yes, this was a national chain, with branches all across the country, but the rules didn't apply to them in quite the same way.

Once he hit Send, Preston held the phone up to his ear, and he listened as it buzzed. It buzzed some more.

Finally, he heard a man's voice. "Hello? This is Taylor Clark, Private Asset Manager. What can I do for you?"

"Taylor, hi," Preston said right away. "This is Preston Carter."

Right away, the banker knew that name. "It's good to hear from you, Mr. Carter. What can I do for you?"

This was a man. Preston was talking to another man, and he had power. He had authority. That would help here. Even so, Preston still tightened his fingers against his phone as he contemplated what might happen next. It was ridiculous, of course. Normally, when Preston talked to an employee, he could stride forward with perfect confidence. He had money and power and influence. The people around him had to do their absolute best to please him. If they didn't, he could take his business elsewhere. Regular people could make that same threat, but it wouldn't be meaningful. Considering how much money his family had in their various funds, losing them as a client could cause significant harm.

"I'm having some trouble accessing my account," Preston said.

"Are you sure?"

Preston blinked. That wasn't the answer he had expected. "Yes. I'm sure," he said.

"Have you, have you tried reentering any of your banking information? Sometimes, it's just a typo."

"I entered all of my information correctly. I still can't access my account. It's saying that I have to have something called a…" Preston turned back to the screen and read off the words, "a Subordinate Account."

"I see…"

Nothing. Just silence.

Preston kept waiting. At the same time, his heart pounded faster. His impatience mounted; it began to crack through his ability to simply sit there silently.

"What do you see? What do you see?"

"Mr. Carter, in order to access your account, you're going to need to be supported by your Guardian. Is she there with you by any chance? I'm assuming it's your sister. If so, I would be happy to speak with her, and to execute any transactions she would like to order at this time."

"But this is my account," Preston insisted.

"Just let me take a look at something," Taylor replied. The banker was probably frantically typing out something. "I'm sorry for the delay. This is a new system, and it has mostly interfaced correctly with our current records, but there are always going to be glitches." He chuckled nervously. "Yeah. According to this, you have been registered with your sister. Because she is your Guardian, you will need her to approve any possible transactions."

"Taylor, I've been baking with you for years," he said.

"I appreciate that, Mr. Carter."

"Then you need to understand that I want access to my account. I want access to my account right now. And if you can't make that happen, I will have to go to another bank. Is that what you want?" As those words left his lips, Preston waited for the inevitable avalanche of apologies, promises, and groveling.

Instead, he heard a different answer altogether. "It wouldn't make any difference," Taylor said. He said those words, and then he stopped. He made it sound like there were no other possibilities, no other options.

"What if I ask to speak with your supervisor?"

"I don't think you want me to get her involved," Taylor said. He lowered his voice, "If you don't mind my asking, do you have permission to be talking with me right now?"

"Permission? What are you even talking about?"

"Let's just say you aren’t the first call I've dealt with today," said the banker. "Sometimes, they do insist that I call my manager, and she gets involved, and she calls the client's handler or owner. Then there are going to be consequences. I have met Aria, and I know she's a sweet girl, but, but…"

"But what?" Preston demanded.

"But has she punished you yet?"

Seated there against the edge of his bed, Preston glanced down at his crotch. Underneath the faded denim of his jeans, the Chastity Cage hid from him. And yet, he could still feel it there. Worse, he needed to conduct this business, yet he couldn't completely ignore his dreams or the desires they provoked.

"She's my big sister," Preston said as he rolled his eyes. "It's not like she can punish me. Besides, we are both adults."

"That might be true," Taylor said, "...But I see how things are changing. You might be an adult, but that doesn't mean you have any rights. If she wants to spank you or paddle you or keep you locked in a Chastity Cage, that is her prerogative. She is your Guardian now. She has the authority to do whatever she wants, and you can't stop her."

"Yeah, I can," Preston automatically insisted with as much vehemence as he could muster. He needed to sound like a haughty aristocrat; he was a rich boy, and he wasn't accustomed to these kinds of boundaries. Just as importantly, he didn't want the banker to think that Preston had been defeated.

"This is just some friendly advice, but you should do whatever she says."

Preston tightened his grip again. He seriously worried that he might actually be able to break his phone. He didn't hear a crack, of course, but the risk remained, and then something inside of him faded, "Nothing would happen if I asked to speak with your manager?"

"No. Nothing would happen, but she might tell your Guardian."

"What if I move my assets to another bank?"

"You can't," Taylor said. "You can't move your assets, not without your Guardian's permission. And frankly, that would mostly be a question of her moving those assets."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"You can’t unilaterally make that decision," the banker informed him. "She wouldn't need your permission or your signature even. She could simply make the order, and it would be implied that you agreed."

"That can't be legal," Preston insisted.

"I don't know what to tell you, Mr. Carter. These are the new rules and regulations. Now, is there anything else I can help you with?"

This time, Preston didn't bother to respond. He lowered the phone, hit the red button, and ended the call. From there, he thought about his last point...his last idea.

That can't be legal.

Perhaps Preston didn't have the firepower, weaponry, training, or bravery to actually get involved in a real war. As he peeled off his sweatshirt and pulled on a hoodie, he wasn't even sure he would be able to do this. And yet, he still had to try. He refused to back down or surrender.

That can't be legal.

Strictly speaking, he understood the concept that laws were subject to change. And yet, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth, and he thought of their family attorney: Maranda Stone. He had met with her on several different occasions, usually to sign paperwork regarding the family trust. Each time, she had tried to explain to him what the documents meant, but he usually just rolled his eyes. He had an attorney to deal with the legal niceties.

But this time, maybe he actually needed a lawyer.

He had to talk to her. He had to meet with her in person.

And yet, she was a woman.

How would she feel about all of this?

It didn't matter, he told himself. She was supposed to be his attorney, so she had to be on his side. She had made that point clear on several different occasions.

Besides, he still had potential money. He didn't know exactly if this pitch would work with her, but he had to believe in human greed if nothing else. And that's why he pulled up his hood, and he left his bedroom. Once he was out in the hall, he froze for a second, listening intently. He worried his sister would already be up. Yes, it was early, but maybe she had a morning meeting?

Exhaling slowly, he made his way out into the private elevator. He took it down to the first floor. Once he stepped out, he saw something. There were a couple of women, and they had their boyfriends or husbands with them. But now, those boys seemed muted and uncertain, like they weren't sure of what was happening.

One of them actually wore a collar and leash. Yes, his girlfriend held onto the leash as she tugged, smiling back at him. Apparently, she was enjoying this demonstration. She could show everyone that she had tamed her man. Before, maybe he had been some wealthy asset manager or an especially rich software engineer. But now, he belonged to her. "Come along, boy," she called out loud enough for Preston and pretty much everyone else in the lobby to overhear.

Preston must've been staring because the young woman turned back, and she saw him. Her eyes narrowed slightly, and he could almost read her thoughts. She was wondering exactly why he was out there, down on the first floor, out on his own without a woman to oversee his behaviors. They didn't know one another. Maybe they were neighbors, but that was it.

He readjusted his hood, stared down at the ground, and rushed forward with his hands buried in his pockets.

He walked outside, and he glanced around.

In that instant, he just wanted to see one guy or maybe a group of guys out on their own. He scanned the different cars, the pedestrians, and that's when he saw there weren't actually any men on the street. Normally, there were lots of guys who would be rushing from the bus stops or subway stations over to their offices.

Not today.

Yes, there were lots of women dressed in their pencil skirts or loose slacks and blouses, vests, or jackets. He saw those women, and some of them were on their phones, like nothing had changed. But other women seemed to enjoy the view of the world. They moved more quickly, more freely. They seemed relaxed and at ease in a way he hadn't expected before.

One woman looked at him. Their eyes met, and her expression shifted. She became confused. Maybe concerned? Maybe she was going to walk over there and start talking to him? Maybe she would ask him if he was lost or if he had trouble finding his Guardian?

Preston couldn't let that happen.

He hated how that woman sparked a jolt of fear deep within his stomach.

It didn't get any better.

With his hood still pulled up, he tried to keep his face aimed down at the ground. This only provoked a different kind of anxiety, especially because he couldn't see much around him. Yes, he peeked up from time to time, and then he froze when he saw a couple of police officers. They were women, of course, and they were riding on a pair of stallions. The horses clopped their way down the street. He couldn't see the officers' eyes behind their mirrored shades, but his eyes instinctively went to the tranquilizer pistols on their waists.

He walked right by them. He didn't say anything. His heart thundered, and the dread seemed to spread along every inch of his skin. He could feel it bounce up and down the lengths of his arms and legs. He tried to push those feelings aside. He attempted to bury them with as much willpower as he could conjure. It wasn't enough, however. His best efforts didn't change anything.

What if a woman grabbed him? What if she slipped a collar around his neck or grabbed his wrists and cuffed him?

Those ideas were absurd. No one was going to try to kidnap him.

And yet…

He remembered being in a club just a few months before this, and there were a couple of girls debating how they were going to get home. One of them said she didn't want to walk back to her place on her own. According to her friends, she lived in a good neighborhood, and it was perfectly safe, but the girl just looked back around at everyone else, "I, I just want anything bad to happen. You know?"

When he overheard the conversation, Preston had laughed. Seriously, they lived in a major city. Granted, it was never going to be perfectly safe, but that was true no matter where one decided to live.

Only now, a different kind of fear seemed to permeate his body. The unease refused to go away.

Then again, he had left the penthouse without his sister's permission.

"I don't need her permission," Preston promised himself. In that moment, he almost believed it.

He navigated the different blocks. Very carefully, he took his time, and he kept peeking upward. He didn't want any of the women to notice him or to pay attention to him. He tried to make himself as small as possible. Working hard to go unnoticed, he made his way to one of the skyscrapers.

When he finally stepped through the sliding doors, Preston glanced up, and he made the mistake of pulling his hood back down. Right away, different women glanced in his direction. They were all lawyers, paralegals, secretaries, and analysts. They saw him, and a couple of the women glanced back and forth, like they weren't sure what to do.

Then he glanced over at the welcome desk, and he made his way over to it. He tried to walk with casual ease, like this was normal. At the same time, he was intensely aware of one detail. There weren't any men around. They were all gone. There were only women here.

For a moment, he thought of women and how they had to function in past decades. Back in the 1950s, a woman might show up at a lawyer's office or maybe a bank, and she'd be the only female. How did that make her feel? Did she experience the same kind of tension deep within her stomach? The instant she approached any of the employees, did she already feel like she was at a disadvantage?

He did.

Despite all of this, Preston came up to the desk, and he looked at the woman. He tried to meet her gaze, to keep his voice level, and to speak clearly as he said, "I need to speak with my attorney. Her name is Maranda Stone, and she works on the seventeenth floor."

The glorified secretary considered him for several long seconds. She double checked her directory, although she must’ve known exactly where the capstone offices were located. Still, she drew this out, almost like she simply wished to make him wait.

With the seconds ticking by, he wondered if maybe she had called security or the police. He hated that idea, especially because it triggered this instinct to run. He knew he could glance over his shoulder, check to see if the way was clear, spin around, and run hard. He thought of last night, the frantic sprint, and ultimately getting caught.

Granted, his sister had rescued him before he could get arrested, but the police would have been able to snatch up Preston and his friends. He knew that somewhere deep down. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t convince himself that he had been about to escape or that he would have figured out something clever. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn’t an action hero, superpowered, or a spy with exquisite training. He was just a guy. Even if he routinely worked out, that wasn’t enough.

“Is your handler, guardian, or owner here?”

“No,” he said with a quick shake of his head.

The secretary pursed her lips. Yes, she was definitely reconsidering whether or not she should allow him to go up. More importantly, she was also figuring out whether or not she should call someone else…

If that happened, he would be in trouble.

Again and again, he tried to convince himself he didn’t need Aria’s permission to leave the building, yet it didn’t matter what he thought. His insistence wouldn’t change anything. She could tell him that this was a new rule, and it wasn’t like he could argue or even try to appeal her decision. At best, he could go up to her, and he might try to plead with her, but that was it. That was his only option.

“No,” he said again, thinking quickly. “She sent me here on an errand for her. Please. I don’t want to disturb her. I’m just hoping to take care of this before I head home. Is that okay?” He tried to make those last couple of words plaintiff and eager, like he genuinely was just a boy there to do something for the woman who controlled him.

“I see…” The secretary leaned back in her chair. She studied him for another two or three seconds before deciding to lecture him, “In the future, please have your guardian give you a note so that we can verify all of this.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll do that,” he promised.

Ma’am. Normally, that word never left his mouth. Seriously, was he going to respect a woman enough to use an honorific like that? And yet, the word just fell out of his mouth, and this girl was probably younger than him. More importantly, she couldn’t have made very much. He was way richer than she would ever be. She could have worked at this job for five or six centuries, never spent any of her paychecks, and she still wouldn’t have been to catch up with him.

None of those details mattered in this new world.

By the rank of her gender, she had become his superior. He could feel that deep down.

He hadn’t been trained, programmed, taught, or educated to accept any of this. In fact, he silently seethed even as he tried to plaster a vaguely friendly smile across his face. And yet, none of that mattered because he could still feel it.

The cage.

He thought of what he wore down there, right between his legs. He thought of the metal, the fasteners, and the lock.

The lock.

Down there between his legs, it rested near the top of his manhood. Even if he couldn’t see or study it in that exact instant, the lock remained. It tugged down against his genitals. Normally, he could forget about his cock and balls unless he was chasing after a girl or something like that. But right there, he was just trying to speak to his attorney, yet he could sense the reminder.

And it did something to him.

Fighting hard, he refused to think about the cage, the contours, the metal and the weight. Instead, he kept that friendly smile curved along his lips.

“Please? I don’t want to get in trouble,” he said.

Was he begging? Was he really begging this minimum-wage slave?

“Next time, make sure she gives you a note,” said the young woman. “She can sign it.”

“Will do!” He smiled again, and another word popped into his head.

Himbo. For a very long time, lots of women had been derided for their lack of intellectual firepower. Over the course of decades, women were viewed as inferior, physically, emotionally, and intellectually. They were supposed to be these silly little creatures. They were trophies and toys for the men who played with them.

And through all of that, women could be viewed as bimbos: dumb airheads. Somewhere along the way, the male equivalent was named. It took longer, and the term wasn’t used as often, yet he still felt it deep within his center.

As he smiled and nodded along and agreed with everything this woman said because it was his only chance of success, Preston understood what he became: a himbo.

“You can go up,” said the secretary.

He began to turn away.

“Boy…”

He paused. He turned back to her.

“Remember, behave yourself.”

She was telling him to behave? She was chiding him like he was some little kid who might get into trouble? This was a freaking office building. What was he going to do? More than anything, he wanted to sneer. That itch was right there, sparking along his nose, cheeks, lips and eyes. And yet, he forced himself to smile instead.

The young woman waved him through. He headed up to the elevator bank, kept glancing around, wondering if she had only been messing with him.

He tried to push that pessimism aside as he got onto the elevator. Once inside that small space, he realized he was surrounded by four or five other women. They all stood straight, confident and powerful. A couple of them were glancing in his direction.

A bizarre image flashed into his head.

Yes, he was physically superior to any one of them. He was confident that if it came to a question of arguing or fighting or wrestling, he could be bigger and stronger.

But what if they worked together?

In that instance, there were five of them. Two of them could grab his arms. Another two could grab his legs. They could shove him down, pinning him. No matter how much he had worked out or how much muscle mass he had on his side, he already knew it wouldn’t be enough.

Intellectually, he told himself that something like this wouldn’t happen. These were white-collar employees. They rode this elevator and must have been thinking about reports, files, negotiations, and other intellectual pursuits.

Despite all of this, the image wouldn’t go away. He pictured himself down on that floor, spread out, helpless. There would be that fifth woman, and she could rip through his shirt, popping the buttons one after another. She could lift up her skirt and peel down her panties and sit on his face…

His nostrils flared, yet the rest of his expression remained neutral.

Over and over again, he told himself that this wasn’t going to happen, and he didn’t need to be scared. And yet, those images lingered. They persisted.

The worst part?

A different urge started to pulse somewhere at the back of his head. On some level, he wished he could go home because Aria would protect me.

The instant that thought flashed behind his eyes, he tried to rip it apart. He wished he could shred it into a million different pieces and discard it.

Even if he tried to think of something else, that feeling refused to go away. It persisted, hanging there. Again, his expression remained placid. The women didn’t notice. The doors opened, one got off, two more got on. Simultaneously, he kept thinking about what would happen. What would that fight look like?

How would he lose?

That last part felt like an inevitability. Granted, he knew he couldn’t take on five or six women, especially if they worked together.

Sometimes, a fight came down to simple numbers. Then again, it was something else as well: their confidence.

It was a subtle shift.

He had seen it out on the streets, down in the lobby, and now in this elevator. Before, being a man had felt like this advantage. Maybe he never really noticed it. Maybe he never really paid attention to it. But he hadn’t been nervous. He hadn’t been scared.

Then five of those women got off on one floor.

He was alone with one of those ladies. She looked a little bit older, like she was in her late thirties or early forties.

“Where are you headed?”

Those four words the air, and he flinched. He glanced back at her. That instinct from before suddenly flashed through him. He had to smile. He didn’t understand why. Maybe he just wanted to be friendly, like that would make any possibility of an altercation less likely. Then again, they were alone now.

He was bigger. He was stronger. He would be able to fight against the absurdity of a physical confrontation.

Then again, she could call the police. If the security forces arrived, what would those cops say? How would the police women view him? He would be locked in shackles and maybe even sent off to some kind of facility. Maybe they would say he had a mental break. Aria was powerful, but would she get him out? Or would she decide that this would be better for him? Perhaps she would honestly believe that something had gone wrong inside of his head, and now he needed help adjusting to this new reality.

“Are you okay?” At this point, the woman sounded concerned.

He shook his head and smiled. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.”

“Where are you headed?”

Preston opened his mouth again, and he actually wanted to answer her. On some level, he thought he should tell her the truth. But then he stopped. “I’m visiting my handler,” he said. “She works on the seventeenth floor?”

“Ah, she’s one of Stone’s huntresses?”

“Huntresses?” Preston asked before he could stop himself.

“They’re all attorneys,” the woman said as though Preston wouldn’t have known that for himself. “That’s just a nickname for them. Maranda Stone is one of the most brutal lawyers out in the world. She is incredible, and if your handler’s working for her, she’s very lucky.”

“Right,” he said.

The doors opened, and the woman hesitated for a moment. She stepped forward, turned back, and flashed a playful smile. Her eyes slid up and down along the length of his body. “You know, if you are having trouble finding her office, I can guide you up there. Would you like that, boy?”

Boy?

She was older than him, but not by that much. More importantly, they didn’t know one another. Despite all of this, he just blinked and stared back at her. He tried to think of something he could do or say.

Despite his best efforts, he blanked.

After another couple of seconds, he coughed, turned back to her, and he saw that she was facing him now. It could have been his imagination. Maybe the fear had pulsed through his body, and now it became something much stronger. He wasn’t sure, but he still smiled at her, and she stepped a little bit closer. “If you like, maybe we could even have some fun?” She reached out and touched her finger to his chest. “Your heart is beating faster. Do I intimidate you?” Obviously, she enjoyed that idea.

“No,” he said a little too quickly. “I, I’m fine.” As he uttered those words, Preston couldn’t tell if he was trying to convince her or himself.

Either way, it didn’t seem to work.

But then the doors opened, and he saw the number: 17. He had never been so happy to see those two digits before. He jumped off of the elevator, strode ahead, and then he heard it.

She was laughing.

“It was just a joke,” she called out. “You boys shouldn’t be so sensitive!”

He kept walking, and then he finally allowed himself to stop. He glanced over his shoulder, and he could almost imagine that woman striding forward, her high heels pushing down against the carpet. And then what?

He didn’t know.

All at once, he felt a lot younger. He remembered elementary school. He recalled nightmares and contemplating the idea that monsters couldn’t possibly exist, yet that underlying truth didn’t help. In the daylight, he knew it was silly to think of some blob beneath his bed or maybe a lizard monster hiding in his closet.

Somehow, those truths weren’t good enough. When he was alone in the dark, hidden underneath his blankets, the fear soaked into him. It ran through his veins, and he couldn’t simply deny it.

Now that he was an adult, he could have said something about adrenaline, cortisol, or some of the other stress hormones that could get pumped through the human body.

Any of those details may have been correct, but they didn’t take away that persistent dread. The anxiety remained, telling him to run.

But then he found himself in front of a pair of double doors. Overhead, he saw the golden lettering.

Stone and Associates.

This time, he got lucky, he found the directory. It didn’t just include her name. It also had the details of some of her attorneys. He scanned the marquis, looking from one name to the next. Then he saw what he actually needed.

Exhaling slowly, he pushed his way through one door, he walked up to the desk. He introduced himself. “My name is Preston Carter, and I’m here to speak with Alan Frank.”

“And what is this regarding?”

“I, I don’t have an appointment or anything, but this is something of an emergency. I would like to speak with him right now. Please?”

“One moment,” said the secretary. She sounded bored. Perhaps, from her point of view, he was a boy, so he couldn’t possibly be an important client. Maybe he had something he wanted. Maybe he had something to say. And yet, she still had real work that required her attention.

He still smiled.

Just a couple of days ago, if he had dealt with a girl like her, he would have gotten her in so much trouble. He would have been able to snarl and maybe even yell or shout to get what he wanted. But right then and there, he knew he couldn’t cause any trouble.

If he wanted help, he had to hope the woman in front of him was feeling charitable and kind, merciful, and generous…

He didn’t know where it came from, but suddenly he remembered some classic movie line. He never saw the film itself, but there had been lots of parodies and references in different shows and movies. That woman said, “I have always depended on the kindness of strangers.” When he was younger, the idea never made sense to him. Now that these women had taken over, he could feel the underlying truth of those words. Somehow, they had become the only realistic strategy for someone like him.

The young woman at the front desk picked up her phone, typed in a number, and said, “Hello. I have a Preston Carter here. What would you like me to do with him?”

What would you like me to do with him?

It was a normal enough question, yet it still sounded ominous to the young man standing in front of her.

She finished, nodded, and said, “Head down the hallway. You can take your meeting in the conference room.”

“I understand,” he said. He straightened his back as much as he could. He tried to project an air of dignity and confidence. Honestly, he didn’t know if that would actually change anything, but it made him feel slightly better.

A few steps later, he found himself in front of the conference room door. He stepped inside, and he left it open. He sat down, picking a random seat. No, it wasn’t entirely random, he realized. He had his back to the wall, and he rested his wrists against the smooth surface.

Again and again, he wanted to pull out his phone and to distract himself. Even if he didn’t have a Digital Safety Code, he had plenty of games downloaded onto the device. They didn’t require Internet access, so he could still play with those. Besides, he snorted, thinking it would be kind of silly for the women of the world to try to censor those games. They were mostly nonsensical, just digital distractions.

And yet, he couldn’t allow himself to become completely distracted.

He wanted to remain aware of his surroundings. He wanted to see Alan Frank when he came in here.

Technically, Frank wasn’t the family attorney. Maranda Stone dealt with the Carter family trust herself.

He had met Allen Frank on two or three different occasions. Maybe Aria had even dragged Preston to a couple of different parties where Maranda Stone and her legion of attorneys wooed clients like Aria and her brother. Even so, Preston couldn’t remember what this man looked like.

It didn’t matter.

He was a man.

In that moment, he couldn’t trust Maranda Stone.

Ideally, Preston would have been able to find a different lawyer altogether.

The door opened again, and Preston’s head snapped up. That’s when he saw her.

“Hello, Preston,” Maranda Stone told him. He wore a black skirt, a red jacket, and a white blouse underneath. As she strode forward, she seemed tall and powerful. Before this, maybe she had intimidated him slightly. After all, she was one of the most powerful and expensive lawyers in the entire city. Despite the strides made by feminism, she had probably dealt with plenty of sexist and chauvinist judges, police officers, investigators, insurance adjusters, and many others. Perhaps that had started to shift over the years, especially as the new ideology seemed to spread across the country, subtle at first but obvious now.

He gulped.

“I, I thought I was going to meet with Alan,” Preston said.

The attorney strode forward, and she sat down across from him. Technically, they were on the same level, yet this woman still exuded the kind of power and authority he didn’t know how to match. Previously, he could have drawn on his wealth as a source of strength. It would have given him the supremacy required to talk down to her. Yes, she was a vaunted lawyer, and she probably had some impressive contacts, just like Aria. And yet, things had changed, how did they?

Everything is different. Life is different. I’m different. He didn’t like those ideas. Instinctively, he revolted against them, only this young man couldn’t deny the truth. So much happened.

In less than one full day, the world had been completely rewritten, and he didn’t know what to do about it.

Still, he had to say something.

Maranda Stone stared across that short distance between them. As she did so, he tried not to shiver. He didn’t want to react or let her know exactly how he felt.

Despite his best efforts, he knew he couldn’t cover up those feelings.

Instinctively, he understood that this woman could read him. The hairs on the back of his neck rose and prickled with nervous energy. Anxiety seemed to dribble along his skin.

He had become prey, and this woman was a predator.

Again and again, he tried to remind himself of the modern niceties that meant she wouldn’t hurt him. She was an attorney, and she had to follow strict rules. More importantly, there were actual laws. Maybe everything had changed, but it wasn’t like she could just grab him.

For a moment, he was actually glad that he had his older sister as his Guardian.

“I’m waiting for Alan Frank,” Preston said slowly.

“Allen doesn’t work here any longer,” she said.

“What? What happened?” Preston blinked. More importantly, he started thinking about the directory outside. Frank’s name and contact information had been easy enough to find.

“All of the male attorneys were fired this morning,” she said. Then, as though this boy needed the explanation, she said, “I fired them.”

“What? Why, why would you do that?”

Maranda smirked. Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth. He knew he should say something. He knew he should speak, but he couldn’t bring himself to utter a single word for several long seconds. Worse, she continued to watch him. She didn’t seem impatient. A woman like this probably had many different obligations and duties. Even so, she said nothing.

“Why would you do that?” Preston asked again, pushing as much force and vehemence as he could into that simple question.

Maranda Stone leaned back in her chair. She crossed one leg over the other, and then she leaned forward, resting her elbow on the table top between them. “Preston, do I make you nervous?”

“N-no,” he stuttered out. He tried again. “No. You don’t make me nervous.”

“You might be cute, but you don’t know how to lie.”

“You can’t call me that,” he said. “I’m your client.”

“Actually, your sister is my client,” she replied. “That said, I’m still interested in knowing why you are here.”

He drew in a breath. At the same time, he wanted to figure out who he could work with. In some other reality, addressing Maranda Stone directly should have been an upgrade. And yet, he squirmed there nervously in his seat.

“If you don’t tell me soon, I’m going to lose patience, and I will have to call and talk to your sister. Is that what you want me to do?”

In that moment, he glowered at her. He stared at this woman with all of the ferocity he could summon. Underneath the table, he shoved his fingers into his palms, and he wanted to jump up. Better yet, he wished he could grab onto the table and flip it over.

Considering his luck, it was probably bolted down to the floor. Or maybe it was made from actual oak or mahogany, so it would be way too heavy for one individual. Still, the fantasy remained as he looked back at her.

“I want to challenge the new laws,” he said. “Technically, most of them are executive orders,” she corrected him. “But what would you like to do in particular?”

“You can’t tell me any of this is legal. Seriously, the Digital Safety Codes? The fact that I can’t access any of my bank accounts? The fact that I have to be registered? How could any of that be legal?” Once he started, the words tumbled out of his mouth. When he finished, he realized he was breathing faster. He wasn’t a lawyer, but he was talking to one, and that had to be good enough.

“You want to file a challenge? Is that it?”

“Yes! I want to file a challenge! I want to sue the government. I want to sue anyone who has been involved in this. We can fight it. I know we can.”

“Actually, you can’t.”

“What?”

“In order to fight these regulations, you need a lawyer.”

“But that’s why I’m here…”

“Do you know why I fired Allen?” His brows creased. He didn’t know why she had changed the subject so suddenly. And yet, he still found himself asking, “Why?”

“I fired him because he is no longer capable of working as an attorney at this firm.”

Even though Preston already suspected the truth, he still had to ask, “Did he do something?”

Maranda flashed him a playful and patronizing smile. Yes, she was intimidating with her blonde hair swept back into that sleek ponytail. In her brand-name jacket and boots, she carried herself with a sense of power and authority. This was a woman who couldn’t be questioned. She had power. More importantly, she knew what she could do. She understood how she could crush someone like Alan Frank…or Preston Magnus Carter.

“Alan Frank failed to adapt. He didn’t understand how the world was changing, and he refused to take a new position. So instead, I called his owner and had her come pick him up. He put up a little bit of a tantrum. But then we called security, and they took care of everything.”

“What does that mean?” Preston had to ask in this small intimate voice. He wasn’t used to making the sounds. When he hit the clubs or went out to the bars, he could raise his fist and shout to the bartenders and servers. But right then and there, in the quiet conference room, he didn’t know how to be loud. He forgot how to take up space and how to assert himself. Simply having a woman in the room seemed to shrink him down, like his assertive instincts withered away to nothing.

“It means they used a stun baton, gave him a shock, and loaded him up in a cage.”

“A cage?” Preston squeaked out.

"A cage," Maranda Stone said with the precise, clipped intonation she probably used in court.

Preston stared right back at her, and he managed to hold her eyes for just a few seconds. This was new. He hated it. He stared back at her, and he wanted her to flinch or turn away. Deep down, he understood that a staring contest meant absolutely nothing. And yet, he had always been able to frighten those around him. With his wealth and power, he could get whatever he wished. More importantly, there had always been that little buzz of excitement every time he forced someone to yield to him. Maybe it was an employee who had to defy some stupid rule or corporate policy. Maybe it was some girl who wasn't quite sure exactly what she wanted to do with him. Either way, Preston almost always got what he wanted.

Only right then and there, Maranda met his gaze and held it until he was the one who glanced down at his lap.

"No," he muttered. At this point, his voice dropped. He hated that weakness.

"Yes," she said. "I loaded him up into a cage, and I sent him off to an auction house. Apparently, he's going on sale later today. They are very efficient."

"An auction house?"

"That's right," she said. "They were fairly illicit before. But now, they are fairly confident the police are going to be busy with other matters."

"You're talking about slavery. You're talking about selling men," he told her as if she didn't understand these concepts all on her own. Then again, she seemed at ease, relaxed and enjoying herself. She watched him as though she loved studying his reactions.

"That's right," Stone agreed. "Now, have you been registered?"

Now, have you been registered? The question echoed inside of his head. It sounded so innocuous, like it wasn't a big deal one way or the other, yet his chest tightened, and he stared back at this woman. There was an implication there, a possibility, and his lips parted.

He squeaked out, "Yes. Yes, I have been registered to my sister."

"But she's not here, is she?"

"I, I…"

"Do you even have permission to leave the house?"

"I don't need permission," he said.

"If you have a Guardian, then you need her permission to leave the house. It's pretty straightforward. This way, boys won't be able to get into any trouble."

"I'm an adult," he insisted. "I'm a citizen of the United States."

"But what kind of citizen?" Miranda asked. "I know. I know this must be very difficult for you and your boy brain, but there have always been different levels. It's never a simple binary. Even from the founding of the country, there were women and men, landowners, slaves…" She chuckled. "Just think about that absurdity. At one point, we counted slaves as literally a fraction of a person. Why do you think it would be any different now?"

He opened his mouth, and maybe he had some kind of patriotic retort. Maybe he could even switch over to some kind of argument based on social justice. Wasn't that what the liberals liked to talk about? The arc of history? Things were supposed to be getting better? There was more tolerance, more acceptance? Preston had never really taken a side, mostly because politics had bored him. They felt dirty, especially compared to the simplicity of chasing after girls and hunting monsters across his favorite games. But right then and there, he needed to say something.

"Face it, boy. The rules have changed again. That's why you're going to be obedient. You're going to do as you're told, and you're not going to make a fuss."

He blinked and realized something. As far as she was concerned, making a "fuss" was the worst thing he could do at that point. He didn't have money. He didn't have political power or influence. But then he pushed his chair back, and he stood up. As he straightened his spine, he tightened his muscles, and he looked at her.

Casually, she pulled out her phone. That surprised him. She held it to her ear, and as he tried to figure out what he was supposed to do, she said, "Antonia, please send a security team to the conference room. Oh, and have them bring a cage."

A cage…

At first, he thought of the chastity cage locked down there between his legs. His knees wobbled for a second, and he nearly collapsed. Only a few seconds ago, adrenaline had pulsed through his body, and it was raw and sharp and ready to make him do something stupid. He had wanted to burrow his fingers into fists and to show this woman exactly what he could do as a man. But now, he pictured a dog cage, and was easy to imagine what the world might look like from the wrong side of those thin, black bars.

"You're kidding. That's a joke," he said, desperate and insistent. More than anything, he wanted to believe it.

"Just wait a couple of minutes, and you're about to find out," she said.

He ran.

Maranda laughed, but he threw himself toward the door. Grabbing the knob, he swung the door open, and he lunged into the hallway, stumbling forward as he tried to regain his balance. Down the hall, he saw the women. There were four of them, and they wore blue security uniforms. For just a second, he stared at them, and he hoped that they would be incompetent. Maybe they could be really young, really old or out of shape. There were security guards for an office building, after all. It wasn't like they were an elite squad of military personnel.

And yet, they carried themselves with a quiet confidence and competence. Each of these women strode forward, their eyes aimed ahead. They were serious and dedicated, and now their eyes locked on him. There were two women up front, and another two women in the back, and they were pushing some kind of cart, and he saw the silvery bars...No! He couldn't let that happen. He wouldn't let that happen!

If he had simply stuck his hands into his pockets and strolled ahead, his expression neutral and maybe bored, then maybe they would have just assumed he worked there. After another heartbeat, he realized he was wrong. He was a man in an office. Men no longer belonged in places of power or business. Important decisions could be made here. As far as they were concerned, he belonged at home or in a cage or at an auction house…

Even now, with the uncertainty pumping through his veins, part of him didn't want to believe that those kinds of businesses couldn’t possibly exist. But now, one of the women raised her hand, she pointed at him, and she called out, "Don't do anything dumb, boy." Maybe that was supposed to sound diplomatic, like it would calm him down or actually make him obey.

Preston turned in the other direction, and he started running. He got lucky. Seconds later, he spotted the Exit sign overhead. It glowed green. He slammed up against another door, unable to hold his momentum in time. He scrambled with the handle. At first, he thought it was maybe locked. Some kind of emergency exit? But then he pulled rather than pushed, and the door swung inward. He jumped onto the landing, and his feet clinked against the metal flooring. He ran down the stairs, taking them one, then two, and finally three at a time. He leaped down one floor after another.

The door opened again. Behind him, just a few seconds later. A woman spoke into her radio, "We have a runner. He's in the northeast stairwell, heading down."

Speed! He needed speed!

Although Preston loved working out, he never experienced something like this, not until last night, and not here or now once again.

If they caught him, were they going to sell him? Would he disappear into a black market for enslaved men? The exertions of running squeezed his chest, but now a different kind of tension seemed to clamp down against his rib cage.

He had messed up.

He should've stayed home. He should have talked to Aria. Aria loved him. She would have taken care of him. He had messed up. He had messed up so badly right here and now.

His eyes actually watered. He blinked back those tears of frustration. At the same time, he tried to remind himself that he could fight.

Then again, those women had stun batons and real equipment. More importantly, he glanced up again, and another jolt of fear exploded down his spine when he saw them. They were cutting the distance between them. How was that possible? His legs were longer, and he was supposed to be faster.

Up above him, the women were tracking his movements. They worked as a team, cutting the distance between them.

Then he picked the door. He threw himself through it. He didn't even get to see what floor he was on at this point.

Preston found himself in another nondescript hallway. He saw the blue, industrial carpet. There were a couple of women off to the side, chatting. One held a cup of coffee. The other had her tablet computer tucked under her arm.

He ran by them, and they called out something, but he didn't bother answering. Seconds later, he found himself surrounded by hundreds of different cubicles. Women were busy typing. One girl must've been an intern and she called out, "What you doing here?"

He didn't answer. He kept running hard. He bumped into one woman. He knocked some of the papers out of her arms and nearly sent her crashing to the floor. She stumbled, but he apologized ridiculously even as he started to run again, "I'm sorry!"

He had to get out of this labyrinth. He went to the left, then the right. Then, above all of the cubicles, he saw the Exit sign again.

He started running. There was a set of double doors waiting for him. They opened, and he saw two more women in security uniforms. He couldn't tell if they came from that original team.

How many security guards could a building like this actually employ?

Maybe they had extra key security for that day. Just last night, the President had instituted martial law. Maybe that was enough to bring in all of their security personnel.

It didn't matter. He came to a halt.

He turned back, and he ran again. He tried to veer to the left, toward the direction he had come from. But then he saw another couple of women. They wore the blue uniforms of security guards, and they had their batons out. They were jogging forward. Yes, they moved quickly, but they obviously knew they had him cornered. This was their building, after all. These women probably walked along all of these floors several times each day. This was their domain, their kingdom, and he was just an intruder.

Suddenly, he found himself literally cornered. Two women came from the left, three more from the right, and expansive windows intersecting right behind him.

"Hey there, boy," said one of the women. She looked a little bit younger. She had blonde hair that had been tied back into a tight bun. Still, she looked a little bit younger than the others. Unlike them, she didn't seem to be armed, although she did wear some kind of pistol on her belt. Raising her arms a tiny bit, she kept her fingers splayed to show him that she wasn't armed.

Bizarrely, she actually held his attention. Deep down, he knew he should have been focused on the other women. One of them came toward him, and she was holding an actual tranquilizer rifle. She didn't have the weapon raised quite yet, but the barrel still pointed in his direction, and they were so close. If she pulled that trigger, the dart would shoot out, tearing through his clothing and injecting him with a sedative.

The woman continued. She came closer and closer. She approached him, like she was trying to keep a dangerous animal relaxed. "I know this is scary. I know this is different. I know this isn't what you were expecting. You're not like us. You probably didn't see it coming. But that's okay. We're here to take care of you."

"What are you talking about?"

"You see that cage?" The blonde guard turned back, she pointed to a cage. Another guard was rolling it forward. "If you just get into it, everything will be okay."

He stared back at her like she was insane; his brows tightened, and his lips parted. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. "Are you serious?" Preston almost wanted to laugh.

"I am," she said, her expression still serene and determined at the same time. "You came out today, and I'm sure you were really scared, but once you get into that cage, you won't have to worry about anything."

"You want to enslave me."

"Not necessarily," she said. "You might be a slave, a pet, or husband."

He blinked. He stared at her.

Then one woman whispered the word, "Get him."

The girl right in front of him, moved way faster than he had expected. She dropped her hand down to the stun gun on her belt. She drew it, raised it, aimed, and fired. She yanked on the trigger, and a pair of metallic prongs shot forward, each one connected to the gun by a thin wire.

He didn't know how the weapon worked. That didn't matter.

The effects were the same, despite his ignorance.

Electricity coursed through his body, snapping along his skin, and dropping him to the ground. In one instant, he stood on his feet. In the next, he was on his side, twitching and crying out.

The pain only lasted for a second, but then the women were around him. The guards stripped him, and suddenly he blinked, and he saw Miranda Stone standing over him. "Don't worry, boy. We're going to take very good care of you."

They were going to sell him! They were going to ship him down to the auction house, and someone might buy him. Maybe she would be a local. Maybe she would use him as a servant, or a sex slave. Maybe she would send him off to another country altogether, and he would never make it back to the United States. He had been a rich boy here, yet all of that had already been taken away. And now, it could get worse. It could get so much worse…

On some level, Preston wished he would have blacked out. The universe wasn't that kind.

But one blast of electricity weakened him. Then, there was the fact that he looked up, and he saw those women standing above him. The females stripped him, tearing off his shirt, his shoes, socks, and pants. They got down to his chastity cage, and that's when they laughed. "Well, his owner might not be keeping him on a short leash, but at least she locked him up." The others tittered, but they weren't done.

The cage was on a cart. The cart had containers underneath, and now they pulled them out. They removed a ball gag, and they shoved it into his mouth right as he started to protest. Even if he felt pathetic for it, he still tried to say, "My sister. Call Aria. She, she's my owner." He didn't even know if those were the right terms, but it didn't matter because his voice hadn't really returned, and now they shoved the ball gag between his teeth. They looped the straps against his cheeks and brought the fasteners together near the back of his head. Another pair of women worked on his arms. They slipped his hands into a pair of restrictive, black leather mittens. Next, they cupped his hands together. Finally, they shackled his ankles as well. Then they pushed him forward and they all worked together, literally lifting him up.

He hadn't been carried like this for a very long time. His feet lost contact with the ground, and the strange sense of falling in the wrong direction overwhelmed him. They lowered down carefully into the cage from the top down and then they secured the locks.

Frantically, he scrambled up onto his hands and knees. He stared out.

He was naked and on display, and there was nothing he could do about it. His heart hammered inside of his chest, and he wanted to find some way out.

Worse, the security officers weren't the only ones standing around him. Now that he had been properly restrained and trapped in this cage, some of the office employees decided to use him as a distraction. They wandered over, and they saw him, and a few of them were whispering back and forth, talking about who he might be.

Like so many other office employees, they instinctively searched for distractions. They had to sit between those canvas walls for eight hours whether they had more work or less. But now, they got to witness what this new world was going to look like. There was that nearly naked boy in the cage, and these women must have been contemplating those moments in their own lives when they had felt helpless. Maybe they had been on a subway, and a guy refused to stop talking to them. Or maybe it was supposedly innocuous, like they worked as servers or clerks, and guys would demand more and more of their attention. According to the men, they were just "being friendly". Perhaps they were recalling classrooms or meetings where guys simply kept talking, even though they didn't have anything useful to say.

The guards rolled him into the elevator. At first, he wanted to pace back and forth like some trapped lion. In actuality, this cage didn't give him enough room. He could brace himself on his knees. He could try to roll up into a ball. He couldn't do much else. At the same time, he instinctively tried to think of how he might be able to protect or defend himself. He couldn't.

Then, he saw the truck waiting right outside the main entrance. They lifted up his cage and pushed him into the back. He tried to shout. He tried to scream for their attention. Again and again, he wanted to say her name. He tried to call out, to get their attention. If they would just remove the ball gag for a few seconds, that would be enough. His hand scrambled at the clasp above at the nape of his neck, only he couldn't remove the ball gag.

Within a minute, he was in the back of that truck, and one of the women pulled the gate down, draining away the light and leaving him there in the pitch black. His heart kept pounding as he tried to imagine what was going to happen next.

Of course, Preston tried to strategize. He fought hard to think of something he could do. First, he contemplated simply breaking through the shackles. He had seen images like that in so many different streaming shows and movies. A character could get enraged, bite down, clenching hard before lifting the restraints up, pulling his arms apart, and straining the handcuffs or shackles until the metal links began to stretch and break.

At several points, he actually made the attempt. He grunted and growled, digging the edges of his teeth down into the rubber of his ball gag.

The metal didn't bend. He couldn't feel any kind of give whatsoever. Seriously, he had zero chance, and he should have known it. Still, the heat flashed across his skin, and now he dropped back down into the dark.

After that, he contemplated something clever. If pure strength wouldn't be enough to get him out of those restraints, maybe he could slip free? He tried to work his fingers against the gloves, but those leather mittens restricted his fingers, binding them and making his hands completely useless. With his wrists and ankles shackled like this, he probably couldn't do more than crawl.

He fought against that thought.

He couldn't reach out to open any of the clasps. He couldn't get the gloves off of his hands either. That meant he couldn't remove the gag. Each time he considered some possibility, the option quickly evaporated. As much as he hated to think about it, these women really had known what they were doing.

How? How was that possible?

They had been preparing…

They had purchased the equipment. They had seen this coming…

He hated that idea, yet he thought of how different the world could look to different people. He thought of his friends and their feeds. He thought of his sister and what she saw on her phone.

The truck rumbled along for a while. He quickly lost track of any sense of time. Minutes? Longer? Was he in here for an hour? He didn't know.

Without the use of his hands and no ability to speak, he remained there on his side, breathing heavily in the dark. He tried to relax as much as he could. Then he started to rehearse what he might be able to say if he could get the gag out.

But what if they shipped him off to another country? What if they shipped him to some other area where they didn't speak English? Suddenly, he might be a slave without a past or even the ability to communicate. His wealth here in the United States wouldn’t have meant anything.

Then he snorted. He didn't have any money. His sister did.

She would worry about him, of course. At least he didn't have to question that point.

But would she be able to track him down? Would she even think about it? He bristled, biting down again as he contemplated a scenario where she woke up or looked around the apartment and realized he was gone. Maybe she would decide that he deserved his freedom? He had run off, so maybe he needed to make his way out in the world on his own?

His stomach twisted. A cold chill ran down his skin, and it had nothing to do with the actual temperature. Then the truck stopped, and he froze.

The gate rose up, and he blinked rapidly as the onslaught of light hit his eyes. He tried to get his vision to adjust.

"Preston Magnus Carter," came her voice. "We're going to have to have a very long conversation, young man."

Aria!

He scrambled, desperate to get up onto his hands and knees. He felt embarrassed about being naked in that cage, but it didn't matter because the delivery service pulled the cage out and lowered him down onto another cart. From there, they rolled him away. He tried to shout something, to get his sister's attention, only then he looked back up and he realized where they were. This was their building. His bedroom was on the top floor in the penthouse.

He didn't get to say anything, but he actually relaxed.

That only lasted for a few seconds, especially as he was pushed back through the lobby.

There were women around now, neighbors, mostly. He didn't know most of their names, yet he vaguely recognized them. They certainly seemed to know who he was, especially when they pulled out their phones and started taking pictures. Maybe they didn't care about him, in particular. He wasn't special as a celebrity or anything like that, but he was still a boy in a cage, and this was a new sight. In a couple of days or weeks or months, perhaps it would become mundane. But for now, the women were laughing. The smaller groups were whispering back and forth as they contemplated what this meant.

The delivery driver pushed him into the private elevator. Aria stepped on as well. She stood there, her arms crossed over her chest.

Now that there was some small degree of privacy, he wanted to call out for her. He could have whimpered or made some other pathetic little sound. He didn't. At this point, he braced himself on his knuckles and knees with as much dignity as he could manage. As hard as he tried, he was still naked. He still wore that chastity cage. He was still helpless on his hands and knees, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Those realities vibrated inside of his head.

Finally, the doors opened, and the delivery woman pushed the cart forward.

She slid the cage down into the middle of the living room, and then she handed the keys to Aria. "If there's anything else I can do, please let me know."

"Will do," Aria said.

The woman took the elevator back down.

Now he was alone with his sister. He expected her to open up the cage. In fact, he lifted himself up and pushed his back against the roof of his restrictive confines. The hinged gate started to lift, only to catch on the latch. In the meantime, Aria sat down, crossed her legs, and considered him.

"I want you to know something, Preston. I was thinking a lot about what we should do with you. I mean, do I need to find you someone right away? You could probably be happy here. I could get you a restricted Digital Safety Code, and you could spend your time playing some of your games. I mean, I would have to give you more chores just to keep you busy. If nothing else, but we could have had a pretty normal relationship, I think. But obviously, you don't have the maturity or discipline for something like that, do you?"

He looked up at her. He tried to say something. The words were right there at the back of his throat, and he tried to shape them despite the rubber ball wedged between his teeth. His tongue could barely move. He couldn't make a coherent sound!

"Preston, Preston, Preston…" She reached out for the end table, and she picked up a glass of wine. "What am I going to do with you?" She enjoyed the sip. "I guess I'm just going to have to make sure you have someone in your life who can take care of you. So let's figure that out, shall we?"

"Let me talk!" Preston tried to shout back at her. He did his very best. And yet, he still couldn't say anything comprehensible. Instead, he made those noises, and she chuckled. "You sound like a yappy little dog. Maybe I should just collar you and leash you and leave you like that for a while. You know, there is better equipment out there. A lot of companies are looking into the best ways to handle male defiance and disobedience. Would a couple of days or weeks as a dog help you out? Would you start to get a better view of the world if you had to crawl around at my feet?"

She didn't mean it.

Preston stared up at her. All at once, he found himself torn between two different reactions. Part of him wanted to snarl at her because she couldn't possibly mean something like that. She couldn't treat him like he was a dog. He was her little brother, and she cared about him. Still, there was that other fear now lodged deep within his gut. It had grown over the last couple of hours.

He had honestly worried about what would happen if he got sent off to another country. He didn't follow foreign politics, but it was easy to imagine the ideas from the United States spreading out into other territories.

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he contemplated what it would have been like. Everything could have gone wrong today. His sister saved him. And yet, now she was talking about collaring him? His eyes watered as he bowed his head down.

She chuckled and shook her head. "That might be satisfying, but I'm sorry. I don't think I have time to worry about dog training."

Lifting his head, he stared at her from behind the silver bars of that cage. In that moment, he wanted to slam his fist forward, to shake the cage, to show her just how strong he could be. Obviously, that gesture would have proved absolutely nothing beyond his captivity. She already knew that.

As Preston stared back at Aria, he tried to figure out whether or not she was joking. She had to be joking. Right? There was no way she really meant that. She didn't want to see him trained as a dog.

"Don't worry," Aria told him. "I'm not serious about training you as a dog. But I do need to decide what to do with you." That's when her phone started the buzz for her attention. He grunted at her; he hated the idea that this device could draw her focus away so easily, but she swiped her screen, and she stared down at the device. Her lips parted slightly, and she pressed the tip of her tongue up against her teeth as she considered something intently.

"I need to deal with this." She got up.

He grunted. He growled. He shouted into his ball gag.

"You want out?"

He nodded his head down and up with as much vigor as he could summon.

"Okay," she said. "I'm going to let you out, but I want you to prove yourself to me. I'm going to let you out and put you on a timeout."

A timeout?

The confusion must've been obvious on his face. She chuckled, "You know what that means. If someone misbehaves, he can be sent off to a corner, and he has to wait there. Can you do that? And you handle that?"

His brows tightened again. He wanted out of the cage, and he wished he could just stomp off to his bedroom. He wanted to slam the door shut and hide himself away from the rest of the world. If society no longer made sense, then perhaps he could just pretend the rest of the country didn't exist.

Aria waited for him. As her little brother, he knew how to read her, and now he could sense her impatience. She wouldn't wait much longer, especially if there was an important phone call that would draw her attention away.

Reluctantly, he nodded again.

"Good boy," she said.

That's when she pulled out another key, and she used it on the lock on his cage.

She lifted up the gate, and she helped him out. Moving proved to be more difficult than he expected, especially because his wrists and ankles were still cuffed together.

She put her hand on his shoulder, and she nudged him forward. She walked him over to the corner of the room.

For a moment, he thought of getting cornered back at the office building. He remembered seeing those thick plates of glass in front of him, looking out on the city, and knowing he couldn't escape. He could see the wide world around him, but he was still trapped anyway. This time, the two walls came together, and there was nothing for him to look at.

"You're going to wait here until I get back. Understand?"

He grunted something.

"You want me to take out your ball gag?"

Preston nodded.

She looked like she was about to reach for him, like she would remove the gag, since he seemed inclined to cooperate. Just as importantly, she wanted to encourage his proper comportment. And yet, her phone buzzed again, and she said, "Sorry. I don’t have time right now."

She didn't have time? It would only take a couple of seconds!

But then his older sister spun on her heels, and she practically jogged down the hall to her own bedroom. The door opened, and she didn't even bother to close it.

Aria was gone.

She had left him alone.

In a moment, his heart started beating faster as he considered one possibility: he could move. Maybe he could work his way toward the kitchen, taking those tiny little steps until he got there, and he could open a drawer, use a knife, and saw his way free from these restraints. Only then he glanced back down at the shining leather of his mittens. Those gloves rendered his hands useless. Perhaps he would be able to brace a blade between his knees or something?

The idea was there, and maybe if he had a couple of hours or days, it would work. But seriously, Aria would probably come right back out here, and his sister would see what he was doing, and she would punish him.

He was already gagged, shackled, and trapped in a chastity cage. Wasn't that's enough of a punishment for her?

Apparently not.

She had put him on a timeout…?

He bristled at the idea. This kind of discipline seemed appropriate for some little kid. But he was a grown man.

And yet, it still had the same effect.

Preston tried not to think about that, yet the embarrassment and shame still simmered along his skin. He was on a timeout. He had misbehaved. He had left the apartment without her permission, and now he was facing the consequences of his actions.

Again and again, he wanted to turn around and walk away. Even if he just dropped down onto his knees and slowly turned around and pressed his back up against the corner, it would have meant he remained on a "timeout," yet, at least he would be a little bit more comfortable. Then again, his sister probably wouldn't have been amused.

As the woman of the house, she was in charge. She had as much authority as she wanted. Then another thought occurred to him. There were her so called associates. She probably had people she could call to hunt him and track him down if he tried to leave again. And yet, what about the building's security? There were lots of rich and powerful and important individuals who lived in this tower. They probably spent tens of thousands each month on the co-op association. In turn, they could hire excellent security personnel. Those would be other women who would know exactly how to track him and find him and bring him right back here.

As that conclusion flared behind his eyes, he jerked against the shackles binding his wrists. He pulled them as far apart as he could, and the slender chain went taut. Again and again, he tried to break those restraints with nothing but his physical strength. It didn't work. It didn't even come close to working.

Once he gave up, he kept staring forward, and that's when he heard her voice.

"I appreciate your concerns," she said. "But interest rates are coming down. They aren't going up, especially as the President gets ready to issue another round of executive orders. At this point, we have martial law and female supremacy in most major cities. It won't be long before the rest of the country follows." At that point, Aria probably smiled; she definitely chuckled as she listened to another comment. "It is true that there is a lot of uncertainty there, true, but we have never seen this kind of power shift, especially one that took place so quickly. But at the same time, you need to understand that this was happening for a long time. It's like that old saying about going bankrupt."

Preston didn't really want to eavesdrop. Then again, he had literally nothing else to do.

For a moment, he bit down again, and he almost wished he could just punch a hole in the wall. Then again, damaging the penthouse wouldn't actually affect anything. It would only provoke his sister, giving her another reason to punish him.

If he wanted out of those gloves or the shackles or even the chastity cage, then he had to cooperate.

"It's a bit of a cliché," Aria acknowledged, "But some writer once said that bankruptcy is something that happens very, very slowly, and then very fast." She chuckled again. Maybe that sound wasn't exactly sincere. She was speaking with a client, after all. "There is going to be a flight to safety, which means U.S. Treasury bonds will be up, interest rates will be down, and tech stocks will go up as well. If you look around, most of the companies are already positioned for this kind of transition. How many male CEOs do you still see?"

At that point, Preston furrowed his brow. As far as he knew, most companies were still run by men. Maybe that was one reason why Gabriel and some of the other guys paid attention, but that meant a female takeover would be impossible.

Then again, Preston didn't actually pay attention to those sorts of numbers. He took it as a given that men still occupied a significant number of positions of power. But what if that wasn't true? It wasn't like he knew who was on the local city Council, who the mayor might have been, or the names of any major CEO. They were just there, floating around. And yeah, information was available online with a couple of taps, but that didn't help him now.

"An armed conflict?" Aria seemed to consider this for several seconds. "To be honest, I don't see that as a major hindrance for the economy, or any of our investments moving forward. It is a possible risk, especially considering how well armed Americans have been for decades, but those weapons aren't sufficient. If the President issues another edict, she can send the special operations units into any area that is giving her trouble. Between the drones, the automated tanks, and those elite troops, I don't foresee any kind of major conflict. Besides, this is a battle that is based primarily on gender. The men can fight. They can throw their tantrums. But most of them have already been trained. They understand their own inferiority."

What?

How could she say something like that?

He knew his sister, and he could recognize that smile in her voice as she said, "Maybe they wouldn't use those exact terms, but the feminists have done a lot of hard work. Just think back to that old mantra, The Future is Female. It's a good phrase, but it's time for that future to become this present. Deep down, I think a lot of the boys understand that."

Preston didn't!

She kept talking, and the conversation turned to technical and arcane terms about P/E ratios, debt allocation, and rebalancing. When she started mentioning cities he had never even heard of, he allowed himself to zone out for a little while.

Strangely enough, he didn't fantasize. He didn't think of some girl back at a club, nor did he imagine some power fantasy where he would finally be able to rip free from those shackles, yank the gag out of his mouth, and retake control. He yearned for his rightful place as a man, but he also seemed to understand his own limitations.

Besides, there was that other point.

As he listened to his sister speak, he was reminded all over again of the differences between them. Namely, he understood a couple of video games. He knew the best clubs in town, and he understood what it took to get a bartender or server to pay attention. But those weren't really the kinds of skills that would allow him to rule.

His sister, meanwhile, was trying to figure out exactly how the geopolitical relationship between the United States and the Asian-Pacific powers would influence trade over the next five years.

She's better at this. She went to college, she studied hard, she learned as much a she could, and she has still been studying. She gets as much information as she can, and she's using it. That's why she's in there and I'm out here. That's why she is at her computer with her stupid Digital Safety Code, and I'm wearing a stupid chastity cage!

Although Preston wanted to let go of those thoughts, he couldn't. Maybe the exact wording shifted every few seconds, yet he couldn't escape that conclusion.

Was this what it was like all across the country?

No. He refused to make that kind of generalization. Maybe he hadn't picked up a lot in college, yet he knew that there would always be exceptions to almost every rule, especially when it came to big populations of people.

And yet, generalizations were still possible to some degree…

As long as he recognized the exceptions, he could still see the differences between groups of people. In this case, women had money and influence. With those assets under their control, they reshaped police departments and military units all across the country.

Had it been a conspiracy?

He didn't know the answer to that question, but it still niggled at the back of his brain.

"Thank you so much for your time," Aria finally said. "I'm glad we could come to some very productive conclusions tonight. And yes, I will let my superiors know all about the fresh influx. Your investment is going to make this project far more successful."

She had done it.

He didn't even know exactly what she had accomplished, yet Preston could still hear that note of triumph in her voice. While she had negotiated some deal involving millions or even billions of dollars, her little brother had been on a timeout, bound and helpless in the corner.

Then he heard her footsteps.

Only a few minutes before this, he had desperately wished he could step away, but now he was about to face that girl, and a different kind of fear pulsed through him.

"I want you to know that I don't believe in corporal punishment as a method of revenge," she said as she prepared behind him. For the first time in his life, he didn't know how to turn around. He couldn't risk facing his big sister. And yet, she still reached down and touched his ass. She squeezed for just a moment. Normally, he was proud of the contours of his body. That was why he worked out, after all. Maybe other guys liked to tell some story about being healthy or whatever. In truth, Preston just wanted to look good naked.

"Have you learned your lesson? Did the timeout do the trick?"

Preston tried to answer. He made a sound. Aria giggled, and then she pulled her hand back. Right as she let go, he knew this was going to be a problem. Then her hand flashed down, and she spanked him. She struck hard too, leaving this red heat coursing along his backside. At the same time, he stared straight ahead, unwilling or unable to process what just happened despite the pain still buzzing along his nerves.

"I don't think it did," she said.

In that moment, he wished he could just defend himself. Seriously, he could look back up at her, and he could say something. It would be enough to make sure that she understood how he felt, and she would release him from the restraints. "You know, I don't want to spank you. I think a hairbrush would work a lot better. Wait here."

He wasn't chained to the wall. There wasn't a collar around his neck, or a leash, leading to some hook. Instead, she expected him to obey.

And he did.

Even if some part of himself hated his own compliance, he still obeyed. He remained right there, on his feet in the corner, and then she came back. Worse, he risked glancing over his shoulder, and he saw the excitement playing across her features. "I think this is going to put you in the proper frame of mind before we talk about your future."

They were going to talk about his future? What did that mean?

He tried to say something, but then she locked her eyes on his face and said, "Face the corner." It was a brief command, yet he still picked up on the excitement thrumming across those three words.

Preston obeyed. He did exactly what his sister told him to. For a second, he flashed back to some previous memory. They had both been little kids, and she told him to do something. She even put her hands on her hips, and she pouted at him as she insisted, "I'm older, so I can tell you what to do. I'm older, so I'm in charge!" He had laughed. She had not been an adult, and neither was he. So what if she was a little bit older? Maybe even a little bit taller?

But now, she tightened her grip on her hairbrush, and she came up behind him again.

Even though he had his eyes aimed at the corner, he could still feel her in his peripheral vision. She touched the back of the brush to his backside, she pulled her arm into the air, and then she swung down. He didn't know if he had imagined it, but Preston thought he could actually hear the smooth wood slice through the air. It even whistled down when she struck once, twice, three times.

He gasped. His eyes widened and watered.

She struck.

She paddled him, going for his backside over and over.

Nearly a minute went by.

That didn't sound like much, yet he was panting through his nostrils. With the ball gag in his mouth, he could barely get enough breath into his lungs. Then again, he didn't have to move.

"Let's talk," she said.

She grabbed him by his shoulder again. She pulled him out of the corner, and then she escorted him back over to the couch. She sat down, and then she pointed to the floor.

Without thinking, Preston lowered himself down onto his knees.

"Are you going to be a good boy?"

He nodded.

"Are you going to talk to me reasonably and rationally? You're not going to try to throw a tantrum?"

First, he nodded. Then he shook his head from side to side. He hated cooperating, yet he only had two options: yes or no.

A smile touched her lips, but she finally leaned forward, and the sides of her arms brushed along his cheeks as she listened to the clasp on the ball gag. She pulled that rubber sphere out from between his teeth. Right away, he yearned to say something. The instinct throbbed at the back of his throat, like he could yell or shout.

Instead, he stayed quiet. That surprised him...As hard as he tried, he couldn't leap up onto his feet to intimidate her. Instead, he looked back at Aria, and he waited for her to say something.

"Are you feeling timid?"

"I think so," he said. He glanced at her for a moment. Then gravity seemed to pull his gaze right back down to the floor. He found himself studying the lush carpet between her feet.

Those different feelings seemed to spin into a swirling amalgamate into something impossible right at the base of his stomach. He thought of the frustration, the fear, the worry, and his faith in his sister. After all, she had taken care of him. Even though he snuck out, she found him, and she brought him home. She rescued him from the auction house. For that, he had to be grateful. And yet, she left the ball gag in his mouth! The restraints were still tight around his wrists, the gloves snug over his knuckles, rendering his fingers useless. Worse, his backside still stung from the paddling.

"That's good," she said. "That's very good. Now, do you want to try to tell me what happened?" She leaned back against the couch, lifted her right leg, and rested it on her left. She also raised her arms and set them down against the back of the couch. In that moment, she looked like some business magnate. She was a powerful and unstoppable woman. She was the kind of individual who could do whatever she wanted, and this boy could hardly even question her authority.

Maybe there was that tiny voice in the back of his head, reminding him that they were supposed to be equals. They were both adults. They were both inheritors of the family trust. Technically, it was supposed to be split equally between them. And yet, everything had changed, so he doubted any of those rules or regulations still applied.

She's my Guardian. That storm of paradoxical feelings seemed to squeeze against his body all over again. He could feel it in his chest and down to his stomach. The apprehension and anxiety flared along his limbs, coalescing at the tips of his toes and his palms, especially because he was basically naked even as she looked down at him.

"Do you recognize this?" Aria lifted up his phone. He saw it, instinct made him want to reach out for it. Of course, he wouldn't have been able to pick up the device or hold it properly, not while he wore the restrictive gloves. "There are some obvious options for you. First, I could sell you."

"No. Please, don't," he said.

"Do you really think I would seriously consider sending you off to an auction house?" She clicked her tongue and shook her head. "No matter what, you are still my brother."

"Does that mean I can get up and you will let me out of this stuff?" Preston asked even as he glanced down toward the shackles and gloves.

"Not yet," she said. "If you behave, I will give you some more freedom. Remember, you misbehaved today. You made a really bad mistake."

"I wanted to go talk to a lawyer," he said. "There’s nothing wrong with that."

"You went out in public without my permission," she said, raising one hand and pointing the finger toward the ceiling. She continued, lifting a second digit, "You tried to speak to an attorney without your Guardian present. Third, you didn't consult me."

"I shouldn't have to," he said.

"Shouldn't doesn't enter into the equation when we are talking about the law. Besides, this is how things are now. I'm your Guardian and I’m going to take care of you. If you run off without permission, that means I don't know where you are." Her voice dropped after a second. "Besides, do you know what you did?"

"I left without permission," he muttered.

She reached down, her fingers now tight against the contours of his chin. She pinched. The edges of her nails squeezed against his skin, "That’s not what I'm talking about, Preston." Her voice dropped slightly. "How do you think I felt when I looked into your bedroom and saw that you weren't here? How do you think I felt when I looked around the entire apartment, only to realize that you had run off?"

"You were worried about me?"

She smiled bitterly, "Of course I was worried about you! The world is a dangerous place for a boy like you! What if you got arrested? What if you got picked up by a woman who decided she should just sell you?"

"But, but you registered me," he said.

"And no one has ever broken the law before? No one has ever tried to steal someone else's property?" She snorted. "You need to realize that things are different. I know I keep telling you that, but you don't seem to want to listen to me. And again, that brings us back to the question of what I'm going to do with you."

"You could hire someone to make sure I don't do that again," he suggested.

"True," she allowed. "But I don't think I want to. I think I want to make sure we have someone who actually cares about you."

"What are you talking about?"

"How about an ex-girlfriend?"

"What?"

"I know you, Preston. You broke up with those girls, usually for dumb reasons. Let's see. Who do we have?" She opened up his phone. She didn't have his password, but that didn't seem to matter. Apparently, she had been able to access the data, and she had changed the login information at some point. He bristled as he realized something else. Conversely, that meant he wouldn't be able to get into his own phone. What about the text messages? The phone calls?

"I did a little bit of research on these girls. There are three who I think be appropriate for you."

"Appropriate? Appropriate for what?"

"Marriage," she said.

His jaw fell open. "What?"

"Marriage," she said again. "I can't stay around the apartment to watch you. But if you had a wife, I’m sure she would be willing to make sure you got the love and discipline that you need. That's one reason why I think one of your exes would be a good idea. I'm sure I could find someone who would love to marry into our family, but those girls would be more interested in the money. I want to make sure this is someone who knows you, someone who can care about you."

"But, but…"

"Are you scared? Are you scared that you acted like a jerk, so your new wife might have a little bit of a vendetta to work out with you?"

His eyes bulged, "Yes!" He hated how shrill he sounded, yet that was the truth, and she knew it.

"Maybe that's something you should have thought about before," she chided him.

Preston sputtered and stammered. He tried so hard to think of something he might be able to say, some method or strategy he might use to convince this woman to change her mind. Only now, she turned the phone around, and he saw her face.

"What about this girl? Annabelle?"

Annabelle. He had only dated her for a couple of weeks. She was pretty, with black hair, big eyes, and a wide smile. She had darker skin and he remembered the soft embrace of her body.

"No," he said. "Not her."

"Why not?"

"Does it matter?"

"Absolutely," she said. "I want to hear your reasoning. Go on. Try to convince me."

Try to convince me. When he heard those words, Preston finally realized what his older sister was doing. He had to make an argument because she would be the one to make the decision. She could discuss it with him, but the final choice would be hers to make. In fact, she made that point apparent as she said, "You know, you should count yourself as lucky. I'm sure there are plenty of mothers all around the country right now who are thinking about how they want to marry off their sons. You think all of those women are going to listen to their boys? No. Of course not. Men have already demonstrated that they can't be trusted."

"I should be entitled to decide who I'm going to marry!"

"Nope," she said with a pop of her lips. Just like that, she settled it. He didn't get to argue. He didn't get to overrule her or even appeal her decision. Maybe he could talk to her and tell her how he felt, but she would still be the one to decide. "And if you want to waste too much time, I will simply put that gag back in your mouth and put you back in that cage, and shuck you off to whichever woman I decide should be the one to train you for a life of marital bliss."

"You're joking," he said.

Yes, the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement, and her mouth started to rise, but she still asked him, "Am I?" As hard as he tried, he couldn't convince himself. Several more seconds elapsed before she asked him, "So again, what do you think of Annabelle?"

He dropped his head forward. Eventually, he glanced up at her as he licked his bottom lip.

"No. Not her. Please, not her."

"Why not?"

For two or three seconds, Preston wobbled between two choices: tell the truth or lie to his big sister. He didn't know if this was bravery or cowardice, but he took the third option, "I don't want to say."

What was her sister going to do? How was she going to respond?

"Okay," she said. She swiped along his phone, considering the different names. "What about Jocelyn?"

"No!" Preston squeaked.

She rolled her eyes. "And why not?" It sounded like Aria was doing her very best to remain patient with her brother.

"Just no. Just no, okay?"

"Not this time," Aria said, her voice definitive and certain. "I'm sure it feels like you have very good reasons, but I want to know the truth right now. Tell me."

His lips hardened together. He stared at the floor. The seconds ticked by. He was mostly naked, and Aria completely comfortable, yet he could still feel that chill sprint down his back, and it had nothing to do with the actual temperature. "Do you need some more time in the corner? Because let's be honest, there's always more work I can go take care of. But this time, I might be busy for hours."

"No. I don't need corner time!" Preston answered right away, his voice practically trembling. He hated how he could be so insistent and scared all at the same time. He wasn't supposed to talk that fast. The words were supposed to fall out of his mouth, yet the dread still coursed across his skin, crawling and bouncing along every nerve.

"Then what do you want to tell me?"

"We argued, okay?"

"I know that," she said. "Couples don't break up when they're happy. So what happened between you and Jocelyn?"

"We were hardly even together," he said. She wasn't a serious girlfriend, not like…

He stopped himself. Preston refused to think of her name. And then he glanced back up at his phone, and he knew he had to come up with some other alternative. That's why he tried to say, "What if, what if I just take care of myself?" He glanced up, and he saw the skepticism play across her features. She appeared to be amused, only she obviously didn't think of that as an actual possibility. A boy couldn't stay home and simply take care of himself. He couldn't be trusted with that kind of independence or freedom. He needed someone who could love him and sculpt him and train him and discipline him when he made a mistake. Preston could imagine all of those different ideas fitting together. Even if he silently fumed and raged against each one, he knew what his sister believed right then and there. That was all that counted. Still, he waited. Holding his breath, he counted across the different seconds as he froze in place and allowed that little hint of hope to sprout somewhere deep inside of his chest.

"No," she said slowly. She took her time with that single syllable, stretching it out. She thrummed as she made her decision. "I appreciate your attitude, Preston. It feels like you’re correctly starting to think about this and understand what it all means." She reached down and touched his chin. She forced him to look up at her. For several long seconds, his eyes kept drifting to the left or right or back down to the floor. "Something is changing for you, isn't it? You're starting to understand, aren't you? What happened?"

His lips hardened, and he tried to conjure the anger from before. Better yet, he wished he could just jump up. He wasn't going to make any dumb mistakes. Between the chastity lock, the bite of electricity back at Stone's office, and his time in the actual cage, Preston knew he had to be careful with his response. More importantly, those experiences had suppressed something in him. He didn't want to think about it, yet he found this new sensation, a new desire. It was the mix of humiliation and fear. Perhaps it became something else altogether, a different kind of drive.

Normally, this boy thought of ambition in terms of high scores, online rankings, and success with the women around him. Since he didn't need to worry about money, he could focus on other joys and ambitions. Only now, those desires had faded away, and he understood something.

This woman was in control.

She had total power.

A vaguely familiar sensation coursed through his body again. He didn't quite understand it, but he remembered being very small. This was elementary school. Maybe it was kindergarten? Or first grade? Either way, he remembered sitting on the floor in front of a teacher. She was on a rocking chair, and it seemed huge. Not only that, he had looked up at her, and he wanted her approval. He knew he had to please her. She was this adult, and she had complete control. She could tell the kids what to do, and they would all listen. Maybe they would get rambunctious or eager or loud at one point or another, but she could clap her hands, and everyone would spin around and match her rhythm.

Fuck that, Preston snarled inside of his head.

Despite the sharp profanity, he still couldn't ignore the impulse to impress his sister. She was older than him, yet the details didn't matter. She was a woman, and she had authority here. In fact, he glanced over at the door for just a moment, it was so easy to imagine the security officers bursting through. Aria wouldn't even have to do it for herself. Then again, if her tone sharpened and she ordered him to the floor, what would he do?

He would probably obey.

Preston tried to conjure fresh profanity. He itched to snap back at those ideas, only she had control here.

"I don't know what you mean," he told her.

Aria wouldn't give up. "You feel differently right now. I know you, Preston. So what happened?"

"I got scared," he said.

She still had her fingertips on the underside of his chin. She wasn't grabbing him and holding him tight this time. If he had leaned back, he probably could have escaped her touch. Still, he didn't do that. Instead, Preston found himself glancing back up at his sister. This woman loved him; she cared about him. She wanted to take care of him and to do what was best for him. Those details fluttered behind his eyes, and he tried to think of what he could do or say to get her to change her mind.

"Go on," she instructed.

He obeyed. "When I was at the office, I got scared." He bit down, tightening his teeth together. It was almost like he wished he could seal his lips and hide the truth forever.

"That's okay," she said. "The world is a scary place, especially if you're a boy."

His brows tightened.

That wasn't supposed to be true! Throughout his life, he had heard feminists and whine about how men had all these different privileges. One of the most obvious was supposed to be the easy confidence with which a guy could stride through his life. At the end of parties or time with friends, guys weren't supposed to be scared of darkened alleys or walking back to their cars on their own. Every interaction with a stranger wasn't supposed to be tinged with that little hint of fear about what might go wrong...not for him...not for a guy.

The rules have changed.

Maybe he tried to rebel against those concepts, like he thought of Miranda Stone and how she wouldn't want to sell him to an auction house. Even if the idea had been there, hanging on the air, she was still a powerful attorney. And yet, what if she had just lied to his sister, insisting that she never saw him in the first place? The members of her staff would be discreet. They would know how to lie, so he could just disappear, and maybe Aria would find him. Probably not, especially if she sent him somewhere else.

"It's not supposed to be," he said.

"The world will always be scary if you don't have any power."

"But what about equality?"

"What about it?"

"Aren't you supposed to be a feminist? Isn't that what feminists believe in?"

She smiled. "No," she said, making it sound like this was an obvious point. "Not a feminist. There might be a few feminists out there. Still, but I'm something else completely."

On some level, he didn't want to know. And yet, he still had to ask, "What, what are you then?"

"I'm a female supremacist," she said. "I believe in the matriarchy."

His brows tightened. He had heard the term before. In college, he had been forced to take a women's history class, and he had paid attention for the first week or two before he decided it was boring and he didn't really care. Like so many other students, effort came easily for the first couple of class meetings.

"That's right," she said. "Feminism didn't work. We tried, and the boys didn't want to listen. You didn't want to listen, did you? It was always so easy for you to enjoy power. You hardly even noticed it when you had it. You wouldn't acknowledge your advantages or privileges, and you loved misbehaving."

"But I didn't do anything bad," he said.

"You didn't do anything good either," she told him, her tone sharpening. "If you take advantage of a system, that makes you culpable. You can't just enjoy the fruits of someone else's labor and pretend that you are invested. There is no such thing as politically neutral. Even if you believe in the status quo, that is still a stance. Not doing anything, and letting things run on as they are is a choice."

He blinked quickly, like he thought he would be able to argue with her, but this was Aria. More importantly, this was his sister in her best element. She knew how to make arguments regarding millions of dollars at a time. Of course, she would be able to crush anything he said.

But then, her expression softened, and she smiled. She reached out and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. Without trying, he enjoyed that affection. There was something soft and gentle about it. But then he bristled for a second. His shoulders tightened as he glanced down at his gloves, the shackles, and that chastity cage. When he saw those details, he tried to get angry. He couldn't.

She actually cares about me. She's doing this, and she thinks it's best for me. He tried to follow through to the next logical thought: he had to convince her she was wrong. But how could he overturn their entire dynamic? How could he actually win an argument with this girl?

The answer came instantly: he couldn't. She had more education, more experience.

Another treacherous thought seemed to fall into his head. He tried to shrug it off immediately, only he couldn't do it. What if he was wrong?

Instantly, his mental immune system roared back, No! No freaking way! These women want to enslave us! That can't be right!

"You still haven't told me," she chided him. "Do need a spanking? Do you need me to pull you across my lap?"

"You wouldn't," he said.

"Are you sure about that?" she very reasonably pointed out, "Didn't I spank you when I had you in the corner? Why can't I put you across my lap?"

"I'm your brother," he said. "I'm your little brother."

Without hesitating, she told him, "And that means it's my responsibility to discipline you, at least until I find you a wife."

His nostrils flared, and he stared back down at the floor again, except he couldn't come up with anything this time.

"What do you feel? What is changing for you?"


"Why do you even want to know?"

"Honestly?"

"Yes!" His face was hot now. He jerked his head up, and he looked at that girl. At the same time, he kept searching, probing, desperately grappling for something he could hold onto, some way he could convince her to change her mind. As far as he was concerned, there had to be something!

"Obviously, I care about you. I love you, Preston, so I want what's best for you. But more than that, I'm curious."

"Curious?" he breathed out.

"That's right," she said. "We are watching a historic transformation. Since the founding of this country, men wielded almost complete and exclusive control. But now, it'll be reversed. Every generation has to deal with one change or another, but society is shifting so much faster now, and I want to know how that feels for you."

"I can't use my hands, I'm wearing shackles, there's a chastity cage between my legs, and my sister can gag me whenever she wants. How do think that makes me feel?"

"The frustration is easy to read," she told him. "But there's more, isn't there?"

He sucked in a sharp breath, only to hold it and stare at her. She kept watching him. Her gaze was fixed on his eyes, except he couldn't turn away this time. Something made him stop. Something made him freeze. His lips and tongue stopped, almost like he had locked up. But then he relaxed a little bit, and he told her, "Yes…"

On some level, Preston knew he shouldn't tell her this. And yet, it was the middle of the day, and she told him, "I care about you, Preston. It's important that I know what you're feeling."

"Because you're curious?" He sneered out those words.

"Because I care about you, and I want to do what's best for you," she reminded him. "And I expect you to tell me the truth."

That wasn't a threat, yet it may have counted as a promise. Another rush of heat ran across his body. Inhaling, he tried to think of what this would be like. Less than a full day had gone by. He tried to cling to that reality, yet he had to exist in those restraints. Would she keep him bound like this? More importantly, what else would the women of the world come up with? What have they already designed?

He shivered as he contemplated how the world could change, especially because women had been controlled through nothing but social pressure and legal requirements over the course of decades and centuries. Now women had access to far, far more technology. Would they use that against the boys of the nation?

Yes. The answer came to him immediately.

"Tell me," she instructed. At that point, she did little more than whisper. She didn't need to jump up onto her feet, or to shout.

"I was scared," he told her.

"Why?"

"I was scared because I was at the office, and Miranda Stone said something. She, she said she might want to sell me to an auction house."

His sister didn't become indignant. She didn't growl or promise to have some intimidating conversation with the family attorney. Instead, she told him, "Those exist."

"Men can't be bought and sold. They aren’t pieces of property!"

"Some of you are," she said simply. She made it sound like a statement of fact. This was a new reality. It was a feature of American capitalism. Pretty much everything else had been monetized. Anything could be an asset. Anything could be a commodity.

"So what would have happened? What would have happened if I went to an auction house?"

"I'm not sure about the legality of any given arrangement or contract," she said, shifting to her professional tone of voice. "But there is a very good chance it would have been hard for me to get you back."

"I can make my own decisions," he insisted.

"No. You can't. That's the point."

He bit down. He turned to the left, to the right. He looked around their huge living room as he tried to think of what he might be able to do or say to get her to change her mind. Then again, it was her decision. In this penthouse, Aria ruled. Later on, maybe she would go into politics. Perhaps she would simply ascend the corporate ladder, and she would have power over many different people, but that would take some time. She was still young, after all.

She continued, "Why did the auction house scare you?"

He deflated again. His shoulders drooped, and he dropped his head forward. His chin pressed down against his chest as he breathed in slowly. "What, what if they sold me in a foreign country?" That was a sentence he had never expected to utter.

"I would have found you," she promised.

His eyes narrowed, and he looked at her. He believed she would try, and yet there was that inevitable problem. Just because she would go looking for him, that didn't mean she would succeed. Casually, she dropped her hand down to his chest, and she pressed her fingers along his rib cage. "Your heart is beating faster," Aria told him. "It's okay. I'm going to take care of you. I will make sure you're safe."

"I need a wife?"

"Don't you think that would be better than an actual owner?"

"But, but she's going to have the right to do what she wants with me, won't she?"

"She will," Aria agreed.

"But then, how will you know that everything is okay?"

"Don't worry," Aria said with an indulgent smile. "I will check on you. I will make sure that she is taking really good care of you."

He bit down. He tensed his fingers inside of those gloves.

"You're scared, aren't you?" asked his sister.

Reflexively, he thought about jerking his head up and looking at her intently. He could have shot back with something sharp and aggressive. Instead, something inside of him seemed to relax all over again. "Yes."

"Why?"

"Because, because I don't want to be powerless," he confessed. There. He said it.

If he hoped his sister would reassure him, she didn't. She told him, "You're just going to have to get used to it. And that brings us back to Joslin, doesn't it?"

They hadn't talked about his perspective wife for a while. He thought back to his girlfriend.

"You know that sense of fear? That worry? That doubt? Maybe you should embrace it," Aria suggested.

"What?" Preston breathed out.

"Maybe you should embrace it," she said again. "It might be good for you. If you're scared, you can trust me. If you're scared, you can know that I will do what is best for you." She made it sound so definitive, like he could just relax. "Besides, modern society has always been built on trust to one degree or another. But now, instead of trusting some abstract monetary system, or a government, you don't really understand, you can trust me to do what is best for you because I'm in control."

Preston didn't really understand. Then again, it didn't matter. That was the entire point.

With her brother on his knees in front of her, Aria waited several more seconds. She knew he needed to adapt, but she also seemed patient with him, like she expected him to take some time. That was fine with her as long as he learned to behave himself.

"What happened between you and Jocelyn?"

"We had an argument," he said.

"About?"

"She didn't like what I was looking at on my phone," he told her. His voice came out small and timid. He couldn't be sure, but he bought his sister really liked that. His voice didn't boom out with his usual, undeserved confidence.

"It made her feel insecure? It made her feel like you were cheating because you were watching videos of other women?" She didn't specify the exact type. Then again, Aria didn't need to. Online, so many people could rail against "inappropriate" videos, but there had always been this drive for explicit content. It was always just a question of degree and intensity. So many different movies and TV shows could have been provocative with manipulative fan service. It would always be hard to draw those boundaries.

"And you refused to stop?"

"I didn't think it was fair," he said.

"What about now? Should your wife be able to dictate what you watch on your phone?"

"No!"

"Yes," she said. He just roared out his answer, but she didn't raise her voice. She didn't need to. As a woman, she was right.

"I don't want to marry her," he insisted.

"That only leaves one other option…"

Preston exhaled his answer. Right away, he knew who she meant, "No…"

She swiped across his phone, and then she found that name, the one he hadn't wanted to hear. He tried not to think of her, yet her face and the feel of her body always seemed to echo in his memory. No matter how hard he tried to still those vibrations, he hadn't been able to succeed.

"Valerie," Aria said her name.

His jaw locked. His body clenched. "Not her," he said.

"What happened?"

He couldn't say it.

He didn't want to tell her.

"You know, I could punish you," she said. "When a woman asks you a question, you should tell the truth."

This time, Preston couldn't even speak. Instead, he just jerked his head from side to side.

"Jocelyn," he said. "I choose Jocelyn."

"Why is that?" Aria asked. "Annabelle comes from a really good family. Also, I went through her socials, and I think she would be a good match for you. I think she would want to spend a lot of time with you, and she would train you exactly as you need. Then Valerie is really smart. I think she could be an excellent match for you as well."

"It doesn't matter," he said. "If I have to marry someone, I pick Jocelyn."

"You don't pick," Aria said, her voice focused and definitive.

"But, but we're talking about marriage…"

"Think of this is something more medieval," she informed him. "I'm the head of the household, so I decide who you will marry, Preston."

An antiquated phrase jumped into his head, That's barbaric. And even if that was true, it didn't matter because this woman was in charge, and she could do whatever she wanted with him. He couldn't escape that reality. But then he dipped his head down, and he thought of Valerie again. His cock twitched. He hated the chastity cage, but there was nothing he could do about it.

"Between these three girls, I think one of them would be an excellent match for you. But if you really want me to focus on Joslin, then you have to make that argument. Tell me why."

His eyes widened. Arguably, this might have been the most important decision of his life, and she wanted "an argument". This wasn't academic. It was his actual life! Those thoughts pounded inside of his skull, and he pushed his knuckles down against the floor. But with the gloves between the carpet and his knuckles, he couldn't feel it, yet the frustration pulsed through his body, throbbing as it grew stronger and stronger.

This time, he couldn't help himself. He jumped up onto his feet. He lifted his hand. He had to lift both of his hands. He would have wagged his finger in her face, but he insisted, "Aria, this isn't funny anymore. You can't do this. Just send me off. Okay? I'm sure the matriarchy or whatever isn't in charge everywhere. Just send me to another country. I don't care if I don't have any money. I will figure it out. Just send me away."

His heart was pounding. Heat danced along his skin. Maybe there were even little droplets of sweat on his forehead. He had barely moved, yet the exertion still strained him, draining him and filling him with weighty exhaustion.

She didn't shout at him. She didn't even seem upset as she pushed herself up onto her feet. Now she stood face to face with her brother, and that's when she reached out and grabbed him by the chain between his wrists. She tugged, and she pulled him over to the side of the couch.

"What, what are you doing?"

"I'm going to make the decision for you since you aren't capable of discussing this like a woman," she said.

She shoved down. She grabbed his ass. She spanked him. Her hand flew down hard and fast. He didn't understand what was happening. She struck five or six times. Then she grabbed the hairbrush again. She tightened her grip around the handle, and now she struck. His eyes widened, and he wanted to shout, to snarl something. He had to get her attention, to get her to change her mind. She kept striking.

The pain washed over him. Overwhelmed him. Only a few seconds before this, they had been having a conversation. They were talking. They were negotiating.

But that was the problem, wasn't it?

She struck once, twice, three more times on his left butt cheek. His skin glowed a bright shade of crimson as she disciplined this boy.

It hadn't been a discussion. It had been a conversation. She wanted something from him, and he had just refused. "I'm not sending you off to some random country and hoping you will be able to take care of yourself. You're a boy, and you can't handle that kind of responsibility, so I'm going to find you someone who will own you. She's going to train you. She's going to break you and shape you into a proper young man. That's what you need, Preston!" Her voice finally rose as she struck again and again. Her impromptu paddle crashed down against his vulnerable skin, sending one lightning bolt of pain after another racing across his flesh.

Over and over again, he tried to build up some kind of mental wall. He wanted to block out the sensations, to pretend the impulses couldn't rip across his thoughts and scatter every idea inside of his head.

The pain pulled him down, forcing him into every second of this humiliation.

"Get back in the cage," she said.

She let go and stepped back.

He didn't move.

"Please…"

"Get back in the cage," she commanded.

Preston had no idea whether or not he could actually obey this woman. His breathing came faster and faster as he slowly turned around. Even as he moved, there was the stiff tension that came from the lingering pain. She wasn't spanking him or paddling him, yet the agony still persisted.

"I know this is hard for you," she said. "But you have to learn."

That's when she picked up the ball gag. She stepped up to him.

In that instant, he knew he had a choice to make.

"Since you can't argue reasonably, I guess you don't need to talk at all," Aria said it. She tried to sound strict and severe, yet he thought he could pick up on a note of amusement in her voice, all because she was actually enjoying this.

He started to speak, to accuse her of having fun with his subjugation, but that meant opening his mouth. She shoved the ball forward, right between his teeth. It pressed down against his tongue. Then she stepped behind him and pulled the straps up along his cheeks into the back of his head.

Then she took him by that chain again, and she tugged, guiding them toward the cage. "A couple of hours in here will be good for you," she said.

She pushed him down into the cage. Soon, Preston found himself on his back and looking up at her through the gate overhead. She connected the lock. He heard that sound again, and he flinched.

Click.

This enslaved boy wasn't going anywhere.

True to her word, she left him there for hours. He rolled onto his left side, then his right. Sometimes, he stared up at the ceiling from that spot on his back.

His thoughts drifted.

First, they bounced toward his frustration. Those jagged thoughts of revenge kept pulsating inside of his head. Eventually, however, he relaxed. As hard as he tried, he couldn't concentrate on anger.

Was it possible he was actually getting used to this kind of treatment?

Yes.

He didn't like that idea. And yet, the human mind could be incredibly adaptive. He discovered that as he contemplated his own captivity.

Preston liked to think of himself as someone who didn't waste time. Banging his gloved fists against the unbreakable bars or trying to tear through the steel shackles obviously wouldn't work. Besides, he had tried. He had tried so hard, and he had failed, which meant he was stuck right there.

From there, he started to think about what he might have been able to say differently.

Should he have played her game?

His nostrils twitched at the thought.

This was supposed to be his decision.

At least, it seemed likely that she'd pick Anabel or Jocelyn. Right? Just as a game of numbers, the chances were on his side. After all, she couldn't pick Valerie. She just couldn't.

Valerie.

He clenched his eyes shut again. He didn't want to think about that last conversation, that fight, that look of hurt on her face, or the jagged edge in her voice.

Everything had been so good for so long. Even though he tried to push those thoughts aside, they crashed down against him. It was so easy to imagine himself in that cage on a beach with waves coming up. The tide was turning, and he would be helpless against the walls of water as they smashed down against him...Valerie...beautiful...sexy...smart...funny...The feel of her lips when they kissed that first time at the Eclipse, the soft give of her breasts when he touched her for the first time, the feel of her fingertips gliding up along his palm to his wrist, his forearm, his neck. The way she touched him when they first got together, her hand sliding down between his legs, grabbing his cock.

It felt like indulging in some bad habits, yet he closed his eyes, and he contemplated that beautiful girl. He remembered what sex had been like with her, thrusting down, the tight feel of her pussy between his legs, the power of being on top, of holding her down, of kissing her before he licked her nipples and then grazed his teeth along the contours of her neck, the way he could be close to her, the feel of sweat along his body, the heat resonating up from that girl underneath him…

Those fractured images felt so amazing. More. He wanted more.

There was just one problem.

He still wore that chastity cage. Yes, the desires flashed down through his body, his cock stiffened. Those reflexes came on automatically, unstoppable, uncontrollable.

And yet, the stiff resistance of the steel cage made it impossible for him to enjoy an erection. He couldn't even climax. Maybe there were a couple of droplets of excitement right there at the tip of his shaft, but that was all.

The frustration mounted. It clawed at his body. He needed release.

Forcing his eyes open, he realized that the sun had started to set.

He wanted to call out for Aria. If nothing else, he could insist that she let him go.

But no, he couldn't do that. In fact, he had started to get used to the ball gag. For a couple of seconds there, he had forgotten about it completely.

She emerged from her office. She walked down the hall. She passed him, and he sat up as much as the cage allowed, pushing his hands and knees down underneath him. He wanted to make a noise for her attention, but he wasn't sure what he should do.

Worse, Aria glanced over her shoulder at him. She saw him and she waved at him. No, she didn't come over to his cage. She didn't even say anything to him.

Aria stopped in the kitchen, and she grabbed herself a glass of water. She took a sip, and then she headed back to go get some more work done.

He slumped down onto his side. But then she paused again, and she called over her shoulder, "Preston, I'm going to have a guest over later today. I expect you to behave for her. But then again, if you don't, that just means she's going to get to punish you."

He had to behave for her…

It was going to be Annabelle or Jocelyn. It had to be one of those two girls!

If only to pass the time, Preston started to strategize. He tried to think of what he would be able to do or say to get those women to do what he wanted.

Then again, he didn't know those women very well, not anymore. It had been more than a year since he had seen either of them.

A creeping question occurred to him. At first, he tried not to acknowledge it. He didn't want to think about it. He didn't want to contemplate it at all. And yet…

Had they changed?

If he saw Jocelyn or Annabelle again, would he be able to take control? Right away, he loved the idea. He wanted to think that Aria was special. Then again, he had gone up against Maranda Stone, and that attorney had utterly crushed him.

A shudder of embarrassment fell down along the length of his body. He didn't want to think about it, not exactly, but he remembered the lawyer and how she had looked at him. When she saw him, she didn't view him as an individual who deserved respect. He was just a boy. She had been his superior in every way, and she knew it.

He bit down into his ball gag as he thought of some old movie he had seen. It was something like a woman telling her daughter, "The man might be they head of the household, but the woman is the neck, so she can tell him where to go and what to see. That's how a wife controls her husband." At the time, Preston had rolled his eyes with a vague sense of disgust. But now, he wondered if that would be his only option.

He rolled onto his left side, then his right. He stayed on his back for a while. At the same time, he was a guy, so he couldn't quite ignore those other impulses. Moment by moment, he started to think of Annabelle again. He imagined that girl and the curves of her neck, with the contours of her jaw, the hue of her lips, and the way she felt when he approached and reached out for her, drawing her in and gently kissing her.

His shaft twitched.

Then he started to think of Valerie instead.

Right away, he tried to push those ideas aside. He wanted to bury them, to shove them down into some dark hole and ignore all of it; he wished he could let the history and memories fade away into nothing.

Valerie.

Just her name still made something twist painfully in his stomach. It was that alluring mix of longing and frustration, fear and resentment.

She hadn't been like the other girls he knew. In fact, Preston didn't think he had ever encountered a girl like her.

When Aria emerged from her office, she walked by his cage, and Preston sat up as much as the confines of his tiny prison allowed. hee tried to call out to her, to get her attention.

Aria ignored him. She walked by her little brother and stepped over toward the elevator. With her hands behind her back, she waited for a few seconds. Then the doors opened, and Preston shut his eyes. He didn't want to see that other girl. He didn't want to know who it would be.

"Hello, Aria. It's a pleasure to see you again. Thank you so much for reaching out!"

Preston exhaled. He tried to ignore that little twinge of disappointment. Was it disappointment? No. It had to be relief. That was what he told himself even as he opened his eyes, and then he saw her. Annabelle.

She was tall with bright red hair, and the strands were tied back into an elaborate braid. A pair of curls curved down in front of her face. In that moment, she wore a checkered skirt and red peacoat. The two women hugged, and Preston tried to hide himself. Then again, he was right there in the middle of the living room, and there was nowhere for him to go. His chest tightened, and his biceps bulged as he wondered if he should just close his eyes, lower his head down, and pretend to sleep.

Before he could make the decision, Annabelle nudged herself away from his sister. The redhead practically skipped forward despite the high-heeled boots she wore. As she strode over to him, the light splashed along the shining black contours. Then she was right there in front of him, and she crouched down. She had her elbows at her sides, her hands held together as she looked through the bars.

Hot shame burned across his body. He could feel it from his hairline and down along his forehead to the tip of his nose, past his neck, all the way to his toes. He didn't know if a full-body blush was possible, yet the heat was there anyway.

"Hello, Preston," she said to him.

Annabelle jumped back up onto her feet, and Aria stepped past him. "Thank you again for the invitation, but I am really curious about why I'm here. Seeing Preston is certainly interesting."

Annabelle didn't sound shocked or surprised. Clearly, the two women had talked before his ex-girlfriend arrived, but now his chest tightened as he tried to figure out what he could do.

For a second, Preston glanced back up at Annabelle. In that instant, she was focused on his sister, so she didn't even seem to notice. There was something powerful about that redhead, he thought again. He had forgotten that detail. She had that athletic build, like she was bigger and stronger than she was supposed to be. Yes, she still had the feminine curves he expected, yet there was something vital and athletic about this girl...something that made him nervous...like she'd actually be able to compete with him. Or worse, she might win.

"Please, have a seat," Aria said.

Together, the two women sat down on the couch. They were leaning toward one another, just a little bit. And now, Aria considered her guest and she said, "I'm going to go straight to the point. Preston is going to need a wife. I know we have talked just a little bit online, and I will be honest about checking out your social media presence, but I was hoping you could tell me more about yourself. Most importantly, are you interested?"

"I'm definitely interested," Annabelle said. "But of course, I think it's going to come down to a question of his behavior."

"He's completely untrained," Aria said. "I know the two of you dated a while ago, but it's not like he found some girlfriend to break him. There's a reason why he's fully restrained right now."

"How has he been reacting?"

Preston sucked in a breath as he glanced back at his sister. He glowered at her in that moment, his expression projecting nothing but contempt. And yet, his muscles tightened at the same time, like he thought he might be able to break out of the cage and fight back.

He couldn't. He was a boy.

He wore the gloves, the shackles, and he had the ball gag in his mouth. Worst of all, his most sensitive body parts had been locked away. Every time he moved, he could feel the chastity cage. Worse, there was something intoxicating about the presence of his ex-girlfriend. She was right there, and now he breathed in, and maybe he caught the once-forgotten yet familiar scent of her shampoo. He could feel his shaft shift in the confines of its metal case. At the same time, his fingertips pushed down against the palms of his hands.

"How would you say you’re reacting, Preston? Are you enjoying the transition to female supremacy?"

His nostrils twitched, but he didn’t shake his head from side to side, nor did he attempt to say anything.

"He does look like he could be an entertaining challenge," she said. But now she leaned back in her seat. "So what are we doing right here? What is this?"

"Think of it as an interview," Aria said. "I'm sure you're aware of our finances. If you marry my brother, there would be a meaningful dowry, plus we would be happy to help you with your monthly expenses."

"That could be a very generous offer," Annabelle said. She leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest. At the same time, she glanced at Preston. "Okay. I'm interested. What would you like to know?"

"What are your feelings on spankings?"

"For my husband?" Annabelle glanced back down at the boy in the cage once again. "I think they are an absolute necessity."

"Tell me more," Aria said.

Annabelle grinned. Preston had always liked her smile, only now there was something dangerous in that curve of her lips. This was something he had never seen before. It was wild ambition, aggression, and the desire to take control. If she tried, she would fail. At least, that was what he told himself. He tried so hard to cling to that idea, only Preston wasn't sure he could do it.

Both of those women seemed so at ease, that they could talk about his future as a servant, a slave, a husband...and there'd be nothing he could do to resist or fight back. One way or another, both of these women expected him to be broken and tamed.

"Personally, I like the display of power. I think it is a good reminder for a boy to be across a woman's lap."

"Have you spanked anyone?"

Annabelle grinned and dipped her head down for just a second. Then she glanced up toward the ceiling and nodded. At first, he thought she was embarrassed. No, that wasn't it. Rather, she worked to keep her emotions under control because she had enjoyed herself so much. As Preston realized this, something else tightened inside of him. He tried to breathe, to relax. He tried to remind himself that he was better than any other man his ex-girlfriend had confronted.

"My former boss," she said.

"Really?"

Preston creased brows as an old memory came bubbling back up.

While they had been dating, Annabelle had been at in office, and she hated the work. Of course, he had laughed, taking her by the hand and telling her, "Just quit your job and become my sex slave!" Of course, it had been a joke. But each time he said it, her expression hardened, her entire personality shifting toward something flinty and brittle. He still remembered the way she could glare at him. Of course, he still told her that joke again and again. It was always so much fun. Besides, there was something reassuring about the kind of money he had at his disposal, and he didn't want his ex to forget about that difference between them.

But now, her eyes swept across his body. She drank in those details. He could feel it.

Right there, he tried to match her gaze. He just wanted to stare back at her, his expression tight and cold.

It didn't work.

While they had been together, he always viewed himself as her superior. He never said it, of course. Maybe there had been that teasing, but that was it. Only now, he was practically naked, and he couldn't use his hands. He was locked in a cage like some disobedient dog!

"Absolutely," Annabelle said. "That guy was always such a jerk. He would always push for more. It didn't matter how much I did or how well I did it. He was just someone who loved to complain about giving time off or paying for insurance. Deep down, I think he honestly believed that managers should be in charge, and that the regular workers should be slaves. I know how extreme that sounds...at least under the old system. Then again, it was just a huge power play for him."

"I'm hoping you got to quit at some point," Aria said.

"Actually, I made friends with my boss's boss. I got to know her, and she saw what I could do, so she promoted me. But yeah, that wasn't good enough. So right after martial law came into effect last night, I went back to the office. I was surprised to see he was still there. He was hiding, I think, like he didn't want to go home. I grabbed a couple of the building's security guards, and I had some fun."

"You don't have to tell me if you don't want to."

"No," Annabelle said as she relived that experience. "It was incredible. He needed to be stunned just once. After that, I think he was pretty much cowed. Still, you know what my favorite part was?"

"What?" Aria asked.

"I could see him doing the mental calculations. For a very long time, he has always chased after his stock options. And now, he was trying to think about what they were worth. He doesn't understand that he's not allowed to own property anymore. Even after he realized that, he was trying to figure out what he might be able to do or say in this new hierarchy. I loved it! I mean, he thought he could use those old skills, but he couldn't. They didn't really apply. Now, it just comes down to obedience. That's it."

"Do you hear that?" Aria asked, glancing back down at her captive brother. "It's all about obedience. You should listen to this woman. She knows what she's talking about."

His teeth stabbed down into the flexible rubber. The surface didn't even break, but at least he managed to burn a tiny bit of frustration.

"He looks upset," Annabelle said with a little smirk of amusement.

"He’s still getting used to this new system. Aren’t you, Preston?"

"Anyway, I got to pull my boss across my lap. At first, I spanked him with just my bare hand. But then I remembered that he had this tablet computer that he absolutely loved. So I used that. Then I decided to pull down his pants. It felt incredible. It was just so satisfying, especially after all of his criticisms. He just loved playing psychological games with his employees, but that's all over now."

"That's incredible," Aria said. "To be honest, I know that's extreme, but I think that is necessary. The men need a reset. They need to understand that the world is different."

"Is that why you have your brother in a cage?"

"That...and he tried to run off."

"How far did he get?"

"Actually, I think he's more clever than a lot of the boys who have tried to flee the city."

Snickering now, Annabelle shook her head from side to side. "Oh yeah, I saw some of the videos. Where do you think they expected to go? I mean all of their passports have been revoked. They can't buy plane tickets. From what I understand, a lot of the financial institutions are working pretty hard to lock down those assets."

"The miracles of modern technology," Aria said. "Oh, I also just read this fascinating article about the guys who were trying to flee out into the wilderness.. These are the kinds of guys who always believed the government would turn on them."

"Technically, they were right," Annabelle said.

"Do you think so?" Aria asked. "I mean, I think we can only count this as actual treachery or betrayal if we assume this is going to be bad for the boys. Personally, I think it's going to be very good for them. I honestly believe they're going to be happier this way."

"I'm not so sure," Annabelle said.

"Really? You think men should be allowed to be free?"

"Oh, no," Annabelle said with a dismissive wave of her hand. Not only that, she shook her head from side to side. Then she nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she contemplated this. "I realize this is a less popular opinion, but I think the boys are going to be miserable, especially for the first couple of years."

Years?

In truth, Preston hadn't thought about that. He hadn't considered the timelines or duration. As far as he had been concerned, he just wanted to get through the last twenty-four hours.

"They had so many benefits, so many privileges, so many different freedoms. Losing that is going to be really hard on them. It's going to be painful. They're going to have to be punished again and again. To be honest, I don't think the matriarchy will really be able to take a solid hold for a generation or two."

"You’re thinking long-term," Aria said. "I appreciate that."

"Thank you," Annabelle said with a quick dip of her head. "But just because it's going to be hard on the boys, that doesn't mean it isn't worth doing. I mean, just look at how badly they had messed things up. They created a hold on these different systems, and they were so proud of themselves, but we have to try something else. The current form of American capitalism just wasn't working. I'm not advocating for a totally different system, but we need more balance. We need something that can be fair."

"One could argue that the men should be a part of that conversation," Aria said.

"But that would be wrong," Annabelle replied without blinking. "Men need to be trained. They need to be disciplined and broken. For far too long, they viewed everything as competition. But if everyone is fighting one another, we all lose. Society only functions because we can cooperate with one another."

Aria let a smile touch her lips, "I feel much the same way."

"I have to ask you something," Annabelle said, leaning forward with her elbows pressed down against the sides of her hips. "If I marry your brother, will I have the right to punish him? Will I be able to train him as I see fit?"

It doesn't matter what she says. It doesn't matter what she says, because this is Annabelle, and I know I can get her to do whatever I want. She can take me home, and she could pretend she's in charge in public, but I will get what I want out of this girl. I will show her who's boss. He bit down again, frustrated at how childish those words sounded, even inside of his own skull, yet he watched his sister and waited.

"Absolutely. If you marry him, you're going to be responsible for him. You’re going to make sure that he learns everything he needs to know." Aria leaned back. "There is something I need to know."

"What's that?"

"When you were dating, did you love my brother?"

"No."

"And if you marry him, do you think you would love him now?"

Annabelle drew in a slow breath. She looked around the penthouse apartment, and she seemed to make a decision. "No. I don't think I would. I think I could train him. I think I could give him all of the discipline he needs. But I'm not going to lie to you, Aria. I don't think I would love him."

"I really appreciate your honesty," Aria told her.

"Does that mean you don't want me as his wife?"

Aria glanced back down at his cage. She contemplated the boy trapped behind those bars. In that instant, he tried so hard to figure out what she was thinking. What thoughts were flashing behind her eyes as she hesitated. Then she turned back to Annabelle. "Actually, I don't think it would work."

"I appreciate that," Annabelle said. "But you know, there is something I would like to request."

"What's that?"

Annabelle slid across the couch, and she leaned forward. Aria blinked once, apparently surprised. But then she turned her head, and Annabelle whispered something to her.

"You know, I think that would be good for him. And considering how he behaved, I think you deserve it."

What was that? What was she talking about?

"I will leave you to it," Aria said. His sister rose to her feet, and she walked back toward her small home office. He stared after her. Where was she going? What was she doing? Was she going to go get some paperwork or something? Maybe she had something she wished to give Annabelle?

The door closed behind Aria. With this sinking feeling deep in his chest, he realized he was alone with his ex-girlfriend.

She had something she wished to say to him. After they broke up, he had cut her off. So many women, he had noticed, looked for something like, "closure". As far as they were concerned, the end of a relationship couldn't come with a text message or voicemail. It needed to be a long and involved process, where they both talked and cried and hugged it out at the end.

The first time he realized that, Preston had actually snorted. As far as he was concerned, a relationship ended the instant one person or the other announced that they were done. That was it. There didn't need to be any long conversation. They didn't need to discuss their feelings or tell the other person how they truly felt. When the relationship was over, neither side had any obligation to the other. That was why he had walked away so easily.

But now, Annabelle held up something in front of him. She leaned forward, and she dropped down a silver chain. It bounced once before it just dangled right there.

Preston longed to reach out between the bars of the cage and to grab it. That would not work for a couple of reasons, he knew. First, his hands remained bound by those leather gloves. Second, his knuckles couldn't fit between the bars. He was trapped in there, and she knew it, but now she crouched down in front of him, and she let the key sway from side to side. "Your sister is letting me borrow this," she said. "That's because she's letting me borrow you. So this is what's going to happen. I use this key, you can get across my lap, and I spank you for your bad behavior. And then I can take you back into her bedroom, and I have some fun with you. Would you like that?"

Technically, he hadn’t been in chastity for that long. And yet, there was that girl right in front of him, and she could let him out. She had the key!

On some level, he tried to tell himself that he wanted to manipulate her. If he could get out of the chastity cage, then he could get that key and he could hide it. Or perhaps he could convince Aria that her new friend had lost it. This way, she could "lock him up," yet he'd still be able to sneak off and enjoy his freedom from time to time. It was a huge risk, but this was the only kind of rebellion that he could manage in that moment.

It was better than nothing, so he had to seize this chance.

"Are you going to be good boy for me?" Her voice shifted. It became playful. There was that patronizing intonation as she toyed with him. The key continued to sway back and forth.

If this was what it took to get out of the cage and out of the restraints, then he could handle it. He nodded.

"You can do better than that. I want to see your enthusiasm," she said.

His nostrils twitched, but he still obeyed. Preston nodded faster this time.

"Good enough," she said with a little chuckle. She used the key on the cage. She opened it, lifting the gate. He climbed out. His muscles were stiff, but he didn't care. He ignored all of that as she reached down and grabbed him by the chain between his wrists. Then she pulled, and he stumbled after her. He remained hobbled with the extra set of restraints between his legs. Still, she didn't slow.

She dragged him down the hallway and straight into his bedroom. Then he remembered that she had been here before.

She surprised him by using the key again. This time, she loosened the restraints on his wrists.

Just as he started to relax, she grabbed his arms and pulled them behind his back, locking them again.

He glared at her, yet he still couldn't speak with the gag between his lips.

"You want to talk?"

He nodded.

"Then get down on your knees and whimper," she said.

His brows crumpled, and he stared up at her, confusion, playing across his face. When he didn't move fast enough, she put her hand on the top of his head, and she nudged him. He still didn't bend. His knees didn't buckle, and he didn't fall to the floor. Not yet.

"I take you back want back in the cage. From what I understand, your sister is going to be busy for a while."

He gulped down his fear and let himself cooperate. He had to do this, he thought. Once he could get the gag out, he could talk to her, and he would have some leverage.

He lowered himself down onto his knees.

"And…?" Annabelle hadn't forgotten about the second part of her demand.

He whimpered. Preston made that pathetic little yapping sound through the gag in his mouth. He whimpered like a little dog. He hated the whine that vibrated at the base of his throat, yet this was what the woman in front of him expected. Even if he hated it, he still had to perform.

"Excellent," she said. That's when she grabbed him by his arm and pulled him back up onto his feet. He cooperated, struggling against the hobbling chains. She walked him over to his bed, and then she shoved him down.

He was on his back.

She hadn't taken the gag out. He looked at her, his eyes wide. But now, she smiled at him. She touched his neck with the back of her hand. From there, she ran her fingers down to his chest, his stomach, and along his hip bones. She touched him, gently caressing him. "Do you like that?"

What was this? What was she doing with him?

"Yeah, you like this," she said.

He grunted. He tried to say something, yet the gag still rendered those words into incomprehensible gibberish.

"Don't worry I will take it out eventually," she said.

Eventually? That wasn't fair!

His righteous indignation didn't change anything, however, especially because she grabbed his balls. Her hand casually went down to his scrotum. "That's one thing I love about a chastity cage," she said. "You can't enjoy any kind of stimulation, not really, but I still have access to these."

He stared back up at her.

She could squeeze. She could pull or tug. She could even slap him right there, and the pain would explode through his body.

The fear was coursing along his veins. He tried to hide it, to deny it, but this girl obviously knew how to read him. She studied his face, and she knew precisely what he was thinking.

She flashed a wicked smile. "You were such a bad boyfriend. You know what the frustrating part was?"

Because she held onto his scrotum, Preston shook his head from side to side. He felt like he had to respond.

"I thought I could change you. That was why I wanted to date you in the first place. I thought I could see a sweet guy in front of me, that he just needed a little bit of help. I know. It's such a cliché. I was so freaking dumb. But do you know what the great part is?" This time, he didn't answer, he didn't shake his head from side to side, but he didn't need to either because she continued, "Now, when a woman sees a man, and she knows he could be better, she can fix him. She can work on him and train and she can mold him into the ideal boy he was always meant to be."

That's when she brushed her fingers up between his legs. She touched him underneath his scrotum. From there, she caressed his balls. His eyes widened, and he didn't know how to deal with this.

She was teasing him, he realized. Annabelle intended to work him up before she used the key on his chastity cage. That was it, he told himself. At the same time, she was obviously enjoying his reactions. His body tensed and twitched, and she made it happen. In that moment, she could play with him. This was his bedroom, but she was in control. As a woman, she could decide exactly what happened next. She was the aggressor, the invader, and now she could conquer him.

At least, that was what she thought.

He tried to tell himself. He was playing along. Most of the reactions were genuine, however.

"You like that, don't you? You can't help yourself, can you? Even though you're chained and powerless, you still can't resist. Or maybe like this? Is that it, Preston? Do like being helpless in front of your ex-girlfriend? Is this what you were hoping for when we were dating? Is this why you were such a brat?" She chuckled and leaned down.

She was right there in front of him. Her arm remained extended, and she kept touching him, gliding her fingers along his balls as she stimulated him. Inside of the chastity cage, his member struggled. The desperation pumped along his body, yet it wasn't enough. There was no way for his shaft to break through that mental cage. The cock lock remained in place, preventing him from even enjoying that erection, all while the arousal pounded through his frame. Adrenaline danced through his blood stream, yet he still couldn't do anything.

On some level, he knew he was struggling. He tried to pull his legs away from one another. He attempted to slide his arms out from behind his back. Those chains remained strong. They ensured his captivity.

Whether he liked it or not, he was helpless beneath this girl.

Annabelle grinned again. She lifted her lips, revealing the edges of her teeth as she looked down at him. Right there, she hardly moved, yet this young woman still conveyed that sense of power. She was in charge; she could do whatever she wished. She had this boy on his back, his legs hobbled, his hands chained behind him. He couldn't go anywhere. He couldn't fight back. He understood all of this even as he stared up at her.

Then she reached down again, and her fingers casually slid along the length of his body. She just barely touched him. That trace of contact was enough to make him squirm, to make him shiver. His heart kicked faster as the desires swept across his skin. He tried to resist, of course.

Preston did his best to think about something else. He tried to contemplate one of his favorite games. He even tried to go through the crafting mechanics. What did it take to make an Ultra 77 Canon? What about the Mega Blast 19 Grenades? The statistics were there, somewhere inside of his head, only he couldn't shove those details together. Instead, this girl continued to stroke him, to touch and caress him. She didn't even go for his cock, yet she didn't have to either.

The desires grew stronger and stronger. Hot need pulsed through his frame. It squeezed him from every angle. It tightened along his chest and down into his core.

"You like that, don't you? You like being touched, don't you?" She played with his balls, her fingers moving along his skin. With every gentle movement of her fingers, she made him wiggle there on his back. Again and again, he tried to search for some way he could remain neutral and unaffected, like he could stare back at her with this blank gaze, and that would show her something.

He didn't know what.

Really, Preston had no idea how any of this was supposed to work, but she did.

Annabelle teased him.

"You know, when we were together, I heard about female supremacy. At first, I didn’t think it made any sense. I mean, I was in this great relationship with a boy, and I thought we could have a lot of fun. I thought we could be together and have a real relationship, you know? But then, you had to mess it up, didn't you? After that, I started to listen a little more intently. I started to pay more attention. I listened to those podcasts and watched those videos. I learned more and more. And guess what?"

She pulled her hand back.

Then she surprised him. She opened up the clasp on his gag, she pulled the ball from between his teeth. Suddenly, he sputtered. Only then, once he remembered how to enjoy this new freedom, he wasn't sure what he should say.

When he looked up at her again, he didn't see Annabelle as his ex-girlfriend. He didn't see her as a young woman he had manipulated or teased or messed around with. He didn't even see her as some gorgeous redhead he could try to seduce. Instead, there was something else.

Power.

She had it. He didn't. He didn't know how to deal with that. A new maw seemed to open up inside of him as he tried to figure out what he could try next.

When he had been bound and gagged, the fantasies were easy, especially because he couldn't actually try anything. It was all theoretical. None of it required any kind of actual risk. Only now, Preston had to make a decision. He had to choose something, only he didn't know what to do.

"Go on," she said." With those two words, she managed to intimidate him all over again. It felt like facing up against Miranda Stone or his sister, yet that didn't make sense. Annabelle had been his ex-girlfriend. His sister had always been older. Stone was a powerful attorney who worked in one of the most exclusive buildings in the city. Both of those women had wielded power and influence before the president issued her new executive orders.

But Annabelle?

She was just supposed to be a girl. She wasn't anyone unique or powerful. She was just a young woman.

That didn't matter. She had given him the command, and now he knew what he had to do.

Before he could stop himself, Preston jerked his head up and asked, "What? What did you learn?" What am I supposed to guess?" Inside, he raged against the desperation in his voice. He sounded so pathetic. He sounded so eager, but he would have given her anything. If she only asked. Then again, he couldn't help it, not with the tension and desire and desperation raging all across his body.

"I learned that they were right. You showed me that, Preston. Women should be in control because men make terrible choices. Just imagine if you had grown up in a matriarchy. What do you think your life would have been like?"

He shut his eyes. He clamped them shut and tried to hold back every particle of light. He didn't want to see anything. He didn't want to view her lovely face, her red hair, or that condescending smirk that curved along her pretty mouth.

This time, he managed to stay silent.

Even if he didn't talk, that didn't mean Annabelle had finished with him. On the contrary, she leaned down, and he breathed in. He almost thought that she was going to kiss him.

"Female supremacy is the future," she said. "This is what we need, as a society. Too many things been going wrong for too long. Did you know that the life expectancy in this country has actually been going down?" She chuckled. "A lot of that comes down to men, of course. You boys can't even be trusted to take care of yourselves. But now, you will have women in your lives will make sure that you exercise and eat right. Even if we have to put your food in a dog bowl and shove you onto the floor, we can make it happen."

"What about freedom?" Preston demanded.

"Freedom is for women," she told him.

Then she pulled back, and that's when she slipped off of the bed altogether.

He exhaled, instantly thinking she was done with him. She took one, then two steps toward the door.

He closed his eyes, and he tried to hide. Only her footsteps stopped.

Tentatively, he opened his eyes, turned his head, and then he saw her standing there. Not only that, she had her back to him as she lifted up her checkered skirt and pulled down her panties. Maybe they got caught on her boots, but she didn't seem to care. Then she spun around, and her panties were right there on the floor.

"Guess what I'm going to do?"

"What?" Preston asked. He didn't want to know, yet that question still seemed to jump from his mouth unbidden anyway.

"I'm going to enjoy myself. Because here's what's going to happen. If you cooperate, I go tell your sister that you were a good boy who did exactly what I wanted. In that case, you probably won't be punished. But if I tell her anything else, then she might decide to use this." That's when she held up the key again. She let it dangle from side to side. It was right there, just a few feet away. Part of him actually wished he could reach out and take it from her. Of course, he couldn't, not with his hands cuffed behind his back. In this position, he was helpless.

"You don't want that, do you?"

"No!"

"That's what I thought. So when I climb up on your bed and sit on your face, what are you going to do?"

His eyes widened. His lips parted. His whole body tensed. Every muscle seemed to lock into place, like he needed to shove a building with nothing but his raw strength. He had to know it was ridiculous. He had to realize it wasn't going to happen, yet the instincts seized control. He couldn't fight those reflexes, no matter how hard he tried.

"No…" Preston breathed out.

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure you want me to take this back to your sister, and to tell her she doesn't need to use it?" Annabelle laughed. "How does it feel, by the way? How does it feel being in chastity and knowing that your sister is in control of when or if you can get hard?"

He didn't dignify any of that with a response. He didn't want to legitimize her taunts.

"Last chance," she said.

Even as she spoke, she slipped her hand underneath her skirt. He watched as those rhythmic movements of her wrist and knuckles flipped up against the soft fabric. She was touching herself. She was gliding her fingers up and down along her slit. With his eyes wide open and the size of quarters, he stared. He drank in those details. At the same time, those other desires shot through him like one bolt of lightning after another. With every kick of his heart, he experienced a new jolt of desire and desperation. Those urges seemed to flare along his flesh, overwhelming him.

"Fine," he said. "I will do it."

"Good."

"And after that, you're going to use the key to my chastity cage?"

"Sure. I'll use this key," she said. She pulled it up and slipped it around her neck. It hung up by that silver chain, and he could see it for a few more seconds, right until that moment when she climbed up onto the bed.

Preston couldn't believe this was happening. He hated it. He raged against the idea.

Unlike some of his friends, he had actually gone down on a couple of girls once or twice. With his first girlfriend, he thought it was a requirement. But then he decided he didn't enjoy it. There was something demeaning and humiliating about servicing a girl. Besides, his friends loved to go on and on about how oral sex was when the girl was on her knees. As far as they were concerned, there weren't any other possibilities. On some level, he could write that off as "locker room talk," yet he loved the idea of getting a girl to suck his cock even as he refused to reciprocate. He was the guy, after all. He was young and handsome and rich. He had his pick of girls, didn't he? If he was a real man, then he didn't need to serve her.

Only now, his ex-girlfriend slipped up onto the bed, and she spread her legs and pushed her knees down onto the mattress. His breathing quickened. He looked up again, and his world was swallowed by that checkered pattern. Soon, there was nothing but dark shadow all around him, and he inhaled, and that's when he caught the aroma of her sex.

Preston tried to hate it.

Again and again, he concentrated on the shame. It was there, of course. And yet, this still felt like sex. It was a different kind of intimacy, and part of him actually wanted to please her.

Then he felt the moist, soft heat of her pussy as she pushed her slit down against his mouth. She was rubbing her sex against his lips like he was really nothing but a plaything.

I'm only here for her pleasure. That's all she wants from me. It doesn't matter what I do or say or think. I'm just a toy for her. Those thoughts refused to go away, yet he couldn't bring himself to care. He licked. He opened his mouth, and his tongue slid out, and he touched her sex. He tasted her excitement. It surprised him. The vivid tang shocked him.

"You're going to have to do a lot better than that, boy," she said.

Boy.

During their relationship, she usually addressed him as "boyfriend". She could walk up to him and grab him by his shoulders and hug him and call out, "Hey, boyfriend!" But now, she only used that first part. Boy. He was a boy. He was identified on the basis of his sex and nothing else.

More than that, he was her captive. He was a plaything.

Despite all of the locks, his cock still twitched. There was the intimacy of being close to her and feeling her inner thighs pressed down against his cheeks. The heat of her body seemed to suffuse his entire frame with a new kind of warmth and desire. Breathing faster now, he started to lick. He licked faster and harder. He slipped his tongue up along her crevice, and he gave her exactly what she wanted.

When she moved, he experienced this strange sense of triumph.

This was degrading, he tried to remind himself. This was humiliating. As a man, he wasn't supposed to be in that position. And yet, he was mostly naked and completely helpless before her. She knew it, and now she took advantage of him. She savored the way she could ride his face, gliding her pussy up and down along his mouth. She teased him as his tongue went in deep, gliding and sliding along the walls of her opening.

"Yes. That's right. Just like that. You know what to do, don't you? You're a boy, this was what boys were always meant to do." Then she laughed, only to think of something else. He couldn't see her features, yet it was easy to imagine her face with a different kind of focus now, "When some of the other girls started to tell me about this, I didn't believe them. Men want to be slaves? Deep down, they need to be owned? Who would have thought? But here you are as a rich, spoiled brat on his back, worshiping my pussy , because you know this is who you are. This is where you belong!"

She burst out laughing, and he tried to ignore it. Instead, he wished he could simply focus on satisfying her.

It didn't work.

Despite his best efforts, he still heard those words, and now she was panting. She had used up the last of her breath to tease him, so now she gasped for air even as she continued to ride his face. Just then, she didn't care about teasing him. Yes, taunting her ex-boyfriend had triggered something within her, only now she wanted more. She threw herself into those physical sensations. She let them play across her body. Her nerves sang out, and she enjoyed the power, the authority, all of it!

She wanted more.

He gave it to her. He kept licking, sliding in and gliding his tongue along her opening until she tensed. She threw her head back. Her hair beat down against her back as she kept riding the boy's face. The cry of her pleasure echoed against the walls. That sound of primal bliss drilled down into his chest.

And yet, he told himself, this was just the beginning because she was going to use that key.

She pulled away. Her face was flushed. "That was incredible," she said. "You are really good at that. It's a shame you were always such a brat about going down on me. Maybe we could have had a better relationship if you hadn't been such an arrogant prick." She shrugged. "Then again, maybe female supremacy wouldn't have been necessary if all of the boys of the world weren't so selfish."

"Maybe," he said with as much diplomacy as he could muster.

His ex watched him for the next couple of seconds. He met her gaze. Then he turned away. He looked off at the wall. He picked some random corner to stare at for another couple of seconds. More than anything, he itched to ask her about the key and what she had planned for him next.

If he tried to push her or pressure her, she could use that as an excuse to change her mind.

He resisted the temptation to say or do anything. He couldn't risk her wrath, so he remained right there, frozen.

Normally, sex was supposed to be about power for him. He was supposed to be able to take control as he grabbed the girl and pushed her up against the wall. Or better yet, he could lift her off of her feet, cradle her in his arms, and toss her onto the bed before he chased after her, pouncing and grabbing her and pinning her down. That was sex for this boy. That was what it meant and how it was supposed to feel. He could growl like some beast as he leaned in to kiss her. He could pant and snarl as he got ready to shove his cock right between her legs. He would plow into her, rending this girl hard as he showed her exactly where she belonged.

Until now…

In that instant, Preston concentrated on remaining utterly still. He had become prey, and now it was just a question of whether or not this beautiful girl would decide to claim him.

Finally, he seemed to pass her test. "Should I use the key? I promised, after all…"

"Yes, please," he said.

Right after he spoke, he licked his lips, and he could taste her excitement there along the curves of his mouth.

She chuckled, pulled off the key, and slipped down toward the lock on his chastity cage.

"Oh," she said with only a hint of annoyance. "I guess this isn't the right key."

He jerked his head up. He stared at her. "What?"

"This is the key to your cage," she said. "It’s not the key to your chastity cage."

"Oh well," she said with a shrug. "I should probably use it anyway."

That's when she grabbed him. She slipped one arm underneath his bicep, and she tightened her grip. She pulled. If he had refused to cooperate, then maybe she would have had trouble actually moving this young man. But she yanked, and he knew better than to resist or fight.

Within seconds, he was stumbling back up onto his feet. She pulled him out of his bedroom and down the hall. He was still trying to understand what was happening.

Then she brought him right over to the cage. "Get in," she said.

"But, but…"

Annabelle touched a finger to his mouth. "Don't you worry. I had a wonderful time, and I really enjoyed riding that mouth of yours. Plus, I think I finally have some closure for our relationship." She made it sound like that was the only thing that could possibly matter. "Now," continued his ex, "you don't want me to tell Aria that you misbehaved, do you?"

He sucked in a breath. With his arms still chained behind his back, he could barely move. He couldn't argue or fight.

"No…"

"Good boy," she said, patting him on the head. Then she pointed to the cage.

The cage.

He couldn't believe how many hours he had already spent behind those bars. And now, he was going to add even more time to the tally. He lowered himself down. She shut the gate. And yes, she used the key again. She locked her ex-boyfriend in that cage before she giggled, spun away, and practically skipped toward the elevator because it was time for her to go.

When she came out again, she looked down at him. "How was it?"

"Why did you let her do that to me?"

"Because I know you," his sister said. "I mean, we never really talked about your relationships, but it was pretty obvious that you used the girls around you."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"When you think about a relationship with a woman, what is the first word that pops into your head?" Aria asked.

Sex.

The answer buzzed into existence, he blinked.

Aria obviously couldn't read his thoughts, yet she still laughed, especially because she knew exactly how to interpret his expression. "That's right. You never really cared about your girlfriends, did you?"

He parted his lips and sucked in a breath. "No, that's not true," he wanted to say. Then again, hadn't he spent a lot of time and energy trying to convince himself and the rest of the world that he didn't actually care about these girls? He was a predator. He was a hunter. He was the kind of guy who could go out and have sex with a girl and it didn't have to mean anything. He needed to win. Yes, he could see it as a game. Her feelings didn't matter. As long as he could show off to the rest of the world, he'd be satisfied. Despite all of this, there was one girl, one name.

This time, he refused to acknowledge those syllables. He didn't want to think about how they flirted, how they laughed, how they played those games. He didn't want to think about how he could tease her or how good it felt when he slipped his arms around her waist.

"That reminds me. You should probably have the gag in your mouth," Aria told him.

"What? No! I should be entitled to speak for myself," he said.

"You want me to show you something cool, but also kind of painful for you?"

"I don't care," he snarled.

"Actually, I think you will," Aria replied. "Are you sure? Last chance? I don't like punishing you, Preston."

"That's a lie," he shot back.

For a second, maybe she looked genuinely hurt. If so, she quickly masked those feelings.

"Fine," she said. "If this is what you really need, then I will make sure you get it." She got up. She strolled past the cage and he watched as she headed back toward her bedroom. With each second, he breathed in. At the same time, a different sort of regret seemed to spread through his chest and down into his gut. His fingers tightened inside of the gloves.

He didn't care what she tried to do. He didn't care what this was supposed to mean.

Then she came back, and she attached something to one of the bars. "To be honest, I didn't think this would be necessary. I mean, when a boy is in a cage, it seems like he should be able to understand how things work."

"What are you talking about?"

"Training," she said. "Education."

He snorted, "This is supposed to be educational?" Now that his ex had left, maybe he let all of his fury bubble back up to the surface. Maybe the shame shot out from his center, giving him extra strength to resist the machinations of his big sister.

"Absolutely," Aria said, ignoring the aggression in his voice. "This is serious. This is serious, and this is educational, because you have to learn. You need to figure out how you're going to adapt to the changes in the world. Luckily for you, I'm here. Now, you want to apologize for your outburst from before?"

"I won't apologize," he insisted.

"Do you know what that cage is made out of?"

He didn't answer.

"It's made out of metal," she said as though she needed to correct him. "That means it conducts electricity. Right now, you are in a small cage, and I just attached a small battery, one that is controlled by an app on my phone. To be honest, I was hoping that I wouldn’t need this kind of training regimen, but I can see that a little bit of time with Annabelle wasn't enough. Besides, I want you to be in the proper frame of mind and on your best behavior when our next guest arrives."

Right away, he jerked up as much as the cage allowed. He banged the top of his head and his back against the lid. "Who? Who is it?"

Aria smiled at him. It was such a teasing, playful expression. "Remember, I don't enjoy punishing you," she said." In that instant, he didn't believe her. On the contrary, she blushed slightly, and then she lifted up her phone. "Bluetooth," Aria explained.

He didn't understand exactly what she had in mind, not until she turned the phone around. "I was hoping I wouldn't have to use this. When I bought it, I tried to tell myself it would be completely unnecessary because you could learn how to behave yourself, especially considering what we have already done with you."

We. She was referring to the other women who had already teased him, taunted, used, and punished him. From the police officers who chased him to the lawyer who intimidated him, the women of the world were teaching him a lesson. Even if he didn't want to learn it, he didn't get any choice. His chest tightened, and he watched helplessly as she turned the phone around again. She studied the screen in the different options.

"You want to apologize?"

"No," he said.

"That's what I thought," she replied with a seemingly sad smile. But now she lifted her hand, and she touched a button. Right as she did it, the signal jumped down to the device now attached to the cage. He had his left foot pressed against one of the bars. Preston hadn't even noticed. Those details faded away as he focused on his older sister.

But now the device unleashed a barrage of electricity. The energy surged into the cage, up that single bar, and straight into his body. He jerked his leg off to the side, only to push his knee up against another bar.

She tapped the button again. Another jolt of electricity slammed into him.

All at once, he tried to pull every part of his body up against himself. There was a soft leather pad underneath him.

And yet, he quickly realized that he wouldn't be able to hide there. Yes, if he braced himself on his knees and elbows and bent his legs as much as possible underneath him, he could try to hide from the inevitable, only he wouldn't be able to maintain that position for long.

"Preston, you need to learn. You need to understand that the world is a very different place now. There's nothing wrong with that. This is going to be better. It's going to be good for you. It's going to be good for you and all of the boys."

"You only get to say that because you're in charge!"

"I'm in charge, and I know what you need."

"No," he said.

"And you will obey. You will understand that every woman is your superior."

"You can't believe that," he said. That's when he leaned forward, and he pushed his arms up against the bars without even thinking. He tried to lean forward as much as he could. Instinctively, he wished he could hold her gaze. He focused everything he had on her.

At some other place or time, this strategy might have worked. It might have been enough.

Only then, she pushed the button again. Another signal leaped from her device to the battery now attached to his cage. At that last instant, he tried to pull away, only it was too late. The electricity surged along with the metal, seeping between molecules and rushing into his skin. Hot pain lit up his senses, swallowing every other thought and idea.

He jerked off against another side of the cage, like some frightened animal desperate for escape.

She shocked him again.

"Apologize," she said.

"I'm sorry!"

"Are boys inferior?"

He was panting now. His eyes were wet as he glared down at the floor right in front of her feet. At this point, he couldn't attempt to look up at her.

As she stood above his cage, he finally forced himself to raise his gaze and to look up at his big sister. "Are boys inferior?" Aria asked again. Her tone softened. "You know, there's nothing wrong with it. There's nothing wrong with understanding that the world is supposed to work in a particular way. Just accept it. You can do it. I know you can, and then you can apologize, and then we can move on. Doesn't that sound nice?"

Aria made it seem so simple, as though giving up every privilege and even the notion of equality itself should have been easy for him. Then again, she had been thinking about this for a lot longer. To her, all of this must have sounded like an inevitability. For her, women were destined to rule. Boys were born to be slaves. Even if she had kept those ideas to herself, the truth had always existed for her, so she didn't need to adapt. Finally, she could simply be honest.

"I, I…"

"You can do it," she said.

"Boys, boys are inferior," he said, his voice quiet and flat. He had stripped the affect completely out of those words, yet it didn't matter.

She crouched down, bending her knees and gazing between the bars of his cage. Again, he pushed forward. He knew it was foolish, but maybe he wanted her to shock him again, like that could prove something. If she shocked him randomly and indiscriminately, then it didn't matter what he did or said. He could rage against her, thinking all of this was unfair.

But no, Preston had done exactly what Aria desired, and so she actually reached in past of those bars, and she touched her fingers to his cheek. She caressed his face for just a moment, almost like she was petting a dog. "Good boy," she said. "Now, apologize."

"I, I'm sorry," he said.

"Good," she told him. She drew in a breath, and it was obvious she intended to say something else. She probably had another command ready for him, only they both heard it: the elevator doors.

They opened, and Aria jumped back up onto her feet. He saw her expression, and he knew that it wasn't just a delivery person. It was someone else, someone important…

"What is it?" Preston whispered. And yet, he already knew.

He had figured it out instantly. Still, he needed his sister to say it. Or maybe this boy was waiting for that moment when he'd hear a voice and get the confirmation he needed and feared.

She sauntered right by him without answering. Eyes narrowed, he glared after her. Another wave of aggravation washed over him, and he drew in a breath, thinking he could argue with her. He could call out, and maybe he would be able to convince her to stop.

Instead, Preston remained silent.

Aria skipped forward, practically running ahead. She threw out her arms, and he heard her giggle, "I'm so glad you made it! It has been way, way too freaking long since we grabbed lunch. How are you? How have you been?"

"I'm good," she said.

Yes.

He recognized that voice.

She sounded calm.

She sounded relaxed.

She sounded serene and maybe just a little bit curious.

Instantly, he recognized that voice.

His lips hardened together into a studious pout, and he stared downward, his pulse slamming in his eardrums. A staccato beat hammered a brand-new rhythm inside of his head. It ran down along the length of his body. Worse, he heard her voice, and some other instinct seized control. He could feel the desires grip him. Arousal pumped through his body, especially right down there between his legs.

Then he turned his head. He strained. At this point, he was pressed up against the bars as he looked over at the elevator doors. Right in front of them, she stood there.

Valerie.

He saw her dark brown hair, her red lipstick, that necklace she wore with the silver pendant, the ring on her right hand, the dark green straps along her shoulders and the matching dress over her chest and flaring out at the midpoint of her thighs. Preston drank in all of those details. He saw her dark blue ballet flats, the white ribbons, and he didn't know what to do. He froze there.

The two women hugged. They whispered something back and forth. Then Valerie strode over to him.

He wanted to hide.

Preston yearned to drop his head down, to clench his eyes shut, and maybe even to bring his hands up over his ears. The gloves made it impossible for him to use his fingers; he couldn't pick anything up or handle a cell phone, yet he could maybe block out the sounds.

Doing so would have been childish. So instead, he met her gaze. He saw her brown eyes, those sharp pupils, and the way she smiled at him.

"Hello, Preston," she said. "How is my ex-boyfriend doing?" Have you behaved yourself?"

The condescending question dug straight into him. She seemed to casually push aside all of his defenses. At the same time, he couldn't ignore the yearning that burrowed into his chest. Right then and there, he wanted to be close to her. He yearned for her touch, for the feel of her body. Even as she taunted him, he ached to hear her voice all over again.

"My brother doesn't really have much to say right now. In fact, I'm going to silence him. Preston, I'm going to use this again if you speak. Understand, boy?" Aria sounded far more formal and professional now.

She wants to impress Valerie, he realized.

At the same time, he opened his mouth, and he was about to say something, only then he stopped himself at the last second. He let out this little croak of sound, only neither of the women seemed to notice. By her command, he nodded his head. He couldn't speak, but he still had to communicate.

The women mostly ignored him now. Aria took Valerie by her hands, and she got her over to the couch. Together, they sat down, their knees almost touching. They were laughing. They were talking back and forth, gushing as they got to see one another again.

"I'm so glad to hear that you are back in town. What was it like in Paris?"

"Absolutely beautiful. And the food was amazing. But you know, I think my favorite part was just walking around everywhere, feeling the history, it was incredible.

"What about the politics? What was that like?" Aria asked. As she spoke, Preston noticed something. His sister had braced herself. Maybe she expected to hear bad news.

Valerie leaned forward, and she dropped her voice. She wasn't quite whispering, yet her eyes tightened, and then she glanced back down at the boy in the cage, though he couldn’t possibly be a threat. The tension stretched between those two women, his sister and his ex-girlfriend. Finally she laughed, "It was amazing. The female supremacists are going to take Parliament in the next elections. It's pretty much a foregone conclusion. The men in France are about to lose their privileges." Down in his cage, Preston wished he could correct her. He wanted to tell his ex-girlfriend that those were "rights," not "privileges".

"Really?" Aria asked as though she couldn't accept that kind of good news.

"I'm serious. It feels like the rest of the world is watching the United States, and they have seen what the President has done. All across the globe, women are rallying. They are unified."

"What about the men?" Aria asked. In spite of himself, Preston was grateful for that question. He wanted to ask, but his big sister had ordered him to be quiet, so now he felt as though he couldn't speak at all. He raged against the idea that a single phrase would be enough to make him stop speaking. He had never been silenced like that before, not before martial law had been declared. Even so, one command from his older sister could be incredibly effective. He wasn't gagged, but he may as well have been.

"Some of them are angry," Valerie said. "But so what? They can't do anything about it, and they know it. Besides, I think most of the men in Europe understand that they had their chance, and it didn't work out. They are exhausted. They know who they are supposed to be."

"I see…" Aria straightened her back. "So how long do you think you're going to be in town?"

"I’m not going anywhere for quite some time," Valerie said. "To be honest, this has always been my favorite place in the whole world. And now that the supremacists are taking over, I think I'm going to like it even better."

"I see…" Aria leaned back slightly, and she smiled. "Then I have a proposal for you."

"Really? What is it?" Valerie glanced down at him.

In that instant, he couldn't tell whether or not she knew exactly why she was there.

"Well…" At this point, Aria actually sounded nervous.

Don't do it. Don't you dare do it! You can't make this offer! You can't make this proposal! Don't do it! Don't tell her! At that point, he had pressed his body up against the bars. Even his cheeks now touched the curved metal.

Aria glanced down at him. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and then she drew in a breath. "I think you should consider marrying my brother. I want to make sure he has a wife who is smart and capable, someone who can take care of him."

"I see…"

Valerie twisted her hands on her lap. Her fingers stretched out, and maybe she seemed nervous? Preston wished he could just shout something.

Somehow, this was even worse than the gag. When he had that ball lodged between his teeth, he hadn't been able to speak at all. The rubber sphere morphed every sound he tried to make into incomprehensible nonsense. He could make sounds, only he always sounded like an animal. At this point, he remained silent, mostly because he knew his sister, and he understood how she would punish him if he made any noise.

It felt like cooperation. It felt like compliance. It felt like surrender.

"Can I be honest with you?" Valerie asked as she licked her lower lip.

All at once, this hope blossomed inside of his chest because he thought his ex-girlfriend was going to say no. If she had decided to start traveling, then maybe she didn't have time to be a wife. Maybe she didn't want to travel around and leave her husband at home. Obviously, she could have kept in a cage or imprisoned in a bedroom or something, but that wasn't what these women craved. Imprisonment wasn't enough. They wanted to see the boys like Preston utterly transformed. They wanted to "reeducate" him. They intended to strip this boy of his rights, his freedoms, and they expected him to be grateful for the metamorphosis. If she couldn't do it right, then she wouldn't want to do it at all.

He understood all of this, and even if he didn't like it, at least it was working to his advantage this time.

For a second, he was even tempted to smile, thinking maybe his sister wouldn't be able to find him a wife. After that, maybe they could talk. Maybe he would be able to convince her to give him some small taste of autonomy. He would probably have to grovel and convince her that he could "handle" it, but this sounded like a possible plan. He could play her game and tell her what she wanted to hear. Along the way, maybe he could even start gathering up some resources. If he could squirrel away some cash, maybe he would be able to make a break for it. Yeah, that could work…

"Absolutely," Aria said.

"I like your brother. In fact, I think I loved him. But, you know, if I married him, I would need to complete control over him. I would need to make sure that I could shape him into an obedient boy. Do you think you could handle that? Realistically, do you think you could tolerate what I would do to him?"

"What are you thinking of?"

"No," Valerie said. "This can't be a negotiation. If I marry this boy, then I own him. I'm his Guardian, and I make the decisions."

"You know, I love my brother. I want to make sure he's safe. I want to make sure he learns his lesson, but his well-being is very important to me."

"His well-being would be my top priority," Valerie said. "But the first point is nonnegotiable. In my house, I will take charge. I don't want this boy running back to his family, insisting that I have done something wrong."

"I see…"

Preston turned and watched his sister again. He studied her intently. He searched for any little detail, some hidden micro-expression that would tell him what he wished to hear.

She wouldn’t tolerate that, he told himself. Moment by moment, he suppressed the urge to grin. Victory felt inevitable in that instant. Seriously, there was no way she would give up control like that. Over the course of her life, she had been successful, largely because she knew how to maintain control. Over the course of her career, she had argued with men and those women who were older and thought they knew better than she did. Each time, she resisted.

This wouldn’t be an exception.

After this, she would politely thank Valerie for her time, and his ex-girlfriend would have to leave!

Yes, yes, yes!

Maybe Preston would even be able to convince his sister to get talking to his final ex. Even if he didn’t like to think about these girls, he could strategize around them.

Finally, it felt like things were finally working in his favor. He could take this. He could make it work.

“I accept,” Aria said.

“What?” Preston breathed out.

“Quiet,” Valerie said to him. “Women are talking.”

Quiet. Women are talking. Those words boomed inside of his head again and again. He hated them. Instinctively, he rebelled against everything they implied. And yet, his mouth fell open, and he couldn’t force himself to speak. He silently fumed and raged. Jagged jolts of frustration seemed to course beneath the surface of his skin even as he glared at both of these women.

Neither of them even seemed to notice!

“As his wife, you will obviously be entitled to a significant portion of his trust fund,” Aria said.

“I don’t really care about that,” Valerie pointed out. “Frankly, I just want to take this boy and give the training he deserves.”

Preston opened his mouth again. He itched to speak. He wanted to shout at those women, to tell him that they couldn’t just negotiate his future like this. It wasn’t their decision to make!

At least they had ignored him. Only now, Aria turned back to her brother. “Preston, I think it would be a very good idea for you to propose.”

What?

He stared at her.

Then she took the key to his cage, and she opened the top gate. She swung it open, and suddenly he could get out. Even so, he remained there on his hands and knees as though he couldn’t quite remember what standing up meant.

“Come on, boy,” Aria said.

There was that casual disregard in her voice, as though his perspective, his feelings, his desires and beliefs couldn’t possibly matter. Or if they did, they would inevitably be secondary to the women’s perspectives.

When he gulped, his throat felt dry. As he started to move, time slowed down. He glanced over Aria. She seemed completely at ease with this decision. Then he tried to look over at Valerie. Perhaps he thought he would be able to intimidate her.

Instantly, he saw the easy confidence in her gaze. She watched him, and she was looking forward to this. She seemed so prim and demure with her back straight skirt, her legs crossed, and her hands neatly folded on her lap.

“Go on,” Aria said.

He was standing now.

On his feet and with his back stiff, Preston didn’t know what to do. He stood there, and he blinked. “Boys can be so confused so easily,” Aria pointed out. She smiled and shook her head.

“Don’t worry, Preston,” said his ex-girlfriend. “I’m going to make sure you get everything you need. Yes, I am.” She adopted the singsong tone of a woman talking down to an animal. He may as well have been a dog. He was some wild beast, but she intended to train him. Worse, there was no question. There was no debate. For her, it was going to be an inevitability. There were no other possible outcomes. He might fight or argue, but that would just mean he would need to be punished.

Preston put those different pieces together. Inside of his gloves, he tightened his fists, only he didn’t know what to say. His thoughts scattered, especially when Aria rose to her feet.

His sister walked over to him, and then she leaned down, and she cupped one hand around his ear. She whispered, “Preston, you need to get on your knees and beg her to marry you. You need to tell her that you are ready to commit. You will honor and obey her.”

“Never,” he mouthed. Preston couldn’t even be sure he uttered those words, only then his sister touched the small of his back, and then she dragged her nails all the way down to the curve of his ass.

“Are you sure about that?”

He wasn’t! Even if he tried to conjure some vibrant defense, he didn’t know what to do. Uncertainty and doubt spread through his body. Only a few seconds before, his victory had seemed almost inevitable. Then again, he had been able to do what he wanted for so long with so little effort. Then and there, he didn’t know how to win. He didn’t know how to automatically take whatever he craved.

This wasn’t like high school at a private institution where his family could donate money to ensure his passing grades. It wasn’t even like college where he developed a knack for taking easy classes and skipping out on anything remotely challenging.

These two women were fixated on him. They studied him and watched him.

Or maybe it was the chastity cage. Maybe that tube of metal between his legs rendered him helpless, like something vital had been suppressed, and now he didn’t know how to fight back.

His heart kicked faster.

“Just a friendly piece of advice,” his sister said to him, “This girl is going to own you. She’s going to be in charge of you, so you don’t want to start a relationship on a bad foot, do you? No,” Aria said, answering her own question for him since he probably wouldn’t be able to do it himself. “You want to make her happy. You want to keep her satisfied. Anything else would be a mistake. So crawl over to your new owner, lift yourself up onto your knees, and beg. Beg her for the chance to please her.”

“She’s my ex,” he answered back.

“And now she’s about to be your wife,” Aria told him. “I’m marrying you off.”

He heard those words, and his eyes widened, and he turned his head.

Over the course of Western history, how many women had been in that exact same position? How many girls had found themselves sold off to one man or another? Each time, those young women must have raged against the injustice of it. And yet, the parallel didn’t save him. It didn’t offer him any grant insight. Those girls had been rendered helpless by rules, laws, and social expectations far beyond their control.

Now the same thing happened to Preston.

He took a step forward. He moved away from his sister. Then Aria coughed knowingly, and his knees buckled. He fell down, and he looked back at that beautiful girl.

Valerie.

His ex-girlfriend.

Without trying, he flashed back to meeting her, to flirting with her, to their first date, to touching her, to getting close to her. Then there were those arguments, the fights, and that final ultimatum.

His heart pounded faster and faster.

He glanced back over his shoulder. He saw the cage.

His eyes dropped down between his inner thighs, he saw the glinting metal. He could feel the weight tugging down on his manhood, constantly reminding him of his new status.

Even though he tried to fight it, he couldn’t. That sensation was right there. It felt like an inevitable defeat, as though he couldn’t actually resist. His best efforts wouldn’t change anything. These were women. They were in control.

That sense of defeat gripped him, and he searched for some defense, some way to defy those impulses.

It didn’t work.

He crawled across the floor. Within seconds, he found himself braced in front of her knees. He raised his body up. He straightened his torso, and he looked at her. Even so, he couldn’t just climb up into a standing position.

Despite everything he wished to believe about himself, he yielded to this girl. He stayed right there, beneath her, defeated and subjugated.

Some small voice inside of him had told him that he should continue to argue or fight. That small voice insisted that he do something. But what?

He had to beg.

Maybe it was the shocks from before. Maybe it was the chastity cage. It could have been something else entirely, something he didn’t even know how to consider. For a second, he almost wished that these women had drugged him, as though that explanation would have simplified everything.

But no. They didn’t drug him. They couldn’t hypnotize him, and they didn’t have magic on their side either. They were simply female. They were female, and they had taken control, and he didn’t know how to resist.

For so long, men had insisted that they were the superior sex. Women were supposed to be secondary. And yet, he saw some hint of the truth, a glimpse of a brand-new reality.

“Please. Please, would you marry me? Please, would you be my wife? Please? Please, I will be a good husband.”

“I’m going to be your Guardian,” She said emphatically. “What does that mean?”

He bristled. He bit down. He hardened his lips and dropped his gaze to the floor. It only stayed there for a couple of seconds. But he glanced back up at that woman, and he saw her dark brown hair, the warm playfulness of her eyes, and the amused smirk curving along her pretty mouth.

“Don’t make me say it,” he pleaded with her.

“I’m going to be your Guardian,” she said again. “What does that mean?”

“It means you’re going to be in charge. It means you’re going to make every decision.”

“And will you be wearing a reminder?”

Instantly, he thought of the metal between his legs. He bit down. Clenching his jaw, he tried to deny the inescapable conclusion for as long as possible. “Yes.”

“You can do better than that.”

“Yes, I’m going to be wearing a reminder!”

That still wasn’t good enough.

“And what kind of reminder are you going to be wearing?” Valerie asked him.

When he glanced back up at her, he considered the shape of her face. He saw her cheekbones and her feline expression. She was playing with him, he realized. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. Maybe the edges of her brows rose slightly. Or maybe it was just his imagination. Either way, he had to give in all over again.

“I’m wearing a chastity cage…” Preston admitted.

“And why is that good for you?” Valerie wanted to hear.

It’s not! It’s humiliating! It’s demeaning! It’s terrible, and I hate it, and I’m going to get this thing off! I don’t care what it takes. I’m going to figure something out! Those thoughts raged inside of his skull for less than a second. They flashed with broken passion, but it wasn’t enough.

“Yes. It’s good for me,” he said.

“Why?”

Without thinking, he knew exactly what she expected to hear. “It makes sure I don’t forget, it reminds me of my place.”

“Good. I think you have a lot of potential, Preston. I mean, you could have been an amazing boyfriend, but I think you’re going to make a very obedient husband.”

She took him home.

She reached into her purse, and she pulled out a black, leather collar. He saw the small lock. Worse, she took out a leash after that. She let it dangle in front of him for several seconds.

Then she ordered him to lean forward. Really, it was only a couple of inches, but that wasn’t the point. That wasn’t why it mattered. It was the act of cooperation that counted. It was the fact that he had just submitted to her authority.

He leaned forward, and she slipped the leather band around his neck. She drew it tight. He could breathe just fine. Even so, there was that weight, that pressure, the perpetual reminder.

The gloves and cuffs and hobble chains weren’t enough, apparently.

She pulled out another lock. It matched the one on his chastity cage. She slipped it into a small clasp on his collar. It clicked shut. He tried not to shiver. Somehow, he could tell that Valerie knew exactly what had happened and how he was reacting.

“Is there anything you want to say to your sister before I take you home with me?”

He turned back to Aria. For a second, he wanted to beg, to plead. Yes, these women had come to an arrangement, but it wasn’t like they had signed any kind of contract or anything.

But he looked at that girl, and he saw something.

Perhaps there was a tiny bit of sadness on her face, but she was smiling at him. She was happy for him.

“You, you really believe this…” Preston said. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t turn those words into a question. “You actually think this is good for me.”

His sister stepped forward, and she looked into his eyes. She leaned forward slightly with her hands held behind her back. “I know this is good for you,” she said.

Just like that, he understood the truth. This wouldn’t be an argument. It couldn’t be a debate or discussion.

She had made up her mind, and she knew exactly what she wanted. She knew what was best for him, and she wasn’t going to let a boy argue with her.

The weight of that reality smashed down against his defiance, leaving him dazed.

His new Guardian attached his leash, tugged, and guided him out.

When they got down to the parking garage, she opened the passenger door for him.

“What? You’re not going to make me ride in the trunk?”

“You want to ride in the trunk?” Valerie teased him.

“No…”

“Then get in,” she said.

He lowered himself down into the seat. He felt silly, especially while mostly naked.

That didn’t matter. She didn’t care.

Then she grabbed the seatbelt, leaned down, and secured it for him. Again, he heard that click. At the same time, he wondered if the gloves would allow him enough freedom of movement to remove the seatbelt if necessary.

Probably not.

More importantly, she leaned across his chest, and he saw her hair. There was something so enticing and hypnotic about those details. Those strands, that shade of brown, the curves of her shoulders, and her scent swarmed across his senses. Preston breathed in without thinking, and he caught the familiar aroma of her shampoo.

His mouth watered, he closed his eyes, and he still experienced that stab of regret.

For so long, he had tried to convince himself that their breakup had been inevitable.

Even so, he had never been able to let go of that disappointment. They had been together for quite some time. That distance let him enjoy some of the better memories, but…

Then she pulled away, she slammed the door shut, and he found himself in her car. He was naked, collared, and locked in chastity. He still wore the gloves and the chains on his wrists and ankles.

She got into the driver’s seat. She turned on the car, and he rolled back.

The music came on automatically. He recognized one of her favorite bands.

“You thought you could fight me, but you were born to lose. You thought you could win, but I’m in charge!” sang the vocalist. Passion, determination, and something else seemed to reverberate in her voice as she called out those lyrics.

This was an older song. It had been out for at least a year.

He heard those words, and he tensed as he realized this had been coming for a long time. The details were there. He had ignored them. It had been so easy. He played his games and messed around on his phone.

Locking his teeth together, he drew in a slow breath.

“What are you thinking?”

“You planned this out,” he said, sharpening those words into an accusation.

“Is that what you think? That this was a grand conspiracy?”

“Wasn’t it?”

She was driving down the street now. They came to a stop. The light turned green. She rolled forward until they arrived at a checkpoint. Several women wearing body armor and carrying heavy tranq rifles stood around. They saw Valerie at the wheel and quickly motioned for her to go through.

What would they have done if they saw a male driver?

Preston tried not to think about it, which made it easy to press his point, “It had to be a conspiracy. You were working together.”

“Not that simple,” she said. “What is a conspiracy? Is it just a small group of people working together? But what happens if society starts to turn all at once?”

“That hasn’t happened,” he shot back.

His ex-girlfriend chuckled, “That happens all the time,” she replied.

He stared at her.

Pulling her gaze from the street for just a second, she smirked in his direction. Then she focused on the road, “Just think about it. Governments are changing all the time. We have elections, and that means we’re in something of a permanent revolution. Maybe it doesn’t happen fast enough for some people, but this has been coming for a very, very long time. And you know what? It’s your fault.”

“What did I do?”

“Not you specifically,” she said, chuckling. “Although I think one could make an argument that you do bear some of the collective responsibility.”

“What are you talking about?” Preston seethed.

“You were a boy, you enjoyed privileges, and you didn’t try to push back, did you? I’m sure you just told yourself that you were neutral. You didn’t really care. But then, can you honestly be neutral if you benefit from a system that objectifies, humiliates, and demeans others? Maybe you didn’t build the system, but you definitely participated.”

“I didn’t do anything wrong,” he said.

“Yes. You did.” She didn’t leave open any room for argument or interpretation.

He sucked in a breath. He was going to retort. But then she glanced over at him again.

That was all it took.

She silenced him with a look.

His chest tightened, and she kept driving.

When they arrived at her small house, he remembered driving up to this place for the first time. The moisture drained away from his mouth as she got out. She opened his door. She removed the seatbelt. Then she grabbed onto his leash, and she wrapped it around her wrist. She pulled.

He found himself drawn forward. At the same time, he glanced down the street. It was later in the afternoon now, and he wondered if anyone saw him. A car drove by. That driver probably noticed him.

What had she thought when she saw him naked and on a leash, did she understand how the world had changed? Then again, she may have been a female supremacist already.

If not, she now saw what she could do to her boyfriend, her husband, her brother…

He walked up the steps, and she unlocked the door.

“First, I’m going to register you. By now, your sister has probably filled out some of the paperwork. After that, I’m going to get you properly equipped.”

“What are you talking about?”

Valerie guided him into her house, and she closed the door. When it shut behind him, he tried not to flinch. He didn’t want to think of what it meant. Again and again, he tried to convince himself that this was just a house. It wasn’t a prison, and it didn’t mean anything special.

He saw the small living room. It wasn’t anywhere near as nice as the penthouse where he had grown up, yet he remembered making out on that couch.

“This,” she said as she stepped right up to him. He tried to retreat back, only she held onto his leash. She made sure he couldn’t step back. And now, her hand slid down along his chest. She touched him with the back of her hand before she came to his chastity cage.

Once there, she squeezed the tube. “This is good for you,” she said. “And this is an excellent start, but I bought something special.”

“What, what’re you talking about?”

“You see that?” She pointed up toward the ceiling. That’s when he saw the slender chain and the hook waiting for him. “Arms up.”

“No.” His restraints didn’t actually allow him to cross his arms, but he didn’t care. He kept his knuckles pushed together, and he glared at her. “I don’t care what my sister tells you. I’m not going to let you control me.”

She yanked on his leash, and he stumbled forward. The hobble chains made it almost impossible for this boy to remain on his feet, but he somehow managed. He struggled to keep his balance right up until that moment when she shoved him against the wall.

She still held onto his leash with one hand. Not only that, she pressed her fingers against the back of his neck. Next, she used her free hand to spank him.

Her hand flashed down. She struck hard and fast, the quick barrage of strikes that delivered a storm of pain. In those first couple of seconds, he tried to deny it, as though this couldn’t really impact him. And yet, she slapped again and again. The sounds reverberated through his body, and the sensations cut through all of his defiance and every single belief he tried to cling to.

When she stopped his backside was red.

How long had that taken? A few seconds? A few minutes?

He couldn’t figure it out one way or the other.

But now she leaned over and she whispered into his ear. When he felt her breath, he could easily imagine that smile curving along her lips. “That was just a taste, boy. Remember, I’m your Guardian now. That means I’m in charge. I make the decisions. I decide what happens to you. Do you understand?”

He didn’t answer.

She squeezed his ass. Her fingers pressed down against his bare buttock. Another squirt of shame raced through his frame, but then she pulled her hand back, and she spanked him after only one or two seconds.

As far as she was concerned, that was enough.

“Do you understand? You live in my house now, boy. That means you will obey me. You will do whatever I say. And remember, this is just the start.”

“Okay!”

That wasn’t good enough.

She spanked him one, two, three more times!

His face was red, and the embarrassment burned all across his flesh. It felt like a full-body blush. Only then she let go, and then she took him by that chain between his wrists. She pulled him across the room and raised his arms to the hook drilled into the ceiling. He wasn’t quite tall enough. She pushed forward a small stepstool. Reluctantly, he climbed up onto it; it gave him the extra inch he needed.

Then she kicked the stool out from under his feet.

He fell, and the balls of his feet touched the floor—barely.

In the next moment, he discovered a new kind of helplessness. Powerless, he found himself almost dangling there in front of his new fiancé.

“I’m really enjoying this,” she said.

“Are you supposed to admit that?”

“Why not?” Valerie asked him. “There’s nothing wrong with being honest. Besides, we both know how our relationship is going to work.”

She circled him. She studied him. Then she stepped back, she picked up her phone. She aimed the camera lens at him, and she tapped her screen. She took one picture of his face, another of his chest. She ran the camera down along the length of his bare body. “Very nice,” she said as she took one picture after another. Then she stepped behind him. He bristled. His muscles tensed, and he wished he could turn around. Rather than embarrass himself by trying, Preston instead stared straight ahead. In that instant, he did his best to keep his expression neutral.

Don’t react. Don’t react. Don’t give her the satisfaction of seeing you react. He tried to hold onto those ideas of defiance, it was the best he could do. He understood that simple reality.

At some point, he would get his chance. At least, Preston needed to believe that. Right now, Aria and the other women were focused on his captivity. That would shift. That would change. At some point, they would become complacent. More than anything else, he had to hold onto that idea. If he could remain ready, then his chance would come and he could seize it. He would be able to break away.

“Can you get free?”

“No,” he admitted.

“Try it,” she instructed.

His nostrils twitched. He glowered at her again, his expression tight with unmasked aggravation and exasperation.

“Try,” Valerie said again. “I know you usually like to give up right away, but things are different for you now. When a woman tells you to try, you have to do it, even if you don’t think you can possibly succeed.”

“I’m not going to succeed, then why should I even bother?” He shot back with as much reason and logic as he could craft.

“Obedience,” she said. “Remember, as your Guardian it’s my responsibility to train you. One of the most important aspects of your good behavior is obedience. And there are other traits as well.”

“Like what?” Preston did his best to sound completely and utterly unimpressed. He didn’t wish for this woman to think he was actually trying. On the contrary, he did his best to sound bored, like none of these details could possibly be relevant to him.

Valerie didn’t respond for several more seconds. Then she finally stepped in front of him, and she tilted her head to the side. She was studying him. Her eyes were moving along his legs, up to his pelvis, along his stomach, chest and shoulders. Finally, she locked her eyes on his.

Just like before, he did his best to meet her stare. And just like before, he failed. He couldn’t and had to look away.

Damn it.

How could she intimidate him? Over and over again, he tried to remind himself that she was just his ex-girlfriend. She wasn’t supposed to have this kind of power or influence over him.

Could it have been the cuffs around his wrists? The chains on his ankles? No. It wasn’t even the chastity cage, the collar, leash or the fact that he had his arms trapped above his head. It was something even more basic.

Without trying, he flashed back to a moment when he and Valerie were teasing one another. They had been flirting. They were arguing over a song or a movie. And then, at one point, he tried to intimidate her with nothing but his masculinity. He wanted to stand over her, to look down at her, to feel big and powerful.

Instead, she had met his gaze. She had looked right into his eyes. Back then, he had failed. He had turned away, and she had laughed.

Valerie had never needed to say anything about that particular moment. She never needed to tease him or taunt him. Instead, she defeated him and left it at that.

The same thing happened right there.

Now she stepped forward, and she surprised him. She slid her hand through his hair, grabbed his head by his scalp, and tilted his head back.

Leaning forward, she pressed her mouth to his. She still hadn’t answered his question, yet those desires surged through his body. The heat flashed along his skin. Every inch of his flesh seemed to light up as she teased him.

It was just a kiss. It was nothing dramatic, nothing extraordinary. And yet, she broke off that kiss, and now she said, “You need to consider your attitude, your tone, and your body language.”

Raising his head, he wished he could contradict her.

Valerie kept talking, and he wasn’t brave enough to interrupt.

“As a boy, you need to be cheerful. You need to be happy. You need to make sure that the women around you understand you’re grateful.”

“Grateful?” Preston tried to snort that single word with as much sarcasm as he could muster. Despite his best efforts, he failed completely.

“Grateful,” she repeated. If she noticed that little trembling note in his voice, she didn’t say anything about it. “After all, we are working hard to make sure that you have the future you deserve.”

“This is garbage,” he said. “This is garbage, and you’re not going to get away with this!”

That’s when she pulled something out.

The key.

She held it up, and he locked his eyes on the silver teeth, the matching handle, and the chain from which it hung. Instantly, he felt hypnotized, as though he couldn’t imagine anything more important than that tiny piece of hardware.

“Oh?”

That’s when she surprised him.

She stepped forward again, only now she pinched the key’s handle between her fingertips. She slid it right into the lock and popped it off.

“Let’s get this off of you,” she sounded so casual, like it wasn’t a big deal. Then again, it wasn’t for her. She had not been locked up. She had not been denied access to something so basic, potent, and primal.

He watched. He watched as she used the key. He watched as it slid into the lock, and then she turned it. Moment by moment, he wished he could just look away and pretend this didn't impact him one way or the other. Some kind of study of neutral detachment would have been incredible. Instead, his ex-girlfriend glanced up at him right as the lock popped open. Then she pulled it away, along with one component after another. She pulled the tube off of him, the ring underneath his balls, and the different fasteners.

Suddenly, he was free!

Even so, Preston didn't move.

"Say thank you," she ordered. At the same time, she still held onto the tube. The implication was clear, of course. If he misbehaved or said something she didn't like, she could put it on him all over again.

Although he hated giving her exactly what she wanted, Preston saw no other choice. "Thank you," he said, his voice small and tremulous.

"Good boy," she replied. "You see. You can be trained. You can be taught how to behave. Deep down, I bet you are eager for the chance to be owned." She leaned forward. She pressed her breasts to his chest, and then she leaned in. She whispered, her breath hot against his ear lobe, "I've been thinking about this for a while. Ever since your sister called me, I've been envisioning what it could be like. To be honest, I was thinking about just buying a boy. But this way, I get paid to own you, don't I?"

"You don't own me," he said.

"Just because you aren't technically registered as a slave, doesn't mean you're entitled to any rights," she said. Then she drew back, and she chuckled. Her eyes were sparkling with delight. "Or are you confused about this? Maybe you need a lesson? You want to understand what it feels like to be helpless?"

That's when she dropped her hand down between his legs. She didn't ask for permission. At the same time, the muscles along his wrists and down his forearms, all the way to his shoulders flexed as he tried to pull away from the shackles. He tugged on the chains. He could feel the links jerk to the left, to the right. He tried to squirm free, yet his movements made no difference. He couldn't deny her access to his body. Instead, he could only squirm, twisting to the left or right, his back straight as he tried to escape or evade her teasing touch.

Using just her middle two fingers, she caressed the underside of his shaft.

Technically, Valerie hadn't even need to touch him. As infuriating as it was to admit, he knew his cock had stiffened instantly. The arousal pumped through his body, hardening his length. In fact, Preston didn't think he had ever been this aroused before.

With every kick of his heart, he tried to deny it. He fought so hard to pretend this wasn't truly happening, yet there was no escape for him...and his ex knew it. Valerie toyed with him, gliding her fingers up and down along the underside of his manhood. She just barely touched him. Almost immediately, a droplet of excitement appeared at the tip of his manhood.

"How do you feel right now?"

"Frustrated," he said. "Angry!"

"No. That's not correct," she told him. She drew her hand back. "You feel grateful and obedient."

His brows tightened. He stared at her. "What, what are you talking about?"

"Grateful and obedient," she reiterated. "That's how you feel."

"You don't know what you're talking about," he snarled back at her. "You can't tell me what I'm feeling!"

"Unless you don't know how to articulate your feelings," she said. "That has been a symptom of toxic masculinity. for decades, don't you think?"

He drew in a breath, and he stared back at her. "You don't know what you're talking about," he said, only then she squeezed his shaft. Her fingers encircled his member, and another rush of desire sprinted across his body. Wild need gripped him just as she toyed with him. More. He craved more.

"Grateful and obedient," she whispered. Or maybe it had been his imagination. She stroked him, gliding her hand down and up along his manhood. She teased him, using the soft, gentle rhythm to stimulate him. He tried to hate it. He tried to rage against it. He failed completely.

Within seconds, he lost himself to that rhythm. It was soft and gentle, easy and relaxed. At the same time, he had wanted this so badly.

It wasn't even just the raw stimulation.

It was her.

This was Valerie, his ex-girlfriend, it was almost easy to close his eyes and to relax into some memory, as though martial law had never been declared and they had never broken up.

"Grateful and obedient," she said. "That's what you want to be. Grateful and obedient."

"No…" Preston breathed out.

"Okay," she agreed.

For a fraction of a second, Preston started to believe he had somehow defeated her, as though she had truly acquiesced to his defiance. Finally, he had been able to defeat a woman! And yet, that idea couldn't even survive for the span of a heartbeat because she pulled her hand back.

His eyes flew open, and he stared right back at that beautiful girl. He studied her dark hair, her matching eyes, and the vindictive smile curving along her lips. "What's wrong?" Valerie asked. "Are you frustrated? Is there something you want?"

"I, I…" Ridiculously, he glanced down toward his crotch. Sure enough, she had pulled her hands away. Now they were right there at her sides, and she swayed gently from side to side in front of him. Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she observed his struggles.

He may not have been fighting against the chains, yet Preston still worked hard to figure out what was going on. He could put the pieces together; that much was obvious.

Then she broke something inside of him as she asked, "How do you feel, Preston?"

Instantly, he understood. The revelation crashed into him. "No..." he exhaled that single breath of defiance, only he couldn't muster any real vehemence or anger. He stared back at her. He blinked once or twice. The disbelief gripped him, and then he finally tugged against the shackles locked around his wrists above his head. He pulled on the chain. He yanked against that hook. She had him, of course. He was barely able to brace his feet against the floor. She calculated for this beautifully, making sure that he'd feel utterly trapped and completely helpless. She wanted this boy to struggle, to strain.

Or perhaps she intended for him to simply break.

"Are you sure about that?" She reached down for his cock. He watched as her hand came closer and closer. Then, right as she was about to touch him, she pulled her fingertips away all over again.

Disappointment burrowed into his chest. He needed her touch. He craved it. And he blinked, closing his eyes for just a second, and all of these different images flashed through his mind. Kaleidoscopic fantasies ensnared him: kissing her, gliding his palms along her breasts, squeezing her ass, fingering her, even going down on her…

No, he wasn't supposed to do that.

He wanted to fight the urge, and yet, maybe there was something else, a new sensation that started to run hot through his body.

"You know, the world is a scary place for a boy," she said.

His eyes widened. He tried not to flash back to the lawyer's office or the prospect of being sold in a foreign country, yet it hit him anyway.

Worse, he knew Valerie was insightful. She had always been empathetic. She knew how to read people; she knew how to figure out exactly what he had been thinking. While they dated, it had been amazing but also intimidating. Maybe that was one of the reasons they had broken up, like he didn't know how to handle her skills.

"I don't care," he said.

She reached up and grabbed him by his chin. Her fingers tightened against the sides of his cheeks. "Yes, you do. You care very, very much," she said. "I know you, Preston. I know that you have thought about it, especially considering your pedigree."

His pedigree? She made him sound like a dog!

"What? You didn't think women would pay attention to something like that? It's all part of the game. It's all part of the fun," she said. As he listened, he didn't know whether or not he wanted to believe her. Part of him needed to think that this was just a game. She was trying to mess with his head.

Even if he didn't like to admit it, he knew it was working.

Valerie continued, "You are from a rich and powerful family. I'm sure there are lots of women all over the world who would love to know that you were now her slave."

"I'm not a slave," he growled back at her with all of the fury he could channel into those four words.

"Not right now," she conceded. "But you're something better. You are my fiancé. My fiancé."

She reached forward to touch him again.

In that instant, he knew he could stay silent and let her talk, and maybe she would touch him. Perhaps she would stroke him, running her fingers along the contours of his link. He wanted it back; he needed it. Those aching desires swirled and spiraled throughout his body. He could feel it within the deepest recesses of his flesh.

He hated the itch. It was that desire. Of course, he had experienced arousal on so many different occasions before, only this girl knew how to play with him.

"How are you feeling right now?"

There. That was what she wanted.

She started to touch him. This time, she used the tip of her pinky to caress his shaft. Then she pulled her hand away. His fingers tightened. He made a pair of fists, and he tried to yank away from the shackles, only to feel the metal plate down against his wrists. Panting now, he had barely moved, yet the exertions still left him exhausted.

"How are you feeling right now?" Valerie asked.

"Why, why are you doing this?"

"Because I care about you," she said.

Without thinking about it, he closed his eyes. Now he opened them again, and he stared across that short distance between them. "You’re lying!"

She almost looked hurt for a moment. Or maybe that was just some theatrical reaction on her part. But then she smiled at him, and she stroked him. She gripped his shaft. Then she pulled her hand away. The absence of that stimulation made him tense. His shoulders locked up, and he pressed his lips together into another frustrated frown. She noticed, of course. "This must be so frustrating for you, isn't it? Through most of your life, you have had control over your body. You've been able to decide to do whatever you wanted, but now I'm taking that away, aren't I? Now I'm showing you what it means to be a boy. You will obey. You will enjoy it. You will learn to yield because you understand that this is who you are now."

"Screw you!"

He opened his eyes again. He saw that flash of irritation on her face, but then she walked around him.

He tried to follow her with his eyes for as long as possible, only now she stood right behind him. She raised her hand and pressed it against his backside.

"That's not how you address your fiancé. When I am your wife, you will respect me. You will understand what the marital bond means in our relationship."

She spanked him. Her hand flew back, and then she brought it down in one quick, sharp arc. Her palm clapped against his vulnerable skin. He tried to ignore it. Summoning the best of his courage and defiance, Preston fought hard to pretend that this couldn't affect him. He didn't care. It didn't matter. And yet, this girl knew what she was doing. Worse, she was a lot stronger than he expected.

Again and again, he tried to think of this as just a spanking. It wasn't really supposed to sting. It wasn't really supposed to be a punishment. At worst, it was just a question of embarrassment and disappointment from the woman who punished him. Despite all of this, the pain ran across his nerves.

Then she pulled back and she stepped in front of him again. "How are you feeling?"

Before he could answer, she brought one hand up between his legs, and she started to toy with his scrotum. She gently stroked him all over again, gliding her fingers along his balls, then up to the base of his shaft. With her other hand, she started to toy with his tip.

Longing cascaded along every inch of his body. Then she pulled her hands away again.

No. He couldn't take it. Preston sucked in a breath. "You can't do this."

"Actually, I can. I'm your Guardian. Remember?"

He did. At the same time, he could feel a new understanding of that term. Even if he didn't want to believe or accept it, he couldn't deny the truth. He had run from security guards and the police. He knew how the world had been restructured. It worked against him.

"You know, you are technically in control here," she said. "We can move on and get ready as soon as you tell me what I want to hear. Technically, that is a decision you get to make. If you want me to continue to play with you, then just hold out. Resist and defy to the best of your ability. Lie to me about what you're really feeling."

"You don't know what I'm feeling," he said, his eyes wide.

"Yeah, I do." She sounded so confident, so casually at ease with contradicting him.

His breathing came faster and faster.

She was right about how this was his choice, his decision. He could try to hold out. Maybe this was just a question of endurance. At some point, she could get bored. She might decide that he wasn't worth her time. Or maybe there was some other boy she would want to go and play with and toy with and train and break.

As that thought occurred to him, a different sensation coursed through his body. He didn't know how to name that amalgamation of anger and fear and frustration. He didn't even know what caused it.

"How are you feeling?"

She touched him again. As she stroked him, she brought him to the edge of an orgasm. It was right there, and he tried to jerk his hips forward, to clench down and tighten his muscles so that he could enjoy that burst of satisfaction. He craved that primal bliss. More than anything else, he needed the completion, and that's why his control broke as he clenched his eyes shut and called out, "Obedient and grateful!"

Obedient and grateful. The words echoed inside of his head.

Obedient and grateful. He had lost.

Obedient and grateful. Preston had surrendered something to her.

"Good boy," she said, teasing him, working him up. She kept him right there, near the edge and on that border with some incredible precipice. More than anything else, he just wanted to fall in and lose himself. "That's right. You feel obedient and grateful because you know that this is good for you."

Did he know that?

Preston couldn't think or worry about it. He couldn't contemplate anything she said. In that instant, politics seemed too far away. Instead, there was just her voice, and he only needed to listen to her. Valerie knew what she wanted him to say. She understood how the world worked. He was just a boy, and he could lose himself to those feelings. If surrender meant completion, then he didn't care.

She kept touching him. Long, delicious seconds ran by, and maybe he yearned for that release, but he knew he couldn't rush her. This woman would make the decision. But he had given her what she wanted.

"You like it when I play with you, don't you? You want to feel just like this. Tell me how it feels good. Tell me how you love feeling obedient and grateful."

"Yes," he said. If he had already broken, then he could give her whatever she wanted. Besides, he could lean on that consolation. These were only words. They didn't mean anything. On some level, he had always known that flirting meant deception. He could meet a girl at a club and he would tell her whatever she wanted to hear. That was part of the game. The same thing could apply right there with Valerie.

"More," she demanded.

In that instant, she pulled her hand away. His eyes widened, and he leaned forward as much as the restraints allowed, "I, I love feeling obedient and grateful. I love knowing you're in control. I love knowing I will do whatever you want, whatever you say. You are in charge. You own me!"

"Good boy," she said, reaching up, and patting him on his cheek.

Breathing hard, he dropped his head down. At the same time, he closed his eyes and waited as patiently as he could. She had to touch him now. Right? Valerie had to step forward and slide her fingers along his shaft. She needed to squeeze him, to give him the pleasure he craved. That need made it so hard for him to think, so hard for him to understand what was going on around him.

Finally, had to look up again. When Preston lifted his head and stared right in front of him, he didn't see his ex-girlfriend. His fiancée was gone. Then he heard those footsteps. She had stepped into her kitchen.

She came back a half minute later. He tried to turn around. The restraints didn't allow him to. "What are you doing? Please. I gave you what you wanted."

"You did," she said. "And now, I think you're in the proper frame of mind for this."

"What, what you talking about?"

"I was thinking about just letting you stand there, but I have a couple of calls I need to make. That's why I want to do this right now. So relax. Close your eyes."

He knew that if he didn't cooperate, she could punish him. Maybe it would be another spanking. Or maybe she would tease him some more, bringing him to the edge. He just wanted that completion. That was all he needed. After that, he would be able to think clearly again. Then he could strategize. Then he could think about escape.

That's why he shut his eyes as she ordered. He listened to that woman, and it felt so easy and simple.

Cold!

She was standing right in front of him, and his breathing had quickened. Only now he could feel that sharp chill shoot along the base of his cock. It ran up along his length as she brushed the ice cube over his manhood. "What are you doing?" Preston demanded. He sputtered as he tried to say more. His vocal cords failed him, especially because she picked up another piece of ice, and she pressed it to the underside of his balls! Another blast of cold cut through his body. He jerked against the shackles, desperate to break those chains and rip through those cuffs.

He failed completely.

"You, you can't do this!"

"It's good for you. Besides, you want to be obedient and grateful."

"Screw you!"

One of the pieces of ice had melted, so she picked up another and ran it all along his cock. She touched it to the left side, then the right. Before long, his cock was wet and soft, his flaccid member hanging there.

Then she stepped away.

He drooped forward.

He didn't understand how something like this could happen. Hot frustration burned at his core, yet it wasn't enough.

He kept his eyes closed even as he heard her footsteps. He didn't know what kind of game she was playing. At this point, she probably expected him to beg some more. She had already gotten him to confess that he was "obedient and grateful". Locking his teeth together, he promised himself he wouldn’t make that mistake again. She had played with him. She had messed with him, but now she would see that he could strike back.

But how?

Pinching his eyes shut even tighter now, he had to face the truth. His face crumpled up with exasperation, yet he was still powerless before this girl. She had every advantage. How was he supposed to resist? How was he supposed to defy her?

According to the new structure of society, he wasn't meant to resist. On the contrary, he was supposed to be… Obedient and grateful. Instantly, he preached against that phrase.


But then he felt it as she touched something to the small of his back and pulled it around his waist. Next, she touched a towel to his cock and balls.

Preston refused to think about any of it. He didn't want to acknowledge the sensations. Perhaps discounted as immature, yet part of him honestly wanted to just hide, like if he could keep his eyes closed and ignore this for long enough, then all of it would go away. Maybe he would even be able to open his eyes, and the world would have reset. He would be a young man with money, wealth, and influence. He would have focused on which clubs and bars he wanted to hit and which techniques worked best to seduce the club girls who frequented those exact same locations.

This former rich boy needed his life to revolve around games and sex.

Only then she touched his balls, and she slipped something else underneath his scrotum. Next, she took his softened shaft, and she pushed it into something metallic. The chastity cage?

This time, Preston couldn't defy the temptation. He opened his eyes, and that's when he saw the belt. It was even heavier than the original chastity cage, but now she attached the lock. Not only that, she pushed a button, and he could feel the joints tighten around his waist, at the underside of his scrotum, and along the length of his manhood. "What, what is that?" Preston demanded.

"It's a chastity belt. Actually, it's one of the newest models."

"Newest models?" Preston repeated the words, only they didn't make any sense to him.

"Let me show you," she said. She stepped forward. She cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands as she tilted his head to the side, leaned in, and kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and he didn't know what was going to happen. He didn't know what he was supposed to expect. Only then, that fluttering desire raced across his body. It was intense and so much stronger than he expected.

His chest tightened, and she laughed as she pulled back.

He could feel it now, the surging desires racing back through his body. Those needs swarmed through his body. It was this storm, this unyielding force of nature programmed deep into his DNA. And yet, that didn't matter. The passion pulsed between his legs, he could feel the tube around his cock.

"Why? Why bother with something so elaborate?" Preston asked, proud of himself for uttering such a complicated question.

"It has more features. This is more than just a chastity belt," she said. "Do you want to hear about the features?"

Fear fluttered up from his chest and along the back of his neck. Nervous energy raced along his veins, yet he still had to know the truth. That's why he glared at her with as much heat as he could muster. Slowly, Preston grunted, "Tell me."

If he hoped to disappoint her, then he must have been disappointed when she leaned forward and tapped his cheek with her fingertips. "You’re cute when you think you can take control. But remember, you feel best when you are obedient and grateful."

"I'm going to get this thing off," he promised.

"Just like the first chastity cage? Seriously, that was little more than a toy. This is reinforced steel. It's laced with a titanium band. Not only that, it's tamperproof."

"What, what does that mean?"

"Did you notice the batteries? The microchips?" Her eyes twinkled as she asked those questions.

In an instant, he tried to bite down, seal his lips, and stay silent. It was a simple goal, only the question popped out of his mouth. "No way," he said. "You got tricked. This is a scam. It's not real."

"Actually, it is. You see, there are companies all across the world that are now thinking about one important question. You know what the biggest growth industry is? Male subjugation."

"Male subjugation?" With the arousal still pounding through his body, it was hard to think clearly. Instead, he found himself repeating what she said. It was easier that way.

"That's right," she said. "There are women all across the world now who need to figure out how they're going to retrain their boys. There are the traditional approaches, of course: spankings, cage time, or regular chastity cages. But now, think about modern technology. Think about what a woman could to with a smart cage on her boy."

"No," he said. Yet even as he spoke, Preston couldn't conjure any really good reason why this wouldn't actually work.

"Do you see this?" Valerie asked as she picked up her phone. She showed him the home screen; he saw the icons for her GPS, her favorite shopping apps, and her socials. But then, there was something else, a small icon with a red heart and a keyhole. "This is going to control your chastity belt," she said. "And this is how I’m going to control you."

"It doesn't make any sense," he said. "This won't work." Even as he spoke, he still didn't have any reasoning. And yet, he uttered those words, probably because he ached to believe in himself.

"Let's try it out," she said.

"No!"

"If you're so convinced it's not going to work, then you don't need to be scared, do you?" Valerie smiled at him. She made it sound so easy and logical.

But now, his pulse sped up. His heart was pounding, and he wanted to think of some reason why she was wrong. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. "First, let's check out the GPS tracker."

"What?"

"Yeah," she said. "There is a GPS tracker on this. That way, even if you wander off, you don't get lost."

"You can't keep a tracker on me," he said.

"Why not?" Valerie asked. She sounded very curious, like she couldn't wait to hear what his argument might be.

If he tried to say something about human rights or his intrinsic dignity, she would have laughed. That's why he stayed silent.

"That's what I thought," Valerie continued. She opened up the app, tapped on the map icon, and flipped the phone around so he could see the screen once again. He only vaguely recognized this part of the city. Still, he recognized her neighborhood, and there was his icon right there. "Remember, if you try to run, I'll find you. And then there will be consequences. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to feel the bite of a shock collar at the base of your cock or maybe around your waist?"

"What? No…"

"Should we try it out? Should we try it out right now?"

"No. Please, don't," he said.

"But I thought you didn't believe me. I thought you told me this couldn't possibly work," she said, her eyes bright as she grinned at him. Obviously, she knew she was playing with him. She understood the game. Still, that didn't keep her from enjoying it!

She pulled her phone back up in front of her, and her thumbs danced across the screen as she went for a different feature. "Are you ready? Are you ready to try it out?"

"Don't. Please, don't!" he hated the fear in his voice. And yet, he had already been through so much.

"How do you feel?"

His lips parted. His eyes got big. He stared at her, only he couldn't move. With his arms extended over his head, his body on display, and that infuriating belt around his waist and between his legs, Preston didn't know what to do. His thoughts abandoned him. He stared at that beautiful girl, and only thought about being obedient and grateful.

"Defiant," he said with little more than a breath.

"Okay," she said with a shrug. Then she hit one part of her screen.

He hadn't noticed the electrodes just above his pubis or near his hips. They flared to life now, however.

He had been shocked before. They had punished him. But now, his whole body twitched. Electricity raced along his pain receptors, lighting them up. His nerves cried out.

"Don't worry," she said. "This isn't going to cause any kind of permanent harm. It's going to sting. It's going to make you feel like you should be a good boy, but it's not going to actually hurt you."

"You have no idea what you're talking about. That, that hurt!"

"It was painful, but it didn't cause any damage. Want another taste?" She grinned, the corners of her mouth, rising. Her lips parted slightly to reveal the edges of her teeth. "Here we go." Even as she uttered those words, she brought her finger down against the smooth surface of her device. The electronics registered the command, the signal jumped from her phone to his belt, and then he felt it again. Electricity stabbed into him. It came from different spots this time. Somehow, that didn't matter. He arched his back and yanked against the chains.

He still couldn't break away. He couldn't tear himself free, and she knew it.

"Oh, that looked unpleasant," she said. "Maybe you want to tell me how you're feeling now?"

He shook his head from side to side.

He wouldn't cooperate. He couldn't!

In that instant, he realized something. This wasn't a game. He couldn't adopt some kind of strategy. There was only one possible response.

His acts, like so many other women out in the wider world, decided that the males of society needed to be controlled. They needed to be owned. He had to show this girl that it wouldn't be possible. He needed to make her understand that he could continue to fight again and again.

As brave and romantic as those ideas sounded inside of his head, they couldn't survive as she shocked him for a third, fourth, then fifth time.

Finally, he was hanging there by his restraints.

She stepped forward, and she kissed him again. At first, he hardly noticed. But then he opened his eyes, and she was right there. He breathed in, and he absorbed the aroma of her shampoo all over again. "You know I'm going to win," she said. “You might as well tell me how you feel."

"Obedient and grateful," he told her.

"Good boy," she said, patting him on the cheek. "Now, I think you need to rest. Come along." She brought the key up to his cuffs. She removed the shackles. They popped open, and now he was rubbing his wrists. At the same time, he glanced down for the chastity belt. His fiancée stepped away, but now she turned back, and she asked, "What are you thinking?"

"Nothing," he answered quickly, if only because the true answer probably would have gotten him in trouble.

"No," she said. "It's okay. You can try. In fact, I insist on it."

Try?

"I, I don't know what you're talking about," he said. That lie sounded so feeble. He knew it wasn't going to work.

Sure enough, she smirked, "Preston, I’m giving you a command. As the woman in this room and your Guardian and your fiancé, I'm telling you right now that I want you to do your very best remove that chastity belt."

"What if I succeed? You're just going to punish me!"

"You're not going to succeed," she promised him.

Something about the way she smiled at him, how she rested her hands on her hips and watched him made him want to prove her wrong. In that instant, he didn't even care if he felt the electric kiss all over again. His fingers tensed, and then he stepped away.

Surprisingly, Valerie didn't stop him. Instead it, his Guardian continued to watch him, her eyes sparkling with enjoyment as she waited for the show to begin.

Preston didn’t make her wait long. Instead, he looked down at the chastity belt all over again. Even that phrase sounded antiquated, like it was something out of the Dark Ages. At the same time, there was that feminine implication. Men weren’t supposed to wear chastity belts. They weren’t supposed to be the ones who had to protect their "purity" or whatever. Preston had never really worried about that. He hadn't paid much attention to history, either. Only now, he experienced that kind of control, and he didn't know what to do.

In that instant, he just wanted to get the belt off.

And yet, he started to get nervous. That anxiety began to run along his nerves as he glanced back at his fiancée, "If I can get this off, do you swear you're not going to punish me?"

"I won't punish you," she promised. "I won't need to."

There it was again, that frustratingly cute smirk on her lips.

He tensed. At the same time, he glanced over his shoulder. He looked back toward the front door. Her place was smaller. Even so, it was cozy and relaxed. Despite all of this, he already knew what would happen if he tried to run.

The chastity belt contained a tracker.

With that singular device, she would be able to find him. No matter where he went.

Worse, it was easy to imagine the belts coming with a satellite link. For a few dollars a month, she probably kept it connected to a cellular network. Unless he managed to leave the country, he wouldn't be able to get off the grid, not while he wore this device.

How many men would be wearing chastity belts just like this one?

Too many, he decided.

At this point, he no longer thought it would provoke some kind of massive uprising. Instead, he understood how this worked. The women had been thinking about male subjugation for a long time. They had planned for it, all while the males across the country continued to play their games and chase after their own dreams and ambitions.

Through unity, the women had everything they wanted. They had achieved something spectacular.

If he had been watching as some neutral observer, maybe Preston would have even been impressed. But right then and there, he had one goal.

Why couldn't he do it? Why couldn't he even begin?

"It's okay if you're scared," she told him. "I know how intimidating this must be. I mean, that's a very advanced piece of hardware, and you don't know if you can take it off. You're a boy, and you don't know how any of this works." She had no trouble, no problem at all, talking down to him! If anything, she made it sound so completely, utterly natural.

Although he wasn't an electrical engineer or a computer programmer, he still knew how to use his own devices. But then, those could be taken away. More importantly, he didn't have a Digital Safety Code. For a very long time, women and young girls had been told that they couldn't handle anything mechanical. Cars and then computers had been set aside for men. But could the same thing happen again? Would women now own all of these important devices, making sure the boys viewed them as something frightening and alien?

Preston locked his teeth together.

"Don't be scared. I just want you to understand that you are safe and secure while you wear that chastity belt."

Safe and secure. He snorted. Not only that, he spoke again.

"I can take it off," he insisted without thinking. Right away, he regretted those words.

"Show me," she said. "...Or maybe this is another act of defiance? Maybe you're just begging to be punished again? Is that it?" Valerie sounded amused by the prospect. Apparently, his defiance could do little more than entertain her.

"I will show you!" He hated how those words sounded like acquiescence, but he stepped back again. Even so, that wasn't enough distance. There was that invisible, digital leash between them. He could run, and she would find him, as promised. Worse, she could use the app on her phone to punish him no matter where he went. She could tell him that he would be shocked again and again until he came back. She could make him crawl and grovel. She could break his will.

As much as Preston hated those ideas, he couldn't fight them off completely. He couldn't ignore them.

Instead, he drew in a breath, and then he dropped his hands down to the chastity belt. Right away, he tried to find the fastenings. He wanted to discover the point where the two ends came together. He worked at it for a couple of seconds. Finally, he thought he had it. "Not there," she said.

His eyebrows tightened together as he glared back at her for just a second. Ignoring his Guardian, he continued to focus. From there, he tried to pull. He thought maybe he could use one of his fingernails to exploit the seam. If he could just pull the tube and support a tiny bit, maybe that would be enough.

The metal didn't bend or budge. It didn’t break. It was tight against his skin. Maybe, if he drew in a breath or tried to make himself as thin as possible, he would be able to slide his fingers down. And yet, that wasn't good enough. He realized that right away. Even if he wasn't an engineer, he could feel the tension there.

When and if that worked, he dropped his hands down to the metal pouch that now encased his cock. Exhaling slowly, he tried to find something he could use, some weak spot he might exploit. He tugged and pulled. His body twisted to the left, then the right. He felt a little bit like a dog chasing his tail. And yet, he still didn't give up.

"Clever," she said as he went for another spot. "You really think that's going to work? I don't."

"No one asked you for your opinion," he shot back, his fiancée just laughed.

When they had dated, he had secretly been frustrated or maybe even a little bit jealous of her talent for ignoring those around her. She was a young woman, brilliant and confident. Even so, there were still arguments. Occasionally, she would hang out with Preston and his friends, and maybe Gabriel or Davis would say something teasing. They didn't mean any harm by it, yet, that girl had no problem ignoring the boys around her.

If anything, the young men all secretly intended to impress her, but there was something special about this woman. By dint of her existence alone, she warranted their best efforts. Even if he had sensed that dynamic, Preston hadn't really been able to articulate it, not until now.

In fact, he didn't know why those ideas finally seemed to fit together now.

It didn't matter, he told himself.

He had to focus.

He needed to concentrate.

He couldn't have any other priority.

His hands worked. He tugged. He pulled. He tightened his fingers at different angles. He tried to rip the belt. At one point, the frustration raced along through his body, and he tried to grab onto the two sides. Just below his left and right flanks, he tried to grab onto his chastity belt. His muscles bulged, and his veins rose up as he tried to rip it.

It didn't work.

He confronted it with some kind of animalistic frenzy, yet he had to pull his hands away.

"Poor boy. That must be so frustrating for you. But hey, it looks like you have tired yourself out, so I think some time in your room would be a good idea."

"My room?"

"Unless you want to pleasure me?" She smirked, stepped forward, and brushed her fingers along his hot skin. "Is that it? You want to get down on your knees and lick my pussy?"

He blinked. He stared back at her.

Valerie threw her head back and laughed.

"Don't worry. When I want that, I'll tell you."

Preston wished he could chuckle at that, only he already knew it wouldn't work.

"Come along," she said.

She walked down the hall to one of the bedroom doors. She opened it. "By the way, your chastity belt includes a microphone. I can send you messages when necessary. There's also a small camera, as well as a gyroscope. Oh, and I can program in specific GPS coordinates."

"What, what are you saying? Why are you telling me all of this?"

Valerie shrugged. "Really, I just want you to understand the limitations of your new status. That way, I think you can adapt to them. You won't be able to thrive until you really understand how things are going to work in this household."

Sucking in a breath, he bit down. At the same time, he wanted to snort. Maybe he could have even growled back, "Go to hell. I don't care how you use this belt!" Even if those words sounded bold and brave inside of his head, he knew better than to actually speak like that to this woman.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to give her the respect she demanded. As long as he wore the belt, she was in control.

In actuality, Preston understood that the belt was only one of her many advantages, but it was the biggest problem. He had to overcome that issue first.

She put her hand on his butt and motioned for him to go inside. "Stay here. I'm going to go make some phone calls. In the meantime, I want you to think about everything that has happened, maybe take a nap, and relax. I will have some chores for you to do later."

"Chores?" Preston sneered. "I don't do chores!"

She reached out and grabbed this boy by his collar. "Yes. You do."

Then she closed the door.

Right away, Preston raced over to the window, and he slid it open. The cool, early evening air washed over him. And then he started to lean forward. He could do this, he knew. He could jump out through the window, run down the street, go and hide and maybe escape. If he could find a sharp rock, maybe he could use it to damage the chastity belt. He had no illusions about his ability to get it off, not without a bolt cutter or maybe even a blow torch, yet he understood how dangerous that could be.

What if he just damaged it? What if he broke the circuitry?

Or better yet, if he could wreck the batteries, then maybe the whole thing would be inert. Sure, he would still be wearing a chastity belt, but it wouldn't be quite so bad. She wouldn't be able to control him. She wouldn't be able to track him. He tried to hold onto those ideas, and the plans were right there.

How long would it take?

And if he tried to slip out through the window, would he be punished immediately? She had talked about the tracker. If he attempted to leave, would it automatically shock him?

Puffing out his cheeks, he needed to know.

And yet, he didn't want to actually risk her wrath.

He turned back around and he marched over to the door. Right then and there, he attempted to summon all of his normal hubris. He was a young man. He had power. He was strong. He didn't care if there was a collar around his neck, or a chastity belt around his waist. He could do this.

And yet, he hesitated as his hand hovered above the doorknob. Really? It was just a freaking doorknob! This wasn't supposed to scare him! It shouldn't have had any effect on him at all. And yet…

Finally, Preston told himself, "This is a test of your manhood." There. That did it.

He opened the door, he stepped across the threshold, and the belt sensed the new location. More importantly, this was out of bounds for this boy.

"Disobedience detected," came the prerecorded announcement. It sounded like an automated voice, like AI or something. "You have three seconds to return to an obedient position."

An obedient position? What did that mean?

Then he glanced back at the small bedroom. He hadn't paid attention to the sheets, the walls, or anything besides the window.

But now, he was standing right there. If he listened intently, then maybe he could pick up on the sounds of Valerie as she talked to some of her friends. She had to make calls. Right? At that moment, maybe she was talking to his sister.

If so, he could go and talk to Aria too. Maybe he would be able to get her to see reason. He could convince her that this was wrong, that it was all wrong!

"Three. Two. One…"

The belt zapped him!

Electricity pummeled into his body. Again, it came from those electrodes, yet the shock seemed to snap all along his body all at once. He stumbled back, right into the bedroom. He lost his balance and dropped down onto the floor. His legs were spread, and he had his weight on his heels, buttocks, and palms now. At the same time, he stared up at the open door.

The door was open! It was right there, just a foot or two away, and he could see right down the hall, yet…

Turning away, he kept his eyes closed for several long seconds. Maybe a couple of minutes elapsed. Even so, he couldn't just hide. After all, he kept thinking of her.

Valerie.

His chest expanded as he inhaled, and he was tempted to shout out her name because he wanted her to come and check on him. But if she did that, she would probably punish him. A shiver ran down his spine. He glanced back at the chastity belt.

In that moment, it was quiet. It didn't react. "This is ridiculous. This is ridiculous and stupid. This is so dumb." He uttered those words, and he wasn't sure what would happen. She said the belt had a microphone? If so, it wasn't active at that moment.

Or maybe it was…?

Maybe the device was actually recording every sound he made?

He hated the idea that there could be a log on some server somewhere in the world, and it would keep track of everything he did and said.

He flexed his fingers, raised his arms, and strode from one side of the room to the other like a caged animal. Of course, he had spent a lot of time in cages over the last couple of days. But this was different. It was worse!

Finally, he went to the window. He leaned forward, and…

Preston stopped himself. He pulled back. He grabbed onto the window frame and jerked it down. He closed the window and locked it, as though he had made this decision on his own.

Instead, he lowered himself onto the bed, he closed his eyes, and he tried to sleep.

"Wake up," came a familiar voice.

Valerie?

No. It wasn't her.

He had to be dreaming.

He woke, yet he still refused to open his eyes.

If it was really her, he didn't care.

"Wake up," she said again. "I'm serious. You and I get to have a little conversation before we get started."

"Go away," he said. "You're not my handler or my fiancée or my guardian, and I don't care why you're here."

There was only one possibility, of course. She was there to gloat, she was there to laugh at him. He hated how he had awoken quickly, his focus sharpening immediately. He wished he could have lost himself to the easy haze of fatigue, like maybe he would start to wake up, but he wouldn't have been able to remember everything that had happened. Instead, her voice pulled him out of the darkness of sleep, and now he knew exactly who was standing above his small bed.

"Actually, I do have handler privileges," she said.

Now, his eyes opened, and there she was.

Vanessa.

When he saw her, he started to speak. Then he stopped himself. He didn't know what to say. What was she doing there? If anything, she was supposed to be with Aria, cooking and cleaning for his sister. Instead, the glorified servant stood above him, her hands held behind her back. She was drifting lazily from side to side, smiling down at him, and waiting for him to react.

"Go away," he said. Preston didn't roll over onto his side or close his eyes again. Rather, he continued to glare at that girl, like he thought he might be able to intimidate her. Then again, he was supposed to be the lord and master of his home while she was a servant. Maybe they didn't use that term. Maybe on her W-2, she had some other job title, but he didn't care because the implications had always been clear. His sister paid Vanessa, and she worked for them. That was all that counted.

"I'm not leaving without my helper," she said.

"What are you talking about?" He hated to engage, but some little niggle of curiosity itched at the back of his neck. Or maybe there was something else...

Right away, he thought of the last time he saw her, striding up to her, leaning in, almost kissing her. He remembered what it was like to tease and taunt her.

It had always been so easy. He was the lord and master of his home; she was the servant. Even if it felt positively medieval, he hadn’t cared. There was that thrill that came from exerting his power over her.

Only now, Vanessa smiled down at him. She opened her mouth just a tiny bit, and he could see the tip of her tongue as it ran along the edges of her teeth.

She was looking forward to this. Anticipation played across her face.

But now, she surprised him. He was on his back, still mostly naked, and she pulled herself up on top of him. What? His eyes flashed wide, but she was straddling him now. He saw her in that gray skirt and with those black tights. She wore a white blouse. She leaned down, he couldn't help but notice the contours of her cleavage. He tried not to see that detail, but he was a boy, and there was that visceral attraction.

“What, what are you doing?”

“I’m having some fun,” she said.

“You can’t do this,” he said.

“Why not? I’m a woman,” she said.

Right away, he went to the only defense he could imagine. Still, he fumed because he didn’t see any other choice. As hard as he tried, he hated that he would have to go to one woman; there was only one person in that house who could protect him.

“If you do this, I’m going to tell Valerie.”

Really? He was going to tell Valerie? As he spoke, he felt like some kid who was now threatening to go off and tell a grown-up. Was that what his life had become? Was that what he had been reduced to?

Yes.

The answer blossomed inside of his head. He could preach against it, yet he didn’t see any other choice. He glared up at Vanessa as he waited for her to flinch or retreat back. Maybe she would have laughed, slipped away from him, and informed this boy that it had all just been a joke.

Instead, Vanessa lowered her head down. A few stray wisps of her hair brushed along his cheek and neck. He tried so hard to ignore those details. Attraction and repulsion ran through his body right as she whispered, “I already talked to Valerie. Your fiancée gave me permission. Don’t worry. You’re going to stay locked up in your chastity cage. She wouldn’t want to sacrifice your virtue.”

Virtue?

Then he understood it, and his face turned a bright shade of red.

“But you are going to make it up to me.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

“I told her all about how you used to tease me. And that’s why I get to play with you whenever I want now.”

“Play with me?” Preston asked, dumbfounded.

“Absolutely,” she told him. “It’s going to be so much fun.” That’s when she slipped back along the length of his body. She positioned herself between his legs. Then she lifted her skirt.

Raising his head, he tried not to look, only those instincts took control. No matter how hard he tried, Preston couldn’t deny the temptation. She raised her skirt, hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled. Within just a few seconds, he saw the curves of her mound and her…

Preston stared.

“Oh? Are you ready to start licking?”

“What?” Preston demanded. His brows tightened into a frustrated rumple as he stared back at her. Then he laughed. “You’re joking. You have to be joking.” As he spoke, he tried so hard to convince himself. And yet, there was something controlling and powerful written across her face. This was a woman who knew what she wanted. More importantly, she had seen how the world had changed. Like so many other girls, she allowed herself to start thinking about what could be different.

Or maybe she had planned this.

Perhaps she had fantasized about what might happen with the institution of martial law. The boys would lose their rights, the women could take control, and there would be an entirely new order. There must’ve been so many articles and blogs. All across the web there was this profusion of information, yet no one could navigate all of it. So while Preston focused on his own concerns, Vanessa and Valerie and Aria and all of their friends and their coworkers and women in general had started to come together. Collectively, they decided what they wanted to do.

How was it possible that none of the men noticed?

His chest tightened, especially because Preston already knew the answer. A couple of men had noticed.

They had noticed, and they had tried to sound the alarm. They had made their arguments. Some of them had even resorted to actual violence. And yet, the rest of society had been so distracted.

“This is where you’re going to lick,” she said. “You loved to tease me. You loved making me think about how maybe we could be together. I mean, I wasn’t really attracted to you, but there was something intriguing about the idea of being with you, Preston. You could be pretty charismatic when you want. Like now…”

He didn’t say anything.

“Oh, you look so cute when you are confused. Are you confused right now, Preston? Is the little rich boy worried about what’s going to happen? Don’t worry. I will be gentle as long as you cooperate.” That’s when she reached out and grabbed her phone. She touched the pad of her thumb to the device, and the fingerprint reader scanned her touch. Right away, it opened up for her.

“Do I need to punish you first? Or are you going to be a good boy and lay there while I write your face?”

He stared at her. “You, you can’t do this. You can’t!”

He expected some brazen declaration. Instead, she responded with a question that was so much worse.

“Why not?”

The question stabbed into him. He stared. He tried to come up with a good answer.

Only now, she reached down. She lifted her skirt, so he saw her pubic hair and the curves of her thighs, the contours of her pubis…And now, her fingers slid along her slit.

“What’s wrong? You don’t have an answer this time? That’s okay. I can tell you what is going to happen. I’m going to come forward and going to do whatever I want. And you are going to cooperate. Because if you don’t, I’m going to use this.” She wiggled the phone over him; she held it up, and he saw the same icon.

The heart with the keyhole.

“If, if you do this, then you need to let me out of the chastity belt. At least for a little while.”

“I have some handler privileges,” she told him. “What makes you think your fiancée would give me access to your chastity belt?”

His eyes bulged. He stared at her. He knew he had to say something.

“I’m serious. This thing is driving me crazy,” he said. Trying hard, he needed to negotiate.

Vanessa wouldn’t allow it. “I know. I know you are confused. I know this is really hard for you to understand, but you don’t get to argue with me. You don’t get to make demands either. You know what you get to do?”

In spite of himself, Preston had to ask. “What?” He breathed out that word. When she didn’t answer right away, he kept going, “What do I have to do?”

“Obey,” she said. The corners of her eyes crinkled as she began to crawl forward. She pressed her knuckles down near the sides of his body. He was on his back, he wore that belt.

“If you want, I can tie you down first. Would you like that? There are straps waiting for you…”

“No!”

“Actually, I think that’s a very good idea,” she informed him. “Spread your arms and legs.”

He gulped.

At the same time, he contemplated defiance or disobedience. And yet, there was something unstoppable about this woman. It was a different kind of energy, a different kind of attitude.

Without realizing it, he had benefited from something dangerous and toxic for a very long time. As a man, he had always been respected in a way most women envied. He hadn’t noticed it, of course. He hadn’t really talked about it either. Maybe women tried to bring it to his attention. Perhaps feminists wrote papers and did academic studies, but none of those details could change his mind.

When she spoke, she expected results. When she talked, she knew people would listen. She was a woman, and she enjoyed that advantage.

For her, it was obvious and inevitable.

He didn’t know what to do with it. He didn’t know what to say or how to respond. Second by second, he tried to come up with something.

Instead, he moved his arms and legs. He spread his limbs, pointing them toward the corners of the bed.

As promised, she reached over, and she pulled out the restraints. He saw the fabric cords and leather straps.

Maybe they weren’t as brutal as the cuffs he had worn before, yet…

“This can’t be happening,” he whispered.

“Why not?” asked his former servant. She sounded genuinely curious. “There’s nothing wrong with being tied down and taken. You’re a boy. This is what makes you useful,” she informed him.

Leaning forward, she casually wrapped his right wrist and slipped it into one of the restraints. She drew the leather shackle tight around his limb. With casual and practiced ease, she strapped down his right arm, then his left. Next, she slipped along the length of his body all over again.

Preston yearned to close his eyes, press his lips together, to bite down and to block out every sensation. He didn’t want to know what was going to happen next. He knew he had to fight it.

But how? What could he do?

Soon enough, he was helpless.

“There we go,” she said. “And now, there’s something I would like to try.” That’s when she rested her tensed fingers on his ankles. Then she slid them up along his calves. She stroked him, gliding her fingers up and down, along the left side and then right side of his legs. She just barely touched him.

His body tensed. He twitched. At one point, he accidentally kicked out with his left leg. His foot couldn’t go far, not with the cords binding his legs and keeping them trapped right there on the bed.

“This isn’t fair,” he muttered. “You, you can’t do this.”

“And yet, I am,” she said, and now she leaned forward, moving her palms and fingertips up along his inner thighs. “Do you like this? Does it feel good?”

“No!”

“Liar,” she said.

It was true, of course. The desires shot across his skin. The energy pulsed along his nerves, driving him wild. In fact, he yanked with his right arm. At first, he hoped she wouldn’t notice.

She did.

“That’s fine with me,” she informed him. “You can keep struggling. Go on. Fight. Do your absolute best. Let’s see what you’ve got, boy.”

If he had been thinking about this rationally and realistically, then he would have defied her order. Technically, it would have been simple. He only needed to lay there. Spread out and helpless, he could have glared at her. He could have made sure she didn’t enjoy the show.

And yet, he couldn’t take it!

With the desperation pumping through his body, he yanked. He twisted. He thrashed, kicking and punching as hard as he could, only it didn’t change anything.

Like it or not, he remained spread out and powerless. His body was on display, and this woman could tease him. In fact, she did! She slid her fingers up along his legs and toward his inner thighs. She moved out toward his buttocks.

Preston thrashed again and again. He bucked like a wild animal, fighting with every iota of strength he possessed. After everything he had been through, he had to do something. That was a primal instinct, the urge to try. Serenity, peace, and motionless acceptance became impossible even if those forms of defiance would have been far more effective.

She watched now. Sitting up on her knees, Vanessa crossed her arms over her chest. “You are going to have to learn some patience,” she said.

But then she slipped forward, and he could barely see her moving. Then her skirt was braced against his face, blocking out every other detail.

She spread her legs and lowered herself down.

“No,” he whispered. “No. Not this. Not again.” He tried to keep any kind of panic out of his voice, but he knew what was about to happen.

Sure enough, she pressed her pussy down against his mouth. She rubbed her sex on his lips, as though he really was nothing but a toy there for her amusement. His heart kicked frantically, and he grabbed onto the cords of his restraints. He pulled as hard as he could, perhaps hoping the material would begin to fray or break.

He loved the idea of turning himself away from the straps like a superhero. Maybe they would finally snap!

Although he loved that idea, he couldn’t defy physics. Whoever had designed those restraints had known what they were doing, so he pulled and the fabric stretched slightly, but that was it. That was the only effect. His strength failed. No matter how much time he had spent at the gym, he wasn’t big enough or powerful enough to rip his way free.

Those fantasies weren’t good enough. They didn’t give him the strength he needed.

Locking his teeth together, he refused to cooperate.

Even so, she played with him. She rubbed her sex along his mouth again and again, gliding forward and back, just a little bit. At the same time, her body vibrated with satisfaction as she toyed with him.

Unfortunately for this boy, he couldn’t remain stoic for long.

“I expect you to cooperate,” she said.

She had stopped now.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded.

He didn’t react.

Second by second, Preston tried to preserve some semblance of his dignity. Even if other women had to feed him, he refused to lose to this girl. Over and over again, he told himself that she was just a servant. As a glorified maid, she was supposed to know her place.

Then another thought occurred to him. If he really wanted to fight her, then he could have screamed. He could have screamed like some damsel in distress and hoped that his fiancée would come and rescue him.

And yet, what if Vanessa had told the truth? What if she had permission to be there? What if Valerie had decided to share her fiancé (or at least his mouth)?

The idea sent angry arrows of hot fury shooting along his arms and legs. Yet his curled toes and bunched up fingers couldn’t change anything, not while he remained stretched out and powerless before the servant girl.

“Do I need to use the app?”

The app.

Those words were supposed to scare him. And yet, his eyes opened. He couldn’t see anything in the shadow of her skirt, only the fear spread through his chest anyway. It felt like this acidic miasma.

Heat bloomed in his chest even as his skin turned cold. He didn’t understand those conflicting sensations. Then again, comprehension wasn’t necessary.

She had the phone in her hand.

Preston wasn’t even sure how he knew that. Maybe it was a guess, or maybe this certainty simply came from abject fear. He hated that primal, primitive response. And yet, the pain would come, he knew.

And this time, he remembered exactly how much it could sting. He knew it would flare across his nerves, making them scream out. He would lose himself to that agony. His thoughts would scatter, his ideas wrecked.

And for what?

Before he could even try to answer that question, he opened his mouth. He stuck out his tongue…and licked. He serviced her. He pleasured her.

Hot disappointment crashed down on him. It felt like getting smacked by a meteor. And yet, he didn’t stop.

In fact, Preston lifted his head, shifted his neck, kept his lips parted, and he worshipped her pussy!

He hated doing this.

He was supposed to be better than this. He was supposed to have his dignity, his pride.

And yet, this concept seemed so abstract, especially when she held that device in her hand. She had the phone. She had the app open. With just a tap, she could deliver an electric blast and…

Even if he hated himself for it, Preston knew he had to cooperate. Second by second, he gave this young woman exactly what she wanted. In that defendant small room, he pleasured her.

His tongue darted along her crevice. He licked her pussy.

At the same time, she rode him. Moving her hips forward and back, she took this boy. She claimed his mouth. Technically, he still belonged to Valerie, but his fiancée could share, especially if it came to something like his mouth.

Little by little, he recognized the worst part.

His desires.

His arousal.

The passion swirling and spinning at his core.

At first, Preston didn’t even notice it. He couldn’t articulate those sensations, not when they were buried beneath the layers of humiliation and degradation. Only now, he sensed it, and he knew what he wanted. More than anything else, he wished she would just release him. Even if he had to use his hand, he wouldn’t have cared! Instead, he would have felt one thing: gratitude.

Under her skirt, he clenched his eyes shut. It didn’t make any difference, of course. Instead of gray, the world turned to black. Even then, he shut his eyes so tight that kaleidoscopic hues played along his vision. Strange shades of orange and red and green fluttered in front of him, all while his tongue danced for her.

By now, she had stopped teasing him. Maybe he should have been grateful for that.

Instead, he heard the animalistic noises she made.

Vanessa panted and gasped, whimpered and moaned. She didn’t try to hide or stifle those noises even as she rode his face.

“That’s it! That’s the spot! Right there! Do it right there! Lick! Lick, boy! Lick you dumb boy slut!” The words seemed to jump out of her mouth. Maybe she didn’t even know what she said.

Then again, she didn’t need to worry about his feelings, not while he was strapped down. He was a boy. As a boy, he had to obey. Defiance simply wasn’t an option, not when these women were in charge.

Lick! Lick, boy! Lick, you dumb boy slut!

Those words pounded around inside of his skull. They bounced as he tried to let them go, only they seemed to suck the air from his lungs.

Despite all of this, he continued to cooperate. He gave this young woman precisely what she wanted. Her previous status no longer mattered.

On paper, he was still part of an impressive family. That didn’t matter, not here or now, not when she had the benefit of her gender on her side.

She would win every argument. She would always be able to outrank him.

Even if he hated those thoughts, he couldn’t deny the truth of his situation. None of the males across the city or any other under martial law could resist what was happening.

With every second, he tried to contemplate another rebellion. There were factions out there, of course. As far as he knew, none of them had ever been effective. They could rant online. They could post their videos, spread their propaganda, and to try to convince the rest of the world.

Preston hadn’t paid attention.

But what about now? Could he do anything?

He tugged on his right arm, only to feel the strap around his wrist. Technically, he had wished to drop his hand down between his legs.

He would have felt the metal; he would have been able to glide his touch along with the smooth steel.

Just that knowledge was enough to remind him of a simple truth.

Up until now, a significant portion of the male half of humanity had ignored the threat. When the President was elected, maybe they shrugged, thinking it would be a question of politics as usual. Online, there were so many different people who insisted that all of the political parties were the same. Politicians were corrupt, the policies didn’t change anything, and the world would continue on as it always had.

And yet, the President really had changed everything. Maybe she started small, but now there would be so many men just like him. They would be wearing their chastity cages or belts, and…

They’d give up.

They’d be trained.

Tamed.

They’d learn to obey.

Realistically, how many people out there could actually fight? How many people would pick up a gun and go after the police or the military? Not only that, the women in those special units would have incredible training and the best equipment on their side.

Rebel males may have wished to defy this new order, but could they really take on tanks? Helicopters? Jets and modern, military hardware?

And what had happened to the military? Were leading generals quietly retired days or weeks or months ago? Maybe there were still thousands of soldiers on their bases. Maybe they didn’t know what was happening…

He contemplated all of those points. And yet, another idea occurred to him.

How many men would just shrug and pretend that this hadn’t really happened at all? Maybe they would look to their girlfriends, wives, sisters and mothers. Maybe they would assume that, because they were upstanding citizens, nothing really bad could happen to them.

All of these thoughts and questions pulsed behind his eyes as he licked Vanessa’s pussy. He worshipped her slit exactly as she demanded.

He could feel the swollen contours of her clit. He worshipped her as she panted and gasped. She rode his face, undulating her hips and rocking her body forward and back as she took everything she wanted.

Finally, that burst of heat ran across her frame. She tensed, stiffening her spine, jerking her head up, and aiming her face toward the ceiling. Her eyes may have been closed, but that hardly mattered. Vanessa surrendered to the kaleidoscopic bliss; sensations raced across her body even as she tightened her hips and knees against the sides of his head.

Then she finished, and she pulled back.

She smoothed out her skirt, she looked down into his eyes.

“Are you ready?” Her face was flushed, her breath ragged. Even so, she pushed out those three words, and he looked up at her.

Ready? Ready for what?

Vanessa seemed exuberant, like she couldn’t wait to get started. That’s why she skipped toward the doorway, only to stop. Then she turned around, and she glanced back at her former boss.

“I forgot to do something, didn’t I?” Vanessa asked.

He pushed his fingers down against the palms of his hands, flexing his digits. Then he spread out his fingers again, and he stretched his hands as much as the bonds allowed. He let out a breath of exasperation, but it didn’t change anything, especially because she skipped over to the closet. “What should you wear for this? What should you wear?” She settled on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. She brought them over to the bed, tossed them down, and looked at him.

That outfit wasn’t what he normally wore. Technically, his clothing never looked especially nice, expensive, formal, or fancy. Even so, a select group understood that all of his T-shirts and sweatshirts, artistically torn jeans came from some of the most exclusive boutiques in the city. Yeah, he had to drop a lot of money, and he sometimes even had to wait in line, but it was always worth it.

Those pants and that T-shirt weren’t special. They didn’t come from some exclusive spot. They didn’t say anything about the kind of man he might be.

“I’m not wearing those,” he said.

“And you came so close,” she said, taking out her phone, pulling up the app, and hitting a button. She did all of this in the span of about four seconds.

Technically, that gave him enough time to try to apologize or argue with her. He didn’t do either. Instead, he glowered at her with as much ferocity as he could.

Vanessa didn’t even notice.

Then she hit the button, and the electricity wracked his frame. It sizzled across his flesh, making him twitch, thrash, buck and jerk from side to side.

“Is there something else you would like to say?” Vanessa asked sweetly.

He didn’t answer at first. She made a theatrical performance of holding up the phone, the screen flat, and she lowered her finger little by little.

In seconds, she would hit the surface again, which would launch another signal right to his chastity belt…

"No," he gasped. "No!"

"Then you know what you need to do," she said.

She turned around and walked away.

He got dressed. He pulled on the pants and shirt, and he stood there. He glanced over to the corner of the room, he saw the full-length mirror.

As he approached, Preston tried to tell himself that nothing had really changed. He was looking at his reflection, and he was the same guy from before. Only now, he dropped his hand down toward his crotch. No one would have been able to tell at a glance. His reflection seemed utterly unchanged. And yet, he traced the outline of his chastity belt. His fingers pushed down, he could feel the mental band just above his hip, along his pubis, and then his fingers went down to the cage.

A ridiculous temptation gripped him. In that moment, he wanted to go find Valerie. He wanted to go to his fiancée and talk to her.

And what? What was he going to say?

Preston tried to push those thoughts aside; he longed to bury them. He needed to shove them down and burn them. He wanted those ideas out of his skull. Despite his best efforts, however, he could still feel that temptation. He would go to his fiancée, and he would talk to her. No. It wouldn't be a conversation. He would plead with her and beg her. He would look at her, and he would say something like, "I can't take this. Please, let me go? Please, just let me go?" Maybe he would even get down on his knees in front of her. He would do anything and everything she wanted.

His chest tightened. Hot frustration burned through his body as he contemplated what that might be like.

Biting down, he realized something else.

Cooperation wouldn't have even helped. Seriously, it would be just a terrible waste of time and effort and energy. More importantly, he would sacrifice a chunk of his dignity, and it wouldn't change his circumstances. After all, these women were in charge.

He ran through those ideas within the span of four or five seconds.

"Preston…" Vanessa called out from the hallway.

Reluctantly, he turned, and he chased after her.

He wasn't quick enough, however.

Right as he made it to the doorway and before he could see her again, she hit the button on the controller. There wasn't a line of sight. She didn't need one either.

The chastity belt activated. The electrodes flared, and electricity zapped into his body. He gasped. He didn't collapse. Throwing out one arm, he managed to brace himself against the wall.

Breathing hard, he dropped his head down. He gulped back the excess moisture in his mouth, and then she called out to him again, "Preston, are you coming? Do you need another reminder?"

"No!" Preston shouted. At the same time, he worried about this girl and what she could do next. He stammered out as fast as he could, "I'm coming!" True to his word, he rushed into the hallway.

And there she was. Vanessa. She had her hands on her hips as she watched him. "Come along, boy."

She escorted him into the kitchen, and she looked around. "Valerie hasn't done a bad job, but this place really needs to be spotless, don't you think?"

She glanced over at him.

Silent and sullen, he didn't say anything. He was staring down at a random spot on the floor, and he refused to respond.

"I asked you a question, boy."

"Don't call me that."

"What was that?" Vanessa asked. She lifted up the phone. In that moment, he wanted to lunch forward and grabbed it and smash it down against the floor. Or better yet, maybe he would be able to use it remove the chastity belt altogether. Then again, she wasn't his fiancée. Maybe she had certain privileges, but she wouldn’t be able to remove it altogether. At least, that was what he assumed. "Did you say something, boy?"

"Don't call me that," he insisted again, tightening his teeth and glaring at her.

"You know, I was really hoping that our conversation from before would be enough to make sure you understand how all of this works. I guess I was wrong?" She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. "Oh, well." She had the phone up in front of her.

Instantly, he knew he had to call out to her. He had to apologize. He had to beg.

And yet, he couldn't do it.

Something inside of him hardened.

Then there was this bizarre fantasy. I can take it, he told himself. People all of the world learned to endure bizarre things. They can take icy temperatures or walk across broken glass. I can take a couple of electrical shocks, especially if they're not going to hurt me. With those thoughts in mind, he glowered at the servant.

"You really don't understand, do you? That's okay. I know boys can be stubborn. Sometimes, they simply don't understand what is happening around them. That's why they need guidance." She smirked, touched the phone again, only now he had the impression that she moved her fingertip along a slider. What had she changed? How did she recalibrate the chastity belt? Then, with a wicked little smile, she asked, "Are you ready?"

Between heartbeats, he decided he needed to talk to her. They could negotiate. They could discuss this like reasonable individuals, only she hit the button. Her finger came down against the screen, and that's when his world morphed to blazing agony. It wasn't like his first or second or third shocks. This was different. It consumed him! It overwhelmed him, dropping him into a lightning storm. Agony flashed all across his body, and he collapsed right there. He fell forward, and the next thing he knew, he was on his hands and knees.

His eyes were wet, he was panting. His heart pounded, and he couldn't catch his breath, no matter how hard he tried. The next thing he knew, she crouched down in front of him, reached out, and touched the underside of his chin. "I don't like doing that," Vanessa told him. "As far as I'm concerned, you should be able to cooperate all on your own. Now, do you need another taste?"

"No!"

"Are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to be an obedient boy?"

Are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to be an obedient boy?

Despite everything he wished to believe about himself, he heard those words inside of his head again and again. They echoed and reverberated all along his frame. It started right behind his forehead and it seemed to pound down all the way to the tips of his toes. At the same time, he knew she would be patient with him right then and there. She was in control, and she was enjoying this.

How many times had he teased this girl? When she went to work back at the penthouse, how often had he come up behind her and grabbed her ass or lifted her skirt to perform a "panty check"? How many times had he flirted with her, insinuating that maybe he would like to date her some day?

Preston couldn't have answered any of those questions, but he glanced back up at her. He hoped to see some sign of mercy, he didn't. Instead, there was just the condescension and that patronizing understanding that this was "good for him."

"Yes…"

"Good," she said. "Because it's going to be my job to oversee your domestic tasks here."

"What?" Right as he asked, he tensed, thinking maybe that question would be interpreted as an act of defiance.

She didn't shock him, not this time. Of course, it would have been so easy for her. An app meant she only needed to swipe on a screen to discipline him. He tried to comprehend what that meant. As hard as he tried, the pieces didn't fit together. Then again, he had never been subject to this kind of authority before.

As a little kid, he had to do what the adults said, but that always felt somehow instinctive, like they were bigger, so he should listen to them. This time, he was taller than her, yet he still approached her meekly.

"It's my job to oversee your domestic training," she said. "Your fiancé will want you to take care of her house. That's why you are going to cook and clean for her."

"What?" This time, there wasn't even any defiance in his voice. Instead, it was simple, genuine disbelief.

"You're going to be a good househusband," she said. "And along the way, I'm going to train you. Like right now, I want you to do the dishes."

"I'm not going to do the dishes," he said automatically.

Vanessa stepped closer. "Is that right? Is that what you honestly believe?"

He stared at her. She was right there in front of him; only a few inches separated them. At the same time, he thought of how she had tasted. This girl had climbed up on top of him and forced him to service her. Worse, she could do it again. She could do it whenever she wished!

"I, I…"

Vanessa reached up and tapped him on the cheek. He stepped back. She laughed. "It's okay. I understand that I intimidate you."

He pulled in a breath, "You don't intimidate me!" He wanted to call those words, only he couldn't bring himself to do it. Instead, the syllables hovered there the back of his throat, and then she chuckled again. "Come on. Right there." She snapped her fingers and pointed to the sink.

Tentatively, he walked over there.

She came up behind him. "Show me how you did the dishes."

They were just dishes, he told himself. Besides, she was standing right there in front of him. "From now on, I inspect your work," she said. "And if I find any kind of problem, I will correct you."

He didn't answer. Instead, he glanced down at the dirty dishes. There were a couple of cups, some bowls and plates. At the same time, he realized it had been years since he had actually done the dishes. He vaguely recalled doing it once or twice as a kid, but he always used the excuse that he had homework to get out of his so-called "chores". Besides, they had servants and house cleaners to take care of those kinds of responsibilities.

As she watched, he reluctantly reached out and turned on the hot water. It splashed down into the sink. He started to rinse the dishes, and then he glanced down at the dishwasher.

"Nope," she told him. "You’re doing this by hand."

"What? Why?"

"Because that's the order time giving you."

"You can't give me an order. You're just a servant!" Preston wanted to shout back at her. Again, he swallowed down those words. Again, he stopped himself before he would call out some bold declaration that he would have definitely regretted later. Instead of defiance, he answered with, "Fine."

He picked up the sponge, squirted some liquid soap onto it, and then he began to rub the first bowl. He washed and rinsed it off. He set it on the rack to dry.

"Do it again," she said.

His brows crumpled as he glanced back at her. "Why?"

"You really need an explanation?" Vanessa asked as she lifted up the phone.

His shoulders tensed. The anxiety flashed down along his body. He didn't want her to see that, yet he couldn't hide that reaction either. That was probably the worst part, of course. She couldn't just scare him; she could see those feelings surging just beneath the surface of his face, all the way down to the core of his being. She knew what he was thinking.

Normally, when he went out to a club or a bar, mystery always separated the girls and guys. That was part of the excitement, of course. You can walk into a club and hear the music pounding and see some girl in a gold or silver dress. Maybe she would be out on the dance floor, and she would have her hands up in the air, and he would instantly try to figure out what she needed. Was he supposed to be the poetic soul who had some insightful vision of what these songs meant? Maybe he was a cynic who could talk about the inherent hypocrisies of the party scene. Or maybe she just wanted to drink and have some fun as they danced and laughed over the dumbest jokes. And yet, she wouldn't know him either. She wouldn't know exactly where he was from or how much money he had. He could drop those hints, but it was always a dance, a special kind of flirtation. What did she know, what could she guess? What did he know and what could he guess?

But now, he glanced back at Vanessa, and he knew she had no trouble reading his expression. Pain simplified everything, especially when she could deliver it with the tap of a button. He got tired of coming to that same conclusion, yet it changed everything.

"Say it," she instructed.

"I, I really need an explanation," he told her. As he spoke, he could feel something inside of him crack.

"See this? You didn't dry the plate properly. There are going to be little spots. And I know you probably don't care about those spots, but that's only because you don't know how to be an obedient boy yet. We are still working on that, aren't we? You want to learn to be diligent. You need to be detail oriented."

"Fine. Whatever."

He reached for the plate. She grabbed it first. "Ask for it and apologize."

"You're kidding," he said to her.

He glanced at her again. No, she wasn't kidding. Vanessa remained quiet as she watched him. At the same time, she practically dared him to try to take it from her.

Pressing his lips together into a frustrated pout, he didn't know what to do. Technically, the correct answer was obvious. And yet, it required him to slice off another piece of his dignity and serve it up to her. "I'm sorry. Can I please have the plate?"

"Are you going to do better this time?"

She was a servant! She was supposed to be a housecleaner! At that moment, he didn't care what kind of title Aria had given her or what Vanessa's expanded responsibilities may have included. Biting down, he stared back at her again. He managed to hold her gaze for two or three seconds. Then he thought of that last jolt. The shock had been intense, ripping across his defenses and leaving him utterly exposed. He had been on his feet, and she hit a button. The next thing he knew, there was pain, and he had been down on his hands and knees like a dog.

Inevitably, he lost that battle of wills, "Yes. I'm going to do better this time." His voice may have been quiet and sullen, but she didn't seem to mind. She let the boy take it and he started washing again.

This time, he was much more thorough. He washed one plate, dried it off, and set it aside. Then he did this again and again. She stepped to his left, to his right. She examined him.

"Not bad," she said. "Keep working. Tell me when you are done."

She stepped back, and walked over to the small dining table. She sat down, and he glanced over his shoulder at her. He felt like he was doing something inappropriate, simply by turning his head. But then he saw her, and Vanessa was playing on her phone. In that moment, she was probably tapping a way to make little pieces of digital candy disappear. Or maybe she was popping virtual bubbles. It seemed so ridiculous, especially because he shifted his weight slightly, and he could feel the chastity belt around his waist.

As he worked, he let his mind wander.

At first, he thought of Vanessa.

She was pretty, and he had this bizarre fantasy, one where she hadn't simply enjoyed her orgasm and pulled away. Instead, she could have unlocked him. She could have freed his cock.

In the real world, his cock twitched. He could feel that rush of desire between his legs.

Since his washing didn’t require much effort, he didn't have that girl watching him and intimidating him, Preston could think clearly again. That's why his thoughts wandered, and he envisioned some scenario where she had leaned down and kissed him, and freed him from the chastity belt, and his cock could stiffen. She could have touched him, gliding her hand up and down along his shaft. He needed it.

Even as he continued to watch, he pressed his lips together, bit down and dropped his head forward. His hands continued to move automatically, yet those other urges flooded throughout his body. He couldn't deny them.

He heard her chuckling.

Right away, Preston glanced over at her. The former housecleaner just chuckled as she had her eyes locked on her phone. He exhaled slowly. Whatever made her laugh had nothing to do with him. Good.

He kept working.

For a little while, he managed not to think of Vanessa. Inevitably, that pushed his thoughts back toward his fiancée.

He thought of his ex-girlfriend. He thought of why they had broken up.

He tensed. It was so stupid.

No. He didn't want to think about that.

But he was a boy, and he had always thought of sex as this unstoppable drive. Maybe it was something he learned from listening to songs and watching movies or streaming shows. But ever since he hit adolescence, there had always been that one goal: girls. Now his thoughts jumped back to Valerie, and he thought of her dark hair and her lips. He thought of what it would be like when she let him out of the chastity belt.

She was going to let him out of the belt eventually, right?

What if she didn't?

"I can't take this," he whispered.

Apparently, he had uttered those words louder than he expected, because he heard Vanessa answer him, "Are you having some trouble?" She didn't get up, but he could still hear the smile in her voice. She was enjoying this. She had to be enjoying every second of it, probably because he had become the servant. He had been completely and utterly demoted.

The worst part?

He was still technically Valerie's fiancé. Despite this, his status as a boy meant he had to be subordinate. He had to be obedient. He had to do whatever this girl told him, all because he wore a chastity belt while she owned the app and credentials to control him. As he worked, he had to wonder how many women from previous generations had dealt with the same kinds of conflicting feelings. In past centuries, there were rich women, of course. They had certain kinds of power and influence on their side, yet they weren't eligible to vote, and society generally didn't take them seriously. Their options would have been incredibly limited even though they were rich and from the upper echelons of society.

"I can't take this," he said again.

Then he turned and he faced her, he braced himself.

Vanessa surprised him. She didn't casually tap the screen or deliver another electrical storm straight into his body. Instead, she pushed her chair back, she rose to her feet, and she walked over to the boy who'd once been her superior. She came up in front of him, and he remained there, trapped and held in place by indecision. Perhaps there was more he wished he could say. Those words might have lurked at the back of his throat or in the hidden depths of his brain. And yet, she touched the underside of his chin with her knuckles, and she forced him to lift his gaze.

He looked back at her.

"Yes, you can," she told him. "You can do this. Deep down, you want to do this."

"That's not true," he told her. He didn't turn those words into a shout, yet he packed as much certainty as he could into every sound and syllable.

"You're a boy. Deep down, boys need to obey."

"Are you trying to gaslight me?" Preston had to ask.

She chuckled. "It's not gas lighting. It's training. I'm teaching you."

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

"What's the difference between learning and changing?" Vanessa asked.

"I, I…"

"We both know I could shock you again and again and make you do whatever I want. But that isn't how this is going to work. Deep down, you want to learn. Deep down, you want to obey."

He didn't think that was true, yet there was something almost hypnotic about her voice. "You can never go back, Preston. Just think about that. You can never go back. The world is so much bigger than you. That's a problem for a lot of people, don't you think? Routinely, we want to believe that we can control everything. But we can't. You are subject to a much bigger world. And right now, the government is against you."

"Are you supposed to be telling me this?" He asked. At the same time, he tried to turn away, yet she still had her hand pressed against the underside of his chin. Vanessa didn't allow him to glance off in some other direction. He couldn't zone out or try to pretend he wasn't about to learn something important. Without even thinking about it, he listened to this young woman intently. He focused on everything she had to say. She was in charge, and he would do what she wished. He would follow her commands.

"There's nothing wrong with me telling you the truth," she said. "I mean, it's only been a little while, less than a week, and yet here you are, and you are listening to me despite everything you want to believe about how the world was supposed to work. Things can change fast. And you should never underestimate a boy's ability to adapt and learn."

"You can't know that," he insisted. In that moment, he wasn't sure who he was trying to convince.

Although he didn't speak with any real sureness, she still chuckled. "You know, there have been experiments."

"What?"

"There have been experiments. Psychologists have been studying obedience for a very long time. In the last couple of years, some prominent researchers have taken those questions further. If you take a boy and lock him up and shock him when he disobeys, how long will it be before he yields?" She didn't make him wait. Instead, Vanessa leaned forward just a little bit, "Not long."

He stared at her. He stared at her, and he waited for some instinctive disbelief to run through his system. Instead, he looked back at her, and he wanted to believe her. She sounded so sure of herself. She spoke with authority, and he shifted.

"You can do this," she told him, her tone softening. "You can do this because it's good for you. Remember, your life is going to be much simpler now. It's going to be a lot happier."

"No…"

"Yes," she said, casually contradicting him. "You are going to cook and clean and focus on your wife. She will be in charge. She's going to wear the pants in this family, and you will do everything she says. If you don't, she will punish you. But you don't want that. You want to be an obedient boy for her. You want to be an eager fiancé and then a loyal husband."

"Because if I'm not, she's going to punish me?"

"You still don't understand," Vanessa told him with a little chuckle. "That's only half of it. Think about what happens when you cooperate."

"What, what do you mean?" Preston asked even though he should have been able to figure it out for himself. In fact, the words were right there. The idea was so simple, only something blocked him. On some level, he refused to jump down into that understanding of the world. He didn't want to contemplate what it meant, or how this could happen, especially because he recognized his own vulnerability. "Rewards," she said. Without worrying about his personal boundaries, she stepped closer, now she reached for his crotch. She couldn't do anything, of course. Still, there was something so intense about the feel of her hand against his chastity belt. She pressed, and that little hint of pressure excited him. He tried not to let her impact him, but she was a girl. She was a woman, and there was something mysterious and powerful and unstoppable about her presence right in front of him.

This girl may have understood everything about him, yet she remained a mystery. She had every advantage, both in terms of discipline and punishment as well as knowledge. She could read his expression, but he didn't know what he was supposed to think or do or say. When he looked into her eyes, he wasn't sure what he could believe. Confusion burned across his body, but then she solved that problem for him, "Your fiancé can let you out of your belt. She can tie you down and ride you hard. But of course, you're going to have to earn that privilege. You would have to show her that you want to pleasure her. You need to make it clear that you are ready to be her toy. You want her to play with you, right?"

"Yes," he breathed out.

"Then get back to work," she said.

He washed the dishes, cleaned the counters, reorganized the cabinets, vacuumed the floors, and even dusted the TV in the living room. He worked hard for several hours, all while Vanessa watched.

Then she was done with him. "Not bad," she said. "Back to your room. I'm sure your fiancé will want to come talk to you when she's done with all of her tasks."

Vanessa escorted the boy back into his bedroom, and she closed the door. He walked over to the knob once again, turned it, and looked out into the hallway.

Then Valerie's door opened, and she saw him. "It's okay," she said with a smile. "You can leave your room."

"But what about the...fences?" It was hard to say, especially because he didn't know the technical term. Vaguely, he remembered hearing about this technology as it was employed to control pet dogs. A shock collar might be flipped around an animals neck, it would quickly learn where it was allowed to travel. If it crossed one of those invisible boundaries, it would be jolted.

The same principle applied to him.

"You can go wherever you want in the house right now," she said.

Right now. That was such an important caveat since it meant she could take away his privileges. With those two words, she left the implication hanging in the air: that freedom could be taken away.

"What, what am I supposed to do then?"

"We could hang out," she said, her eyes twinkling.

Hang out?

He stared at her, and he almost expected her to start laughing before she issued him some command. But now, she stepped forward, and she looked right into his eyes. She leaned down slightly, with her hands braced just below her stomach. "Preston, you aren't like some of the other boys. I'm training you, but I'm not going to enslave you." She made this sound like good news, like it was something he should have been grateful for.

Right there, he wished he could snort. The instinct flared throughout his body, and the temptation gripped him, only he continued to look back at Valerie. As his ex-girlfriend, she knew him. And maybe, there could be moments when he knew her too. Clearly, he hadn't paid enough attention. He hadn't learned all he could have about this beautiful woman, but she seemed sincere, which stopped him. He didn't know how to react or how to respond.

"Come on," she said, holding out her hand to him now.

Tentatively, he took it.

She guided him back into the living room. She nudged him down onto the couch. She sat to his left, leaned back, and grabbed the remote control. Then she reached over, and she pulled her arm over his shoulder. She brought him back, and suddenly he was resting against her. She held him tight, like he was a stuffed animal.

"What should we watch?" She turned on the TV, and she picked a news clip.

A young woman in a red blazer stood in front of a burning building, "With the arrest of more than twenty dissidents, the police have announced that the last of the Patriarchs have been taken into custody. At this point, the mayor has declared that the city is completely under control."

Valerie paused the screen, "How does that make you feel?"

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

"Good answer," she whispered to her boy. "But you know, we don't need to watch this. Maybe something a little more frivolous?"

"What did you have in mind?"

Valerie didn't respond. Instead, she tapped on the controller, and she brought up a different streaming service. Seconds later, a woman appeared. She was a little bit older, and she had her short, dark gray hair pulled back into a braid. "Everyone, I want you to see what Joshua is doing." The camera moved around her, and there was a young man frantically pushing his weight down against a chunk of dough.

"A baking show?" Preston asked.

"If you prefer, I could find some training clips."

"Training clips?" Preston squeaked out.

His fiancée chuckled even as she tightened her arm down his shoulder and along his chest. Then she said with just a hint of a lilting laugh, "Yeah. There are lots of influencers out there who like to talk about how they are training their boys. These have been popular for quite a while, especially if you know which apps to hit."

He swallowed. "No. The baking show was fine," he told her.

"That's what I thought," she answered.

That night, they watched TV. They relaxed. At some point, he began to get tired, and his eyes drooped down, and Valerie continued to watch. At some point, he woke up. It was the middle of the night now, and he opened his eyes. He looked around, thinking this was supposed to be his bedroom back at the penthouse. His sister should have been asleep down the hall. Or maybe she would still be at work, busy closing one deal or another.

Instead, he found himself on the couch. This was Valerie's house...and he lived here. There was a pillow underneath his head, and someone had slipped a blanket over his torso.

Valerie.

Preston licked his lips, he pushed himself up onto his feet, and he walked over to the front door. He opened it. Cold air rushed inside. He was still wearing his servant outfit from earlier. As he looked out onto the street, he was tempted to step onto the porch. Would the chastity belt ignite? Would it deliver a jolt of electricity?

Yes. No. Maybe. Probably.

The different possible answers made him shift his weight from one foot to the other for several long seconds. Then he closed the door.

After that, he didn't know what to do.

In the dark, he was tempted to go talk to Valerie. Or maybe he could go play on her laptop, and maybe it would still be logged in, and he could…

Different possibilities occurred to him. He had these varied fantasies where maybe he could go online and find help. He could send a message to some other part of the country, maybe a city here or there, where men still had their rights and freedoms. Then again, who would he have actually contacted? It wasn't like he knew anyone else outside of the city.

Discarding those ideas, he walked back over to the couch and he sat down. Leaning forward, he pressed his elbows down against his thighs as he leaned forward and rested his face against his palms. He massaged the contours of his face for a few more seconds.

At the same time, he waited for the anger. He waited for the rage.

"What are you doing up?" Valerie asked.

He jerked his head up. She hadn't turned on the light, but he could see her silhouette.

"Did I wake you?"

"Yeah, you did, but that's okay. Should you get to bed?"

"Do I have to?"

"You can go back to your room, or you can come to mine," she said. "I promise I won't take advantage of you."

He couldn't see her face, yet it was so easy to imagine that gleeful expression across her face. So many women grew up vaguely afraid of men. They had to worry about the male half of humanity and their rapacious appetites. Or at least, that had been the state of the world up until so many boys were now locked in chastity belts and cages.

He shifted there on the seat. "Come on," she said, reaching out and beckoning him to follow.

He rose to his feet, and it was so easy.

She took him by the hand, she guided him through the dark. A few seconds later, she opened her bedroom door, she nudged down onto her sheets. She climbed into bed with him, and she rested her head on his chest. Tentative and timid, he enfolded this beautiful girl with his arms.

"Good night," she said.

True to her word, she didn't take advantage of him. In truth, he had been disappointed. Of course, the desires still raged through his body. There are those moments when he would glide his fingers along her body, or reach over, and maybe he would accidentally brush her breast, or see her lips again, and he would want to kiss her so badly.

Preston didn't risk any of it.

Technically, this girl was his fiancée. And yet, she determined what happened and when. It was her prerogative. It was always her prerogative. In their relationship, she was the only one who could make any decisions. All of that seemed obvious and inevitable.

Worse, he could feel himself beginning to accept it.

On his first full day as her fiancé, he tried to think of some way he could convince her to let him go.

When he didn't see a good time to bring it up, he simply followed Vanessa's commands and learned more and more about good housekeeping.

On the second day, he still couldn't bring up any questions of freedom or male independence.

Then the third and fourth and fifth in six days went by. One by one, they rolled away, and his previous existence seemed to fade into this bizarre mirage that could only exist on the horizon.

Through all of this, he remained in the chastity belt.

At first, he managed to ask Valerie about it at several points. Each time, she dismissed his concerns. He might have said something like, "You think you could let me out of this for a little while?"

"Not right now," she could say.

As the days went by, he expected the frustration to build. And it did. The arousal flared through his body. There were moments when he couldn't even concentrate, like he would be washing the dishes, and his hands might continue to move, yet he still closed his eyes and scrubbed each cup frantically as he tried to discharge some of that passion. Each time, he found himself thinking of one woman: Valerie. The desires were right there, burning hot and powerful at his core. And yet, they seemed to push in a different direction altogether. More and more, he experienced this bizarre desire: serve.

"I like your behavior," Vanessa said after a couple of days. "You listen so intently when I speak. It's like you really want to pay attention, because you know this is what's best for you." He opened his mouth to shoot back with some kind of angry response. As hard as he tried, however, he couldn't do it.

And then an entire week had gone by. On the next day, Valerie came to him. At this point, her house was spotless. He mowed the lawn, pulled the weeds, vacuumed the floors, cleaned out the cobwebs that snuck up into the corners of each room. He cleaned the bathrooms and did the laundry. Suddenly, she didn't have to worry about any of those domestic tasks because she had her fiancé.

At one point, she handed him her phone and said, "Call your sister."

He had obeyed, and they had talked.

When he spoke to Aria, there was this other temptation. What if he looked down at the small camera and insisted that she bring him home because Valerie had been cruel or vicious. It was a possibility. That strategy existed inside of his head...yet he couldn't utter those words. He couldn't lie about this woman, not when she was taking care of him.

Besides, he saw what was happening to the rebel groups. The last of the Patriarchs were on trial. He saw clips from those proceedings when Valerie wanted to watch them. One by one, they were found guilty and sentenced. They would be sent off to prison. They would work in labor camps. They would be taught to obey and serve. They would be completely reformed, promised the judge.

"What you think of that?" Valerie had asked at one point.

He didn't have an opinion. He couldn't allow himself to say anything that might offend her.

And then she decided it was time to break her boy.

"Boy," Vanessa said.

Preston was down on his knees in the bathroom, scrubbing the tub. It was clean, of course, but he couldn't allow his overseer to spot a single blemish. Whenever he made a mistake, Vanessa punished him. Occasionally, that would be a simple lecture. She might walk up to him, take him by the hand, guide him over to the spot where he had made his error, and tell him, "Look what you did."

Inevitably, he would see the mistake. Maybe he had rushed a little bit too fast, or his technique hadn't been good enough. Yes, there was an important technique that went into cleaning. This was something he had learned. Even if he wished he could have expelled that information from his brain, it was they are now, and she knew it. More importantly, she expected him to use it.

If it was going to be a lecture, she would say something like, "I know you are better than this. Preston, you are a smart boy, and you know exactly how to cook and clean, don't you? You want to make sure that your fiancé comes home to a spotless home. You want her to be able to focus on the outside world, because you will take care of everything else for her. Is that right?"

"Yes," he was forced to answer each and every time.

"Good boy," she would say to him, pat him on the cheek or the head. Of course, it was always such a demeaning gesture. Each time she did this, she made him feel small and helpless. Then again, that was the point. He was a boy in this new, modern world, so he had to defer to her authority. If Valerie wasn't around, then his former servant decided whether or not he had learned his lesson.

Then there were those days when Vanessa seemed intent on finding his mistakes. And on those days, she had several different punishments she enjoyed wielding.

She put him on a timeout.

The first time that happened, he had gotten incensed, marching into the corner of the room, only to hear her footsteps. The moment she left him, he spun around and started to stomp away. He made it less than two steps before the chastity belt activated. She had activated the GPS limitations.

It got worse.

After he stood there in the corner for a few minutes, he decided he wanted to just sit down. It felt like some kind of rebellion, perhaps even a protest.

But as he started to lower himself down onto his knees, the belt shocked him again. He jumped up onto his feet, and then he realized something. The chastity belt probably came equipped with a gyroscope, meaning that he had to remain in that position, in that spot, and any deviation would warrant another punishment.

Vanessa didn't even need to monitor him; she didn't have to pay attention. The chastity belt did everything for her.

He had bent down, and the frustration had burned across his nerves like some firestorm. When she came back for him, all of that was finished. Yes, he wanted to be angry, only he couldn't do it.

Then, a few days later, she shocked him. After that, she decided he needed a spanking. She pulled him across her lap. She slapped his ass after she made him pull down his pants. He had known exactly what would happen, but it still stung just as much as he expected. When she finished, she asked him if he had learned his lesson.

He said yes.

Only now, this was his fiancée, and Valerie had something else in mind.

They went into her bedroom, and he wondered if she wanted to take a nap. Each night, he slept with her. And sometimes he woke up, and the passion was so bright and vivid. Even if it was dark in her room, it was so easy to clench his eyes shut and to see the panorama of different colors play behind his eyelids.

If he focused on his breathing, his heart rate would slow, and yet those images never quite went away. Every time he saw her, he thought of what it would feel like if he could be down on his back, and she could climb on top of him.

At some point, those other fantasies faded away. He no longer envisioned what it would be like to grab this girl or to have her down on her hands and knees. Instead, he knew his place. He understood that it was his responsibility to service her and pleasure her. More and more, he pictured that beautiful girl on her back with her legs spread, her skirt pulled back, and she would glide her fingers through his hair as he dropped his head down between her legs, his cheeks nuzzling up against her inner thighs as his tongue darted out. He would lick her and taste her, and he would pleasure her. She would moan, and if he did an exquisite job, then she would crave more.

It wasn't about manipulation, however. Although he may have once felt the need or desire to see that kind of control, he began to understand how it was impossible. He was a boy. It was his job to pleasure her.

If he did it right, she would want him on his back. Maybe she would tie him to the bed. Maybe not. Perhaps she expected his obedience to be complete by this point. If so, he knew he couldn't disappoint her.

Preston continued to look for that moment when she climbed up on top of him. By now, his chastity belt would be off, and he would be allowed the privilege of an erection. She could touch him. If she felt like it, she might be content with a few gentle caresses. Maybe not. Maybe she would just sit on his face and ride his tongue until she came a second time. Perhaps she would want a third or even a fourth orgasm. She could take whatever she wanted. But at some point, she would decide she was ready for more. Then she could slide back, and she could take him, the walls for pussy tight against his shaft. She would inch down, little by little until she was sitting right on top of him, and his manhood would be imprisoned between her legs. She would have him. She would own him so completely.

Preston couldn't remember an exact moment when that fantasy played behind his eyes. And yet, it felt right. It felt correct, as though he couldn't possibly think of anything else. This was who he had become.

If there was any small voice at the back of his head, telling him to argue or fight against all of this, he ignored it.

For a very long time, he had used his wealth to get what he wanted. But now, he served. He obeyed. His world shrank down, and he didn't think about bars or clubs or girls or video games. He didn't get angry at the latest prerelease debacle or if a server crashed. Cooking and cleaning and service became his most important motivations.

Or so he thought.

She had him in her bedroom, and it wasn't a fantasy when she kissed him. She pressed her lips to his, and she started to make out with that boy before she shoved him down onto the bed. He fell against the sheets, and then she climbed on top of him. She grabbed him by his wrists and pulled them towards the corners of the bed, but she didn’t tie him down, not yet.

"I'm going to fuck you," she promised.

For a second, he wanted to look up at her and insist that they weren't married yet. Then again, it didn't matter. Arie had already handed him off. She had made her decision. These women had made their decisions, so it wasn't like he could argue or protest. They set the rules and determined how the traditions would work.

Somewhere deep down, he wondered if that would be what every matriarch decided. Perhaps the wedding ceremony would be a celebration after a couple had lived together for a couple of days, a couple of weeks, a couple of months, or even longer. Perhaps they would give up on the ceremony altogether. A boy could simply move from his mother's house to his wife's, and she would own him. It would be as simple as that.

Those thoughts broke apart as she stroked his neck, and then his chest. He was still wearing his shirt. She forced him to set up. She peeled it off his body.

In spite of everything he had learned, he still needed to ask, "What, what are you doing?"

"I've been watching you, Preston." She lowered herself down. She whispered into his ear. Right as he felt the warmth of her breath, he worried he had messed up, like this would be some awful punishment. A shiver sprinted down along his body, and he tried to understand what he had done. Where had he messed up? At parties he tried, he couldn't think of anything in particular, nor had he rebelled.

Vanessa kept him on a short leash, usually figuratively, occasionally literally.

"I'm going to have fun with you. You've been a good boy."

She kissed him again.

Not only that, her hands roamed along his biceps, down to his forearms, and along his flanks. She touched him, savoring the feel of his body.

"Tonight's special," she said. "Tonight is when I tame you."

Had he already been tamed? Or maybe he just had to prove it?

Preston didn't know exactly what she had in mind. Then again, he didn't need to comprehend it, not while she was in charge. She had something in mind. She had something planned. As a boy, he didn't need to comprehend it, so long as he cooperated.

Besides, the pleasure enticed him in a way he couldn't explain. It soaked into every inch of his skin. She kept touching him. She was on top of him, and he loved it so long as he could feel her body.

But then she surprised him. She sat up, and she pulled off her top. She peeled away that shirt, and now he saw her bra. There were the curves of her breasts, and he tried not to stare. Somehow, that seemed rude.

"You really are different, aren't you?"

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

"That's okay. You don't need to," she said with a little giggle. That's when she grabbed him by his wrists and pulled his hands up toward her melons. She pushed his palms to the soft fabric of her bra. He could feel the heat soak through the thin silk.

A timid gulp dropped down his throat.

"Do you like that?"

He didn't dare move. Obviously, he loved this privilege, only he didn't want to utter an incorrect word. If he messed this up, it would just be a question of punishment. She could pull his hands away from her chest, and he yearned to be close to her like this for as long as possible.

"Yes," he whispered to her. "Yes. Yes. I like it. I love it."

"And?"

He blinked and he looked up at her.

Instantly, he knew what she expected from him. His lips parted, and he wanted to say something. If he tried, he knew it would be a mistake. Strategy wouldn't work. She expected one thing and one thing only: truth. Anything less would be a failure. And yet, she touched her finger to his lips. She leaned down, and some of her dark hair fell forward, framing her face as she smiled at him. Then she touched her hands to his wrists, and she nudged them back down. "Get on your hands and knees."

"Why?"

"Because I want to take you," she said.

"Take me…?"

"You're my fiancé, and I intend to break you in," she said.

What was this?

He didn't understand exactly what she meant, only then there was that possibility. She had made the confession while they dated. At the time, he had laughed. He said something like, "Yeah, there's absolutely no way I would ever do anything like that." He vaguely remembered seeing that look of hurt as it flashed across her face. Then again, he could have used some trite and feeble argument about how he was entitled to his own limitations or whatever. Then again, that wasn't really the issue, was it? Rather, he hadn't even bothered to consider her desires. He hadn't contemplated them or calculated exactly what it might mean. Her hope didn’t fit into his framework of what "good sex" meant, so he rejected her. For him, it had been a reflex, and maybe he noticed that flash of hurt across her features, but he had ignored it. He pretended he hadn't seen anything at all.

At the time, she had tried to hide her feelings. But now, he knew what she meant.

"I, I don't think I can do it."

"Preston Magnus Carter," she said in a low and dangerous voice, "Do you really think you have a choice?"

He didn't.

The understanding hit him instantly.

And she pulled away. She was kneeling above him now, and he scrambled up onto his hands and knees. "Spread your legs," she commanded.

He obeyed.

That's when she reached forward, and she touched her finger to the back of his neck before caressing his back. Her fingers came to his ass, and she asked, "What's it like for you when you get spanked by your fiancé?"

"It's humiliating," he said. "It's demeaning."

"Such big words for a boy," she said with a chuckle. "Keep going. I don't think you have told me all of it, have you?"

His fingers bunched up the sheets underneath his palms. His digits pushed down as the tension rushed along his arms and legs.

"I don't know," he said.

"Then you must need a reminder," she said. Deep down, he knew what was about to happen. His heart started to beat faster. Heat spread along his skin. She came up behind him, and she ran her fingers up from the curve of his knee to his thigh and along the contours of his ass. Then she gripped him, her fingers pushing down.

Right there, he could have started begging. On some level, he knew that pleading with her was the only option, yet he held back. Maybe it was some vestigial defiance. Maybe, even after all of this time, there remained this glacier of foolish masculinity lodged deep within his gut. Fortunately for this boy, she had every intention of melting it away.

That's why she slapped his ass. She jerked her hand back, and she brought it down in one quick movement. The motion shouldn't have surprised him. He tried to believe he had seen this coming. And yet, he bowed his head down, pressed his lips into a line, and he tried to remain silent. "How did that feel?"

"It stung," he told her.

"Keep going," she instructed. Before he had the chance to respond, she jerked her hand back, her fingertips pointed down toward the floor. "Tell me the truth." She spanked him once, twice, three more times. She slapped that one spot, turning it a bright shade of pink, then angry red, all while he fought to remain silent. For the first couple of seconds, Preston succeeded. Then something inside of him cracked. It began to break. He couldn't maintain those defenses. He couldn't protect his stubborn inclinations. After all, he was a boy, and he knew his place in this household. This was his fiancée's house, and she ruled. He was a boy, she was a woman, so he had to do whatever she wished. Those ideas seemed instinctive now, like they had been implanted somewhere deep within his psyche.

Between those bursts of pain, he had to wonder whether or not the women around him had always wielded that kind of potential. Over the course of years and decades, could they have programmed him? If they came together and told him how the world was "really" supposed to work, would he have believed it? Would he have accepted it?

He didn't know, only it was a question he didn't want to ask. After all, it led to other ideas. As the women worked together, how far can they push down? How thoroughly could they subjugate all of the men all across society?

Those concepts scattered as she focused on that one spot. Her fingers and her palm crashed down against the curves of his ass two and three and five more times.

Pretty soon, he made those sounds. He gasped. He panted. He grunted, and he braced his weight on his elbows. His fingers continued to grasp at the sheets as he tried to hide.

"When you spank me, it reminds me that you own me. It, it reminds me that you love me. Every...every spanking tells me I have to do whatever you say because you know what's best for me," he panted out. This was the opposite of being in a club and telling a girl whatever she wished to hear. Instead, his defenses had been torn away, leaving him exposed and utterly honest.

He meant every word.

When she looked down at him, she could tell. That much was clear.

This wasn't some strategy. It wasn't some attempt at manipulation. Besides, his effort wouldn't have worked, not then or there, and certainly not against a woman like Valerie.

"Good," she said. That was all she told him, as her fingers began to lightly caress his backside. She was just touching his ass, then the small of his back and his shoulders and his flanks, yet that gently teasing touch still amplified the arousal storming at his center. Pain and desire mixed together. Longing and love combined into something he couldn't understand.

She pulled him onto his back. She straddled him. She had her knees pressed against his chest, and she grabbed his wrists and looked down into his eyes. She kissed him. When she broke off, she looked down at him. Her face was right there, only an inch or two away from his. "You're going to say it," she promised. "But first, I want you. I want to know that I can have you however I want."

"You can," he said. "I, I'm your fiancé and your boy. I, I belong to you," he said.

"But that's not enough," she told him.

Again, he sensed that twinge...the same bruise from before...when they dated. On some level, it was easy to see Valerie as an entirely different person. When she became his fiancée, she had seized control. And yet, there were still those flashes, moments when he would hear her voice or close his eyes and think of her or just glance in her direction and recall exactly what it had been like. The excitement, the desire, the longing, the connection, and…

He stopped himself from thinking about that last detail.

He always did.

Even now, there was something inside of himself that kept him from admitting the truth.

"Is a spanking good for you?"

"Yes. Yes, spankings are good for me," he said.

"You don't enjoy them, do you? Be honest."

Although he hesitated, she didn't spank him this time. Instead, Valerie continued to glide her fingers along his body, which proved to be a different kind of torture. As a guy, he normally thought of sex and arousal as directly connected to his cock and balls. Sure, there might be some kissing or fondling, but he didn't know how a girl could trigger those desperate impulses with these kinds of soft caresses. She touched him, gliding her fingers all along his body. She went wherever she liked, and he couldn't stop her even as he shivered and shuddered. It felt incredible, yet her attention only strengthened those other desires.

He could hardly move, yet his lungs pumped.

"No," he finally told her. "They sting."

"They sting, and they teach you, don't they?"

"Yes!"

"Good," she said. "You need another spanking before I take you?"

His fingers tightened. His knuckles turned white from the strengthened intensity of his grip. He was only holding onto the sheets, yet he had to channel that frustration in some direction. Preston hardened his lips, and he shut his eyes for just a second or two. "No. I, don't need another spanking."

"If I want to do this, can I?"

"Yes!" Something inside of him broke. "Yes, you can do whatever you want. You, you are in charge! You only!"

"Smart boy," she said.

Valerie slipped off of the mattress, she walked over to her closet. She took her time.

"You can watch," she said.

In theory, that meant he could have sat up and repositioned himself completely. Instead, he remained on his hands and knees like a canine as he turned around. Still braced on his elbows and legs, he raised his head, and he watched as that beautiful girl stripped. She was down to her bra and panties now. They didn't last long. She pulled off her bra next, and she let the garments drop to the floor. Later on, he would pick them up and put them away for her. As her fiancé, that was his responsibility. As a woman, she didn't need to worry about tidying up her home. That was why she had him!

Those thoughts should have triggered some flash of anger. Instead, they just felt natural, like this was the basic foundation of who he was supposed to be and how he was supposed to behave. Besides, the curves and contours, hues and shapes and details of her naked body absorbed him completely.

There was the shining of the light along her hair, the curves of her breasts, the contours of her shoulders, the flat of her stomach, the dark and trimmed patch of pubic hair, the strength of her legs, and so much more. He tried to stare everywhere all at once, but it didn't work. He ached to memorize the shape of her toes and the curved lines of her calves. Her knees, her thighs, her hips, her flanks and her shoulders, every detail seemed so important. She smiled at him, and she knew exactly how much power she had over him.

But then she pulled something out. Right after she yanked down her panties and left them there on the floor, she held out something else.

Technically, it looked like another pair of panties, only he saw the opening at the front.

"You know what this is, don't you?"

"It's a harness," he said. "It's a strap on a harness." Preston didn't know exactly where he had learned those details, but now he spoke, and she smiled and nodded.

Then she held up the two-headed dildo. "I'm taking you," she promised.

That's when she climbed up onto the mattress, and she grabbed him by his hair and lifted his head up. "Suck," she said as she pushed one end of the dildo up against his mouth.

He didn't get a choice. He couldn't have argued or fought back. Instead, that instinct for obedience rushed through his body, and he yielded to his fiancé. This girl had him; she had become his Guardian. He was just a guy, but she owned him. As those thoughts flashed through his head, he still experienced a bout of residual frustration and embarrassment, the desperate desire to cling to some old identity. He wrapped his lips around the curved tip. It was purple, almost cartoonish. It was just a cylinder, silicon; it was soft against his lips and tongue as she pushed it forward and drew it back. "Good," she said. "You didn't want to do this before, but now you will because you’re learning, aren't you?"

She drew the glistening dildo back from his mouth. "Yes. I, I'm learning."

"This isn't about what you want, is it?"

Eyes wide, he looked up at her. She may have been kneeling, yet she still towered above this boy since he remained on his hands and knees...subjugated and trained. "No," he said with a shake of his head. "This, this isn't what I want."

"Actually, it is," Valerie told him.

He stared back at her, his gaze sharpening. He couldn't help it. Like so many other people, he hated it when someone told him what he was really thinking or what he truly desired. Then again, he was a boy, so he'd need to get used to this kind of treatment.

"This is exactly what you want. Because really, you want to please me, don't you?"

"I, I…" Preston searched for some possible answer, something that might be plausible or actually useful. But then he looked up at her again, their eyes met, and he saw the brown of her irises. All at once, his defiance melted. "Yes. Yes, I want to please you."

"Good boy," she said, running her fingers along his chest. "Vanessa has done such a good job training you. She really does deserve a bonus."

Valerie didn't ask another question. Instead, she pushed the other tip of the dildo up against his mouth, and he began to lick and suck this time, just like before, only now he didn't hesitate. Maybe the doubt continued to cloud his thoughts, but his fiancée had given him the command, so now he obeyed.

At the same time, he could feel her gaze on him. Even though he stared straight ahead, he couldn't help but think of the reversal. Before the President had issued her executive orders, he had enjoyed access to his phone and the different videos available online. In so many of them, there were girls who were degraded and used. They would be on their knees, licking and sucking, their eyes wet as they surrendered. But now, that was him. Valerie must have understood the exact same parallel because she laughed.

Once she had forced him to lick both sides of the dildo, she slipped it down into her harness. Then she took her time as she pressed one tip up against her sex. She closed her eyes; her shoulders tensed and flexed. Then she looked down at him. "Turn around, boy."

When they had dated, she had asked for this. He had balked. Worse, he had laughed.

As far as he was concerned, only other guys would do something like this. It was humiliating and degrading. It was beneath him. He was rich, handsome enough, and successful with the girls. If he broke up with Valerie, he could find someone else. At least, he had held onto that lie.

Now, his ex had become his fiancée. More importantly, she was his Guardian, and she now claimed him. She pushed forward, her hands on her hips as the silicon shaft pushed up against his ass. His eyes widened, and he bit down. His chest tightened. He tried so hard to ignore this. He tried to fight it.

He couldn't.

She pushed into him, taking her time. "I'm being gentle with you," she told him.

It seemed foolish, yet he still panted out, "Thank you."

Yes, he expressed gratitude. His cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but he couldn't take it back, and now she had forced his walls open. She had pushed into him, burying that artificial cock between his legs. Then she pulled back, only to thrust into him again.

On some level, he wished he could have argued that she wasn't enjoying this. Maybe she liked the demonstration of power, but she couldn't appreciate the sensations.

And yet, she could! He understood that. Whenever she pushed forward then pulled back, there was that reciprocal tension between her legs. One end of the dildo shoved into him; the other pushed into her. He didn't know where she got this toy. It didn't matter. He couldn't stop her.

Even if he wasn't strapped down or shackled right then and there, this girl could seize control in so many different ways. He was a prisoner here. He was her property. He belonged to her.

Maybe there were other men out in the world who could hide from the truth. They would use those nice and polite terms. They would tell themselves they weren't slaves. They weren’t property. They weren’t playthings or toys for the women in their lives. No. They were simply fiancées or boyfriends or husbands. Maybe a couple of guys insisted that their female friends who now ordered them around only did it for their own good…

She pumped into him. She strode forward, drew back, only to slide up against his most vulnerable spot all over again. He tried to hate it. Inside of his chastity belt, his shaft strained all over again. At first, he worked to deny the truth. He wished he could pretend that this didn't really impact him. It couldn't actually affect him. He was a man, after all. He was supposed to be in charge of his own destiny.

And yet, that had been taken away, hadn't it? These women ruled. He couldn't deny that reality now. And that's why he took it. That's why he yielded to this beautiful girl as she pumped into him. She worked her hips forward and back, thrusting through that frantic, passionate rhythm as she used him. Then she screamed.

That sharp exhalation cut across the air. It was bliss. It was satisfaction. It was the reward for a fantasy she had enjoyed for so very long.

But now she jerked back, and she slipped out of the harness.

She pushed her boy onto his side. She pulled him onto his back. She straddled him again. She was naked, and she kissed him harder.

One orgasm wasn't enough, it seemed.

She savored the taste of his mouth. He felt her hands there against his wrists. Technically, he could have tried to push back. He didn't. If this woman wanted to hold him down, then that was her right. It was her prerogative.

But then she pulled away, and her expression darkened.

"I'm going to give you one chance, boy. I'm going to give you one chance to get out of that belt."

"What, what I have to do?" Then, before he even realized what she was saying, he called out, "Anything! I will do anything for you!"

She didn't answer.

Valerie slid forward, and she pressed her sex down against his mouth. She did it with practiced ease, sliding into position. Now her pussy pushed down against his lips, and he knew what he had to do. Lick. Suck. Nuzzle. Obey. Pleasure her. Those were his imperatives. Those were the drives that gripped him. Yes, the arousal still pumped through his body, yet that infernal desperation seemed to push down all of his other instincts, turning him into the most obedient boy he could be. He needed to please her. He had to pleasure her. Nothing else seemed important.

It was a different feeling, a different emotion and sensation. It was the drive to obey.

All across the city, other men must've been experiencing that same urge. And yet, Preston forgot about the rest of the city, the laws, the different networks and structures that had been put into place and utilized to strip away his rights. Instead, he was a boy, and his fiancée was right there on top of him, so he licked.

He slid his tongue along her opening. He worshiped her entrance. He serviced her, darting his tongue down and up again and again. As the taste of her excitement hit his senses, he licked harder and faster, tracing different patterns. At first, he only went up and down. Then he licked from side to side, and circles, strange little patterns. He didn't know what prompted one movement over another. It didn't matter. He had to keep going.

And then he realized he was listening to her. He was focused on the tension splashing across her body. He concentrated on the sounds she made. He tried to memorize every gasp, every panting breath, every cry of pleasure. She was riding his face, undulating her hips forward and back. Her body rocked against his mouth as she used him.

"Yes. Yes. Just like that. Show me where you belong, boy. You are mine now. You're my fiancé. I own you. I'm your Guardian, and this is my house. You are in my house because you belong to me!" She cried out those words and threw her head back.

His tongue kept darting along her opening until she tensed and squeezed. Then she pulled away.

Looking down at her boy, she grinned ferociously.

"Very good," she said. "But that's still not enough. I want something else from that handsome mouth of yours."

His brows tightened as he stared up at her. Clearly, he didn't understand what she had in mind.

That was fine with her.

She slipped off of the bed. He looked back at her. "Spread your arms and legs," she commanded.

He obeyed.

He closed his eyes; unsure of what she planned, he waited as patiently as he could.

Hope burrowed into his chest, of course. He couldn't help but imagine what it would be like if she were to turn and run her fingers over his body and…

He opened his eyes right as she reappeared at the foot of the bed. There she was, and she was still naked, just like before. He studied all those details, only now he caught the glint of light against the key she wore on a necklace.

It was a key. It could be the key to his chastity belt. She probably could've opened it up with the app as well, but now she had a literal key, it was right there. Or maybe she only intended to tease him.

He didn't know. Then again, he reminded himself that it didn't matter because he belonged to her. That sense of subjugation still permeated his body. He could feel it along every inch of skin, from his toes of the arches of his feet and along his legs, into his center, down his shoulders and arms, all the way back to his neck and straight into his brain.

"What do you think?" Valerie asked as she leaned forward. The chain hung down, and the tip of the key brushed along his sternum.

"Is that the key to my chastity belt?"

"Yes," she breathed out. "Would you like me to use it?"

"Yes. Please. Please, use it…" Maybe he should have sounded frantic.

"Tell me you should be tied down first."

"I should be tied down first," he said with automatic obedience.

"Good," she said. There would always be something so satisfying about giving a boy a command, and knowing he would obey.

Second by second, her boy yielded to her authority all over again. He spread his arms and legs. She had already stripped him, so now she had perfect access. And yet, she tightened down. She strapped his arms and legs to the corners of the bed. The soft restraints encircled his wrists and ankles. Then, once she was done, she rolled him onto his side, smacked his posterior, and said, "Struggle for me."

Her boy obeyed.

By her command, he jerked against his restraints. "You can do better than that," she laughed because this was a show. He could entertain her. She could use him.

He started to thrash, to buck frantically to the left, then the right. He tried to tear himself away right until she issued that next order. "Enough."

He fell back down against the soft sheets and blankets.

She smirked.

"Very good," she said, touching a finger to his chin. "For that, maybe I should use this?"

"The decision is yours," he told her, because there could be no other possible answer.

"So smart for a boy," she said, dragging her fingers down along his chest. "But there's still something else I want."

"What? What do you want?"

"I want you to tell me the truth," she said.

"I belong to you," he said with as much solemnity as he could muster.

"Not good enough," she said.

Not good enough?

Frantic, he looked back up at her, and he tried to understand what she meant by that. What did she have in mind? What did she expect to hear? What did she envision?

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't come up with an answer. Then again, she was poised above him, and she was naked, and her simple proximity made it nearly impossible for this boy to think or strategize.

Valerie grinned ferociously and used the key. "I can make you figure it out," she announced. She slipped the key into the opening. The lock popped open. She removed his chastity belt, opening up the band around his waist. She pulled his cock out of the pouch. And then he hardened. At the same time, he bit down, closed his eyes, and embraced that simple feeling. Over the last week, how many times had his member struggled to be free? How often had the desire coursed through his body, only to be stifled by the metallic prison. He wore it wherever he went.

He couldn't answer those questions, yet the desperation still gripped him. If anything, that taste of freedom only amplified his urges. Somehow, they became even stronger!

And his fiancée hadn't even begun yet.

As his ex-girlfriend, she knew how to touch him, of course. She had always been so loyal in their relationship. Part of that meant studying this boy and learning what he enjoyed the most.

Right then and there, she gave it to him. She encircled his shaft, squeezing gently. She massaged him, softly touching him as she worked her hand up and down along his length.

He quivered. He couldn't help it. Even if he had shut his eyes and concentrated hard on remaining unaffected, he couldn't hide from the sensations. Second by second, he lost himself to the delicious ecstasy while the pleasure burned through his body even though it was just a hint of what could happen next.

She kept stroking him, teasing him, gently touching him. With each second, his desire strengthened. If she had grabbed him, he could have embraced the orgasm. "I'm going to ride you," she said. "But only if you tell me what I want to hear."

"Anything!"

"The truth," she said. "Tell me the truth."

He blinked a couple of times. As hard as he thought about it, he didn't understand. "I belong to you," he began.

She shook her head. "No. That's not what I want. The truth. Tell me the truth," Valerie instructed again.

She stroked him and teased him, gliding her hand up and down. She played with the base of his cock with one hand. She gently massaged his tip with the pad of her thumb on the other. She toyed with him, sending those desires spinning hot through his frame. Despite all of this, he couldn't think of what she wanted.

"The truth," she said again.

Then he understood.

She squeezed him and brought him to the edge. She forced him to confront that possibility. Maybe he would get an orgasm. Maybe he could feel that incredible bliss and the total satisfaction his body had been programmed to crave. After so long, he couldn't think through all of this. More than anything else, he trusted this woman. She touched him, and teased him, and now she looked down into his eyes. "The truth," she said one more time.

If he didn't do this, he would fail her. He'd disappoint her.

Maybe she would work on him again. Maybe she would break through his defenses, ripping down the last of those psychological barriers built behind his eyes and between his ears. Or maybe not. Perhaps she would send him back to Aria.

He didn't know. He didn't think about it. Instead, there was just the unyielding need to satisfy this woman. Valerie. His ex-girlfriend. His fiancée. The woman who owned him.

His Guardian…

"I love you," he said. "I fell in love with you on our second date. I wanted to be with you so badly, but, but I couldn't admit it. I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Valerie. I'm sorry. I, I made the dumbest mistake of my life. I, I thought I was supposed to be someone else."

"You were," she said. "You were always meant to be my boy," Valerie promised him as she climbed up on top of him and claimed him again. She lowered herself down, and she ensnared his cock. She surrounded him, imprisoning him. She claimed him as she lowered herself down inch by inch.

For this boy, time seemed to slow down and speed up all at once. He lost himself to the sensations as she rode him. She claimed this boy, using him.

It required every iota and ounce of self-control he possessed, but he managed to resist those temptations. He didn't give in to the biological impulses. He had never struggled so hard. On some level, maybe he even wished for the chastity cage or that restrictive belt.

No, he told himself. He wouldn't yield. He wouldn't break. He wouldn't climax, not without permission. He wouldn't throw himself into that rush of sweet completion until she allowed it. She was the one who would make that decision. He wouldn't disappoint her. He wouldn't dishonor everything he had just told her by failing here or now.

She rode him hard, moving up and down, savoring the tension and heat and friction of their bodies against one another.

She cried out. Another orgasm swept through her body. A second later, she looked down at him. "Now. Do it right now. Come for me. Give me that orgasm. Show me that I own your cock just like I own the rest of you!"

He tried to say something. He attempted to answer with some sort of agreement, only he couldn't do it. He panted out nonsense even as he obeyed her order. Obedience counted so much more anyway.

After days and days of torment, his cock throbbed as he jerked his hips and pumped into her. He gave her everything. He lost himself to that tempest. Wild satisfaction surged along his neck and down his shoulders to his arms. He could feel it in his fingertips as he shoved down against his palms; he could sense it in his toes as they clenched, curving through the desperate desires. He pumped harder and faster with everything he had.

She drained him completely.

And when she finished, she looked down into his eyes. "I'm going to marry you, boy. I'm going to marry you, Preston Magnus Carter. I'll give you my name, and I'll never let you go."

End and Update

Aria, I need to apologize. I know I said I would call as soon as possible, but we got off the plane, and we were so giddy and excited at the same time. I took my new husband by the hand, and I escorted him off of the flight. Thank you again for the first class tickets; that was so generous of you! I definitely owe my new sister a big favor!

We got to the hotel, and I won't bore (or horrify) you with the details of our first night. We may have been tired, but there was something so special about having him, and knowing that he is mine.

In some way, he will always be yours as well. He will always be your brother. He will always have that relationship, but I'm claiming him for myself now. Sorry. I know this sounds redundant. We have been talking about this for a while now, haven't we?

Even before you invited me over to your apartment, we were talking about what it would be like for your brother.

In some ways, I suppose I'm lucky. My father is gone, and I didn't have any brothers. I didn't know if you have any close male friends who I had to worry about. But that was always the concern, wasn't it? Back before the President began to unleash her agenda, we had to consider what the boys would do or say.

Each time I heard about another bombing or attack, there was always the notion that maybe the American people would rally around the Patriarchs or another one of those groups. But it never happened...

I still think about that a lot, and it always brings me back to your brother.

Preston wasn't the standard boy. That's because there is no such thing as a "standard" boy. He shared some similarities with different portions of the population, but he was completely different than others. Yes, he was rich but not like all of the other wealthy males. He was born to it, while so many others had to be lucky in the stock market or buying and setting up their own companies. Even when Preston and I were just dating, I could sense that difference.

He never said as much, but I could see it in his eyes occasionally; there was this idea that he was special because of his birth. He wasn't an aristocrat, of course. This isn't 1602, and it's not like bloodlines really mean all that much. And yet, he never had to worry about anything, did he? Or rather, he could choose what he wanted to worry about. Perhaps you didn't see it that way. After all, he still had problems. Maybe he would be off at a boarding school, and he would ask a girl out, and she would reject him, and he would view that as being the same kind of problem that other people might face.

In some sense, he was right. And yet, he didn't have to think about where he might want to travel next or how he would pay for college. "Failure" was never a real option, not in the same sense that most people had to contend with.

And then he had you.

You have always been such an amazing sister, Aria. Even now, when he talks about you, he is always so grateful for everything you have done.

In case you're wondering, he's even grateful for how you subjugated him.

I know. I know. Lots of guys are probably out there, and they're still fighting, but I think, if you just watch the news or spend much time online, you can see how things are changing. Little by little and boy by boy and day by day, the men all across society are beginning to acquiesce. They are accepting exactly what has happened.

And if you're wondering, that is your brother. He understands his place. I make sure to train him every day. That might mean a maintenance spanking or some special attention. Perhaps I will take him out of his chastity belt and edge him for thirty or sixty minutes. I understand the importance of consistency and regularity. I want him to realize that this won't change. He can't go back. This is his life now. It's good for him, and it's what he needs, and he can't go to anything else.

That's one reason why I'm so grateful for this trip.

We are in another country.

And guess what?

Female supremacy isn't official here yet…

But...

It's happening!

I'm sorry if this feels redundant, but it's just so amazing. So exciting. It's like we went to the beach yesterday, and there was the general novelty of being in a foreign country. The fashion was slightly different. The faces seemed somehow unfamiliar. And of course, there were the brand names that were common for everyone else, but still seemed just a little bit alien. Maybe it was the fact that you have to squint at a logo before you could realize it was for a banking company that may have been ubiquitous here in Europe, only it still seemed strange. I'm sure you have experienced all of that whenever you go out of the country for one of your business trips.

But the more important part was how the men seemed nervous. At first glance, you couldn't tell. Just guys at a beach, of course. And more importantly, this was a modern and Western nation, so the behaviors weren’t really alien or anything like that. And yet, if you started to watch for just a little while, you could begin to feel it. There was this tension, especially on the guys' faces. Maybe the little kids didn't seem to notice, although I saw one girl who decided to misbehave. She grabbed a bucket from the little boy. Maybe he was her friend. Perhaps he was her brother. The boy braced himself, and I thought there was going to be a fight. I started to look around to see if the parents were nearby, or maybe I was going to have to intervene myself, especially if he decided to get violent. It was easy to imagine him balling up his tiny fists and throwing a punch.

Only then that little girl looked right into his eyes, and she said something. I couldn't hear it or understand it, but the boy quickly spun and ran. The girl looked so proud of herself. She had taken something from him, and she knew it was rightfully hers because she was a girl, and he was a boy, and he had to do whatever she wanted.

The boy ran off to his parents, and he apparently explained the situation. His father glanced over at his wife, and it was obvious he needed to defer to her to figure out what they were supposed to say and how they were supposed to deal with this situation, whatever it was. The wife stepped forward, and she crouched down, and she looked right into her little boy's eyes. She said something, and he sniffled, and he nodded, and she hugged him. He nodded solemnly as he listened to his mom. I still couldn't understand, but it was so fascinating to watch, especially because I had my head on Preston's lap. He was rubbing my neck and massaging my shoulders as she took her little boy back over to the other girl. The woman said something. The girl grinned. Then she looked down at the bucket that had become that point of contention. Finally, she held it out to the little boy. Then she took him by the hand, and they went off to go play together.

He was quiet; she was loud and boisterous.

It seemed like that little boy had just learned a lesson.

Ironically, I doubt he will remember it. There won't be an explicit vision where he could point back to this particular day or this particular summer and say that this was when he learned to do as his older sister told him. Instead, it was just a new behavior, something he had absorbed. He won't be able to recall the first time he paid a bill or had a slice of pizza, either. It would just be this experience he had enjoyed without understanding where it came from.

That little boy wasn't the only one who had to learn a lesson. Over a few more feet, I saw another young man, and he was out with a girl. He looked younger than her, just by year or two. They were probably both teenagers. They may have even been adults. And yet, he was stroking her shoulders and rubbing lotion onto her back.

I glanced over at Preston and asked him, "Do you think that boy is wearing a chastity cage right now?"

Guess what your brother said to me?

He told me, "I hope so!"

I blinked pretty quickly, and sat up. "Really?" I had to ask, mostly because I was genuinely curious. I mean, your brother has been so well behaved! Even before I took him home with me, I think your influence on him had done him a lot of good. And I'm not even talking about what happened after the institution of martial law. I'm talking about your early influence on him. Throughout his life, he saw what a successful woman could accomplish. I'm sure lots a little brothers have this issue. They see what their big sisters can do, and that gives them the role model they need. Your brother may have had trouble with freedom, but we took that away, didn't we? And he is so much better off now.

Oh, there was also the other guy on the beach.

For the most part, the men were quite subservient. Most of them were running back to the little cafés and restaurants, fetching drinks and snacks for their girlfriends, wives, mothers and sisters. Obviously, they were subordinate, and he understood this.

But then, there was one woman who looked back to the guy she was with, and she said something. He froze up. I still couldn't understand them, of course. They looked like German tourists, but she repeated the order, barking out that sound, and then he took off his T-shirt.

It seemed like that wasn't enough for her.

Both Preston and I watched.

Next, he pulled off his shorts. That's when we saw he was wearing a chastity cage. Suddenly, he was naked there on the beach. He looked like he wanted to argue.

He couldn't.

Again and again, he mumbled one thing or another. Maybe he was pleading with her for mercy. Maybe he was trying to convince her to change her mind. Either way, it didn't actually work. This woman decided to keep him naked for the rest of the afternoon!

She wasn't the only one. Lots of boys were stripped. Occasionally, there was an outburst here or there, like a male might raise his voice, and suddenly there had to be consequences.

Not only that, I saw another young man get spanked. Another boy found himself crawling on his hands and knees. Yes, he was leashed. A dog actually ran over to him and seemed genuinely confused, like he couldn't understand what was going on with this other canine.

It was amazing.

And this is just one country, but it's happening everywhere. I mean, it's one thing to see it online, but to actually experience it?

Seriously, you should take a vacation. I know you have been working hard and you have those big deals coming up, but once they are resolved, you should take some time for yourself. If you want, we could all go together? I'm sure Preston would enjoy spending some time with his big sister. And if you want, we could see about renting you some companionship? It could be a lot of fun…

Or if you like, we could visit one of the auction houses before we head out?

Oh, that reminds me! I took Preston to one! Yes, there's an auction house here! It was amazing. Seeing those men in their little cages and boxes. Some of them were forced to crouch on their hands and knees. Then there were the other guys who were on display. They were naked with the chastity cages between their legs, only their arms and legs were strapped to the back walls. You could walk right up to them. The really wild ones had been muzzled. The others actually looked at you, and they tried to plead with you or to convince you why you should buy them. Since I didn't speak the language, their entreaties didn't really work, but there was still something so fascinating about the experience.

Okay, so this email is definitely getting way too long. I just wanted to let you know that your brother is happy and obedient. In the end, isn't that what's most important for any boy? I'll write again soon, and I will be sure to bring your brother over as soon as we get back to the US. I'm sure he can't wait to see his big sister again, even if it means he's going to be at the end of my leash.

The End


American Matriarchy: Introduction

Bella Springs

Welcome to the gynarchy. My name is Anna Ritter, and I have a secret fetish for societies where women rule. It’s not just a question of male submission or subservience. That kind of fantasy is quite common (and enjoyable), but I find myself intrigued by something much bigger. For so long, women have been dominated and controlled by men in real life. Various characters make this exact point in the book, but I think this is still the case. Just look at the number of male senators, CEOs, presidents and prime ministers. Now, I’m not going to argue for any real world conspiracy. I’m sure there are people much smarter than me who have thought about why women have such a difficult time taking power.

So let me be clear: this is both a fantasy and nightmare. It is a utopia and a dystopia. In my first novel, When Women Rule, females assert control across an entire city, just like in this book. But this title is significantly different. For one, it has a broader scope and examines a larger number of people. But more than that, the story strives for a greater degree of plausibility. If you read both of these books, I’m sure you’ll see what I mean.

I’m not only fascinated by questions of what women would do if given power, but also how it would feel to be a man in such a society. Right now, males have numerous advantages. It may not always feel that way, but I do believe that guys get more respect in most social situations. When we think of leaders, we think of men, and that is something of an advantage.

So how would it feel to lose that?

Just as importantly, how can a society reshape itself? What might be the driving initiatives and ideas that could make one gender subjugate another? Along the way, what does it mean for men to become sexually submissive and subservient, if not outright owned? How can different, unspoken rules affect women or men?

How would it feel to be enslaved after a lifetime of privilege?

These are some of the questions I try to explore in this novel. Although the book concentrates on individual characters, there are numerous vignettes, some of which become more fantastic than others. But most of all, this is designed to be a specific kind of erotica, one that is both primal as well as intellectual, visceral and cerebral.

I hope you enjoy my book, and I’m grateful that you have chosen to take the time to read it. If you are interested in this kind of fiction, female domination, or female supremacy, please consider emailing me. I would love to hear from you and exchange some ideas. I would love to get to know some of my readers and to learn exactly what you enjoy most.

--Anna Ritter


Prologue:

Stacy Farber is probably the most powerful woman you’ve never heard of. Founder and CEO of Farber Industries, she decided that it was time to move. She originally started her company when she was twenty, and over the last fifteen years, she had taken over one industry after another. It was never particularly glamorous or ostentatious, that hadn’t been her style anyway.

She didn’t get into retail, the media, or anything else that you might notice. The general public, including most of the financial media, hardly noticed. She was routinely ignored from the lists of the wealthiest people in the world. Part of this came from the fact that she never made much of a splash.

When it came to politics, she didn’t say anything on her own behalf. Unlike so many other billionaires who assumed that wealth somehow made them experts in government, politics, and social welfare, Stacey Farber made anonymous donations to candidates and political action committees, all without taking credit.

This didn’t mean she didn’t have an opinion.

On the contrary. Stacey Farber had spent a lot of time thinking about human interaction, especially when it came to one concept: gender.

Back in college, her psychology instructor had taught her the difference between sex and gender. According to him, sex referred to the biological components of an individual. To put it more simply, how did this person’s plumbing work? Gender, meanwhile, referred to much more complicated components of society, social norms, and expectations. For example, having breasts or a penis would be a big part of sex, while associating long hair with femininity would be a reference to gender.

Stacy saw this a great deal as she began putting her company together. She started out in the tech industry, handling computer systems for construction management companies. She and her various teams built operating systems, infrastructure, and ordering platforms. Essentially, she handled the boring logistics that most entrepreneurs didn’t really think about it. While others wanted to design better ways to share pictures and videos, Stacy looked out into the world, found problems, and solved them, all to make as much money as possible.

Along the way, however, she saw the pernicious effects of sexism.

For the most part, it wasn’t the blatant abuse of power that most people might have assumed. Even as various cultural wars raged over the color of coffee cups, how to greet someone in December, and whether or not children should be spanked, Stacy saw how females could be disadvantaged in a variety of different work situations.

The tech industry was probably the best example. Ironically, it was even better than some of the construction sites she had visited.

Among programmers, there was a tacit understanding that your standard computer coder would be a guy, probably somewhere in his early 30s or late 20s, he would have glasses, and a collared, button-down shirt. He would play video games, be pretty relaxed, and very smart.

Whenever a woman tried to work as a programmer, she could succeed. Technically, the human resources departments would always insist that equality and equity were two of the most important ideals at the company. And yet, if a woman applied to be a programmer, she would have to prove herself in a way that the guys wouldn’t. Yes, she might be asked to answer many of the same questions, but her responses would be scrutinized more closely. Just as importantly, if she showed up for a job interview, she would have to deal with that little flash of surprise.

Remember, humans are predicated on first impressions. Maybe it’s laziness or evolution, but we are very, very good at making up our minds about people within the first couple of seconds of an interaction. This is true if you’re deciding whether or not someone is attractive and if you want to hire someone.

Programmers, it turned out, could be especially brutal online. Although many of these guys liked to think of themselves as brilliant and progressive, the sorts of innovators who could take on any problem, many of them harbored special resentments for young women. This actually made a lot of sense, especially because these were frequently the guys who lost themselves in code and numbers. More importantly, they spent a lot of time among other guys. If you ever want to find a concentration of intellectualized testosterone, go to a computer science class. You find a lot of brilliance and a lot of aggression.

Unfortunately, that aggression can easily morph to misogyny, especially for the guys who might be awkward with women.

Granted, there are a myriad of other causes for sexism, especially if we are looking across an entire industry. But the point is this: Stacey Farber saw it again and again and again.

She saw how all of these small pieces could fit together to create toxic environments for women. More than that, she understood that systems are built upon systems, which are built on still more systems. Go back five hundred years, and you could probably start to see how one policy choice filters into society today. This isn’t to say that every single law is important or relevant, but choices made during the Roman Empire ultimately affected how Europe developed, which in turn influenced the British colonies which would eventually become the United States.

So many things are interconnected. Stacey Farber saw all of this, and so she decided she wished to try an experiment.

By the time she was thirty, she was a billionaire several times over. More than that, she had remained polite and politic with many of the wealthiest people in the nation and world. She frequently visited China, Japan, Britain, and Germany. She had contacts with some of the oligarchs in Russia and the richest families in Brazil. She knew many of the women who had succeeded despite the explicit machismo and sexism in their home countries. Those women may have been focused on their own industries and cultures and families, but Stacey knew that they would be interested in her experiment.

The idea was going to be incredibly risky. Stacey understood that she might destroy her entire company over all of this. Granted, she would have still been fine because she wasn’t an idiot. She had several billion dollars, so she siphoned off a few million, set them aside in a small bank, and then she went to work. Even if everything else fell apart, she could always retire to some Caribbean island, well taken care of even if she no longer had the access she once enjoyed.

And if she succeeded, she would be the one to create a new set of laws, expectations, and obligations. This was going to require an entire rebuilding of a society. Unfortunately, she couldn’t take on an entire nation, especially because she wanted to remain in the United States.

So how about a city?

That sounded like a good possibility.


Chapter 1:

Naomi stood right in front of the skyscraper. Frankly, she was still getting used to being surrounded by these gigantic edifices. She had come from a small University in Ohio, and she had never been to New York before. This metropolis spread out before her in every direction, not the she could see very far with the enormous buildings reaching up toward the sky. It felt exhilarating and claustrophobic at the same time, as though she had discovered a new kind of typography.

These were man-made mountains or the teeth of giants ready to consume the world.

When Naomi had first arrived in college, she had marveled at how it just felt different. Go to a college or university, and there was always this little buzz of excitement, this shimmering of intellectual fervor. They only knew that this might just be a psychosomatic reaction on her part. She had been told this was a special place, so it felt like a special place to her, but she didn’t think so.

After all, universities were the home of innovation for so many different people. When someone wanted to learn how to change the world, they went to a college. Corporations may have taken credit for developing some of the most impressive technologies, but the foundations were always built at colleges. If nothing else, these corporate scientists had to be trained somewhere, especially because the companies would never make those sorts of investments on their own.

Pulling her thoughts away from the economics of education and innovation, Naomi puffed out her cheeks as she exhaled. She was going to do this. She was actually going to meet with the freaking billionaire. Having just completed her PhD, she had been shocked to get the email.

In fact, Naomi had first assumed that it had been some kind of prank, so she had discarded it immediately. But the next day, he received a call. She still remembered holding the phone up to her ear, surprised at the unusual number. For a second or two, she’d been tempted to disregard it, thinking that it was just a scam call.

But something compelled her to indulge, so she asked, “Hello?”

“Good morning. My name is Vincent, assistant to Stacey Farber. Please hold for a moment.”

Naomi had started to wrinkle her brows in confusion. At the same time, she asked, “Who?” It was too late. He had already put her on hold.

As generic music started to ping, Naomi didn’t quite know what to do. Several more seconds went by, and then she heard a silken, confident voice say, “Hello, Naomi. My name is Stacey Farber, but I want to congratulate you on earning your PhD.”

“Thank you?”

“I’ve had the opportunity to read through some of your work. You’ve had some very interesting publications, but I think your dissertation is by far your best effort so far.”

“You read my dissertation? All of my dissertation?” The tome had turned out to be more than three hundred pages, primarily because her advisor insisted she address the potential counter arguments. Considering that men had been in charge for so long, there were a lot of them.

“Absolutely,” Stacy replied. She rotated her chair as she had done so many times before. Usually, she had to put up with the bluster or condescending tone of some minor politician or second-rate businessman. But today, she got to talk to someone who she considered to be her intellectual equal. It was rare. Very rare.

“I would like to meet with you. Would you like to come to New York?”

“Um…I don’t think that will be possible anytime soon,” she said. Naomi hoped she sounded busy, rather than just poor.

“Are you sure about that? I can pay for your first class flight and put you up in a five-star hotel. You’ll have everything you need. Considering that you’re currently unemployed, it seems like this would be an opportunity for you,” she said delicately.

“You’d pay for everything?”

As an academician, Naomi had been working at her university, teaching a couple of classes, tutoring some writing students, and generally doing her best to make ends meet. Now that she had left the university, she needed to find a teaching position and fast. But really, she didn’t expect anything more than a job as a full-time instructor at some community college out the Midwest or maybe a university if she got really lucky.

“Yes,” Stacy had said simply.

Along every step of the way, Naomi had braced herself for disappointment. She kept imagining this to be some bizarre trick or prank, like she would check the flight information email from Stacy’s assistant, only for it to be a trip to Honduras or something. Then maybe she would land in New York, only to learn that Stacey Farber was a fraud who had worked in a Ponzi scheme.

Obviously, Naomi had done her research, googling and reading up pretty much everything she could about Stacey Farber. Considering that Stacey owned a majority share of her privately held company—a conglomerate that seemed to stretch into dozens of ventures—it seemed weird that Naomi hadn’t heard of her before. Then again, Naomi didn’t spend a lot of time reading the finance sections of her favorite news sites. Now, like a lot of other people, she focused primarily on politics and the various culture battles that seemed to dominate the Internet news cycle.

Stacey Farber was a billionaire who left one of the smallest digital or media footprints. Yes, her name came up from time to time, but not as often as Naomi would have expected.

Okay. Naomi had graduated, and she could pursue a safe career in academia or she could see exactly where this rabbit hole would lead. Then she decided to take the jump down into the darkness, hoping that the worst thing that would happen would be a free trip to New York.

But now she really had no idea what to expect as she stared up along the glass and concrete length of this enormous building.

Breathing out slowly, Naomi walked into the lobby. She saw receptionists to the left behind a large, granite counter. There were several surreptitiously placed security guards as well, each one dressed in gorgeous, tailored suits.

Naomi went over to the desk, still somewhat assuming that she would ask to speak to Stacey Farber, only to be laughed at.

“Hello. My name is Naomi Alder, and I’m here to see Stacey—Stacey Farber.” Naomi stumbled as she tried to come up with the right designation. What kind of title was she supposed to get?

“Good morning, Dr. Alder,” said the receptionist immediately with little more than a glance down at her screen. “Please take the express elevator to the top floor. Her assistant, Vincent will meet you. Would you like anything to drink?”

“I guess a water would be nice,” said the young woman.

The receptionist hardly moved as she reached beneath the desk and pulled out a bottled water. Naomi took it. As she walked toward the elevator bank, she felt like she was moving through some kind of bizarre dream.

As a scholar, Naomi had never imagined she would be in a place like this. While some of her classmates had talked about venturing to Wall Street, it always seemed kind of unlikely to her. Their university didn’t graduate the sort of students who would find their way to Goldman Sachs or J.P. Morgan.

Whatever.

She was here, and she could do this.

When she got on the elevator, she realized that it didn’t actually have any kind of panel. Instead, there was a young man standing there. He had his back straight, and he pulled out his key card as she approached. He swiped it through the reader, and the doors opened for her. “Have a good day, ma’am,” he told her, his tone brusque. She felt as though she were being addressed by a soldier or something.

“Thank you,” she replied.

The trip up in the elevator dropped her stomach for a second. But after just a few moments, the doors opened again, and she only imagined she could feel the difference in height. She was probably a good hundred stories at least in the air. The thought unnerved her, if only slightly.

Thinking about how skyscrapers didn’t routinely fall down, Naomi straightened her back and smoothed out the dress pants and blazer she had on. Of course, she had gone to a department store for her outfit, unlike all of the people who worked in this building.

Breathing out slowly, she walked down one hallway, passing different offices every dozen feet or so. At the end, she saw a young man sitting at a desk. Clean shaven, he had close cropped hair, and he immediately stood as she approached. “Hello, Dr. Alder.”

Dr. Alder. With her PhD, Naomi technically deserved the title, but it still felt strange to hear it. She had been working toward her terminal degree for such a long time, but actually having it still felt so bizarre. Besides, plenty of people in academics had given up on using that esoteric title. When most people thought of doctors, they imagined emergency rooms and white lab coats.

Naomi spent most of her time thinking and arguing and studying gender politics.

Vincent stepped back and opened the door for her.

As she took in her first viewing of Stacey’s office, Naomi did her best to not to gawk. Although Naomi liked to think of herself as an urbanite, she really had no idea. Seriously, her small city probably boasted about 200,000 people. But here in New York, that was probably closer to a couple of city blocks, not an entire cityscape.

Stacey turned around and smiled at her. She was younger than Naomi expected. Probably somewhere in her early 30s, she had her dark red hair tied back into a French braid, and she wore a fitted dress.

The CEO of Farber Industries could have probably been a model and definitely could’ve succeeded as an actress. And if she looked this good now, Naomi had no idea what she would’ve been like back in college. Of course, this was in addition to the achievements she had scored over the decade of her working life, starting a company, snatching up others, taking all the right risks, and analyzing the various marketplaces to determine exactly what was needed to order the best profits.

“Your building is quite impressive,” Naomi said, as though she had any kind of qualified opinion on the matter.

Stacey stepped out from behind her behemoth desk. They shook hands and she motioned for Naomi to take a seat. “Thank you, and I’m glad you could make it. To be honest, I’m not a huge fan of this office. It’s more about display and impressing people.”

“It’s working,” Naomi said with a nervous chuckle.

“Sorry, but I have a few other meetings, and I want to talk to you as soon as possible.”

“Why?”

Stacy sat down and motioned for Naomi to do the same.

“Tell me about your research,” Stacy said.

The young scholar breathed in, not sure exactly where she should start, especially if this one really had read her entire dissertation. “Essentially, I guess I have been arguing that gender is far more constructive than we like to believe. If you look at evolutionary psychology, quite a few people think that there are specific differences in male and female physiology which have been the cornerstones for how people evolved over the last couple of millennia. According to them, these social structures are predicated on physical differences.”

Saying all this aloud in some giant building felt weird, but Naomi could rely on her training. More than that, she had only defended her dissertation a few weeks previously, so this felt somewhat normal. If she imagined she was in a seminar room or a small classroom, then it was a lot easier. So Naomi just had to ignore the gigantic granite desk in front of her that probably cost more than she would earn over the course of her lifetime.

“Fascinating point,” Stacy said. “Now tell me, what are the practical implications of your work?”

“Practical implications?” Naomi said, blinking.

Of course, other departments focused on solving problems that would tie directly into making millions or billions of dollars. Computer scientists dealt with cryptography and processing speeds. Engineers might try to come up with new design schematics while the chemist tried to figure out new materials.

“To be completely honest, I have been more interested in thinking about policies. Reorienting our expectations of gender can tell us a lot about how we see the world and how we should encourage different people to succeed.” As she finished, Naomi wanted to hit herself in the head. She had not prepared enough for this meeting, pretty much because she never thought it would go anywhere.

But now there was an actual billionaire sitting just a few feet away, and she seemed truly interested in what Naomi had to say!

She did her best to stifle the sense that she had already squandered this meeting, so Naomi tried to think of something else to say.

“If gender is entirely socially constructed, do you think it would be possible to do it artificially.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, why do you think men have been in charge of pretty much every culture for the last several thousand years?”

“There have been a few matriarchies,” Naomi said.

“True,” Stacy replied. “But when we talk about the most aggressive, dominant, and expansive societies, they have all been patriarchal. Do you think they have been more robust because they have been headed by men?”

“No,” Naomi said immediately.

“Please explain.” As she sat back in her seat, Stacey kept watching this young woman. She saw a lot of potential.

“Okay,” Naomi said, breathing out. “I think that men have been in charge for the most part because of how society has been structured. Specifically, men were encouraged to go hunting because they don’t actually carry children.”

“Isn’t that a biological distinction?” Stacy asked, raising an eyebrow.

“It is, but it’s only one that is relevant at the very beginning of human development. This becomes markedly less significant as we get closer and closer to today. Yes, women carry children, and that puts them at a disadvantage for a few months, but that doesn’t mean a woman should stay at home, cooking and cleaning or managing the household for the rest of her life. If anything, carrying children demonstrates a woman’s strength considering how far we have come and how hard we’ve fought for equality. It doesn’t mean that men should be the ones engaging actively in science and advanced research.”

“Okay,” Stacey said with a brief nod. “So you see a biological feature at the very beginning, followed by a variety of social choices made after the fact?”

“Yes,” Naomi said. This felt like defending her dissertation all over again, only this woman was smarter than all of her professors had been.

“So what are the practical implications of your work? Do you think this idea could be used to develop a new society?”

“A new society?” Naomi smirked for a second, thinking that this was absurd. No one could just go out and build an entirely new culture. That’s not how the world worked. Realizing she had to say something, she finally spoke, “No. I don’t think so. I mean, there are already so many different social structures at play. Even if you could just carve out a chunk of the world and start a new civilization on the moon or something, you would still bring all of the old expectations and belief systems.”

“Plus lunar colonization won’t happen for another couple of decades at least,” Stacey agreed. Naomi started to laugh, only to realize that the other woman wasn’t making a joke.

“Why am I here?” Naomi finally asked. “There’s an experiment I want to perform. I have already established a network of support, but I need someone to guide the intellectual framework.”

“An experiment?” Naomi started to think of maybe ten people locked away in a warehouse somewhere to see how their ideas of gender might play out. Other scholars had played those sorts of games in the past, not that anything particularly meaningful had come about.

Then again, maybe Stacey Farber didn’t know about those studies.

“That’s right. I’m going to build a city, and I want it to be restructured.”

Naomi blinked once, then twice. Leaning forward slightly, she didn’t know how to respond to this.

“A city?”

“That’s right.”

“You’re joking.”

“I’m not,” Stacey replied. “Cities are impressive, but if you get enough support, and subsidies, and enough power, you can make it happen. More importantly, this is a city that we will be able to engineer from the ground up. But like I said before, I need someone to guide the intellectual framework behind it. You have spent your career examining how people interact with one another, with a focus on gender. You are exactly the person I need right now, especially considering how you have focused your research.”

Naomi could feel her heart pounding her chest. Her pulse vibrated against her throat and even in her fingertips.

“An entire city? Is that even possible?”

“The framework has already been put in place. I secured funding, and I have the support of all of the relevant politicians.”

“You’re kidding,” Naomi probably sounded like an idiot for this level of skepticism, but she had never heard anyone describe the idea of trying to build an entire city out of nothing. Sure, something like that could happen in a totalitarian country like China, especially where the government stimulated the economy through forced urbanization, but this was United States.

“I’m not kidding. It’s been complicated, and it’s taken about a year to set everything up, but I have a lot of money and a lot of friends, and I’m not the only one interested in this project.”

Pressing her lips together, she swallowed back some of her trepidation and tried to put the pieces together as she understood them. “So let me get this straight. You are seriously suggesting that you want to build a new city, and you want me to help guide it?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“So far, you’ve seen a world that has been dominated by men. In the vast majority of communities all across the world, they take control. Whether we’re talking about small social networks, towns, cities, or superpowers, men occupy most positions of power. The vast majority of CEOs are men. The vast majority of politicians, at virtually every level of government, are also male. Yes, women are slowly achieving equality, but I’m not interested in equality.”

I’m not interested in equality.

Those words hung on the air for several more seconds, especially as Naomi considered another point. She wasn’t being brought in as a feminist. She was being brought in as a female supremacist.

Female supremacy, as far as Naomi was concerned, wasn’t really an ideology, if only because so few people ascribe to it. Online, you could find the phrase, but it would mostly lead to fantasies, not anything resembling genuine political action.

But for Naomi, this wasn’t a question of sex. It was about control, total power.

Resisting the urge to swallow again, she forced herself to remain calm and composed. “What exactly are you hoping to achieve?”

“I want to see a gynarchy come into existence.”

Obviously, Naomi knew that word as well. Gynarchy: a society ruled by women.

“That sounds like it would be almost impossible,” Naomi replied. “I mean, starting a city sounds like it would be hard enough, but to do one where women are in charge?”

“I don’t think it will be as difficult as you believe. Because remember, I’m funding the vast majority of construction, subsidizing the local education, and you will also be able to build everything from scratch. More importantly, we don’t have to play fair.”

Naomi wanted to know what she meant by that last part, but she didn’t ask. Instead, she glanced to the left and right. A couple of decades before, the idea that a female could become a billionaire by building her own company would have been absurd. And yet, it happened. Could that same woman create an entire city? Could she weave a new social fabric, one where men would be subjugated and subservient?

Because when she was completely honest with herself, that’s what Naomi craved. She wanted to see a society where men were little more than second-class citizens. For so long, centuries at least, women had been used as chattel and playthings. They were seen as little more than breeders and sex objects. Perhaps it was time for men to get a taste of that same treatment.

Of course, Naomi had never said anything like this quite so explicitly. There may have been certain overtones or implications in her work, but she knew that she couldn’t be completely honest with her advisor or dissertation committee. Then after that, she assumed no one was really going to read the entire work anyway.

“You want someone to figure out the exact structures you will need. Is that right?”

“You wouldn’t be in charge of everything, obviously,” Stacey said. “But you would be responsible for overseeing a lot of the exact application.”

“So we’re talking about the local media, social networks, politics, and education. Trying to control all of that will be pretty much impossible.”

“Do you really think so?” Stacey asked. “I mean, already, you can see that so much of the world is built on algorithms. If you understand the math and can manipulate it with enough money, you can get whatever you want.”

Naomi nodded her head. She wasn’t an expert in digital sociology, but she had read a few papers, and she knew that groups could indeed be manipulated. The cigarette industry had pioneered certain rhetorical strategies to keep people debating and wondering whether or not smoking actually caused cancer. That had been going on for decades. Later on, the oil industry had undermined plenty of scientific research. Any corporation or group of companies could come together and find plenty of research.

Now, with social networks, it became even easier. The right arguments and names at the right time could sway entire populations.

Breathing out slowly, Naomi didn’t know what she thought of that. As a scholar, she was only supposed to pursue the truth, but then she smirked for a second.

“Something funny?”

“Actually, yeah. I was thinking that I’m supposed to only tell the truth, but then I had to start wondering what the foundation of sociology is really going to be.”

Stacey kept her expression neutral, yet the corners of her eyes wrinkled slightly, probably because she already got the joke, yet she still wished to hear the punchline. “And what is that?”

“Control. Ultimately, all of academia is about figuring out how to control things. It is more obvious in the sciences, but it’s probably true in the humanities and social sciences as well.”

“So it sounds like you’re interested,” Stacey said.

“Very, very interested.”

“Are you interested in your salary?”

Naomi should have said yes, but she gave a quick, instinctive shake of her head. “No. The only thing I really need to know is, when can I get started?”


Chapter 2:

As the young scholar left Stacey’s office, she stood up and straightened her back. Holding her hands at her sides, she looked out at the city. New York may not have been the most beautiful, kindest, or even most innovative city. But instead, there was something about the frenetic energy that appealed to her. It wasn’t just the tempo of its residents’ speech or how they rushed through the streets. Oh no. It was about the acquisitiveness.

New York City came with a hunger, the desire for money, which ultimately meant power. So many people here wanted to acquire something.

Stacey wasn’t any different.

The doors to her office opened, and her assistant walked in.

“Hello, Vincent,” she said.

“Ma’am,” he replied.

“We’re alone. I think you should use a different title with me now, don’t you?”

She had been playing with Vincent for quite some time. It was so easy. She loved his body and his subservience. When he had first interviewed for the job, she had asked what he would be willing to do to please her. “Anything,” he said, his eyes blazing with the kind of vehemence necessary to prove he understood exactly what he was saying.

“What would you prefer?” Vincent asked, only there was an edge in his voice, this little note of something close to defiance.

Perhaps that was why she chose him in the end. There had been hundreds of young men, all of whom wished for the opportunity to become her assistant. They wrongly assumed that would be the chance to start climbing the corporate ladder.

“Mistress,” she said. “Say it.”

He bowed his head down. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Oh, Vincent. You are such a good assistant. Although now that we’re alone, I should probably just say what you actually are.”

He glanced down at the floor before tentatively raising his gaze. As their eyes met, he flinched, totally intimidated by her. What was it about this woman? Was it her confidence? Or perhaps it was her success? Every one of her ventures had succeeded. Sometimes she had to cheat. Sometimes it was just good planning. Either way, she could take whatever she wanted, and he knew it.

“You are a servant, Vincent. You belong to me. Say it.”

“I’m your servant,” he replied. He had gone to Yale, graduated with honors, and he had his choice of any number of positions at a variety of different companies. But he had interviewed with this woman, and he had been surprisingly shy. Despite all of his successes, maybe he recognized her authority on some intuitive level.

Good.

Stacey Farber suspected that many of the “Alpha” males out in the world only succeeded because of social momentum. They were told that they were strong, powerful, and intelligent, so that’s how they behaved. People treated them like they deserved respect, so they got it.

Shaking her head, she ran her tongue along her upper teeth. “Take off your pants, Vincent.”

His fingers hovered above his belt, yet he hesitated for a few seconds. “And you, my obedient assistant, just earned yourself a spanking with the paddle.”

He gulped, his face flashing red for just a moment.

Stacy wondered what her new associate would think of the scene. She suspected that Naomi would have approved enthusiastically.

Because he understood his place and status at the company, Vincent pulled the belt free from his pants.

“There’s a good boy,” she said. As she watched him take off his shoes, then his socks, and finally his pants and underwear, Stacy marveled at how this could have played out just a couple of decades previously. In fact, this was an older office building, so there was a very good chance that some powerful CEO had taken his secretary into his office for a quick blow job, some mandatory sex, or some other demeaning activity.

Plenty of guys assumed that it was normal and natural for a secretary to sit on their lap while they conducted their work.

Fine, thought Stacey. If the boys could enjoy themselves, then so could the women. It was their turn now.

That idea was never far from her mind. It was their turn.

In fact, she could feel the heat streak through her body as her slit started to get wet. She reached down for her dress. She peeled up the hem, and she started to rub her panties gently, all while she stared right at Vincent.

His attention kept flickering. At one point, he would keep his eyes downcast. In the next, he would look up, only to see her and stare off again. Poor boy. He doesn’t know what to do with his eyes or his attention.

“I like what you’re wearing,” she said. “Hold your hands behind your back and present yourself to me.”

“Yes, yes Mistress,” he said dutifully.

Stepping away from his discarded pants, Vincent nibbled on the inside of his mouth. He was so nervous, she knew. Good. He recognized that his entire future depended on her. With just a call, she could destroy his career in virtually any field. She could have him blacklisted to the point where even small, family-run operations wouldn’t dare touch him.

“Good boy. Now tell me, what are you wearing right now?”

“A shirt,” he said.

She clicked her tongue and wagged her finger from side to side as her eyes lingered on his crotch. He had taken off his underpants, but there was still something tight around his scrotum and along his shaft. The plastic was right there, almost glinting under the office lights.

“Oh no,” she said. “You know exactly what I mean.”

He did, which was why he bristled. The hairs along the back of his neck probably rose up, but he still needed to say something. He had already earned himself a paddling. If he defied her for much longer, it would only get worse.

“A chastity cage, Mistress.”

“That’s right,” she said. “Come here.” She curled her finger and beckoned him closer.

Vincent approached slowly but deliberately. He looked like a guy about to leap off of the side of the building with nothing but a bungee cord to stop him from smacking into the pavement. He knew he was probably okay…yet those lingering, animalistic doubts still clotted the back of his brain.

Once he was close enough, she reached for his scrotum. She stroked the underside of his balls, making him moan. “I’m glad I put you in chastity, Vincent. I’ve had a couple of my other colleagues monitor your work. According to them, men who work in chastity are far more diligent and focused.”

As he heard this, his eyes widened again.

“You, you told other people about this?”

“Don’t worry. It’s just a couple of the ladies,” she said, waving off his concerns as though they couldn’t possibly matter. He was an assistant, after all. As far she was concerned, he didn’t get any kind of rights or privacy.

“Besides, they love hearing about it.”

Vincent started blushing.

“What’s wrong?” Stacy asked sweetly.

“A couple, a couple of the managers were laughing at me earlier today while I was getting them coffee. I didn’t know what was going on. But now, I think I do.”

“Do you think they were laughing at the fact that your boss keeps you in chastity? That she owns your cock and balls?”

Hearing that vulgar language only made him blush brighter. His face had turned another shade of red, all of which made Stacey’s smile widen.

“It’s okay if they were laughing at you,” Stacey said. “You’re a good assistant, so you’re safe. If they embarrass you a little, that’s all right. It’s just the girls having fun,” she said.

For decades, that same language would have been used to protect and defend the men who sexually harassed their subordinates.

It’s their turn to see how it feels, Stacy thought vindictively.

“If you say so, Mistress,” he quickly choked out.

“How does the chastity lock feel?”

“Physically or emotionally?” Vincent asked. His eyes hardened for a moment, like he thought that might be enough to prick at her conscience. It wasn’t, not when she felt completely righteous in her goals. Besides, Vincent underestimated her if he really believed that Stacey Farber would stop at humiliating one man.

“Both,” she said.

“Physically, it’s incredibly frustrating because you haven’t let me out in more than a week. I’m very, very horny all the time.”

“Good,” she said.

“Emotionally, it makes me feel like I have to obey you.”

“Oh?” teased Stacy. “And why is that?”

His lips contracted again. “Because I know that if I don’t please you, you won’t release me.”

“That’s very true,” she said, nodding her head as though she was talking to a child. “But for right now, I want you to come over here and lay across my lap.”

She was a gorgeous woman; there were probably many men who would have been grateful for this opportunity. When Vincent first saw this woman, he’d been attracted to her. In fact, he had fantasized about an affair and what kind of special treats he might be able to get from her. She was a billionaire, after all. If he had to be her boy toy for a couple of years before setting out to start his own company or join some other major corporation, he could do it.

He never imagined that she would lock him up in that plastic prison or that she would employ corporal punishment.

Yet that was exactly her plan.

As he walked over to her chair, she reached into her desk and pulled out a smooth, wooden paddle. She smacked it against her palm, which made him flinch. He was embarrassed. He didn’t want to show any kind of reaction, but this woman knew what she was doing.

As he positioned himself on his stomach and across her lap, she reached down for his bare ass. “Oh, that’s nice. You feel good, Vincent. Aren’t you a lucky boy? You get to be my servant.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” It was clear just from the note of frustration in his voice that he hated himself for giving up like this. And yet, Stacey Farber was far too powerful to ignore. Because when she said that she could destroy his career, she meant it. A woman like this CEO did not make idle threats.

“Good boy,” she said. “You know, a lot of guys are going to have to get used to paddling in the coming years. This is going to be the standard response.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but Stacey took away the opportunity. She swung the paddle down. With the solid weight in her hand, she struck hard and fast.

His cheeks had been red before, but now his buttocks started to match. She watched as the color coalesced over the curves of his rear end. He had a lovely butt, she reflected. She liked how it was nice and small and shapely.

Still, that wouldn’t prevent her from punishing him. If anything, it encouraged her.

She struck one, two, three more times.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” grumbled the Yale graduate.

“No. Say it like you mean it,” she commanded.

He probably wanted to complain and insist that this wasn’t fair, that he shouldn’t have to do anything like that.

But Stacy didn’t care about what he thought was right or good. The male half of the species had demonstrated that justice was an abstract concept, something that they could use and manipulate to oppress whoever they wanted. So she used that exact same tactic, spanking him to prove that she could.

Besides, when he allowed himself to be paddled, he lost something. There was no way for Vincent to feel like a real man if his boss punished him as though he were a child.

The paddle flew down again and again. It smacked against his behind, sending sharp jolts of pain running through his body.

“Thank you, Mistress!”

By this point, his eyes were wet, and it made her chuckle. “Before you put your pants on, I want you to make me feel good.”

Her slit was still damp from training her servant.

She stood up, pulled down her leggings, and then she spread her legs.

For his part, Vincent immediately assumed the position required of him. He got down on his knees.

When he looked up at her, his eyes shined with defeat. Given a few more hours or days, he would start to try to think of himself as a real man, which meant that he was supposed to be aggressive, if not downright predatory.

But now, that didn’t mean anything. He had been paddled, so he gave his Mistress exactly what she deserved.

As she spread her legs and parted her knees for him, Stacey made sure to slide her hand down along the back of his head. She pulled his face up between her inner thighs, and he started to lick, bobbing his head down and up. At the same time, she decided some more training would be good for him.

His tongue moved up and down along the length of her opening. He swirled his tip, doing everything he could to please her. Because he knew from hard experience that if he disappointed, Stacey would punish him again. Spanking him had been only an appetizer. She craved an orgasm, and it had better be a good one.

She threw her head back and laughed before saying, “I love having you in this position, Vincent. I bet this isn’t what you were thinking of while you worked so hard to earn that degree of yours. But you know, this is good for you. Flexibility is an important asset for every employee to have. I mean, when you go to try to get another job, I can give you a great reference. I can talk about how you were willing to get down on your knees with a snap of my finger. Or how good you are with your tongue.”

He groaned slightly even as he continued to bob his face down and up. His cheeks rubbed along the insides of her thighs, so he didn’t stop or even slow down. Even so, he felt the stab against his ego.

“I do wonder if every man will be able to accept his position. I don’t know how long it will take, but society is changing. The economy is all about knowledge. Maybe once upon a time, being stronger or more aggressive meant something. But even then, physical strength is completely irrelevant now. And aggression? You can teach that to people. Maybe men will start to feel their testosterone, and it will trigger a nervous reaction. A man might start to feel hostile, and he will immediately learn to shut down those responses.”

She grabbed his hair, tilting his head back so that he had no choice but to look up into her eyes.

His lips were wet with her juices.

“Who am I again?”

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands as he made a pair of fists, but he didn’t dare question his Mistress. “You’re my Mistress,” he said without hesitating.

“Yes, I am.” She pushed his face back between her legs, and she started to chuckle again. She spoke aloud, thinking of her plans for her new city.

Stacey and Naomi spoke quite a bit about the future. They discussed the different possibilities and mechanisms that could be developed. At first, Naomi really didn’t understand what could be accomplished. Fortunately for her, Stacey was very patient, and she worked diligently to mentor her new subordinate.

Over the course of lunches, dinners, and various phone calls, plus meetings at the office, Stacey told Naomi about certain legal structures that had already been created. “Just look at Disney.”

Raising an eyebrow, Naomi at first thought she heard her new boss incorrectly. “Disney?”

“Yes. When you think of Disney, you probably think of princesses, superheroes, and maybe a sci-fi franchise or two. But that’s not what makes them fascinating, at least not from a corporate perspective.”

“What makes them so unique?”

“They have their own cities,” she said. “Whenever Disney starts building a new theme park, it begins to take control of local governments. Sometimes, they work with the individuals who are already there. But there have been instances, especially at Disney World, where they actually got to control local governments. I’m not talking about influence, I mean genuine control.”

“Really?” Naomi could hardly believe it.

“Absolutely. They are entitled to make their own laws, hire their own security forces, and even build a nuclear reactor. Fortunately for us, we’re going that far.”

Naomi was tempted to remind her new boss that the scope of their project was actually going to be much more difficult. A nuclear reactor was just a question of science and waste management. Redefining gender roles would mean trying to push back waves of cultural programming that went back generations.

“So you think that we will be able to control pretty much every aspect of society?” As she asked the question, Naomi thought that Stacey would shake her head and elucidate some of their limits.

Instead, the billionaire replied with a very simple and confident, “Yes.”

Little by little, Naomi started to get a grasp of the full scale of this project.

It was going to be a complete city. Right now, a certain span of Central California was totally underdeveloped. But with the blessing of local politicians as well as the governor’s office, construction could start almost immediately. They would build a brand-new, private university, houses, apartment complexes, libraries, fire departments and police stations, restaurants and grocery stores. It was going to be a marvel, and it would garner a lot of attention.

Fortunately, Stacey had cultivated the right kinds of contacts in virtually every field. This meant that construction would move along quickly, and when the media started talking about it, the conversations would go her way.

Naomi learned about all of this and more, but there was one point the young scholar made again and again. “Our most important priority must be the educational system, starting in day care, work your way up to kindergarten and elementary school, then all the way through high school and college.”

“And how do you propose we do this?” Stacey asked, although she already had some ideas.

“We need someone to take point on designing the curriculum.”

Stacey agreed right away, so they called in several people for an interview. There were plenty of theorists out there, women just like Naomi who had spent some time getting a PhD.

But then, Naomi only really wanted one woman to take the lead on everything concerning pedagogy.

Dr. Julia Dennings.

When she came in, she seemed much more poised and confident than Naomi had. Perhaps that’s because she had already been teaching for several years. More importantly, she had already run her own school, a tech academy for young women. She also ran a blog, one in which she talked about different ways for teachers to help the next generation tear down the patriarchy.

Yes, she used that exact kind of language. Clearly, she wasn’t interested in the politics of working nicely with mainstream companies. Her students would go on to found their own startups, ones where females could take the lead. If boys showed up, they would be forced to prove themselves.

Stacey described the project, and the Naomi added, “I know this is a lot to take in, but I’ve read your work, and I think you would be perfect. This is an enormous project, so we need someone amazing. I’ve been following your work for years, and I think you have what it takes.”

“You want to build an entire educational system, one that will empower women?”

“Yes,” Stacey said.

“What if that means we have to empower women at the expense of the men?” Julia asked.

“That’s fine.”

Julia nodded her head. “And what kind of policies would I be free to set?”

At this point, Naomi glanced over at Stacey, not entirely sure what she would say.

“Officially, you would be a professor at the university. We can start you off with a tenure if that’s something you feel you need. But more importantly, you would be a consultant for the local school district. Keep in mind that we will be offering free day care as a part of the public school system.”

“Are there going to be any private schools?”

“No,” Stacy said.

“What about charter schools?”

“No. Everything will have to go through my office.”

“Are you sure that’s possible?”

“When we control the permitting process, it will be,” Stacy said simply. “Additionally, homeschooling will not be permitted.”

“There are going to be some waves with those policies,” Julia said. “American parents get very defensive when it comes to how their children will be raised.”

“I’m sure,” Stacey said, confident that it wouldn’t matter, not when she would have so much influence over all of the different local companies. Besides, if someone really hated it, they could always just leave, right?

“Okay.” Julia leaned back in her chair and brushed her fingers along her cheek as she thought about the different possibilities. “Complete female empowerment?”

Already confident that this woman would be perfect for the job, Stacey touched her fingertips together as she leaned forward. “Not just female empowerment. Female supremacy.”

Julia had never heard those words before, but she liked the sound of them. She liked the sound of them a lot.

“And what you think I can do? What kind of policies do think I could implement to create an environment of female supremacy?”

“You tell us,” Naomi replied.

“Okay,” Julia said, sucking on her lower lip. “The little kids will be the easiest. As a part of the licensing process to work in a public day care center, the teachers will need to learn a very specific philosophy. Girls are going to be encouraged to excel in every field. At the same time, the boys will obviously need to be held back. They will be taught to question themselves. At the same time, they will be encouraged to please the women around them. This will mean little girls will get to take control and so will their teachers. I assume you’ll want this to be reasonably subtle. Controlling the local government is one thing. If this becomes a national issue, you could find yourself at the center of a firestorm.”

“It’s a possibility,” Stacey said. Of course, she had led plenty of risky ventures before, so she understood dissent was a possibility, even if she had always been able to avoid that particular outcome.

“For so long, boys have been encouraged to be aggressive and strong. They need to learn that it’s better for them to stand back and let the girls take charge. If a girl does something bold or brave, she will need to be rewarded. Boys will need to be punished for the exact same actions. We will have to implement a series of double standards.”

“You don’t think that would be too obvious?” Naomi asked.

Julia shook her head. “Oh no. Hypocrisy is easy with children. You don’t even have to look up any studies for this one. Just think about how many parents tell their children not to hit even as they believe in spanking. Or look at the same parents who teach their children to tell the truth, all while talking about Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny.”

“What about at the high school level?”

“Actually, the high school and college levels will be easy as well.”

“How so?”

“If you control the public education system, then you also control who gets into what classes. The girls will take AP and honors courses. The boys will be taught skills appropriate for their futures as well.”

Both Naomi and Stacey started to chuckle at that.

Although she had a good idea, Naomi still wanted to ask, “What kind of skills are you thinking of?” They had not yet discussed the theoretical framework for the new masculinity to be implemented in this city, but it sounded like Julia might have some good ideas.

“Well, I think it needs to be something that generally fits with traditional gender norms, but the expectations should be modified for the males. They like to think of themselves as strong, so let’s use that. Strength, however, needs to be tweaked. Instead of strength meaning independence, freedom, and choice, it should mean something else.”

Stacey was absolutely fascinated as she listened to these possibilities. “Like what?”

“I’m thinking that men should no longer think of themselves as predators, but rather beasts of burden. A man shouldn’t feel good for conquering, but rather for obeying. He should be strong and powerful like a horse.” Really, Julia was just thinking out loud, but the idea intrigued her.

As Naomi listened, she had her own thought. She started to wonder if this was a historical inevitability. Although this wasn’t really her discipline, she had read up on several scholars who argued that certain changes across humanity would happen no matter what. The notion of a “historical inevitability” meant to that certain cultural developments would proceed, one way or another. If one group of scientists couldn’t conceive of a nuclear bomb, another would. It was impossible to prove, of course, but everything Julia said fit perfectly with what Naomi wanted to believe and see over the course of the future.

“A horse,” Naomi repeated, smiling.

“Absolutely,” Julia said. “They are majestic creatures, but they’re ultimately obedient. They might be able to think for themselves, but a horse will work himself to death if that’s what his owner wants. Not only that, horses are ridden. They might be fast and sleek, but they are ultimately owned. That’s what you’re going for, right?”

“Absolutely,” said Stacey.

“Female supremacy,” Naomi said in a smaller, softer voice.

“So when you’re talking about high school, just make sure that the boys can’t get into the advanced math or science classes.”

“Why those in particular?”

This time, Naomi couldn’t resist jumping in. “Because those are perceived as the most difficult. It’s nice if you are a really good poet or writer or whatever, but we don’t have the same kind of respect for artists that we do for researchers and scientists, especially considering how much people love talking about STEM.”

“Makes sense,” Stacey said with a nod.

“I couldn’t have put it better myself,” Julia said with an appreciative smile in Naomi’s direction. “The most popular writer in the world might make a lot more money than the most popular scientist, but people don’t understand the numbers and equations, so there’s something magical there. Pretty much everyone is literate, so that doesn’t feel all that empowering. Make sure the boys take lots of extra art classes, and there’s something else you could implement as well.”

“What?” Stacey asked.

“A sense that a boy should be good at entertaining the women in his life.”

“I’m interested,” Stacey declared.

“That’s a very old strategy,” Naomi said with her own appreciative nod.

“Absolutely. Go back a hundred years, and girls from middle-class and upper-class families were absolutely educated. Even if they were expected to be nothing but housewives and breeders, those same girls would be taught elements of philosophy, poetry, how to dance and how to play piano. Many of them were taught foreign languages.”

“And why was that?” Stacey asked. Both Naomi and Julia appreciated the fact that the CEO didn’t try to pretend she could already see every perspective and knew every answer.

“Because they needed to find a husband. In order to do that, they had to be ‘cultured’. That was the real purpose of finishing schools. Those young ladies needed to learn a certain set of skills. We can do the same thing with the boys now.”

“Any other ideas?”

“Calisthenics,” Naomi said. The idea made her start to smile right away. “Since every school will technically be private but subsidized, you can distribute funding however you want. This means that the girls should be encouraged to compete. They should learn just how good it feels to be aggressive and to win. But the boys, they should be taught that it’s important for them to be healthy and to work out, but only so long as they can do it to attract a strong girl.”

“Exactly,” Julia said. “You don’t really think about it, but when people think of high school sports, they automatically go to the boys’ teams. Football, soccer, and basketball get all of the attention. If the girls compete, it’s always as an afterthought. It’s always nothing but a nod toward equality, but no one really cares whether or not the girls win the state championship or not.”

“That’s true.”

Julia continued, “And we can change that paradigm. We can make sure that the girls get the best scholarships, that they perform in front of large crowds. If there’s going to be a boys’ basketball game, we can schedule it for a Saturday morning. If the girls are going to compete, we can do it on a Friday night, right after a minimum day.”

Stacey Farber studied her potential hire keenly. Finally, she said, “These are some very good ideas.”

At this point, they didn’t even need to give Julia the job offer. As the three women continue to talk, it was obvious she was perfect for this position. She would oversee the creation of the new college and the training of every young person in this new city.


Chapter 3:

“I got it! I got the grant!” Justine cried out as she burst through the front door into her apartment. Having just graduated, she couldn’t believe it. She was going to be the Lead Designer on a huge project.

Her boyfriend and potential fiancé was relaxed on the couch, his feet up, his head braced against the cushion. “What?”

Still dressed in his sweatpants and T-shirt, he looked like he hadn’t actually woken up yet.

“Ethan, I got it!”

He sat up, rubbed his eyes, and stared at her.

Justine looked professional in her black leggings, dark red dress, and bracelets over her wrists. She had her dark brown hair tied back into a simple ponytail, and her hair looked slightly damp from the shower she had taken that morning.

But most of all, her face glowed, especially as she grinned down at her boyfriend. “Get up. I want to celebrate!”

“Oh yeah,” he said, apparently uncertain. He had probably zoned out on internet videos. But now, he came up to her, and he touched his hands to her cheeks.

There was something different about his expression. It looked like he was trying to swallow something back even as he plastered a smile on his face. “I’m so proud of you, Justine.”

There was something about the way he used her name as well, like a manager talking down to a subordinate.

Just as she had done in the past, Justine quickly shook off that thought.

“Come on! Let’s go out! This grant comes with a huge pay raise. It’s going to be incredible. I mean, I’m going to be crazy busy for a while, but this is going to be fantastic. We can do whatever we want!”

“Okay. Okay,” he said, laughing. But then, he pulled her close rather than releasing her. He squeezed her tight and said, “I am so, so proud of you.” She could have been wrong, yet she thought she heard something brutal in his voice. Then he let her go, but only for a second.

Ethan leaned down, and he started to kiss her. He put his hands on her waist as he tugged her close.

She started to laugh again. “Come on. I didn’t get a chance to have breakfast because I was so nervous. Let me go.”

“What if I don’t want to let you go? What if I want to celebrate with you?” His eyes sparkled with hunger.

Justine bit down on her lower lip. As she looked at her boyfriend, she could see past his wrinkled T-shirt and floppy sweatpants. He was handsome with his dark hair and eyes. The little bit of stubble along his cheeks definitely triggered something within her as well. He was a man, and she wanted to be close to him.

“Okay,” she said.

That’s when he snatched her, grabbing her and lifting her off of her feet.

As she giggled, he carried her back into the bedroom, and she couldn’t help but imagine herself as a bride being carried over the threshold. He lowered her down onto the bed, and he was careful with her. But just as she started to sit up, Ethan climbed up on top of her.

“Wait a second,” she said. “Shouldn’t I be on top? I’m the one who won this fat paycheck!”

He grabbed her breasts, squeezing them tight beneath his fingers. “That might be true,” he breathed into her ear, “but you know what? I’m the man, so I’m on top. Lay there and take it, baby,” he said, only half joking.

She wanted to say something, but he started to kiss her. Not only that, his fingers moved up along the underside of her skirt. He brushed her leggings, and then he pressed two fingers down right over her slit.

Justine tried not to react, but the excitement coalesced into something else as her stomach went quiet. Suddenly, a different sort of desire swept through her. She liked being on her back. She liked surrendering to this man. Justine just couldn’t help herself.

As Ethan continued to stroke her and kiss her, she embraced the sensations. It felt wonderful, she thought. Arching her back, she started to moan just a little bit.

But then she had another idea. It came, quick and treacherous. It clung to her thoughts and wouldn’t let go. “Ethan,” she said.

“Yeah, baby?”

“I want you to go down on me,” she said. She had just achieved something amazing. She was probably going to be one of the youngest city designers in the history of the United States. She could celebrate, right?

But this was Ethan, and he had never liked to go down on her. Every time she had asked over the course of their relationship, he had laughed or said something about how he could make her feel good without using his tongue. But now, she wanted to celebrate. She wanted to feel him right between her legs. She wanted to raise her head and see him placed on his stomach, his face moving as he lapped at her pussy.

Just the image made her damp.

“This is a big deal,” she said simply, hoping that he would take the hint.

For once, he did.

Ethan pulled back. Tentatively, he reached under her dress and pulled down her leggings. He took off her shoes, and he stripped her of her panties. She still had on her dress, but she was naked below her waist.

Tentatively, he lowered himself down onto his elbows, and he looked at her one more time.

“Thank you,” she said, all without thinking of the countless times she had gone down on him. Whenever he had a bad day or she wanted to reward him, Justine would give him exactly what he wanted. Because she was a good girlfriend, she prided herself on her ability to please him. She could lick and suck in all the right ways, sliding her tongue just so. And when he moaned with ecstasy, she felt wonderful, not because she actually enjoyed any of it, but because it made him happy.

Now—finally—it was her turn.

He stared back at her for a few more seconds before sliding down between her legs. Then he tentatively reached up. His fingers brushed along her skin. As far as appetizers went, it felt really nice.

Then he came forward, and he glided his tongue along her crevice, once, then twice.

She expected more, only he pulled away, climbed back up toward her neck and he started kissing her.

What the hell?

Why had he quit?

But then, he started to touch her again, this time with his fingers.

From there, Ethan stood up, and he straightened his back as his hand went down to his crotch. He stroked himself once, then twice, and then he positioned himself for sex.

Justine opened her mouth, and she wanted to complain. She wanted to say that this wasn’t right or fair, but that would ruin the mood. Besides, he had technically done it, so would it be unfair for her to ask for more?

All of those thoughts kept her from confronting her boyfriend.

Then he pushed down, and she felt his shaft, and it was nice in its own way, but she still felt that sharpened pang of disappointment and regret. She had been so patient and such a good girlfriend, yet she still couldn’t enjoy her own satisfaction. It wasn’t right or fair, she thought. In fact, something inside of her bristled at this. She hated double standards, but now she couldn’t have what she wanted?

He began to pump, slowly working his shaft down and up. “You like that, don’t you?” Ethan asked.

Part of her wanted to grunt or growl with the disappointment. She didn’t. In fact, she didn’t say anything at all. If Ethan noticed her reticence, he didn’t say anything. He worked his shaft down, then up. He pumped into her, all as he congratulated himself on his abilities. “You like that, don’t you? Yeah, you do. That feels good, doesn’t it. Yeah, it does,” he said, only now it felt as though he were talking to someone else.

Most of the time, she didn’t need to fake anything while they were together. But right then, she didn’t even bother thinking about it.

When he finished, he pulled off of her, and he grinned. “Congratulations,” he said. He probably meant it too.

Stacy, Naomi, and Julia worked together. They started to recruit other people, almost all of whom were female. One or two token males were included on various teams, but it was clear from the start that their perspectives would be little more than an afterthought. If anything, those boys would be most successful if they fetched coffee and encouraged their superiors.

To Naomi, it felt like a million different tasks had to be handled. Technically, she was nothing but a filter. Stacey had been working on this project for years already. She had been imagining it even longer, so she had a good sense of what she wanted to accomplish. But with everything that needed to be done, all of it had to go through Naomi since she was the intellectual filter to see exactly how things might work out.

Finding construction companies wasn’t hard. They received literally thousands of bids from firms across the world. Unfortunately, most of those were male-controlled. Even those that were run or principally managed by women still needed to be vetted. Naomi worked with a team to pick different companies for the projects.

They had to hire a city manager, a planner, and others.

This project required that they construct an entire social hierarchy, all while making sure that it followed one unstated path. As more and more people were hired, the direction needed to remain furtive. Conversations might be explicit at the very top, but the philosophies needed to be unspoken.

Stacey had brought up this point on several occasions, and Naomi agreed entirely. “One reason that men have been able to maintain power for so long is simple: they like throwing tantrums. Just go online for a little bit. There are so many men who like to pretend that they have these incredibly thick skins, yet they rant and rave whenever they see something that threatens them even a tiny bit.”

It was true. Naomi couldn’t help but think of those instances where men complained because a woman had been elected, a female protagonist had taken the most prominent position in a movie, or even just because a woman wanted a dress with pockets. It was all so silly, yet the excitement and rage demonstrated just how hostile men could be.

There was so much to be done, but Naomi loved it.

With effectively limitless resources, the groundwork Stacey Farber had already conducted, and the full support of local politicians, it was time to break ground.

As Stacey, Naomi, Julia, and Justine worked to build an entirely new city, students all around the country debated where they wanted to go to college. Seniors had pretty much already laid their plans out. But the juniors needed to start applying for early admission even as they continued to take their standardized tests, volunteer in various organizations, and work desperately to make sure that the numbers and letters on their transcripts would please the admissions boards set up across the country.

Mia hated all of this.

On some level, she knew that it was a waste of time. She watched a YouTuber who cynically talked about college, pointing out the absurdity of compulsory volunteerism, standardized tests that didn’t reflect actual ability or merit, and how the entire system amplified class differences.

Middle-class kids could afford tutors, good computers, and their parents could drive them around to all of their specialty activities. More than that, there would be a cultural expectation that college would be an inevitability. For other students, not so much. And the rich kids—the ones from families with huge bank accounts—could just buy buildings and donate to get their offspring into the best universities.

Mia hated all of this, and she mostly understood it, but she still knew that her awareness didn’t change anything. If she wanted to succeed, she needed a good degree from a good school.

And then she started to hear whispers about an entirely new university, one which was just being constructed. At first, it sounded like some sort of scam. Because really, how often did entirely new universities just get built?

But as the first couple of weeks of her junior year went by, Mia decided to apply for early admission after she finished her senior year. She went online, filled out the questionnaire, along with a quiz.

The questions were a little bit strange.

Even so, they seemed fun enough. They asked about her strengths, weaknesses, and how she would react under certain circumstances.

They wanted to know what she would do if she saw others picking on a small animal. The quiz asked her what she would do if she had the opportunity to steal some money for a good cause.

It was all weird, but she didn’t mind, especially because she received an email a little while later, asking for the opportunity to meet with her.

Mia wouldn’t voice it aloud, but this actually made her feel really special and unique. Even as her friends applied for early admission of various schools, none of them warranted someone visiting from out of state. Even better, it would get her out of class for a little bit while she was interviewed.

When the day came, Mia made sure to dress appropriately in a white shirt, a vest, and dark pants. She slipped her feet into a pair of comfortable, leather shoes. And as she walked to school, she kept wondering exactly what they were going to ask about. She did her best to remember the quiz questions, thinking that maybe that would give her some insight.

When she first got to school, it was still cold, and her breath puffed out in little white clouds.

“Hey. There’s my girl,” came a voice she always enjoyed hearing.

Zack.

Like her, he was a junior, only he was taller by several inches. He wrapped his arms around her. He kissed her on the top of her head. “How are you doing?”

Zack had his moments of immaturity, like pretty much every other boy at school, but he was still amazing, and she loved being with him. He was smart and funny, and Mia kept trying to tell herself that they would probably break up over something stupid, but it was still hard to imagine.

He squeezed her again, and she was grateful.

Some of her other friends had trouble getting the guys they dated to show any kind of affection. Sure, they would want sex or as close as they could get when they were alone, but the same guys didn’t want to hug or hold hands out when someone else might be able to see. It seemed like a stupidly idiotic double standard, but Mia, like so many other girls, understood that boys were treated differently.

It wasn’t fair, she thought. Public displays of affection were one thing, but then she thought of one of her friends, April. April had a perfect GPA, took honors and AP classes, plus she participated in a bunch of different clubs. Even so, she had to be home by nine o’clock on the weekends. Her brother, just a freshman, barely passed his classes, usually messed around online and played video games, and he could be out until midnight.

It wasn’t fair, but April’s parents didn’t care. They kept talking about how the rules would always be different for a young woman. And even if they were honest about this, it still didn’t seem right to Mia.

At least her own parents were pretty relaxed, Mia thought. It wasn’t that hard for her and Zack to sneak away to have some fun. For the most part, they made out and maybe touched each other little bit, but she looked forward to that moment when she might be able to go all the way. Blushing a little bit at the thought, she started to smile.

“What’s up?” Zack wanted to know.

He always paid attention to her. He was a very good boyfriend like that.

“Oh, nothing,” she said, thinking about how it would be lead to teasing with the possibility of sex when she wasn’t quite ready yet.

But soon…

“Today’s your interview, right?”

“Yep,” she said, doing her best to be nonchalant. At the same time, she could feel some of the heat slide up along the curves of her ears. That always happened, especially because she was embarrassed about the interview, but also happy that her boyfriend remembered it.

Placing his hands on her shoulders, he nudged her back so he could look right down into her eyes. “Hey, you are going to do an amazing job. They would be crazy not to let you in. As far as I’m concerned, this rep it just here so that he can get down on his knees to beg you to attend.”

“But it’s an out-of-state school,” she said.

“True,” he allowed it. His tone became far more cautious.

“What about us?”

“If I get admitted, would you want to go somewhere nearby?” Even as she asked, she felt something inside of her tighten for one very good reason. This university was being constructed as part of an entirely new city, which also meant that it was probably close to the middle of nowhere. She didn’t know a lot about California geography, but she could tell that there weren’t any other colleges close.

“I could always join you,” he said.

“Really?”

“Hey, I checked out their website. Looks like they’re going to have some really good programs besides, getting in on the first year? That would be kind of cool. It’d be like going to Yale or Harvard a hundred years ago.”

“They’re a little bit older than that,” Mia corrected.

“Okay. Whatever. But you get my point, right? I bet all the teachers are going to be super enthusiastic,” he nodded. “They probably have really good programming and robotics courses.”

“Yeah. I bet they will,” Mia said.

“Just remember that you are amazing. You might be short and adorable and kind of helpless, but you have a boyfriend who really cares about you, and you are amazing and you are really good at faking your height around other people.”

She sighed, exasperated, but she also felt that little flutter of excitement every time he teased her. This was how they flirted, and she kind of enjoyed it. “I’m not that short!” Mia protested, stamping her foot.

Before he could respond, the bell rang, and it was time for them to separate.


Chapter 4:

Separate.

She kept thinking about that word and her relationship with her boyfriend and how much she cared about him. At the same time, she kept going back to the more mature perspective that they were in high school, so the probability of them staying together for a meaningful length of time was pretty much zero. Heck, she always rolled her eyes whenever some of the girls would talk about the length of their relationships. A day was new and a month was long term.

Zack and Mia had been dating for more than a year.

As a cute couple, people knew that they were together. Mia wasn’t particularly hot or popular, but she did have her boyfriend, and it gave her some credibility.

But how long could that last? Really?

Pushing those thoughts aside, she let the nervousness about her interview take over. It didn’t help that she had to sit in class and listen to her anatomy teacher drone on and on. Seriously, Mia knew that she was going to need this for her AP exam, but she couldn’t really focus. She only took the class to get into college, but she knew the interview would be far, far more important.

At the same time, she had to wonder if she wanted to get in. Did she want to move away? She knew that going to a community college would be a lot cheaper, and then she could transfer to a four-year school.

But doing that would mean giving up on a lot of experiences. She doubted the parties would be as fun at community colleges. But then, she just wanted to get an education, right?

Those questions kept buzzing through her head like over-sugared bees.

Finally, someone from the office knocked on the door and came in. The student gave a note to the teacher, and the teacher nodded for Mia to head out.

Snatching up her backpack, she practically ran out of the room.

Walking fast, she tried to channel some of her excitement into her limbs. She strode quickly, making it down to the administration building. The secretary motioned for Mia to go into one of the small, unused offices.

Breathing out slowly, Mia deliberately took measured steps. Once there, she held out her hand. “Hello, my name is Mia.”

“Julia. Dr. Julia Dennings,” said the woman as she stood up.

They shook hands, and Mia sat down. She breathed out slowly, doing everything she could to appear poised and confident. At the same time, she tried to think of something to say, only her thoughts went blank. She wasn’t good at this kind of thing. She hadn’t yet had any job interviews, but she figured that would be hard for her as well.

Knowing how much rode on the next couple of minutes didn’t ease her anxieties.

“Mia, can you tell me about yourself?”

“Well, I’m a junior, and I’m really looking forward to going to college. I’m not sure what I want to do yet, but I have a boyfriend and good friends, and I really like talking to people.” The words sputtered out, way too fast. “I have a dog, and he is really sweet, but I’ve been having a hard time training him. I think that I probably need to be more firm.”

Mia stopped herself, realizing that this college representative probably didn’t care about her pets. Stopping meant freezing, and her lips locked up, like she didn’t know what else to do.

The representative, Julia, reached out. “Hey, it’s okay. I know that this kind of thing can be really nerve-racking. But don’t worry. You doing just fine. This isn’t really an interview. Just think of it as a conversation.”

“A conversation,” Mia repeated. “Okay. Right. I can do that.”

Julia smiled as she heard the answer, which made Mia feel a little bit more at ease.

“So tell me, have you thought about what you want to do once you graduate from high school?”

“College,” Mia said simply. “I’m not exactly sure what I want to major in. I guess I keep hearing stories about people who change their majors two or three times, so I’m prepared for that.”

“That’s a really good attitude. Too many freshmen show up, thinking they already have their lives planned out.”

“I know, right? There’s a guy in one of my classes who says he wants to be a dentist, but he’s never even put his fingers in someone’s mouth. I mean, it seems kind of gross to me, but how can he be so sure if he’s never done it?”

“You said you have a boyfriend?”

“I do.”

“What is your relationship like with him?”

Mia tilted her head ever so slightly, which was her nervous habit whenever she was confused about a question. Still, she felt comfortable with this since she had been with Zack for so long. “Actually, we’ve been dating for about a year, and he’s really sweet. I’m nervous about college, especially because it will probably mean breaking up.”

“Has he applied for early admission?”

“I, I don’t think so,” Mia said.

“You should encourage him to try. We are looking for a lot of great students.”

“Yeah, I guess I could do that,” Mia said. Remembering the previous question, she tried again. “I guess our relationship is all about playing and flirting with each other. I mean, I know he really cares about me, and we have serious conversations too, but the part I really like most is how we just kind of tease each other.”

“Oh? How do you tease him?”

This stopped Mia. Her lips parted, like her body was ready to start to answer the question, except she didn’t have any response. “I guess it’s more about him teasing me,” she finally said, realizing just how lame that made her sound. “He loves teasing me about my height. I guess it’s a little bit like kindergartners.”

“How so?” Julia asked. Mia couldn’t help but notice how the older woman was making notes on her clipboard.

“Well, you know how in kindergarten the boys always like to pull on the girls’ pigtails and run away? It feels like Zack does that to me a lot.”

“How do you feel about that?”

Mia shrugged. “It’s fun. I mean, I know he really cares about me. Like this morning, he asked me about my interview. I don’t think a lot of boyfriends would have done that.”

“You think he’s a sexist?”

Mia blinked a couple of times. Social identity politics were really important. They had talked about this in her US History class, plus she spent some time on discussion boards, so she knew how angry people could get when it came to questions of religion, gender, politics, and race.

But to think of her boyfriend as a sexist?

Mia didn’t know how to respond, especially when talking to a stranger who might be able to determine whether or not she would get a scholarship, let alone admittance to a college.

“No, not really.” Mia stopped for a moment. “Okay, maybe a little bit. But I mean, that’s normal, right? Guys like to tease girls.”

“If you could reverse that, would you?”

This made sense.

Suddenly, this seemed a lot more like an academic exercise. Because really, they were just talking in hypotheticals. Her English teacher loved to do the same thing, so Mia felt at least a little bit prepared for this.

“If I could reverse sexism and make it so that the girls teased boys, would I do it?” Mia asked, repeating the question to buy herself more time. “Yes.”

“And how far would you take that?” Dr. Dennings wished to know.

“What you mean?”

“Well, we’re just talking about teasing right now. But sexism takes place in a variety of formats.”

“I guess that’s true,” Mia said. “I still read about a lot of sexism in other parts of society too.”

“Would you reverse them?”

Mia needed to say something, so she told the truth. “Yes.”

“And what would that look like?”

Because this was nothing but an academic exercise, Mia allowed her thoughts to wander. She took a couple of risks as she said, “I think it would be a society where everything is reversed. Right now, girls are pretty much always at a disadvantage. Guys don’t like to admit it, but it’s true. If a girl is walking to her car, she’s usually going to be really scared about getting jumped. Guys don’t have to think about that. If a girl is insulted, she’s usually accused of being overly sensitive.”

“Those are good examples,” said the recruiter.

“Thank you,” Mia said.

“But I have to ask. If you think that women are being oppressed now, do you think it would be fair to reverse it?”

Mia couldn’t help but think back to something she’d once heard in a Debate Club meeting. Although Mia hadn’t ended up joining the organization, this lesson stuck out: once you’ve made an argument, stick to it. Somehow, that seemed pertinent now, “This isn’t about fairness.”

“Then what is it about?”

“I think it would be about teaching guys that sexism is wrong.”

“And how long will that take?”

Mia shrugged. Just after she did it, she immediately felt a stab of guilt, but when she looked up at her interviewer, she saw that Dr. Dennings was actually smiling at her.

“I don’t usually do this, but I would like to be honest with you. I think you’d be perfect for our programs. There’s a Leadership curriculum that I think would be ideal for you, Mia. Are you interested in joining once you graduate?”

“I’m still weighing my options,” Mia replied.

“That’s very wise,” said the representative, but then she glanced at the door like she wanted to share something. “I have talked to a lot of young women, and I think you would be perfect for us. That’s why I’m going to recommend that you get a full scholarship.”

Mia opened her mouth, not sure what to say. For a long time, she had been terrified of paying for school. Sure, she had a bunch of high school teachers and counselors who insisted that she needed to do whatever it took to get to college. In fact, there was an entire college-prep team on her high school campus dedicated to encouraging students. One point they always made was that she should never, ever let money be a deterrent. Of course, that was easy for them to say. They could encourage student loans and they didn’t need to pay them back.

“That’s incredible,” Mia finally said.

“Like I said, I think you would be perfect for our program.”

“Thank you. Thank you so much!”

“And if you know anyone else who should join, please let me know. We are still accepting applications for early admission.”

They shook hands, and Mia was grinning. She couldn’t help herself.

“How’s it going?” Naomi asked as she sat in her new office. It wasn’t anywhere near as large as Stacey Farber’s, but it was still so much bigger than she had ever anticipated. After earning her PhD, Naomi figured that she would go find an academic job somewhere, which would mean having an office the size of the broom closet where she could help students with their essays and whatnot. Now, however, she had the kind of corporate workspace that was larger than most apartments. It included her desk, a piano for some reason, several couches, plus a large TV mounted on the wall.

And now, she sat back and kicked her feet up on to the mahogany desk. She was enjoying this way too much. In fact, she kept waiting for that moment when this would all become normal and average.

But for the moment, every time she rode the elevator up to the top floor and walked back to her huge office, she couldn’t help but giggle.

This was the sensation of power.

Along with her new office, her salary had startled her. Seriously, when she first saw the number on the check she decided to call HR, just to be certain there hadn’t been some sort of error.

And now she was on the phone, one call among hundreds she made every day, just to make sure that things were proceeding according to plan. Granted, she enjoyed those perks, but the workload had been incredible. She worked at least ten hours every day, six or seven days each week.

Naomi didn’t mind. She loved it.

Young and passionate, she channeled all of her energy into this project because she understood that it had the potential to change the course of human history.

Sure, it was only one city, but they were going to learn so much. More importantly, this place could be a beacon, a shrine, a declaration to the rest of the world that the patriarchy didn’t need to rule.

“It’s going well,” Julia said from the other end of the line. “My team is filling up the first couple of classes very nicely. I think we’re going to have an incredible student body.”

“I’m still surprised you wanted to join.” Naomi wasn’t a big fan of flying around the country, even if it would mean enjoying the large seats of first class and the eager attentions of the airline employees.

“To be completely honest, there were some really good candidates, and I wanted to make sure they joined. I think that this requires a delicate hand, especially when some of the other recruiters don’t understand exactly what we’re trying to do.”

Ah, yes. The Conspiracy. That’s how Naomi thought of it anyway.

Because they couldn’t be explicit in their designs, they had to make sure that they picked the right teams, all based on personality profiles and intuition. It wasn’t an ideal system. Usually, a work culture would be built up with an explicit goal in mind. This was one reason why so many departments and organizations wasted weeks, months, or even years working out a mission statement.

As far as the bloggers and journalists who followed the project were concerned, this was just the peculiar idea of a billionaire who wanted to see what she could accomplish. A lot of people, actually, said that it was just insane. They kept predicting her failure, pointing out all of the different logistical issues that would come with attempting to build a city from scratch.

Good.

Pretty much everyone at the top of The Conspiracy knew how this was really working. They understood that the different moving parts had already been lubricated. More than that, when someone criticized or questioned the entire project, it was usually built on one error: an inability to understand Stacey Farber. This was a woman who had earned billions of dollars. She wasn’t a genius, but she understood people, the moving parts of government, and she had the patience to read through virtually every regulation for any industry that affected her companies.

Few CEOs could say the same.

“Who did you find? Anyone particularly fantastic?”

“Actually, yes. There’s a girl, Mia. I really want to see how she’s going to develop once she gets to the college.”

“Oh? Why’s that?”

“Because she is our ideal candidate.”

“Smart and aggressive?”

“Smart, yes. But not aggressive.”

Naomi raised an eyebrow. Although her colleague obviously couldn’t see her, Julia must have read something into the silence. “Trust me, she is exactly the kind of girl we want.”

“How so?”

“Like I said, she has potential. She has what it takes to be a leader, but she’s going to need the right environment. Once she has had the chance to take control, I think she is going to impress us. In fact, I bet our conversation has already started to affect her.”

Naomi wasn’t so certain, especially because she kept thinking about how so much sexism in society actually originated with women.

That had probably been the most frustrating aspect of the women’s rights movement over the last century and a half. Women would come out, demand the vote, and other females would start to accuse them of failing their duties at home. Women would come out and demand equal pay, and other women would start to say that they were just ugly or didn’t know how to flirt their way to success. It had always been very frustrating. But then, women seldom voted based on sex; like many other groups, they voted with their class and cultural cohorts.

Pushing those thoughts aside, Naomi nodded her head. “If you really think that she’s going to be one of the best, let’s give her a chance.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if our conversation hadn’t already affected her.”

A full ride scholarship.

That sounded insane. It sounded completely and utterly insane! In fact, Mia actually had to resist the temptation to check her phone because she hated the idea that she would get a text message or email from the school, saying that the whole thing had been some kind of weird mistake. In fact, maybe Dr. Dennings wasn’t even a representative. Maybe she was just some very well-dressed, poised, and articulate crazy person who wandered onto campus at the exact right time, and the whole thing was an enormous coincidence.

Okay, so she didn’t really believe any of that, yet the subtle whispers kept niggling between her ears.

But then, she started thinking about what this would mean. A full ride scholarship. She wouldn’t have to pay for anything. Her living expenses, meals, books, tuition would all be covered. If she wanted to make some extra money on the side, she could get a job.

She could save all of it.

The most ambitious of her classmates would head off to prestigious universities, rack up tons of debt, and start off their life as adults already mired in debt. Not Mia.

The thought excited her in a way she didn’t really think was possible. And then she started thinking about the conversation she had with the recruiter.

The bell rang, and it was time for lunch. Mia headed out into the halls with the clusters of other students. There was laughter, chattering, and shouts. Then she felt someone squeeze her behind.

She spun around, and there was Zack.

He was grinning at her. “You nailed it, didn’t you?”

I want to nail you, she thought, shocked at the vehemence of the idea. But then, she looked at her boyfriend, and this heat began to simmer through her body.

After achieving something so amazing, she wanted to celebrate. Or at least, that’s what she told herself as she grabbed his wrist and tugged him. Zack allowed himself to be pulled back as she pressed her body up to his. He started to retreat back. Like so many guys, he could pretend to be aggressive and powerful, but when a girl actually came right up to him, he got nervous. He got intimidated by the shine of her confidence.

Now she was pressed up against him.

If a teacher walked by, they would probably get in trouble.

Mia didn’t care. Instead, she looked right up at him. Somehow, the difference in her height no longer mattered. “You want to get out of here?”

“What, what’re you saying?” Zack’s voice usually had the smooth, masculine texture, but now it cracked.

“Let’s go for a ride.”

“Now?”

“Do you have a condom?”

He didn’t know what to make of any of this, but he nodded his head. He was a guy with a girlfriend, and he was always hoping that his entreaties might actually work at some point. So yeah, obviously, he had a condom.

Taking her boyfriend by the hand, she practically stomped out of the hallway as they made their way back to the parking lot. Technically, this counted as cutting, but she didn’t care. Neither did he. By this point, his body responded. He could feel the flutters of excitement within his core.

They got in his car, and he started driving.

Mia smiled, and he glanced over at her, maybe a little bit nervous. “What are you thinking about?”

“What this is going to be like,” she said. “And maybe something else.”

“Tell me,” he said, thinking that she was going to confess that she didn’t really want to do this, that maybe she had gotten ahead of herself. Unlike many other guys, Zack was mature enough to brace himself for that possible disappointment.

“Okay, so I had this really weird conversation with the recruiter. We were talking about feminism and stuff.”

“Not what I would have expected, but cool,” he said.

“And I was wondering about what my first time would be like.” Surprising herself, she glanced over at him. “I’m going to be on top. Okay?”

“Okay,” he said quickly. Like so many other boys, he would have agreed to anything, so long as it meant he got to have sex.

As her heart beat faster, she watched him drive. She studied his profile, the lines of his shoulders, and the rest of his body. Occasionally, she glanced out through the windshield, taking note of their direction. They pulled up onto the freeway, drove for a little while longer, and then it occurred to her exactly where they were going. There was this quiet little road surrounded by trees. It was almost completely abandoned.

It would be perfect.

The sun was shining, the temperature was cool, and she started to think about what it would be like. She didn’t know if it was going to hurt or not, but she didn’t really care either.

She started thinking of herself poised on top of him.

They had done some stuff, of course. She had slid her hand down his pants more than six months before, touching him, squeezing him. He had rubbed up against her, and she had let him fondle and massage her breasts while they made out. It had all felt really good, but now she wanted more.

Mia wanted him.

With every second, she wondered if her confidence would break apart. She kept thinking that maybe she would get nervous or scared, and then she would have to call the whole thing off.

That didn’t happen.

He parked and turned off the engine, so she reached over, grabbed his shirt, and pulled. He rolled over to the side, allowing his girlfriend to guide him. They started to kiss, and her fingers moved along his shoulder, down to his hand. She stroked his palm as her lips pressed together.

He started to move, thinking that maybe she had been joking or something about being on top. He was going to climb over to her seat.

Her hand shot out, and she shoved down into his spot.

“Roll your seat back. Put it down.” The words felt so logical.

Mia couldn’t help but think about a chemistry project she had been forced to do with a couple of other students. Usually, she despised group work, but there had been this moment where she looked around at the small table where she and her classmates were seated, and she realized something. If she didn’t start handing out orders, their project wasn’t going to get done, and they would probably get a really bad grade. So at that moment, she started talking. She ordered her classmates around. They weren’t truly friends or anything, so she didn’t worry too much about offending them. And then they just did what she wanted.

Zack wouldn’t be the same, would he?

Mia climbed up, and she started to kiss him. She had her hands on his shoulders now, and she loved the feel of his body beneath her. Not only that, she could sense the bulge of his erection pushing out. She squeezed him through the layers of his pants and boxers. He started to moan, like he might lose control at any moment.

Another thought occurred to her.

She had this horny boy beneath her, and she could make him climax if she wanted. She could make him come right there, and he would probably regret it. Oh, he’d be so embarrassed!

Mia suppressed the urge to giggle, knowing full well that it might strip away whatever confidence he possessed at this point.

He had the height, the strength, and the car, but she was still the one on top.

Dropping herself to the side, she realized something. She needed to get her jeans off. She started to laugh as she kept kissing him, first on his mouth, then the side of his neck. Pivoting, she did her best to wiggle out of her jeans, shimmying and working her body as much she could. Fortunately, she was small, which made it a lot easier.

He took the opportunity to pull down his pants, exposing his shaft. He was definitely big and hard. She stroked him again. He shivered, clearly eager for more. He tried to grab her, but she wrapped her fingers around his wrist and pulled his arm down to his side. “Just relax,” she ordered.

Zack stared at her for a moment like he didn’t quite understand. Then he forced himself to nod.

Before she could stop herself, she smirked. “Good boy.”

If he noticed the condescending expression, he didn’t say anything because moments later, she was on top of him again. Naked from the waist down, she glanced through the windows, double checking to make sure no one was around. She straddled his lap, his shaft right in front of her.

“Kiss me,” she ordered even as she leaned in again. Their tongues teased one another, and it felt so good. This was what she wanted.

Heat roamed through her body, making her tingle all over.

“Get the condom,” she said moments later. Her body was primed, her slit slick. Even as she could feel some of the moisture drain away from her mouth, she watched him fumble with the condom. He tore through the wrapper, and she took it.

He hesitated for a moment, like he didn’t know what might happen, but then she slid the latex sheath down along his length. She looked into his eyes. “I love you,” she said, meaning it.

“I love you too,” he replied. They’d spoken those words to each other, always in the dark when they couldn’t quite see one another. But now, everything was clear, and she pulled herself forward. She lowered herself down onto him. Inch by inch, she took him.

That’s how it felt.

Of course, she had read about sex, both in their health class, plus in some of the fanfiction stories she’d read online. But now it was happening, and it felt so different. She lowered herself, and it didn’t feel like he was penetrating her. On the contrary, she was enveloping him. She was on top, and she had one hand braced against his chest, the other near his neck. Her fingers brushed him just below his earlobe, and she knew that she was in control. She set the pace, so she moved slowly at first, especially as she felt the first jab of pain. It wasn’t agonizing. It could have been much worse, she knew.

And after that, it started to feel better. She was relaxed because she was in control.

“I, I don’t think I can hold out for much longer,” he said, practically panting the words. She touched a finger to his lips. “Shush.” She was enjoying herself. She threw her head forward, and she felt some of her hair splash down, bangs brushing over her forehead, strands gliding over her cheeks.

Her heart beat quickly, but she knew that she wanted more. “Don’t lose control, not yet,” she said. The vehemence in her voice caught him off guard. He gulped, thinking that it was impossible, but this girl made her expectations very clear. More than that, he wanted this to be good for her, so he would do everything in his power to please her.

She rode him slowly, moving up, then down. She felt the friction of their bodies, the heat of his form against hers. And then she opened her eyes and looked down at him.

She was in control.

Control.

She never imagined such an idea could arouse her like this, yet she started to speed up, riding him harder and faster. Soon enough, he arched his back, raising his chin and gasping through his parted lips.

She felt his frantic movements within her, and she shivered herself, savoring every second. But this wasn’t about sex, not entirely. Mia started to figure something out. So much of this contact came down to the emotional response, the ecstasy of having this boy underneath her and what it meant.

As they both finished, she pulled back, positioned herself on his lap, and she leaned in again, grasping his cheeks as she kissed him.


Chapter 5:

There were delays, which was inevitable. No construction project of this magnitude could proceed without there being problems. Some of the electrical grid needed to be reworked, there were some environmental impact reports that had to be refiled, and Stacey found herself spending extra political capital to keep things moving.

Still, the project never got bogged down, not really. There may have been a few delays, but the CEO of Farber Industries made sure that the city was built.

It took eighteen months.

To observers within the construction industry, this seemed absolutely insane. When Farber Industries first made the announcements, plenty of people, both in the public and private sectors just shook their heads. Others laughed outright, thinking that this was insane.

But it wasn’t, not even a little bit.

Electrical lines were dug into the ground, streets were paved, pipes were laid, and the houses went up. For a few months, the people who started to buy them moved in, only to be a little bit irritated by the travel time. The closest grocery store was almost an hour away.

This inconvenience didn’t last for long.

The rest of the infrastructure was quickly constructed, adding sandwich shops, movie theaters, and a set of office buildings. Little by little, the city came into existence.

Justine worked as the Chief Designer. She absolutely loved it despite the insane hours. Although she was a recent college graduate, she felt like she was working at a startup, one where you could go from being an intern to an executive within the span of just a couple of years. Or maybe you could get a couple of shares of stock, only to have the company go public, and suddenly you would be a millionaire.

She didn’t make a fantastic sum of money, but she earned way more than any recent graduate could expect.

So the day came for the official opening. Although plenty of people had already moved in, shops had been set up, and the town functioned reasonably well, Stacey Farber declared that there would be an official opening, complete with the red ribbon spread across Main Street and a pair of novelty scissors.

As the news went out to the rest of the nation, a few commentators suspected that Stacey Farber had been incredibly unlucky. You see, on the Saturday afternoon of the event, there was a political scandal. This was common enough, but it sucked up a lot of attention, meaning that fewer people would really notice the completion of her new city.

Those commentators thought that it was a pity, that they should feel bad for her. They had no idea that Stacey Farber wanted to minimize the amount of focus she received. After all, if the men of the world understood what she was going to build here, they might get upset.

After all, what could be more frightening for a man than to be treated like a woman?

As she walked up onto the stage, Stacey smiled out at the crowd. There were already hundreds of locals out. It was the end of summer, and the University would be opening on Monday, holding official classes.

“Thank you everyone for coming out,” Stacey said, her voice loud and crisp and clear. The microphone picked up on every word, transmitting everything. This was also being broadcast online.

“This city represents something. It represents something very special to me. As Americans, we sometimes get bogged down in the difficulties of the modern world. We think that it’s impossible to innovate or really change. This isn’t true. Our most fundamental structures can be rebuilt. Just look around us. We have had so many critics come out and say that it would be impossible to complete a project like this within a decade, let alone eighteen months. But here we are.”

She paused, allowing those words to sink into each and every listener.

Building a city didn’t sound that fantastic. It wasn’t a weapons system, a new aircraft carrier, or some pernicious virus that could melt people from the inside. More importantly, it represented hope, and the completion of something new, not anger at a political opponent or fear of some possible disaster.

“We have built something new. We have recruited hundreds of business owners, and many people have already moved in. When I cut this ribbon, cars will begin to drive up and down the street. On Monday, kids will start going to school. This is an achievement, and I want to take a moment to thank everyone who has been involved. From our chief designers to our executive teams to the workers who spend their nights and weekends at the different construction sites, this is something that came together because thousands of people made it happen.”

Stacey wasn’t foolish; she knew that she had been the instigator, but she really did mean those words. She may have been wealthy, but money only meant something if the rest of the community agreed. People could have turned on her; they could have betrayed her or slowed her down. A few may have tried to, but she still needed to rely on others. She could never forget that. Other CEOs sometimes fell into the trap of believing they could do whatever they wanted all on their own. They neglected to think of their employees, the government subsidies they enjoyed, and of the benefits of a stable society.

As her voice rang out, she continued, “we’ve done something amazing. This is a moment that will go down in history. Remember it, everyone. Take in this achievement, and enjoy the fact that the world is a different place because of our efforts.”

Stacey Farber paused, although only for a moment. She looked out at the crowd, and she silently did the calculations before continuing. Around her, there were dozens of women, each one standing tall and proud. These were the managers and executives of various companies. These were the women who owned shops and small businesses. There were men in the audience as well, college students who would go off to be educated, younger kids who would learn about a new system of gender and social order. Then there were the other workers, men who were big, strong, and would ultimately become obedient. Their bosses would be female, and they would learn to obey. Because if they didn’t, they would fail here.

“This is a different place because of our efforts, but it’s not a better place, not yet. That is our biggest challenge. We need to make the city into something special and something that we can all be proud of. I know we can do it.” She held up the scissors, letting the light glint off of the stainless steel. Then she grabbed both handles, parted the blades, and sliced through the ribbon.

Cheers and applause boomed out from the crowd.

Stacey Farber wasn’t quite sure if she could count herself as famous. Even here, in the town she had built, people often didn’t recognize her. And of course, if she simply remained quiet or put on a pair of glasses, people wouldn’t notice her, if only because they didn’t expect her.

For example, it was Sunday night, and elections would be held on Tuesday. The new municipality needed a mayor and city council. This meant there would be votes tabulated on Tuesday. People could show up at churches, the schools, or the local library. They could also mail in their ballots, all of which made this place look like any other regular city. Of course, it wasn’t, not entirely.

Few of the new residents really understood the legal structures. Technically, this new community didn’t even qualify under the legal definition of “city”. In the same way that a homeowners’ association might look like a democracy, that didn’t mean they had to follow all the same rules.

Next to Stacey, Naomi tapped her fingers against her knee as she kept looking around the crowd. About thirty people listened. Strangely enough, Naomi expected a lot more of the elderly, but there were instead professionals in their twenties and thirties, plus a smattering of college aged kids and even a few high school students.

“It’s an interesting turn out,” Naomi said.

“Sample bias,” replied Stacy, her eyes still directed ahead at the two podiums. “These are the people who decided to move into a new city because they wanted to experiment with something. They’re going to be a lot more invested in local politics.”

Naomi smiled at that. At the same time, she noticed one factor in particular. Most of the people in the room were female.

The moderator came out and started speaking, introducing the two candidates: Charles Robacker and Lauren Simmons.

Naomi had already attended several of these debates. At each one, she made some notes and then passed on a recommendation to Stacey. At this point, she listened as Charles looked out at the audience, “This is a new city, and we need to be proud of that, but it’s also important for us to focus on traditional values. Look around us. This is a new city, but it isn’t a new country. There is still so much work to be done and improvements to be made, yet our foundation is solid and we need to be proud of that.”

Traditional values.

Naomi shook her head at the thought, especially when she glanced around the rest of the room. Several people were frowning at that. And yet, there are others who nodded their heads down and up.

“They’re getting scared,” Stacey whispered to her subordinate.

“You think so?” They kept their voices down. Besides, they were at the back of the room, so the probability of anyone hearing them stayed relatively low.

“Absolutely. You can see it, especially on his face. He’s channeling something.”

As a scholar, Naomi couldn’t claim to be particularly good at reading people, not like Stacey. While the CEO of Farber Industries routinely played games of chance with her competitors, Naomi had always been more comfortable with books and articles.

“He thinks he has a chance,” Stacy continued. “He thinks that people are going to get nervous because of how the world is changing, which is especially obvious here.”

“Do you think people are starting to figure out what’s going on here?” Naomi asked, feeling something cold at the back of her throat.

“No, not yet, but it will happen soon enough.”

Lauren spoke up, only her voice had a squeaking, screeching quality to it. Not only that, she was a little bit shorter than Charles. “We don’t need to focus on traditional values. We need to try something new. We need to push forward into something amazing. We can already see the incredible opportunities before us. We have to seize them.”

Naomi did her best to listen, yet she kept thinking about what Stacey had just said. As Naomi had planned out so many facets of the new community, she had relied on one facet in particular: stealth.

For so long, men had been able to maintain their grip on power because no one really noticed that it was happening. As far as anyone was concerned, men were supposed to be the dominant gender. This was taken as normal and natural. Social structure had been built on this assumption, and no one really questioned it for so many centuries. Even when people started to ask questions about the fabric of nations and neighborhoods, people just assumed that women needed to do whatever their husbands or fathers said.

Naomi wanted to count on that same blind spot. After all, if women simply slid into roles of leadership, how long would it take for males to realize that they were subordinate? They’d figure it out eventually, but by then it might be too late. Or so she could hope.

As her thoughts went through her head, Naomi scolded herself because she was supposed to be paying attention to the two potential politicians on the stage. Granted, that it was pretty difficult when they both spoke in such irritating abstractions. Neither of them really talked about any major policies, probably because neither of them had a record to defend, and were consistent were pretty happy. For now, everything was brand-new. There wasn’t anything to fix, and the budget hadn’t even yet been established. Questions of improvement or blame just didn’t exist, so the politics seemed strangely empty.

The moderator eventually called a break.

“What do you think of Charles?” Stacey asked after a few minutes.

“I think he could give us a lot of trouble,” Naomi said simply.

“I agree.” Stacey leaned back in her cheap, folding chair. As people pulled out their phones and started to whisper amongst themselves, Stacy continued, “I don’t think he’s the right one.”

“The right one?”

“We are going to need a man on the city council.”

“Just one?”

“Yes.” Stacey spoke with perfect determination and confidence. “With one man on the Council, he will have a voice, and he will be taken as an ambassador for the rest of the males in the town. But simultaneously, his voice will be essentially meaningless. They won’t be able to complain about a lack of representation, but they won’t be able to do anything about it either.”

“I like it,” Naomi said. She smirked for a second.

“What is it?”

“Oh, I was just thinking about other forms of oppression. Usually, the best strategies revolve around ambiguity.”

“How so?”

Naomi was always impressed with her boss’s ability to ask questions. Even back at her old university, she had colleagues and instructors who would routinely refuse to acknowledge that they didn’t automatically know or understand something.

“When you make a claim, people—or at least Americans—will usually try to find the other side of the argument. So even if it’s something obvious, something that should be factual, you can contradict it, provide some suggestion of evidence, and then other people will instinctively defend that idea. We are pretty contrarian like that. If you want proof, just go online and watch people argue.”

“I agree,” Stacey said simply. As the moderator returned to the podium, she stood up. “I think it’s time for us to go. Charles won’t be our token boy.”

Stacey’s driver was waiting for them in a nondescript sedan outside. They got in, drove to the next debate on the other side of town, and walked into the high school gym. Here, there were three people on stage, two men and a woman.

Naomi and Stacy sat down to watch the same oddly abstract debate. No one could really put forward any policy proposals.

“Him,” Stacey whispered after about five minutes. With her knuckles, she motioned toward Matthew O’Reilly.

“What is it about him?”

“He’s young, charismatic, and hopeful. He will be the perfect token boy.”

“The others look like they’re getting a lot of support. How can you be sure he’s going to win?”

“Don’t worry about that. Remember, this is technically an independent city, not in the traditional sense, so we don’t need to worry about the exact niceties of democracy.” With that, she got up, even though they had only been there a short while. When she got up, Naomi quickly followed, willing to trust in Stacey’s insight.

Justine sat in her office, and she looked around the desk. For the last eighteen months or so, everything had been utterly insane. Seriously, her paycheck had been about five times what she expected to make after graduating from college. She had dozens of meetings every day. Both her physical and digital inboxes filled up quickly as she tried to answer the floods of questions from contractors, regulators, and others. Her desk had been covered in files, memos, and notes.

But now everything was cleared off.

She expected a deluge of exhaustion. Fatigue was supposed to flood through her body, probably knocking her down in the process. And yet, this grin spread across her face, especially as she sat up.

She knew exactly what she had to do.

There was another weird reaction: she should have been bombed or sad or crying. She should have been lamenting all of the good memories, but she didn’t. Instead, she knew precisely what she wanted and needed to do.

Maybe it was all the time she had spent with Stacey, Naomi, and the other powerful women who were putting the city together. In fact, outside of her stolen moments with Ethan, Justine pretty much never spent time with groups of guys, not like she did when she was in college. Back then, almost all of her classes were divided between the sexes.

That had come to an end.

Justine didn’t know exactly when she spotted the difference. After all, she first spoke to Naomi, then Stacey Farber, then a dozen other people, the vast majority of whom were female. If there was a guy in the room, he was usually seated off to the side, taking notes because he was just an assistant.

She ran her tongue along her teeth as she thought about what might happen next. Clearly, she was going to need some other kind of job. Fortunately, cities were complicated organisms, so she could still keep her position here, especially because both Ms. Farber and the other people she had worked with seemed to like her. More importantly, all the plans had been completed either on time or early.

Justine knew that she had done a good job. Maybe that’s why the excitement still thrummed deep within her body despite all the work she had accomplished.

In any case, she knew exactly what she wanted to do next.

Her desk was clear, she didn’t have anyone bugging her for an answer, and she could do whatever she wanted. That’s why she left her office, got into her car, and drove straight back to her condominium.

As she went, she tapped her fingers against her steering wheel. This was the right thing to do, she knew. There really wasn’t any question at all, especially when she kept thinking about his sullen glances and frustrated comments.

Ethan. Oh Ethan.

When I first got together, he had seemed like such an interesting, dynamic guy. He had a couple of really good jokes, all of which made her laugh. But over the last eighteen months, he had allowed her to pay for pretty much everything, but he couldn’t find a job himself. And every time she was home, he would usually complain about one thing or another, all as he wasted his time playing video games.

Fine.

She’d been meaning to take out the trash for a while. But now, she was going to do it on her terms.

After she parked, Justine glanced at herself in the mirror. She pulled out some makeup from her purse, reapplying her lipstick and running a brush through her hair. It felt good.

She grabbed her purse before riding the elevator up to the top floor. She loved the view of the city, even if the tallest building was only six stories high. Once she walked in, she could hear her heels clicking against of the marble floor. She looked around the room, and then she saw him. Sure enough, he was perched on the couch, a controller in his hands as he sliced his way through digital monsters.

Boys and their toys, she thought disdainfully. While she had been building an entirely new city, Ethan had wasted pretty much a year.

Sure, he still worked out, but that was pretty much it.

“Hey there,” she said. “We need to talk.”

He was so enthralled by his game and the image playing out on the flat screen, he didn’t realize that she had walked over to his console. She pressed one button, turning it off.

He blinked his eyes rapidly, almost as though he had been ripped from a trance. “Not cool, babe,” he growled, jumping up onto his feet.

Justine tilted her head to the side. “Ethan, I want to tell you exactly what’s going to happen. I’m breaking up with you. I care about you, but I don’t think we really fit together anymore.”

His eyes widened when he heard that comment, only his mouth hardened into a frown. “You’ve been selfish and it’s pretty clear you don’t like me having my career. Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you’re taken care of for the next month or so. That should give you enough time to get back on your feet.”

His nose twitched slightly.

“Now there’s one thing I would like, but you don’t have to give it to me.” Her fingers drifted down toward the top button of her shirt. “I think we should have sex one more time, just as something of a goodbye. Would you like that, Ethan?”

If he had any dignity or self-respect, he would have simply walked out of the condominium. Instead, he licked his bottom lip. He was a boy, and he would follow his dick. He just couldn’t help himself that way. It seemed like none of them could.

Instead, Ethan looked at her with something like hunger in his eyes. As he started to nibble on his lower lip, he glanced toward the door. But he didn’t leave.

“Come on,” she said, beckoning him to follow.

After everything she had been through, Justine felt like a different person. She could handle this. She could handle him.

Back in the bedroom, she maintained her upright stance. Ethan was taller than her, yet he followed, and he looked like he didn’t know what to do. “Our relationship is over, Ethan, but I think we can fuck one more time.” She smirked at him, enjoying that little shock on his face as he heard her swear.

“Strip for me. Take off everything. I want to see you naked.” Her eyes blazed as she spoke those words, and she could hardly believe it, but he cooperated.

Ever since he moved to this new city, he had been devoid of any real ambition. He had not accomplished anything, he must have known it. He must have felt like she was his superior now.

So he pulled off his shirt and his pants, his socks and his underwear. Soon he was naked, so she grabbed his wrist and pulled him, shoving him down onto the mattress where he bounced once before she followed.

She kissed him hard, pouncing like a predator. Her hands went to his shoulders even as she leaned in and kissed him, her mouth eager and hungry against his lips.

“Mine,” she said simply, turning that word into a declaration. He was hers, sure enough, but she was about to let him go. Good riddance.

Within seconds, she could feel his erection against her leg. He must not have wanted to be so vulnerable or obvious, but he was a boy, and his excitement played through his body, making him pathetically easy to read.

Smiling, she put one hand on his neck even as she reached down with her other arm. Her fingers started to collide along his erection. She squeezed at the tip of his cock.

“You know, you could always beg,” she said. “Oh, I think I would like that. I think I would like that a lot.”

At work, Justine had overheard some of the other girls talking about their boyfriends and husbands. Among the executives of Farber Industries, one trait seemed to be most common: the desire to control men. At first, Justine had figured it was just her imagination, but after eighteen months of hearing those whispered jokes and giggles, she knew the truth. Just as importantly, she wondered if she wanted something similar for herself.

“I’m not going to beg you,” he insisted.

Rather than argue, Justine leaned in again, kissing him, first on his mouth, then along his neck. She nuzzled him, touching him. All the while, her fingers brushed over his thigh, then his shaft once again. She made sure that he couldn’t predict exactly where or how he might be stimulated next.

Still, she could feel the tension beneath her. She knew that he wanted more. He might try to deny it or resist, but he couldn’t. His best efforts melted away under her touch.

Justine couldn’t remember the last time they had sex, but it wasn’t very good for her. She knew that.

It never was.

Justine had never been courageous enough to simply take what she wanted.

But now that her project was mostly done, she could savor this moment.

Another idea occurred to her, so she peered down into his eyes. “There’s something I want from you, Ethan.”

“What?” He tried to sound imperious and defiant with that word, but he didn’t quite succeed. Maybe it was the little tremble in his voice.

“I want to tie you down. I want to feel you writhe beneath me. Think you can handle that?”

He narrowed his eyes at her.

“Well?”

“Fine,” he said.

By this point, he was so horny that he probably would have agreed to anything.

Foolish boy.

Justine had started to use that word a lot lately. She didn’t know exactly when she fell into the habit. It must have come from the other women at work. So often, they didn’t say man or even guy. No, the male half of the population was comprised entirely of boys.

Now she stroked him, teasing him and touching him. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, giving him almost enough pressure to get off. She rubbed gently, gliding her palm up and down. It must’ve felt so good. He closed his eyes, embracing every sensation that coursed through his body, right up until that moment when she pulled her hand away, which left him yearning for more.

Reaching underneath the bed, she grabbed something. She had thought about using these, but she had never really been able to summon up the nerve. Now she took out the silk scarves, and she started to wrap one around his left wrist. She tied it. Then she reached for the bedposts. With every second, a little bit of nervous energy fluttered at the back of her mind. She expected him to say no, to stop this. After all, he knew that he wasn’t going to get to be with her anymore.

Too bad.

She tied his right hand, then his left. And when she was done, she looked down at him. She started to squeeze his shaft, working him up to the point of orgasm. Before she could cross that final threshold and forcing the come, Justine stopped. She pulled her hand back, and then she watched.

This had been an experiment. She needed to see if he could pull away from the silk scarves.

Yanking as hard as he could, he pulled, tenting his muscles. He channeled all the strength into his limbs, but it didn’t do any good. He couldn’t get away. She had him.

When he relaxed slightly, letting his wrists drop down to the mattress again, she came back up and kissed him. She rubbed her breasts against his chest. He must’ve been able to feel her nipples.

“Maybe we wouldn’t need to break up if you could be like this all the time,” she said.

“Screw you,” he snapped back at her.

Oh yes, that sounded more like Ethan.

She stroked him again, touching and teasing him to fresh heights of arousal. He flashed his teeth like a wild animal, but this creature had been restrained. He pulled again, maybe thinking that it had all just been some silly game. But no. She had done a good job.

He wasn’t going anywhere.

She kissed him again, her lips sliding down his mouth, then she teased his neck, then his collarbones, and then his chest.

All the while, her fingers played with his balls and his shaft. She teased him until he started to pant. She could feel the desperation vibrate through his body. “Please, please, I can’t take this anymore,” Ethan said.

“Good,” she replied, continuing to work him.

He had probably never been this horny before. Then again, he had never been with a girl who actively thought about what it would take to torture him with pleasure. From moment to moment, the anticipation continued to build. He couldn’t help himself!

And yet, even as he wagged his hips from side to side and bucked his groin forward, he still couldn’t get off. Every time he tried, his girlfriend pulled back, releasing him just enough so that he wouldn’t be able to get off.

As she worked him, Justine could hardly believe it. She heard those stories and the jokes from the other ladies at the office, but she didn’t think that a boy could be manipulated quite so easily. It helped that they been together for several years, but still…This was amazing and intoxicating.

“This isn’t fair! This isn’t fair! You, you’re taking advantage of me!”

That made her throw her head back and laugh. She felt her hair splash against her shoulders and down her back. “Oh, Ethan. Are you really going to try to play that card with me?”

“This isn’t right!”

“What’s not right?” asked Justine with a Cheshire smile on her face as she continued to stroke him. She touched and teased her boyfriend, savoring the way he twitched every few seconds. That seemed like the perfect symbol: he was losing control because he couldn’t stop himself, not when she made him feel this good.

He pulled against the restraints again, yet he must have realized it was completely futile. She had him tied down, utterly powerless, so she could do whatever she liked with him. And he couldn’t stop her.

She wrapped her fingers around his length again, pressing down, tagging, teasing, stroking, intermittent sensations designed to drive him wild. It worked.

“I get to play with you,” she said, cutting him off as he inhaled and prepared to say something. “I get to do whatever I want with you. I have you all spread out and helpless. Besides, this is fair because you owe me. I’ve been taking care of you for way too long, Ethan. I’ve paid your bills and let you live with me. Even though you’ve never been willing to reciprocate, I’ve even been a great girlfriend, going down on you and having sex with you.”

When she really thought about it, Justine realized something: this was the first time she genuinely wanted to mount him.

“Are you ready? Are you ready for me to have some fun with you?” As she asked, she pulled her hand away.

He looked like he wanted to attack her, to insult her. Different swearwords probably played along behind his eyes, yet he didn’t speak a single one of them. Instead, his lips moved, but he couldn’t shake the words. Different impulses, rage and desire, warred for control of this boy.

Sure enough, they could be manipulated. They could be teased, Justine saw.

“You silly, silly boy. Beg me to get on top of you. Beg me to ride you hard.” That’s how one of the executives would have talked down to him, so Justine easily adopted the same tone. She was the superior. For centuries, men had been aroused by the power they could take from having a girl on her back or on her knees. Now Justine discovered that same satisfying pleasure.

“I’m not going to do that! You can’t make me!”

“Can’t I?” Justine asked. “It would be easy enough for me to wander off. I could go take a bath, touch myself. I can play with my breasts and finger my pussy, and here you would be, all tied down and helpless. Actually, that would turn me on quite a bit.”

To demonstrate her point, she sat up, she made it out of her pants, and then she pulled off her underwear. She threw the white silk down onto the floor, all while her boyfriend watched.

As she studied him, Justine realized something. Although sexual desire swept through her body, she just didn’t know exactly what she would say if he begged her for the chance to stay together. He could have offered to get down on his knees, to do anything and everything she liked.

Maybe she would have let him stay, something like a pet.

Actually, she enjoyed that idea.

Justine knew that some of the executives kept boys as little more than playthings. Their jobs were obvious: work out, maybe cook or clean, and always please the woman of the house.

That could be Justine. In this new city, it felt like anything was possible.

Those thoughts played behind her eyes as she licked her fingertips and lowered her hand toward her exposed slit. Gently, she stroked herself, just once. Then she did it again, taking her time. Legs spread, she kept her back straight. By this point, her nipples were prominent beneath her blouse.

“Oh,” she said, moaning with satisfaction. “That feels so good.”

The bed started to shift and shake beneath her as her captive boyfriend struggled harder. He pulled and twisted, thrashing his body from side to side, but Justine remained poised above him, braced on her knees, higher and superior in every way.

As he pulled and twisted beneath her, Justine enjoyed herself. She dipped her fingers down into her crevice. She could feel her swollen clit as she relaxed into the sensations.

He grunted and growled like a beast, but he couldn’t bring himself to speak any coherent words, not when they could get him in trouble. Oh no. It was much easier for this boy to pretend he was fighting, rather than risk her wrath.

“I’m going to let you earn an orgasm,” she said.

He jerked his head in her direction. “What, what does that mean?”

With a giggle, Justine asked, “Isn’t that obvious?” She approached, bracing her knees near his shoulders. Then she lowered her pussy closer and closer to his mouth.

“Tell me to stop, and I will. I will also leave you here for the next couple of hours. Don’t worry. I probably won’t forget about you.”

Justine couldn’t see his face as she positioned herself right over his mouth. She lowered her crevice to his lips, and then she waited. She kept thinking that he was going to snarl out some defiant demand that she stop, that she get off him. Of course, he would regret it. She could go enjoy herself in the bathroom while he would be stuck here, tied down and left to think about what he had done and how bad a boyfriend he had actually been.

Instead, he didn’t make a sound. If anything, he became completely rigid as she positioned herself. And then she felt his tongue.

Oh, it was incredible. He was licking her pussy!

It felt amazing, she thought. She enjoyed every second as he slid that wet tongue up over her opening. Then he penetrated her! She could feel the tension in his body. More than that, she knew that some part of him absolutely hated this, but maybe he also realized that he needed to succumb to this girl. After all, she had achieved so much more than he had. Perhaps he was finally starting to understand that being a boy wasn’t good enough. Getting a degree wasn’t enough either. He actually had to change the world. That’s what Justine had helped accomplish. There was a brand-new city on the map, partially thanks to her!

“Oh, that feels wonderful. You’re so good at this. I should’ve made you do this to me years ago,” she said. “I could have kept you in a little cage, just like a pet.” That was supposed to be a joke, but when she said those words, they felt somehow true, as though she really wished she could keep him as a captive, trapped behind wrought iron bars.

“You’re doing such a good job. Who knew you could be so skilled at this. Maybe we have finally discovered your real talent,” she said, snickering as the words left her lips. She pulled herself away from his mouth before she could finish. After all, she had given him some hope, so now she reached for his shaft, positioned it, and then she started to lower her body down. “I’m going to take you now, Ethan. I want you to feel like you’re being enveloped,” she said.

Justine didn’t realize it, but throughout the city, women were starting to shift how they thought of sex. It wasn’t about being penetrated or violated by some powerful man. Oh no. It was about taking him, surrounding him, making him small in comparison. She could take whatever she wanted.

Slowly, she rose up, only to lower herself down again. “Damn. Maybe you are useful after all. I mean, I have never really demanded sex from you, have I?” A smile touched her lips again. “You feel incredible. This is good. Maybe I need to keep you tied down all the time. You could be here, waiting for me to come and use you. Would you like that?”

“You’re never going to get away with this!”

“Get away with what?” Justine inquired as she tilted her head to the side. She sounded genuinely curious, like she couldn’t possibly understand what he meant. “I gave you the chance to get away. You could’ve told me to stop. But you didn’t.” She grinned at him, her eyes narrowing wickedly. “Face it, Ethan. This is your fault.”

His breath caught with a sharp inhalation. He didn’t want to believe her. She started riding him now, harder, faster. Her body moved up and down, and he soon lost himself to the wet friction of her movements.

“Go ahead, Ethan. Struggle. Show me that you can’t get away. Prove you’re helpless.”

With a grunt, he yanked against of the knots holding his hands over his head. He probably thought that he was going to impress her by slipping free from those restraints. Instead, he thrashed about, bucking his hips up, only to thrust his cock deeper into her.

And she loved it.

“Keep fighting. Show me that you can get away. Come on. You can do better than that,” she teased.

But pretty soon, Justine felt like she couldn’t catch her breath. As she rode him, she impaled herself on his erection, and she took him. She claimed him. Pretty soon, she clenched down even as she slammed her palms down into his wrists. Gripping him tight, she surrendered. She cried out, moaning into the storm of ecstasy that had suddenly swept through her body. She came. She came hard!

As she clenched down, he couldn’t control himself. She forced the moment and chose the precise instant when he would climax.

His shaft pumped and pulsated until it felt like he had nothing left. Then, and only then, she untied him. She told him to go pack his stuff before she wandered off to the bathroom. After all of that, she definitely wanted to take a bath.


Chapter 6:

Zack and Mia sat in her dorm room. While Zack had a roommate in another building, Mia had been given her own space. She felt incredibly lucky, especially because the Housing Department on campus made it abundantly clear that dorm assignments were random.

So now, the two new college students sat on the edges of their beds. This wasn’t what either of them had expected. Seriously, they would have assumed that registration would have taken place months before. Their friends, all of whom had gone off to different parts of the country, had talked about the registration process, orientation, all of those sorts of details.

Their new school had an orientation, obviously. Unfortunately, Zack and Mia had been taken off into different groups. While she wandered off with mostly girls, he had been introduced to the campus with a large group of guys.

And tonight, on Sunday, right before their classes were supposed to start the next day, they would get their courses. Of course, they had filled out a set of surveys, requesting specific classes for their respective majors.

Well, Zack had requested courses for his engineering degree. “I’m just really hoping I don’t get a bunch of early morning classes,” he told her. He tapped his phone screen again, refreshing the webpage. Unfortunately, the same text reappeared, informing him that he should check soon to get his schedule.

Mia was tapping her foot against the floor.

“Our first college classes,” she said.

“This is so weird,” he repeated. “I mean, couldn’t they give us more than a single night?”

“Hey, it’s a new school, and I’m sure they’re going to be really experimental with a bunch of stuff. That’s why we wanted to come here,” Mia told him.

“That’s not the only reason,” he said with a smile in her direction.

Mia started to blush, grateful, but also a little bit uncertain. When she first suggested that Zack apply for early admission as well, she didn’t know how to feel. She wanted to stay with him, obviously, but she knew this was a huge decision. Did it actually make sense for a pair of high school sweethearts to go to the same college? Maybe back in the fifties or something, that would have been completely acceptable. But today?

She hadn’t really been certain, so when she brought up the idea, she had sort of laughed about it.

But her boyfriend looked right at her. “I love you. I want to be with you. I can apply. Besides, who knows if I would even get in?

After he sent in his application, they sent back a supplemental form, asking for additional information. He filled out the questionnaire, a little bit surprised, if only because Mia hadn’t had to do the same thing.

Then there was the other part. “They want a letter of recommendation,” he said, reading through the packet they sent.

“That’s not so unusual,” Mia said, thinking that he would just ask one of his teachers. He had already done it for several other packets.

“No, that’s not going to work,” he said.

Mia looked at him, confused.

“They want me to get a letter of recommendation…from you.”

“That can’t be right,” Mia said, thinking that he was joking. But when she glanced over at his paperwork, she saw it right there. They had spelled her full name correctly and everything. “Why would they want a letter of recommendation from me?” Mia asked.

Zack felt this odd little twinge. He didn’t think about it. He experienced something like this once before, the first time they had sex. She had been so aggressive. She had enjoyed every advantage. And now, if he wanted to go to this college, he was going to have to get her help.

“So, yeah,” he said, doing his best to suppress those feelings. “Can you give me a letter of recommendation?”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” she said, smirking at him. “Do you think you deserve one?”

His eyes hardened, so she laughed again. “Yes. I’m definitely going to give you a glowing letter of recommendation. I’m going to talk about how you are a wonderful boyfriend, a sweet guy, and how you are so, so smart.”

His expression softened. Good, she thought. Even though she loved teasing him, she knew that she had risked genuinely offending him. She didn’t want to start a fight.

Later on, when she sat down to write the letter of recommendation, she felt this strange thrill once again.

Mia didn’t know exactly how to explain it, but there was something so amazing about knowing her boyfriend depended on her. More than that, the words she chose and how she phrased everything would have a real impact on his life.

With a gulp, she realized that if she wanted to, she could’ve sabotaged him. Obviously, she didn’t want to do that, but the possibility was there, and intrigued her. Just the thought ignited something within her.

But like a good girlfriend, she wrote the letter, sent it off, and he when asked to see it, she got to say no. “I can’t. Instructions said you can’t read it.”

“Would they actually know?” Zack asked.

“I’m not going to break the rules,” Justine had said to him.

He looked irritated, except he didn’t want to trigger a fight either.

So now they waited for their schedules. They both considered the different possibilities. Mia was thinking of the creativity that went into college courses. In high school, she didn’t get many electives. But now, her general education classes could be incredibly diverse. Instead of just studying history, she could look at a particular segment of the population somewhere in the world. It was going to be awesome!

Okay, every time she had thoughts like those, she felt like a nerd, but that was okay because this was college.

Zack, meanwhile, kept sitting back, thinking of what he was going to do with his engineering degree. He didn’t know exactly how he wished to specialize. It was probably going to be electrical or mechanical engineering. He was imagining all the different things he might be able to build.

Finally, he hit refresh again, and then he looked down at his screen. “It’s here,” he said.

Mia took the opportunity to do the same. Her schedule popped up, and she looked down at the different courses she would be taking. For the most part, it was exactly what she expected, at least until she read the last one, “Female Leadership? What is that?”

Zack didn’t say anything, which Mia hardly noticed. Several more seconds had to go by before she glanced away from her screen.

His face remained mostly inscrutable, only she knew her boyfriend; she could tell when he was upset. Although his face remained set, Mia could tell that he didn’t like the news.

“What’s wrong? Are they making you take Art History or something?” She tried to laugh, but he still didn’t say anything.

Mia finally walked over to his side of the bed, and she looked down at his screen.

1. Art 101: Introduction to Art

2. HCS 101: Introduction to Home and Consumer Sciences

3. KNS 106: Introduction to Calisthenics and Ballroom Dance

4. ENGL 5: Introduction to College Writing and Composition

Wriggling her brows, she didn’t understand exactly what she was seeing. That couldn’t possibly be his schedule. And yes, she glanced toward the top of the screen, and there was his name and student ID number. It had been sent to his phone, so this was definitely his new schedule.

“This can’t be right,” Mia said.

“Home and Consumer Sciences?” Zack read off of the screen. Just earlier that day, he’d been mocking that department. He thought the whole thing was a silly joke.

“It’s not that bad,” she said.

“Home and Consumer Sciences!” growled her boyfriend. “Do you know what that is?” Of course, she did. They were laughing at that entire department a few hours before. “It’s a class where you learn to cook and clean. Seriously, they can try to dress it up however they want, but it’s not a real class. They want me to take Home and Consumer Sciences!” His face started to turn red, and that’s when she noticed something else.

As she went quiet, her boyfriend eventually noticed. “What? What is it?”

More bad news, but she didn’t know how to tell him. “Look, maybe you can go talk to a counselor or something.”

“What is it?” Zack demanded to know.

Tentatively, she pointed toward the top of the screen. About an inch away from his name, there was his major.

Major: Home and Consumer Sciences

When he first saw it, he gasped. There was this audible little puff of air escaping his lungs as his insides clenched. He couldn’t believe it. There was just no way. Over and over again, he probably told himself that this couldn’t be happening.

But for her part, Mia wanted to smile. She wanted to grin at her boyfriend, especially after he had teased her. For the most part, she wanted to believe that it had all been flirting. After all, he liked to pull on her pigtails, right? He enjoyed talking about how he was going to go to college, learn real skills, and she would have to become his adorable little housewife after she earned a degree in something useless.

“Don’t worry. I’m sure you can change it,” she said.

When Zack looked at her, he didn’t seem so certain.

Because she was a good girlfriend, she tried to think of exactly what she might be able to do to make him feel better. One thought occurred to her. She leaned in, she kissed him gently. She pressed her lips to his. Seconds later, she scooted closer to him.

Poor boy, she thought. This wasn’t fair. He wanted to be an engineer. He wanted to handle complicated problems and difficult equations.

As she closed her eyes, his hands shot out, and he pushed her to the bed. She fell back, only her eyes opened, and he jumped from the mattress. Standing up in the middle of her dorm room, he glowered at her, his expression taut with anger. “I can’t just start making out right now! This is bullshit! Seriously, they want me to major in Home and Consumer Sciences! What the hell is that? I’m not supposed to be some—”

Mia watched as he stopped. The words choked in his mouth, like he couldn’t bring himself to finish the idea. “Like some house husband?”

She arched an eyebrow at him.

“I’m better than that.”

“Hey. Just because you want to work with big, complicated machines, that doesn’t mean you’re any better. You should respect people for the work they do.” She was surprised by the vehemence in her voice. But then again, Mia’s mom had been a housewife, so it made sense she should have strong feelings on the subject.

“I’m better than that!” He stood there, his face contorted with frustration.

“No,” she said. “You took the tests, just like I did. You filled out the surveys. According to the university, this is what you’re supposed to do.”

Zack glanced at her again, almost like he didn’t recognize her. As he turned away, she thought that he might stomp out of her room and go through a tantrum somewhere in private. But no, he strode toward her, and he reached out, like he wanted to grab her, hold her down, and start kissing her.

She wasn’t going to accept that.

If he wanted to prove that he was some big strong guy by having sex with her, he was about to be very disappointed.

“No,” she said, her voice cutting through the air.

His eyes got big.

“But, but I thought you wanted to make out.” Each word sounded bitter.

“Zack,” she said, using his name and talking down to him like he was a subordinate, “I love you, and I want to help you, but you can’t just get upset because you can’t get your way. You’re being really emotional right now.” She didn’t know exactly where those words came from, but they seemed to fit. One thing didn’t go his way, so he got all upset? That didn’t make sense.

Usually, guys accused girls of being too emotional. But as she looked at this young man, she started to wonder if he could make his own decisions.

“You’re right,” he said.

“I am,” she replied. “And I also love you and I want to take care of you. So can you calm down?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Good. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you can go talk to a counselor or something, and they will help you get this all straightened out. Understand?”

“I do.”

Although he didn’t sound especially cheerful, Mia still enjoyed one simple fact. She had talked him down, and now it felt like he would do whatever she wanted. Over and over again, she told herself that she needed to think about his well-being, especially because he had taken this huge hit of disappointment.

But maybe her original thought was still a good one.

“Lay down,” she said. Her volume had fallen, but he obeyed anyway, lowering himself down onto her twin sized bed. He didn’t seem to mind the pink sheets or lavender pillowcase. Then again, he had been in her girlishly decorated room for a while now. Maybe he didn’t see those feminine accouterments anymore.

Mia crawled over to him, and she leaned down, kissing him on the mouth before brushing her lips over his neck. She touched his shoulders, and then she reached down for his groin. Sure enough, his body had already started to react. He was getting hard.

“Would you like me to make you feel better?”

“Yes, please,” he said, he may be ready to indulge in his senses, so long as he didn’t have to think about his new major.

Repeatedly, Zack told himself that he needed to focus on something else. Fortunately, he was a guy, so sex could override pretty much any other stressor.

“Get naked for me,” she said.

His eyes opened a little bit wider for just a moment. Obviously, he wanted to take control of the situation. If he could have had his way, he would’ve been on top of her, channeling all of his frustrations. But that’s not how it was going to work, Mia knew.

They usually bounced back and forth for who got to be on top, but Mia didn’t feel like laying down her back. She wasn’t interested in letting her boyfriend pretend that he was in charge, especially for the sake of his ego. If that made her selfish, she didn’t really care.

He pulled off his shirt and his pants, his briefs and his socks. He stripped down until he was completely naked. Meanwhile, Mia still had on her jeans and her pale pink T-shirt. She smiled down at her boy before kissing him again. At the same time, she gently scratched her fingertips over the sides of his chest.

He wiggled beneath her, obviously eager for something else. That always made her chuckle. Over the last year and a half, ever since they started having sex, she had learned so much about his body. While it seemed the right kind of excitement could turn any spot of hers into an erogenous zone, Zack always told her that there was one place he really liked to be touched, right between his legs.

She resisted the urge to smile as she stroked him. He arched his back and began to moan.

“That’s right,” she said. “Just let me take care of you.”

Opening his eyes, he looked up at her, and she saw exactly what she wanted and expected: gratitude.

To reward him, she wrapped her fingers around his circumference as she moved her hand gently up, then down. From there, she pulled away, only to stroke the underside of his balls, just the way he always savored.

Now he began to moan again. “Oh, that feels so good. Thank you,” he told her.

She brushed him ever so lightly, caressing him so that those little sparks of electricity would run through his skin.

She took his member in hand again, giving him another squeeze even as she started to kiss him. He moaned, savoring every moment.

All the while, she could feel the heat begin to gather between her legs. Why?

One idea occurred to her behind the dark of her eyelids: she liked the idea of her boyfriend studying Home and Consumer Sciences. He could be her little house husband, she thought. He could cook and clean for her. Then Zack would be like her own personal cabana boy, fetching her drinks, taking care of everything, and she could be the one to go out into the world and make a difference.

She liked that idea. She liked it a lot, way more than she would have expected. With every moment, she could hardly believe her own reactions.

She was definitely getting very, very turned on. She never really thought of power as an aphrodisiac, yet the heat began to spread through her body, faster than it had ever before. Right after she got accepted into the university, she had grabbed her boyfriend and fucked during their lunch. It had been amazing, but after that, she behaved more like a regular girlfriend. Now it felt as though something new and old, something novel and familiar all at the same time had reawakened.

If she didn’t understand this, she didn’t care. She continued to kiss him and touch him. Her fingers brushed his most sensitive spots, and she loved the sounds she could provoke. He moaned and whimpered, growled and gasped, all based on her touch. He was a musical instrument beneath her fingers.

But now, she wanted more.

“Go down on me,” she commanded.

And yes, it was an order. He heard it in her voice, but he was already so turned on that he didn’t care. Or maybe he was worried about provoking a fight.

She could tell that he had clenched his jaw, like he was fighting back his worst impulses. That was probably true. He was probably thinking about how much he wanted to grab her and throw her down onto the bed. He could pin her and ride her hard. He would show her he was the man in their relationship, and he could do whatever he liked.

But he couldn’t.

There was nothing he could do to assail her confidence, so he crawled out from under her as she pulled off her jeans in her panties. Mia didn’t bother removing her shirt as he slid down between her legs. At once, he nuzzled her slit, touching her gently, first with the tip of his nose, then his lips. From there, he started to lick.

As always, Mia savored these times. Her boyfriend didn’t go down on her a lot, but he knew exactly what he was doing when he did. When they first started having sex, he had confessed that he wanted to make sure it was good for her. Unlike so many other boys, he didn’t try to learn about sex from watching porn. Instead, he read a couple of articles online. He learned that most women couldn’t orgasm from penile penetration, so he would have to go down on her.

He could do it. If you wanted to have more sex, then he needed to make it good for her. Maybe he was selfish like that.

Either way, Mia didn’t mind, not when he made it feel so good. And of course, while he was on his stomach, his face wedged between her legs, she could imagine whatever she liked.

Right there in her dorm room, she savored the college sex. She thought she was going to imagine them fooling around in the library or maybe the Student Center. Instead, she started to think of herself as a princess in a white dress. She wanted to feel the corset tighter around her waist, her breasts pushed up. She wanted to imagine the smooth silk beneath her fingertips and the long, flowing skirt around her legs.

Seated on a throne, she would look down and see this boy as he kneeled before her. He would keep his head bowed down. Docile and obedient, he would do whatever she wanted.

She could snap her fingers and tell him to crawl. He would obey. She could order him to kiss her feet, and he wouldn’t balk. She could do whatever she wanted with him, and he would always be there for her. She would be the Queen, which made him the servant, little more than a slave.

Slave.

She liked the sound of that.

As she opened her eyes, she could feel his tongue swirl deep between her inner thighs. He continued to lick, sliding up and down until she couldn’t take it anymore. She grabbed onto the sheets, pressed them down into her palms as her knuckles turned white.

Pleasure ran through her body until she reached down, grabbed the hair just above the nape of his neck, and tugged him back. From there, she rolled him onto his back.

Although Zack could’ve fought or resisted, he didn’t. Perhaps some part of him felt defeated by all of this, so he let his girlfriend position him. Soon, he was on his back, and she climbed on top. Like many other women in the new city, she seized power and loved every second of it.

Lowering herself down on his shaft, she closed her eyes and bowed her head forward. Some of her hair came loose and brushed over his chest. She rode him, moving slowly and deliberately at first. With every second, however, she started to pump him harder and faster. She made him feel like she was in control.

Because she was.

She gripped tighter, her fingers pushing down into his side.

“You belong to me,” she said, thinking those words would sounded flirtatious and dirty.

“Yes,” he said, gasping as her pussy tightened around his shaft. He lifted his hips, thrusting into her, and she loved it. Their movements shifted against one another, and the friction lit up something within her.

“You belong to me. You belong to me. You belong to me!” She panted through those words until it was finally time.

She could feel him climax, his body shuddering and pulsating. At the same time, she embraced the hot, explosive pleasure deep within her core. Suddenly, she tightened her grip again as everything turned to a bright haze. And when she finished, she pulled back, done with him.

When she cuddled up next to him, he put his arms around her and held her tight. “Thank you,” she said.

Zack didn’t say anything, probably because he was exhausted. But really, he was thinking about his new schedule and his major. Home and Consumer Science.

Matthew O’Reilly walked into the Council chamber and looked around. Several of the other council members had already arrived. They were busy checking out their phones or typing away on their laptops, probably responding to various emails.

The aromas of fresh paint and brand-new carpet mixed together, reminding him of a model home. As he looked around, he wondered what sorts of rules would be made here, what sorts of history.

Excitement thrummed through his body. This was amazing.

Matthew had never really thought of himself as a politician, but when he moved here, he thought he might as well run to see what would happen.

It had to be the newness of it all, he realized.

In other cities, there were all of these old power structures. Different constituencies, factions, and political parties had been fighting so long that they didn’t really know how to work together. More than that, it was hard for people to really work through all of the different variables and complexities.

But in a city like this, they could do new things and experiment.

“Excuse me, do you think you could grab me another cup of coffee?” someone called out.

The words cut through his reverie as he looked up at the ceiling. There was a large painting of Lady Justice. The work was incredible, and probably cost an insane amount of money. But considering that they had the patron in the form of Stacey Farber, Matthew wasn’t overly surprised.

“Hey, coffee?”

Matthew finally glanced up.

Another one of the council members, a woman with black hair tied back into a bun, lifted up her cup and shook it.

“Excuse me?”

“Coffee,” she said. “You’re an intern, right?”

“No,” he said. He walked over to her, doing his best to suppress his irritation. “My name is Matthew O’Reilly. I’m also a councilmember.” As he spoke, he expected to see a little flutter of embarrassment run across her face. Instead, she looked him up and down.

“Really?”

What was that supposed to mean?

“Okay. Welcome,” she said, as though she had been there for a long time.

None of them had.

As he looked down at the table, he saw his fellow council members, nine other people, all women. He breathed out slowly, wondering exactly what that would portend. Matthew read a couple of articles by guys worried about women taking over the world. Those were the same men who ranted about insane feminists and progressive policies. Matthew didn’t really think they had much ground to stand on, but he was about to find out what could happen, wasn’t he?

Back in his dormitory, Zack woke up when he heard someone knocking on his door. His first class wasn’t until nine, but he grabbed his phone as his roommate started to groan.

Distantly, they could hear other doors getting slammed upon.

“What’s going on?” His roommate wanted to know.

“No idea,” said Zack.

Shirtless, he walked over to the door, stuck his head out, and he saw a young woman in tight, ripped jeans and a T-shirt. She was three doors down by this point as she slammed her fist. “Floor meeting,” she called out. “I want you guys in the common room in five minutes!”

“What’s going on?” Zack raised his voice a little bit.

The girl turned back to him and said again, her voice edged, “Floor meeting.” She made it sound like he should have been able to figure this out on his own.

Shrugging, Zack decided he could always go back to bed, but something about her expression made him tense up. He didn’t want to think he was intimidated or anything, but he did go back to his room, he grabbed a sweatshirt and pulled it on. Then he, like pretty much all the other boys on his floor, gathered in the common area.

There were couches, a couple of TVs, and a small kitchenette.

“Hello, boys,” said the same girl. She stood off to the side as she relaxed, easily holding their attention. Some of the guys were obviously checking her out, which made sense considering her thin waist, lithe physique, tight clothes, and lovely breasts. Zack would never cheat on his girlfriend, but he could certainly appreciate the scenery.

“My name is Victoria, and I’m going to be your Resident Advisor or RA for short. Basically, I’m going to be in charge. If you break the rules, I’m going to be the one to punish you. If you get in real trouble, I’m going to be the one to report you to the administration. I don’t care what you’ve heard, but there are rules, and you’re going to follow them.”

A couple of the guys glanced back at one another, grinning. It was clear they didn’t take this girl seriously. That made sense. They were all college freshman, and she didn’t look like she was any older than them.

“Did I say something funny?” Victoria wanted to know.

As she turned to Zack, he couldn’t guess why she picked him.

“No,” he said, but his voice shook slightly. Damn it. Other guys noticed, and they started to chuckle under their breaths.

“Boys, I know that this is college and you’re excited to be here, but it’s important for you to understand something. There are rules. I’m sure, in the movies, you’ve seen all of these scenes were guys get blackout drunk, run around, and probably have tons of sex. Some of that might happen. There are good parties, but you need to understand that I’m in charge here.”

“Who made you queen?” someone asked, snorting.

“The university,” she said, making it sound like there could be no higher authority. “If you really want to, you can test me. You can see whether or not I have the ability to get you expelled. Let me tell you right now, I do.”

Zack looked at this girl, and he tried hard to suppress the fear coursing through his body. Despite his assigned major, he still wanted to succeed in college. All of his teachers and counselors back in high school talked about how this would be one of the most important times of his life. He couldn’t mess it up.

“There are some rules you need to be aware of. First, I’m in charge. If I tell you to do something, you will do it. I’m not going to let the common area become a pigsty, so if I tell you to clean something up, you had better clean it up. If you don’t, I can have you punished. I can take away your privileges, I can change your curfew, and I can talk to the administration.”

That seemed a little bit vague to him, although the idea of a curfew made Zack raise his hand.

Victoria nodded his direction, apparently pleased that he was willing to defer to her authority so quickly. “Yes?”

“Curfew?”

“That’s right. You will have a curfew.”

“I went through the catalog pretty thoroughly,” Zack said, thinking of how excited he and Mia had been when they first found it online. They had gone through it, pretty much word by word. “It didn’t say anything about a curfew.”

“Interesting,” Victoria said. She tilted her head to the side slightly as she looked down at him. It sounded like she was genuinely curious about how this might happen before she asked, “Were you looking at the boys’ or girls’ catalogue?”

Mia had found it online, so it had probably been for her, he thought. And yet, that didn’t make any sense. A university catalog shouldn’t have changed.

“There’s a difference?” As Zack asked, he thought some of the other guys might start to laugh or something. They didn’t. Instead, they leaned in, surprised by this. There were a few murmurs now, soft sounds rippling with nervous energy.

“Absolutely,” Victoria said. “Did any of you read the complete catalog?”

Zack looked around, but none of the guys raised their hands. Apparently not.

With a disappointed shake of her head, Victoria continued, “If you look at the catalog, you will see that there are some rules specifically based on gender.”

“That’s not fair!” someone called out.

When she first heard those words, Victoria didn’t look offended. Zack studied her, and he could only come to one conclusion: she seemed amused. That was the reaction she had been hoping for?

But why?

Zack couldn’t come up with any easy answers. He couldn’t imagine why she would want to antagonize them, unless it was just about demonstrating she could. That thought seemed eerily plausible.

Victoria smiled at everyone there. As she swept her gaze over their faces, she revealed some of her teeth. “Don’t worry about the curfew. So long as you have a female escort, it won’t be a problem.”

“The girls don’t have a curfew,” said one of the guys, almost like he couldn’t believe it. He needed to restate those words, simply to remind himself of the facts of his new situation.

“No, they don’t,” Victoria said. “Come on, boys. Don’t worry about this too much. Not a big deal. You’re only college freshman.”

“And what are you?” asked someone.

Victoria narrowed her eyes slightly, and Zack had another uneasy feeling. He started to think that maybe Victoria busied herself with some mental notes about who might behave and who could be a problem.

In elementary school, Zack always had that strange feeling when a substitute teacher arrived. On the one hand, she wouldn’t really have any power since she would be gone in one or two days at most. And yet, she always threatened to write notes for their real teacher. So he had been torn, thinking that her authority was silly, but the same time, he didn’t want to risk getting in trouble.

With Victoria, he experienced that exact same feeling.

So he kept his mouth shut.

“I’m a freshman as well,” she said. “But it doesn’t matter because I’m also your RA. Now, does anyone want to challenge me on that?”

Some of the boys looked back at one another, but they didn’t say anything.

“Good,” she said. Her voice stepped out onto the air. “I know that this is going to be very different for you, but I think we have the chance to be friends. There’s a lot you can learn from me.” She smiled at them again, the expression condescending, like she expected them all to behave as pets or domesticated animals.

“If you’re worried about the fairness, I could point out the obvious. The real world isn’t fair. You had better get used to that now. But more importantly, this is all based on research. Our University is going to be a new kind of institution, one that employs solid science to dictate its policies.”

“What does this have to do with a curfew then?”

Victoria nodded, like she expected the question. “Isn’t it obvious? Young men are worse drivers, they’re less responsible, and they make worse decisions. This becomes especially true later in the evening. That’s why you only have a curfew if you’re alone or with other boys. If you can find a girl to vouch for you, then you can enjoy the privilege of staying out later.”

“What is the curfew exactly?”

“Seven on school nights and nine on weekends,” Victoria said.

The guys looked at one another, utterly confused. Seven? Nine? No way.

One boy scoffed, “Can’t be right. Seriously, I could stay out later that when I was a freshman in high school.”

“Well, your parents obviously weren’t working first on the latest research,” Victoria said. “And remember, if I want to, I can lower that curfew.”

“You can ground us?” When the boy asked that question, it was obvious he thought it was a joke.

“Absolutely,” she said. “In addition to this, we may have to experiment with corporal punishment.”

Zack felt his eyes get bigger. Corporal punishment?

Apparently, one of the other guys didn’t know what that meant.

Victoria looked over at him, and she leaned forward slightly, showing off her cleavage. “Don’t worry. I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” she said. “It’s just an option. Besides, I think that makes it very clear how things are going to work around here.”


Chapter 7:

“Corporal punishment?” Mia asked later that same day.

“Yeah,” Zack said. He was seated at her small desk while she relaxed, lounging on her bed. She rolled over slightly, propped up her head on her knuckles and watched her boyfriend for a few moments. “What?”

“Oh, I was just thinking about you.”

“You were thinking about spanking me, weren’t you?”

Mia started to giggle. “Is it that obvious?”

“I know my girl,” he said.

She tensed up for just a second. Of course, he noticed. He didn’t quite understand why, however. “Is everything okay?”

“I guess I’m not sure if I’m comfortable with you calling me that.”

“What?”

“You said I was your girl.” She spoke those words slowly and deliberately, like she wanted to be sure she didn’t mess anything up.

“Yeah? I’ve been saying that since we got together sophomore year,” he replied, making all of it sound obvious.

“I know…” Mia replied, her voice drifting off, which made it very clear she wasn’t done with this topic.

“Should I call you something else?”

Mia licked her lips and sat up straight. Looking right at her boyfriend, she said, “it’s really sweet and everything. I mean, they’re guys out there who don’t like any public displays of affection, but you have always been really sweet. Then we were talking about language in my Leadership class today.”

“Leadership,” he said, exhaling slowly. While his schedule seemed to be filled with useless courses, she had been admitted into some kind of special program. At this university, they meant to help Mia become a leader in the future. He tried to hide it, there was a little tug of jealousy somewhere in his brain.

“Yeah,” she said. “We’re talking about language. It was just a small thing. We spent most of the time going over the syllabus or whatever, but the teacher was talking about how little bits of language can have big implications.”

His eyes narrowed as he looked at her.

“Like when you say I’m your girl. It possesses. It makes it sound like I belong to you.”

He got up onto his feet, jumped over to the bed, and he grabbed her. He pushed her down. Or at least, he tried to. She wiggled out of his grip, and then she got on her knees so that she seemed taller than Zack.

“I’m serious about this. It’s a big deal. You say I’m yours, like I belong to you. And then you call me a girl. But that word means that I’m supposed to young or smaller or something.”

“You are young and small,” he said.

She shoved down, knocking him into the mattress. She positioned herself right on top of him, straddling him. As she did so, anger and something else mixed just below her chest. She was not exactly sure how to explain it.

This was new. This was college.

Of course, she had been on top of him before, but now she leaned in and dragged her teeth over the side of his neck. As she did so, she started to purr and growl, just like a feline predator.

“Don’t worry about it, Zack. I’m going to take care of you. It’s okay if I have to be in charge. If you need someone to give you permission to stay out late, I can do that.”

“I’m trying to have a serious conversation with you,” he said.

Mia couldn’t help it. She didn’t really want to listen. As the excitement built and the juices flowed, she leaned in, and she started to kiss him, on his neck, his cheek, then his mouth.

By this point, Zack must have realized what she had in mind, only he couldn’t help himself. His member hardened, pushing up against the insides of his pants.

Damn it.

“There’s something I want to try with you,” she said, whispering.

“What?” Zack asked.

“I want to tie you down. I want to tie you to the bed,” she said. “I want to run my fingers over your naked body, look down at you, and see you as my helpless prisoner. Would you be okay with that?”

As she spoke, she reached down into his pants.

Mia had no idea whether or not any of the other citizens of this city had similar ideas. And yet, her fingers pushed down against the flat of his stomach. Inch by inch, she worked her way down into his pants. Soon, she could feel the soft material of his underwear. Then she had his cock in her hand, she stroked him gently, listening and watching as he started to moan. He lifted his hips, clearly aroused by all of this.

More.

Even as his expression remained conflicted, Mia could tell that he wanted more. She kissed him again, gently, just for a little bit. She touched him and teased him, stroking and gripping him. All the while, he made those appreciative little noises, the ones she loved hearing from her boyfriend.

Mia rarely enjoyed this kind of aggression, but now the adrenaline pumped through her body, and she was on top, and she wanted more.

Maybe it had been listening to the girls giggle during her class. A few of them had been whispering back and forth. Obviously, they knew one another before actually coming to campus. They whispered about how the girls needed to be in charge.

After all, the classes were dedicated to nothing but Leadership, but if there wasn’t another dimension to them, then why have the class been exclusively female?

No one brought it up, not even their professor, yet everyone there had wondered about this simple fact.

Or maybe they didn’t need to wonder about it because the girls were meant to be in charge. Maybe that was just going to be the new system and structure, and the professor was just waiting for someone to bring it up.

In any case, Mia focused more on her boyfriend. She released his shaft, and then she pulled her hand back. Looking into his eyes, she asked, “So what’s it going to be, Zack? Can you be my boy?”

Only minutes ago, she’d criticized him for using almost the exact same language. Still, this was different. A boy teasing a girl is one thing. There was history there. If a girl teased him, it was different.

“Yes,” he said.

She leaned in and kissed him again. Their tongues played against one another. Then she pulled back, grabbed the edge of his shirt, which pulled it up.

Instinctively, he sat up to make it easier for her to strip him.

Mia ripped his shirt off, threw it to the floor, and then she scrambled down between his legs.

“Should I go down on you?” Mia asked, surprising herself.

“Yes, please,” he said.

He must have had his misgivings about their new school, their new city, and their new life together, but Zack couldn’t think clearly. He was a horny boy, so the prospect of a blow job meant so much more than any other fear.

He raised his hips to make it easier for her to strip off his pants. As she did with his shirt, she made short work of his trousers. They soon sailed onto the floor, along with his belt and boxers.

After that, she leaned down, stroking him. She played with the underside of his scrotum. Her fingers danced and darted over his skin, light caresses, firm grips, and everything in between. All the while, he moaned, murmuring about how he was grateful for her.

Tilting her head to the side, she narrowed her eyes. Like any girlfriend, she had gone down on him many times. He had licked her as well, but now she wondered exactly what would happen and she ran her tongue over her lips.

She leaned in, opened her mouth, and she started kissing him. Right at the base of his shaft. Then she dragged her wet tongue over his sensitive flesh. With flickering movements, she made him whimper. She made him moan. She made him want more.

“Oh, that feels good. It feels so good. Thank you,” he said.

Mia’s eyes glittered as she sat up and looked back at him. “Oh, I like it when you’re grateful.” Of course, she had never said anything like that before.

Zack probably didn’t notice since he praised her again, “please, don’t stop. I am grateful. I’m so grateful!” She wrapped her lips around his tip, taking him little by little. She licked, tightening her mouth around his member. As she teased the circumference, Zack had no idea what to anticipate. She worked her mouth down and up, over and over again. All the while, he felt like he would explode at any moment.

This was power, Mia thought.

Throughout history, women had used sex to control the men in their lives. But along the way, men had created defenses, insulting girls for liking sex, claiming that only “sluts and whores” would do certain things.

But now, she was the aggressor, and she was on top, and she could do whatever she wanted.

That’s why he agreed to let her tie him down.

Thinking back to the delicious sensations of power that would come from having him spread out, on his back, and totally helpless, Mia stopped. She pulled her mouth away from his groin.

Shifting off of the bed, she hopped to her feet, rushed over to one of her drawers, and she came back with a silk cord. Theoretically, it was supposed to have been part of one of her formal dresses, but she thought it would look so much better tied tight around his wrists.

Mia scurried back up onto the bed, she grabbed his hands, crossed them, and then she began to wrap the cord around his wrists. As she did this, she considered her naked boyfriend. Simply stripping him seemed like an expression of power.

Power? Really?

Occasionally, she felt that burst of ecstasy when she enjoyed being on top or teasing him. But for the most part, she had been a good girl, letting her boyfriend do or say pretty much whatever he liked.

As she ran her teeth along her bottom lip, she considered precisely what she should do or say, right until the moment when she leaned in and kissed him again. She had tightened the cord, making sure he couldn’t get away.

“I’m going to ride you hard,” she said.

She didn’t, not at first. Pushing one hand down against his forearm, she dragged her nails along his neck, past his chest, all the way down to his erection. Then she brushed her fingertips over his body once again, watching and grinning as he moaned deliciously.

“You have a curfew, but I don’t.”

His eyes widened, blazing with anger.

“It’s not fair!”

She gripped his shaft. “Isn’t it? I mean, you’re just an irrational boy. Look at you. You agree to be tie you down in exchange for a blow job. Maybe you shouldn’t be allowed to make your own choices.”

She was teasing, of course. She didn’t really need any of those words.

Right?

But as she taunted him, she reveled in the potential of everything she said.

“You’re just messing with me,” he said.

“I know,” she said with a giggle. Then she leaned back in, biting down gently against his ear lobe. “But just think about it. If boys have to pay higher insurance rates because they aren’t responsible and can’t drive as well as girls, then maybe there are a bunch of other things they shouldn’t be allowed to do either.”

“Just because some other guy doesn’t know how to drive doesn’t mean I need a curfew!”

“But you let me tie you down, because you’re horny!” The logic seem to fit. Every idea clicked into place.

He opened his mouth, and wanted to say something, only then she squeezed again, bringing him close, so incredibly close, to an orgasm. The desperation curled through his body, spreading along every inch of his taut, muscular frame. His joints and tendons clenched, his toes curling.

But then she stopped.

“Right now, do you think I could get you to beg for an orgasm? Do you think I could make you say that I own you?”

Mia didn’t know exactly where that idea came from. It seemed alien and extraordinary at the same time. And yet, she was really just following her instincts. For so long, she had been teased by this guy, and even if she loved him, perhaps it was time for him to get a taste of his own material.

“I’m not going to do it,” he said.

Zack should have recognized the point where he had the option to demand she untie him. He could have sat up, walked away, and left her alone.

Sure, his desires would have been unsatisfied, yet he would protect his dignity.

But this was also his girlfriend, and he loved her.

More than that, his eyes roamed along her tight waist and up to the smooth contours of her breasts.

“I think I can make you say it,” she said.

“Never,” he replied, and he actually believed it.

Boys could be so adorably naïve.

With a wicked work of her mouth, she looked into his eyes. “I’m going to make you admit it.”

He wouldn’t. He couldn’t.

In fact, Zack made a silent promise to himself. He didn’t care how his girlfriend stimulated him. He wasn’t going to come. And he really believed it. Inside of his head, all of these mental bulwarks went into place. He built a psychological fortress, one that no level of arousal could wash away.

Only then she touched him, her fingers brushing along his body. And then she pulled off her top. She removed her tight, black yoga pants, revealing her panties underneath. She pulled off the pale pink underwear, her white bra, and soon she was naked on top of him.

“I like seeing you this way, spread out and helpless.”

“I’m not helpless!”

She straddled him. Technically, he could have tried to get up, yet Mia suspected it would be easy to hold him down. Standing upright, he was bigger and stronger. But in this awkward position, he may as well have been a turtle trapped in his shell.

“Yes, you are,” she said.

Her eyes seemed to lock him in position. Maybe, on some level, Zack really believed he only did this because she wanted it. He was just playing her game. It wasn’t supposed to be a big deal.

And yet, he didn’t move as she reached up and licked her fingertips. Then she reached down for her breasts, brushing her fingertips over her nipples. They hardened immediately. She massaged and fondled herself. She stroked her thighs and dragged her fingertips up back toward her chest. As she played with herself, Zack couldn’t do anything. Paralyzed by indecision, he watched as his girlfriend enjoyed herself.

“You can’t have an orgasm until I say so,” she said.

While she straddled him this way, her legs spread and her thighs pushing down into his flanks, Mia was absolutely right about that. His hands remained trapped above his head, he could squirm a little bit, but that was all.

“Oh, my poor boy. You look so frustrated. What’s wrong, Zack? Are you horny?”

Just as he tried to speak, she pulled one hand away from her chest, and she started stroking him again, her fingers pressing down on his shaft.

“So hard. Damn. You must be going crazy.”

That’s when she threw her head back and laughed. Her hair splashed along the nape of her neck and down to her shoulders.

He loved everything about this girl. She was so hot, so sexy, so beautiful. After they’d been together for about a year, some of his friends wondered if he might get bored someday.

If that was possible, it hadn’t happened yet. Zack couldn’t imagine it ever happening.

“I can do whatever I want with you, can’t I?” Her fingers moved along his balls, up to his shaft. She gently touched him with one finger, watching as he twitched and riding him as he squirmed beneath her.

“Do I get to own you?” Mia asked. “Do I get to control you?”

“No! I’m the man in our relationship, and you can’t get away with this!”

Again, if he had been thinking clearly, he would have simply told her to stop. In doing so, he would have demonstrated his ability to take control of the situation. But instead, he let his girlfriend tease him relentlessly.

Sucking gently on one fingertip, she stared down at him. She hollowed her cheeks, and he should have looked away. There was something eager and hungry in her expression, but she was so enticing and addictive…

With her fingers dancing, she reached for that spot right between her legs. She kept her knees parted as she first caressed her opening. She gently, lightly, just barely touched herself. At the same time, she pressed her lips together, exhaling slowly.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she said.

At this point, she wasn’t touching her boyfriend. He could only watch as his girlfriend enjoyed herself. Mia could do whatever she wanted. She could enjoy every sensation, only he couldn’t. He remained trapped, wiggling on his back, powerless and immobile.

Then she pushed her fingers up into her pussy, and she stroked her clit. Pressing down on that sensitive spot, she clenched her eyes shut.

Suddenly, if only briefly, this wasn’t about teasing her boy. It became something else, something just as hot, something just as powerful, and something just as primal.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she said, returning to herself. The stream of sensations kept playing through her body and lighting up the nerves within her skin. But still, she looked down at him as she spoke.

When she saw his face again, Mia burst into laughter. His lips were tight and contorted into a determined frown. The poor boy was fighting so hard not to make a sound or say anything he might regret. But still, just defying her meant that he entertained her.

She rubbed herself, moving her fingers up and down, and in and out. She penetrated herself with those digits, all while her boyfriend hungrily looked up.

“You love this, don’t you?”

“Please, please touch me,” he said. The words tumbled from his lips, all without any real thought or consideration.

“I could,” she allowed. “But there’s something I want to hear first.”

Like some petulant child, he kicked out with his feet, cutting his toes across the air and slamming his heels down into the mattress.

He growled something incoherent, but that only made his girlfriend laugh a little bit harder. “No,” said Mia. “You’re going to have to do better than that. What did I want to hear again? What was it?”

Gasping, he filled his lungs and held his breath. That seemed to give him a tiny modicum of self-control. But then the torrents of desire had broken down those bastion bulwarks. His mind swam through the primal need. He was a boy, and he wanted an orgasm. He would have done anything for it.

“There’s something I want to hear,” she teased, every breath playful.

“I belong to you!” He called out those words, jumbling the syllables together, but his meaning was clear enough.

“That’s right. You do,” she said.

She dropped herself forward, kissed him, and then, she reached down for his cock. She took him into her hand, guided the tip of his shaft up toward her slit, and then she pressed to down, taking him, 1 inch at a time.

That’s how she started to conquer her boyfriend during their first year in college.

Matthew O’Reilly started to hear things. At first, he didn’t really know what to make of the complaints. The university and schools had been in session for a little bit more than a week when he got the first reports. They trickled in at first, anonymous emails indicating that there were certain biases and prejudices in the school system.

Since they were complaints coming from guys worried about losing status or whatever, Matthew disregarded most of these.

The last couple of decades, there had been men out in the world worried about feminism and its implications. They heard about women demanding equal pay, and they became incensed. Matthew always shook his head, thinking those guys were foolish. Seriously, if you just looked across the spectrum of the entire freaking planet, it was clear that men were in charge. Whether you looked at the heads of state, CEOs of major corporations, or even just pay scales, it was clear that men made way, way more money.

Matthew didn’t think this is necessarily right or fair, but he wasn’t going to go out of his way to try to fix it either.

Only now, he was technically a politician and definitely a leader in his community.

And he was hearing the exact opposite.

As the emails continued to trickle in, they stopped being anonymous. Young men started to tell him about how they faced a curfew, how they couldn’t get the class they wanted, and how it seemed like only girls were admitted to the different schools’ Leadership programs.

When Matthew went to go talk to the mayor, her secretary politely told him that she was busy. The young man sitting at the desk outside of the mayor’s office smiled at him, apparently somewhat smug. He had light hair, wore glasses, and sat up straight. At the same time, he looked Matthew up and down, almost as though he thought the Councilman didn’t belong there.

“Please tell her that I would like a meeting as soon as possible,” Matthew told the assistant.

“I will get right on that,” said the boy.

Exhaling through his teeth, Matthew tried to figure out exactly what he should do next. So far, the city Council hadn’t done anything all that significant or important. Then again, there wasn’t anything that really needed to be done.

In fact, if you brought this to the Council, it would likely be the first major controversy…And he also began to wonder what would happen if this leaked online.

So far, the complaints seemed to be mostly whispered. More than that, the young men who sent him these messages probably wanted to keep this quiet. They weren’t interested in running around online, blaring about how they had been oppressed in their new school.

Why not?

People love to complain online, but then he almost wanted to laugh when he figured it out.

The same boys were embarrassed. They didn’t want to admit that they were being controlled or teased by the girls at their university. That’s why they went to the highest-ranking man in the city to try to figure something out.

If these rules really were being applied to the boys but not the girls, he needed to do something about it.

The mayor wasn’t going to listen, so maybe he could try the other major power broker in the city.

Almost halfheartedly, he found Stacey Farber’s information, and he called her. He wasn’t surprised when a professional, clipped male voice picked up on the other line. “Stacey Farber’s office. This is Tony. How can I help you?”

Just like the mayor, Ms. Farber had a male assistant.

Grimacing slightly, he wondered how many power structures were organized this way, where women were in charge, and men took subordinate roles. Or maybe it was just his imagination. Two examples didn’t exactly prove a global pattern or anything.

And yet, another thought stuck at the back of his throat: he was the only man on the town council. But they had voted, right? If there had been any other viable male candidates, then maybe Matthew should have been proud of his achievement.

Pushing those thoughts aside, he did his best to speak crisply and clearly, “My name is Matthew O’Reilly. I’m on the city council, and I was hoping that I might get the opportunity to speak with—” He paused here, not sure exactly how he should refer to Tony’s boss, “with Ms. Farber.”

“Unfortunately, she’s very busy, but maybe I can refer you to one of her associates. What is this in reference to?”

This was where it got really awkward, he realized. Matthew wanted to discuss the university, but the school probably wasn’t under her direct purview. Maybe he should have called the campus president or something, but he didn’t want to risk offending her right away. If he could come at this from another direction, he thought it might be more useful. And really, Matthew wasn’t an idiot; he knew that the most powerful person was Stacey Farber.

“I have some questions about the educational system.”

“Oh,” Tony said.

“Can I ask what kinds of questions?”

“Just some questions about the code of conduct.”

There was a long pause now. Tony didn’t seem to know exactly what to do or how to direct his call.

“Is there something you’d like to tell me?” Matthew asked, doing his best to make his voice sympathetic without being condescending. The Councilman liked to think that he could read people pretty well. Getting over on the phone was obviously more difficult, but his instincts told him that there was something else going on here.

“Maybe you should talk to someone else,” Tony said uncertainly. “If you like, maybe I can ask around?”

The assistant’s voice tightened into something nervous.

Even so, Matthew did his best to sound cheerful. “That would be really helpful. Thank you.”

“I will call you back once I know something,” said the assistant.

Once they hung up, Matthew tapped his fingers against his leg. He could feel the impatience chew at his psyche. Based on the complaints he had heard, something was definitely wrong at the school, but what was he supposed to do about it?

More than once, he had wished that he had a law degree or something to help him navigate the politics. Because seriously, this could get complicated very quickly. When he first volunteered to run for the city Council, he assumed that the duties would be relatively straightforward. He thought he would read through budgets, vote on propositions, that sort of thing.

But people complained to him, and he needed to find solutions, at least if he wanted to do his job well.

Matthew did.

He really did.

Just as he started to consider other options and individuals he might try to talk to, his phone began to vibrate. “Hello?”

“Matthew O’Reilly?” came the assistant’s voice. “This is Tony, Ms. Farber’s assistant.”

“That was fast,” he said.

“I’m good at my job, and you are also very lucky,” replied Tony. “Unfortunately, Ms. Farber is very busy, so she won’t be able to speak with you in the near future. But one of her associates, Naomi Alder has some time in her schedule. Would that work for you?”

“Sure.” For a second, he sounded dubious, but then, slowly, Tony started to remember the young woman’s name. He couldn’t recall her job title or what she did, but she was close to Ms. Farber, and that would have to be good enough.

“Please come to our offices downtown at one o’clock. Security will let you in if you give them your name,” Tony said.


Chapter 8:

Matthew had never actually gone into the city’s largest building. For the most part, the new construction meant shops on the first floor, with apartments on the second. But then there was something approaching a skyscraper at the center of the city. It belonged to Farber Industries.

Breathing out slowly, he walked through the doors. He didn’t want to look up along the enormous behemoth of glass and concrete. He didn’t want to think about how his authority seemed shrunken and pathetic compared to the money that flowed through this building.

In the longer term, he knew that the town council would have to worry about Farber Industries. Although Stacey Farber had coordinated so much of the construction and design of the city, she also wielded tremendous power. If this city was going to survive, what would happen when she stepped down from her position as CEO? What if the next leader of Farber Industries decided that she or he didn’t actually want to run a city?

More importantly, Stacey had been incredibly generous, donating time, money, effort, and political connections. Matthew O’Reilly wasn’t foolish enough to think that this place could have existed without her efforts. She may not have done everything on her own, but she was absolutely the momentum behind everything. Even one building meant a lot. The taxes on it alone generated a significant portion of the city budget.

What if the company one day decided to leave?

After he was elected, Matthew started reading up on small cities. He knew that urban centers needed a certain population to sustain themselves. Once people started leaving, things could fall apart very, very quickly. He didn’t want to see that happen, not to this newborn town.

Pushing those thoughts away, he made his way into the lobby. He saw the elevator bank off to the side, hidden away behind clear glass partitions. To get through, he would need key card.

But then he remembered what Tony had told him.

Matthew glanced over at the security desk. When he walked over, he was surprised to see young women wearing suits. They were tall, they had short hair, and they looked at him like he was a potential threat. Moments later, he noticed the guns on their hips.

A little shiver ran down his back.

He tried not to think about it, but there was something in their stances that made one fact abundantly clear: if they wanted to kick his ass, they could totally do it. He might’ve been bigger or had more muscles (he doubted that), but these women had training. They knew exactly how to fight.

When he approached, he had a hard time finding his voice. He attempted to speak once, only the words came out quiet and distorted.

Standing up tall, he told himself that he was a leader.

The three women glanced back at one another. They didn’t do or say anything to intimidate him, but he still felt that cold clenching sensation deep within his chest.

“My name is Matthew O’Reilly, and I have an appointment with Naomi Alder,” this time his voice rang out, clear and loud.

It felt good.

The woman standing closest to him glanced down, presumably at a computer screen. “That’s correct. You have an appointment at one o’clock. I’ll escort you up in a few minutes.”

There was nothing technically inappropriate or rude about her words, but he still felt as though he were being dismissed.

From there, the three women went back to talking. They kept their voices low, so he couldn’t exactly pick out what they were saying. Not only that, they refused to make eye contact with him, which made him feel ignored.

Not sure where to stand or what to do, Matthew decided not to confront them about this. It wasn’t a big deal, he thought. It wasn’t going to change anything.

So he stuck his hands into his pockets, and he drifted around the security desk for a little while.

When he glanced around the rest of the lobby, he saw young women walking around. Some of them carried papers; others had briefcases. They wore pants, expensive dresses and skirts, boots and high heels. They moved quickly, marching on to tackle difficult questions and decisions.

This wasn’t the official headquarters for Farber Industries, but their CEO obviously wanted to see the city succeed, so much of the business was conducted here.

“Do you mind if I ask, what you think of working here?” Matthew remembered that these women probably lived in the city, which meant there is a very good chance it was his job to represent them.

“I’m sorry, sir, but we have some other tasks that require attention. Please wait quietly,” one said.

Please wait quietly? She talked down to him like he was some little kid or something.

As his lips parted, he knew he was supposed to say something, anything, but he instead took a step back. The woman gave him a brief, condescending smile.

Yeah, he had definitely been dismissed.

Inhaling through his nostrils, he didn’t know what he was supposed to do. He could have demanded to talk to their supervisor or something, but that would have made him seem overly emotional and petulant.

No. He wasn’t going to do it.

So instead, he stood back, quiet and barely noticed.

A few minutes later, one of the women walked up to him. “Come with me,” she said, her voice tight with authority and command.

She moved quickly, striding ahead.

Because Matthew had been thinking about something else, it took a second to focus, and by then she was already several feet ahead.

Practically jogging to keep up, he rushed after her, which didn’t add anything to his dignity. In fact, he may have imagined hearing the other women at the desk giggling at him.

They rode one of the elevators up to the top floor. Again and again, Matthew glanced over at her. He tried to pretend that he wasn’t intimidated, especially in the elevator car. He imagined what this woman could do, how easily she could break his wrist or kick him down to the floor.

He tried to shake off those thoughts, but they were there nonetheless.

This woman was a fighter. She could handle him however she wanted.

He had felt this kind of anxiety before, back in high school. As a freshman, he once bumped into one of the seniors. The guy had been nice enough, smiling down at Matthew, but there had been that moment when he knew this could have ended with a bloody or broken nose. Matthew doubted he would have been able to connect with a single punch.

The doors opened, and he was escorted down the hall to another set of double doors. She knocked once, they heard a voice call for him to enter, and the security guard spun around briskly, heading right back to the elevator.

Matthew told himself that he wasn’t supposed to be intimidated. Sure, these people had a lot of power and money, but the people had voted for him. He had won an election, and he had a job to do.

Tentatively, he opened the door and crossed the threshold. As he did so, he felt like a little kid walking into a principal’s office. No matter how much he reminded himself of his status, he couldn’t shake that feeling.

“Hello,” said a young woman sitting behind a large desk.

“Naomi?”

Her eyes narrowed slightly, perhaps because he used her first name.

“Yes. I’m Naomi Alder. From what I understand, you wished to speak to Ms. Farber?”

“That’s correct.”

“And what was this about?”

Matthew approached her desk, but she didn’t say anything about having him sit. So he stood there, feeling a little bit awkward.

“There have been some complaints,” he said.

“Yes?”

“This is a little bit delicate. I know that Farber Industries has a lot to say about how things work in the city.”

“That’s true,” she said, smiling indulgently.

“So I wanted to come here first. I didn’t want to step on any toes, but I’ve been hearing that some of the boys are being treated unfairly.”

“Really? What’s happening to the boys?”

Boys. When she used to that word, she seemed to load it with a special kind of derision, although Matthew couldn’t be certain. This was one part of politics he did not enjoy. A statement could be fair and appropriate on the surface, only the delivery could convey so much more. Tone, innuendo, and implication could be very dangerous.

“First of all, the rules are not fair,” he said.

“Oh? How so?” Naomi asked, still using that same tone of condescending interest.

“The boys have been given a curfew, while the girls have not. Is that correct?”

“That’s right,” she said, only then she looked right back at him, as though she needed some sort of explanation. The implication was simple: of course, the girls would have a different set of rules. This only made sense.

“Double standards don’t fit into most definitions of fair,” he told her.

“In this case, I think we can agree that it does. Women and men are not the same. They don’t develop along the same lines either, so the school has decided to implement some specific policies. If you like, I can refer you to the woman who designed them. Dr. Julia Dennings is an expert in her field.”

“I’m sure she is,” he said.

“Are you upset?”

“What? No,” he said, maybe a little bit too fast.

“It’s okay if you are. I’ve done a great deal of research on gender dynamics, which is why I am one of the lead consultants for Stacey Farber.”

“Gender? Isn’t that a little bit theoretical for running a town?”

“Not at all. That’s the entire point here. We are looking to experiment with something new. If we know that there are differences, we need to design with them in mind. If nothing else, think about the old expectations and how they might influence society.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Quick, imagine a superhero.”

Matthew didn’t really understand, but he went to one of the obvious choices: a powerfully built ideal clad in blue and red.

Smiling as though she could read his mind, she asked, “Which one is he?”

Matthew started open his mouth to respond.

“Here’s the point,” she said, cutting him off before he could utter a breath. “It’s a man. If you talk about heroes, we automatically think of them as male. That is just one example of tacit gender bias. That’s what we’re working against, Matthew.”

He bristled slightly, thinking that maybe she should have used his last name, but whatever. Matthew couldn’t allow himself to get overly annoyed or emotional.

“That doesn’t seem like a really big deal,” he told her, “Especially when Stacey Farber is a woman, and she’s obviously the most powerful person in the city.”

“That’s true,” Naomi replied. “And the fact that you feel compelled to point this out only demonstrates my point. There’s something strange about this, don’t you think? There’s something unusual or odd. We react differently because there’s a woman in charge. We have to talk about it. If it was a man, we would take it as a given. That’s the kind of gender bias we are going to be working against.”

“And giving the boys a curfew was part of that?”

“Giving the boys a curfew is part of that, but it’s also for their own good.”

“How?” Matthew asked, his tone sharper than he intended.

“Research has shown that young men tend to get in trouble as the night goes on. We have felt that it would be best for them to be required to stay in their dorm rooms at night. Don’t worry. We can revisit this policy later on, especially for the more mature boys.”

“But they’re adults,” Matthew insisted. “They can vote, make adult decisions, and take care of themselves. Yeah, some of them will make mistakes, but that’s no reason to punish all of them.”

“Why do you need to think of this as a punishment?” Naomi asked. “Like I said, it’s for their own good. Think about how much more studying they can get in.”

“Actually, that’s another point,” he said.

“Oh?”

“A lot of the young men at the university are getting saddled with majors they don’t actually want.”

“Well, it’s a new school,” Naomi said. “There’s going to be a lot of logistical juggling. It’s all very complicated. I don’t think you want to worry about it.”

“It affects my voters,” he said. “It’s my job to represent them.”

“So don’t you think this is something you should bring to the city council then?”

Matthew bristled for a moment.

Although he hadn’t done anything official, he had mentioned his concerns to a couple of his fellow council members. Those women had looked at him, just arching an eyebrow or smirking, like they thought this was somehow funny.

“Not yet,” he said, doing his best to pretend that the other council members would want to hear about this. But then, the population was skewed female, which meant that even if every single man voted, it wouldn’t amount to much.

“Do you have any other concerns?”

“Concerns? Not really,” he said, trying a different tactic. “But maybe you could help me with some of the stuff? I mean, you are very well connected here.”

She smiled brightly at him.

Of course, Naomi knew exactly what he was trying to do. For such a long time, women had been locked out of the chambers of power, so they learned to try to cajole and negotiate. They offered up what little they could, which usually meant flattery. At this point he was trying the exact same thing, which she thought was adorable.

“I have a few connections,” she allowed. “But I’m not connected with the university, so you probably should try to talk to someone there.”

“We both know that Farber Industries runs the entire city. Nothing here happens without the CEO’s permission.”

“That’s a little bit dramatic, don’t you think?” Naomi asked, making him sound like some sort of conspiracy theorist, even if he was absolutely correct. Anyone who looked at any of these tax statements or budgets could see this.

“It is not dramatic. Accurate.”

“Maybe you should calm down.”

Calm down? He wasn’t getting upset, and he didn’t raise his voice. And yet, she implied he was somehow losing his temper?

“I’m not upset,” he said, his voice edging into something like annoyance.

“Are you sure about that, Matthew?” She smiled at him. “I know boys sometimes have a hard time controlling their tempers.”

Eyes widening, he stared right at her, like he could hardly believe what he had just heard.

Frankly, he didn’t know where to start. She couldn’t address him as a boy. He was an adult, a man, and he deserved respect. But she just smiled at him, her expression smug, probably because she knew there was nothing he could do to her.

Only then she switched tactics. “You know, maybe we could talk about your concerns a little bit more. Maybe over dinner?” The offer was loaded with so many different implications.

Matthew didn’t know what to do. Although many women had been in this exact same position, he never thought much about it. It was a problem for other people.

“How about this? I’ll send you a little email later, and you can think about it. But thank you for coming in and expressing your concerns. I’ll be sure to bring them up with Ms. Farber. Thank you.”

Just then, the door opened again, and there stood one of the security guards. She looked at him, her expression flinty and hard.

Matthew turned around. He started walking, his legs moving on their own. He didn’t know what to say, just as he could hardly explain what had happened.

“Hey, are you supposed to be out all on your own?” one of the girls called out, shouting over the music. The beat thumped hard and aggressive to the point where Zack could feel it in his finger nails.

Despite the music, he could hear that question very clearly. There was a girl standing to his right. She had just stepped right up to him and asked. It was past 11 o’clock on a Saturday night, so he understood precisely what she meant.

Even so, his grip tightened around his red plastic cup. He started to worry that he might accidentally crush it, which would only make him look overly emotional.

He hated how the girls had started bringing up that point. In a couple of different classes, some of the females had mentioned how males are inherently unstable.

And of course, if any guy became offended by that idea, that only proved her point somehow.

It was infuriating.

“No. I’m not here in my own,” he said.

“That’s good,” said the girl, smiling indulgently. “Who are you with?”

“Does it matter?” Zack asked. If this had been a party back in high school, he would have been busy checking out the girl, imagining her naked. But now, he just wanted her to leave him alone.

“Yeah, actually, it does,” she said. Despite the fact she had to speak over the music, she still managed the imperious tone of a young woman who addressed an inferior.

It wasn’t fair. They were both college students. Hell, the chances were good they were both freshman, so she shouldn’t have been able to talk down to him. But she did. Like so many other women in this college, she had found a new level of confidence. Or maybe it should have been described as arrogance.

“Look, sweetie, I don’t want you to get in trouble. Besides, if someone calls the cops, and other boys here without chaperones, that looks really bad on me. So who is it?”

Zack pointed across the room.

Mia stood there with a couple of other girls from her Leadership class. They were chatting, giggling, and laughing. He thought about approaching only to stop because he shouldn’t have to justify himself.

“Which one? Who’s your chaperon tonight?” asked the stranger.

“Who are you?” Zack demanded, hoping some accountability might make her get tired of this game, only she didn’t back down.

Batting her eyes like this was just flirting, she replied, “I’m Amy, and I’m responsible for this party. Now it’s your turn. Who’s your chaperon?”

“I shouldn’t need a chaperon,” he said, thinking those words wouldn’t be audible.

“Yeah, you really should,” Amy answered, smiling and confident. “Just face it, sweetie. You aren’t mature enough to make your own decisions. The world really does work better when women are in charge.”

Woah. How did she go from talking about boys and a party to women somehow ruling the world?

It didn’t make any sense to Zack, but he still didn’t want to say anything.

Hoping that she might ignore his rudeness and reminding himself that he did actually have a chaperone, Zack started to walk away.

But then Amy reached out and grabbed him by his wrist. Her grip locked, and she wouldn’t let go. For a moment, he seriously thought about punching her hard across the face. He barely contained himself, but then he finally growled. “She’s over there. Her name is Mia, and she’s my chaperone. Okay? Is that what you wanted to hear?”

“Calm down, sweetie. Don’t make a big deal. I just needed to make sure you were following the rules.”

“Well, I am,” he insisted.

“And you should be very proud of yourself for that,” she said, smiling again. He hated the saccharine grin.

She released him, and he started to walk away. But as he did so, he noticed something. There were lots of guys at the party, each one chatting with some girl. None of the boys looked happy…because they were all being interrogated.

For a moment, Zack wondered if maybe he should have just stayed back at his dorm. He could have relaxed, playing video games or something. And yet, if he had done that because these girls intimidated him, what did that mean? Was he accepting some sort of defeat?

Zack went over to his girlfriend. He was about to slip his arms around her waist, she stepped over to the wall, blocking him. Whether she did that instinctively or if it was just some kind of accident, Zack couldn’t tell right away. “Historically, I think it’s fair to say that men have made a ridiculous number of mistakes,” one of the girls declared.

“Oh yeah,” agreed another.

What?

Zack glanced at the young women. They were all very attractive, but he wanted to get close to Mia. Suddenly, he felt the urge to actually hide behind her. He didn’t know how that made any sense, but the desire remained.

“Just look at the number of wars that didn’t really need to be fought. I mean, sometimes you need violence, I get that, but there’s been so much bloodshed just based off of ego.”

“Men can get really arrogant,” said one of the girls, shaking her head.

“Isn’t that right?”

Up until this point, Zack hadn’t really wanted to engage in conversation, especially because he knew he was outnumbered. It didn’t matter if his arguments were good or if his ideas were sound. These girls had made up their minds, and they weren’t going to pay any attention to him. So he wished to remain quiet.

But now, they wanted to ask him something.

“I’m not sure,” he said.

“Oh, come on. It’s just a discussion. This is college. We are supposed to debate big ideas,” said one of the girls.

Zack glanced over at Mia.

“It’s okay,” she said. “We’re just having a friendly conversation.” On the surface, her words seemed encouraging. But he knew his girlfriend, and he wondered if she really meant it.

“Okay, so you’re saying that women would have made fewer mistakes?”

“Something like that,” agreed one of the girls from the Leadership class.

“I don’t think that’s fair. I mean, women of today would definitely make fewer mistakes, but that’s because we are so much smarter. For centuries, we couldn’t imagine the idea of microscopic organisms, bacteria, or viruses, so of course we did a bunch of stupid stuff. People would assume that you had to pray to the sun or whatever to help someone get over a cold. We just didn’t know. If women had been in charge, I don’t think they would have been able to see anything like that coming either.”

“Bogart is talking about medicine,” said one of the girls. “We are talking about politics.”

When Zack gulped, a couple of the girls actually started to smile. They probably assumed he would retreat back or apologize or say that he didn’t want to discuss this because he had no idea what he was talking about anyway. The implication would be clear: he was just a boy.

Instead, he saw those knowing glances, so he straightened his back. “Look, women aren’t any smarter than men. If they had been in charge, they would have been just as arrogant, just as aggressive, and just as stupid. They would have done plenty of idiotic things. Women can be just as arrogant.”

“No. You’re wrong,” said one of the girls.

Another chimed in, “Yeah, you don’t really know what you’re talking about.”

“How many women have you ever really worked with? C’mon, I mean really?”

The chorus of disagreement rained down on him.

But then one of the girls cleared her throat, and the others took this is some kind of signal.

When Zack looked over, he saw it was Mia. She had all of their attention now, and she was going to make her point. He wanted to reach out, take her hand. After all, he had never been outnumbered like this before, and even if he could have predicted what was going to happen, he still felt something go tight and cold within him.

“Sweetie,” she said, and that chill only spread. It became a blizzard locked behind his rib cage. “I think maybe you should reconsider. I mean, girls are obviously a lot more mature than boys. You see it as they grow up. You can see it in politics too. When guys hate a female politician, they always go for her appearance, like that’s the only thing that matters. Women, on the other hand, focus on substance. That tells us something, don’t you think?”

He looked around, and he felt all of those gazes on him.

Zack almost wished that someone could come up to him and offer some kind of help or support. He inhaled, and he wanted to tell these girls that they were wrong, that he wasn’t going to agree with them, but he couldn’t get the words out.

“Very eloquent,” said one of Mia’s friends.

“Thank you,” Mia gave a little bow, and her friends offered some fake applause as the music continued to play.

Zack decided he had to get out of there, but his girlfriend grabbed his wrist, just as Amy had done. She pulled him close, and she didn’t want to let him go even as they started to pick over the historical mistakes men had made, going from the burning of the library at Alexandria all the way to the total sum of World War I. As far as these girls were concerned, boys were foolish, immature, and overly emotional. Consequently, something needed to happen.

But what?

The girls finally released him.

Zack hated to think of it in those terms, but Mia let go of his hand, so he quickly scurried away. As he left, he thought he heard another round of laughter.

How long had he been standing there? How long had he allowed himself to be used as a prop?

After a little while, the girls started asking him questions again, only now he just bobbed his head down and up. He agreed with them without even thinking or listening.

By this point, it was late, and he thought of just leaving. It would’ve been so easy to walk through the door and—what?

He knew that there would be women out there, girls patrolling the campus and city. If they found him, they would detain him, maybe give him a ticket or something. He didn’t really know, only he didn’t want to get in trouble either.

Even if they just took his picture, that would be enough because they could pass it on to the administration, who would certainly track him down.

Zack had heard rumors of this happening.

So he stayed in the sorority house, watching as the last of the party sputtered and died out.

“That looked brutal,” came a voice.

It belonged to another guy, Zack realized immediately. Glancing over to his right, he watched as someone with glasses and light brown hair approached. He had a little bit of stubble on his cheeks, and he wore a light jacket over his shoulders. He looked like one of those rare guys who could be both athletic and academic without much effort.

“It wasn’t fun,” Zack confessed.

“This is crazy,” he said.

The guy took a position along the wall, right beside Zack. “I mean, when I first applied to come here, I had no idea what it was going to be like.”

Zack let a little smirk touch the corners of his mouth. “I don’t think any of us really knew what we were getting into.”

“It has to be a conspiracy.” The guy took a drink from his red, plastic cup. Before saying anything else, he held out his hand. “I’m Devon.”

“Zack,” he said. Then he couldn’t help himself, “A conspiracy?”

“Yup,” Devon said, drawing out that sound and making it seem almost cartoonish.

“You’re joking.”

“I’m not,” Devon said. He seemed to wait for a little bit, perhaps thinking that his new companion would just wander off. It had likely happened before. “Just stop and look around. Think about how everything has been working in the city.”

“Yeah?”

“Have you ever noticed that every student in the Leadership program is female?”

“I don’t think that’s a very big deal. I mean, they keep going on about how guys have had all of these opportunities. It makes sense that there would be a special program to encourage female ambition.”

“Maybe,” Devon allowed.

For some reason, Zack felt like he needed to defend the school because it meant defending his girlfriend. “Besides, they have had programs to get girls into specific fields forever. They are encouraged to go into computer programming, science, whatever. Not a big deal.”

“But we aren’t just talking about a field where women are underrepresented,” Devon replied smoothly. “We’re talking about leadership.”

“I’m still not convinced.”

Devon glanced over at the Zack. Maybe he was thinking about giving up and walking away. Or maybe Devon needed to figure out a better line of attack. If so, he certainly found one when he said, “What’s your major?”

That’s when Zack froze up. He didn’t want to say the words. Of course, he had spent a lot of time in the counseling office, doing everything he could to get it switched over. He wanted to be an engineer, but that wasn’t going to happen with his current class load.

“Let me guess. Is it Art History?”

“No.” The word cut through the air, sharp and brief.

“Home and Consumer Sciences?”

Despite his best efforts, his shoulders stiffened, and maybe he straightened his back a little bit more as well. Around him, college girls and their boyfriends were playing and teasing one another. Sure, the party had mostly sputtered out, but there were still those little bursts of laughter, intermingled with some of the girls looking at the guys, wondering what it would take to sneak off to a bedroom.

“Yeah, it’s Home and Consumer Sciences, isn’t it? They want you to become a househusband.”

“That’s not what it’s about,” Zack insisted.

“What have you been learning lately?”

Zack didn’t answer, mostly because he couldn’t. When he went off to college, he thought he was going to be learning about circuit boards, complicated mathematical equations, and practical science. Instead, he found himself studying household budgets, nutrition, and other topics he didn’t really care about. But yes, they would be ideal if he ended up taking care of a house and family while his wife went off to work to do something important.

“They’re training you to be a househusband,” Devon said. “You’ll be the obedient little boy at home, just waiting for your wife to come back. You’ll massage her feet and cook and clean for her. You’ll do whatever she tells you,” Devon said.

“No,” Zack insisted again.

“You’re here because you have a chaperone, right?”

Zack hissed between his teeth. He could feel the anger surge through his body, but he fought back. He considered his previous conversation with Amy, and he kept thinking about how this whole thing was so unfair. How could the girls do this to them?

“Is it your girlfriend?”

“Yes.”

“For me, it’s our Resident Advisor. She’s nice enough, but she makes it really clear that we have to follow the rules. Because if we don’t, we will get in trouble. The only thing she really cares about is making sure we behave ourselves. She wants us to be obedient. She’s training us.”

“So why don’t you drop out?”

“Because I’m curious.”

“About what?” Zack snapped.

“I’m curious about how they’re doing it.” Devon glanced around. The music was still playing, though it wasn’t anywhere near as loud now. “I’m going to go outside and get some fresh air.”

That seemed so random, but Zack quickly realized that Devon wanted him to follow. For a second, Zack imagined he might get in trouble for doing so, only then he reminded himself that he wasn’t some little kitty, and he didn’t have to follow random, arbitrary rules. He should feel comfortable walking outside on his own!

Devon stepped through the door, unnoticed. Zack followed a few seconds later.

It was late, the bright moon shone down on them, and a cool breeze brushed over their exposed skin. “I’m guessing you wanted to talk?”

“Know what my major was going to be?”

“No. What?”

“Chemistry. I wanted to go invent some new resin or polymer. I wanted to get rich.”

“What did they stick you in?”

“Art Appreciation.”

“That’s an actual major?”

“I guess it is,” he told Zack. “It’s completely useless, and it gives me a couple of party tricks. I’m going to have strong opinions about painters, but I won’t be able to do anything impressive or meaningful. That’s the whole point. They want to make sure that we don’t have real jobs.”

“This can’t be happening across the entire campus.”

“Officially, it’s not,” Devon said.

“You spent a lot of time looking into this?”

“I tried to go online and talk to people, but it didn’t really work,” Devon said. He kept his voice low, as though he thought some random woman might walk through the doors at any moment and decide that they were behaving inappropriately. “We have an entire social network and discussion board set up for the university, the moderators kept deleting my posts.”

Zack didn’t know whether or not he could believe this. When he usually thought of conspiracy theories, he thought of paranoid guys locked in their basements with nothing better to do.

And yet, that sounded somehow plausible. He considered the rules that only applied to the boys, and he wondered just how far this went.

How many of the rules were for the boys’ own good? How many were designed to help the girls?

As his mouth started to get dry, Zack stared down the street. There were cars parked along the side, each one quiet and still. The breeze brushed through his hair again.

“So I started asking around. There is a pattern. There are some guys who are allowed to major in Electrical Engineering or Genetics.”

“So what’s the problem?” Zack asked.

He tensed, bracing himself.

“They’re all failing.”

“What?”

Zack thought back to his high school classes. The kids interested in science always loved it. They spent extra hours reading through their textbooks, memorizing the periodic table, and absorbing as much as they could. Some of them did it because they wanted to make buckets of money after graduating from college. Others just loved learning how the world worked, working through the infinitely complex mechanisms that made the universe function.

How could those kinds of students actually fail their science classes? An answer popped into his head, but it felt more like a suspicion.

“It’s simple. If you want to make it look like you guys can’t handle real science classes, what do you do?”

“I don’t know,” Zack said, although that little niggling continued right there at the back of his brain.

“It’s pretty easy,” Devon said. “This is a university, so if you want to come here, you have to send in all of your high school transcripts. That’s a lot of information. If you want to make it look like the boys don’t have what it takes to pass their science classes, then you just put the guys who don’t really care or don’t have any interest in the subject into those majors.”

“You think the university is actively sabotaging them?” It sounded crazy.

“That’s the genius of it,” Devon said with a nod. “It’s not even active sabotage. It’s not like they are giving guys bad grades or anything. These are the grades these students actually earn. They deserve to fail their classes because they don’t have the background information or they don’t really care about it rather than not studying or they’re just not geared to science. They want you to become a househusband, and they want them to drop out.”

“But universities live and die based off of their rankings. If a bunch of male students fail out…”

Devon didn’t give him the chance to finish, “If they fail out, then they have the perfect excuse to keep boys out of the sciences permanently.”

“But why? It’s not like we couldn’t just go to another university or something.”

“How many loans did you take out to come here?”

Zack felt something inside of him clench as he heard those words. He remembered receiving the giant packet and filling out all of the required information. But really, when it came to his student loans, did he actually understand how they all worked? He knew that this was his responsibility, but the legal and technical language had been beyond him.

Besides, all of his high school teachers always told him he needed to go to a university. And he wanted to be with Mia. And she was getting to go for free.

“Exactly,” Devon said with a quick nod. “You’re going to graduate, you’re going to be desperate.”

“That’s not true,” Zack said.

Devon seemed interested in this. “Why not?”

Because my girlfriend is going to have an amazing career, Zack started to think and even say. But then he stopped himself. “I have faith in myself,” he finally declared.

“Or you’re thinking about getting married. Is that it? Listen to yourself. You sound like some girl from the fifties. That’s what they’re doing to us. And I don’t think it’s just a matter of social engineering.”

“What are you talking about now?”

If Devon noticed the edge cutting into Zack’s voice, he didn’t comment on it. Maybe had already spoken to other guys. Maybe he had already pushed his way through these reactions.

“If you look around at this entire city, people are behaving strangely. The girls are getting more aggressive, and I don’t think it’s just a matter of these so-called Leadership classes.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just think about it. Look at how the girls are acting. They are getting much more aggressive. They’re becoming arrogant. They think they can do whatever they want.”

Zack snorted. “That’s pretty much because they can.” If the rumors were true, then the girls were going out, sometimes getting drunk, pulling pranks, and messing around. But of course, they never got in trouble for it. Sure, they might be escorted back to the administration building or something, but none of them ever got expelled or even suspended from their classes. As far as anyone could tell, the girls could do pretty much whatever they wanted.”

The boys, on the other hand…

“That’s the social engineering part but what if there’s something else. I get it. If the girls are given a free hand, then they’re going to behave differently. But I think it’s more than that.” Devon started talking faster as his voice strained. “Seriously, if this whole place is supposed to be some kind of engine for female control, then I think it could be a lot bigger than just classes.”

“What you mean?”

“Have you been paying attention to local politics?”

Occasionally, Zack went online, he might have noticed a few articles about the president or whatever, but local politics? “Not really,” he said.

“We have a city council and there is only one guy on it.”

“So?”

“So, as far as I can tell, women occupy pretty much every important position in the city. We are talking about the power supply, the water supply, the hospitals, everything.”

“I still don’t see your point.” That wasn’t entirely true. It was more that Zack instinctively wanted to pull away from these uncomfortable ideas. Sure, he could imagine some terrible conspiracy taking place in a faraway land or maybe at some distant point in history. But here? Now?

No. This kind of thing couldn’t happen.

“Yeah, I think you do,” Devon insisted. “If the women have control of the entire infrastructure, they could do something.”

“Like what?”

“I’m a chemistry major. I see chemical solutions to quite a few of life’s problems. Maybe I’m not alone.”

“You think they put something in the water?” It was supposed to sound insane, and yet as he uttered the words, Zack wondered if it could really be done. But then he shook his head. “No way. You can’t mess with the water supply. Someone would notice.”

“That’s the joy of the conspiracy,” Devon said.

“The conspiracies aren’t real,” Zack declared, making that sound final. “Seriously, you go online, and you can find all of the stupid conspiracies. The cookie companies are trying to mind control little kids. If you watch the wrong commercial, you end up buying extra coke. It’s not true. The world just doesn’t work that way.”

“Normally, I would agree with you, but this isn’t the regular world.”

“What do you mean?” Zack glanced over at the window, and he wondered if he should go back inside. At the same time, he started thinking about what Mia would say if she overheard any of this conversation.

Feeling defiant, he decided to continue speaking.

“I mean that if this really isn’t the regular world. This is something new.”

“It’s just a city. We’re in California.”

“We’re in California, at least an hour away from any other real city. And that’s my point. This is isolated. Not only that, it’s new.”

“So what?”

“So regular conspiracies probably aren’t real because the world is complicated and messy. If you go to another city, they’re going to be all of these organizations pushing and pulling against one another. You’re going to have different political parties, volunteer organizations, and just old neighborhoods filled with people who are set in their ways. Getting them organized would be almost impossible,” Devon said.

“Yeah,” Zack agreed. “And it would be a lot more likely to notice what was going on because they’ve been there forever.”

“Exactly. But that’s not how it works here. We were brand-new city. You haven’t seen this sort of thing since the United States was first colonized and settled. People can’t just go out and start up new cities if they feel like it. They can’t experiment with totally new social structures. Unless you are a billionaire.”

“Stacey Farber.” Zack didn’t know a lot about politics, but he knew her name. Everyone knew her name.

“Exactly.” They both hesitated for several seconds, like saying her name might bring one of her minions fourth. Eventually, Devon continued, “That woman can do pretty much whatever she wants. If she decided she wanted to slip something into the water, she could do it. She has handpicked pretty much everyone who runs this entire city.”

Zack shook his head. He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to think it was possible “I don’t know.”

“Are you sure about that?”

Before Zack could answer, the door opened again, and Mia hopped out. “Hey, I think it’s time to go.”

“Is it cool if we still talk for a little while?” Zack asked, blushing brightly almost instantly. Really? He had asked his girlfriend for permission? He was a legal adult and a college student.

Before Mia could say anything, all three of them heard a boy call out, “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

Instinctively, Zack, Mia, and Devon headed back inside. The warm air rushed over their faces and chilled hands. Off to the side of the room, there was a guy, and he stood up straight, his shoulders pushed back. He looked like he wanted to leap forward, but the young woman in front of him stood there, relaxed and serene. “If you insist on misbehaving, I think I’m going to have to call campus security. Then you’re going to be in a lot of trouble. Is that what you want, sweetie?”

“Don’t call me that! Don’t you dare call me that!”

The guy had a red cup in his hand, although it was obviously empty as he swung it around. He wanted to intimidate her. That much was obvious, although he wasn’t succeeding. He wasn’t coming close.

“Sweetie, you’ve had a lot to drink,” said the girl. She glanced around briefly, making sure that everyone could see.

Zack didn’t like this.

In fact, he started to step forward, thinking maybe he could help calm the guy down. But Mia reached out, and she put her hand on his chest. He didn’t expect the movement.

It stopped him.

“You girls, you dirty sluts, you stupid bitches! Just because this place is new, you think you can do whatever you want!”

He rushed at her, and he started to shove, his hands pushing out, except they only met empty air. Already drunk, exhausted, and angry, he didn’t really know what he was doing.

Worse, the girl seemed completely fine. She stepped to the side, kicked out her foot, and caught his leg as he tried to lean in. Off-balance now, he fell forward. His arms swung through the air as he tried to regain his equilibrium, but he failed and fell to the floor. Hard.

“Call campus security,” said the girl. “I think this boy is going to need to be punished.”

As a Zack looked around, he could feel the horror curl through his body. He knew this was going to be bad. But then, he really didn’t understand because the girl started to apply it. They heard the announcement, and they wanted to learn about what was going to happen.

Zack glanced over to his left. Mia was one of those girls hooting, cheering, and clapping.


Chapter 9:

Technically, Doctor Julia Dennings could give herself whatever title she wished. Even so, she didn’t enjoy the usual pomp that came with power. Instead, she simply wished to accomplish her goals.

When she first met with Stacey Farber, Julia hadn’t really known what to think or believe. Yes, their ideologies seemed to match up, but it was always difficult to truly trust someone else, especially when it came to trying to rebuild an entire culture.

When she had first been told about how she would be allowed to build the educational system from scratch, she hadn’t really believed it. She kept bracing herself, waiting for that moment of inevitable interference. Parents would complain, politicians would get involved, or someone online would throw a tantrum…and then her vaunted “academic freedom” would vanish.

Yet none of that ever happened.

Julia got to work, establishing classes, norms, and the curriculum for different grade levels. Of course, she couldn’t do it all on her own. She hired other people, young, ambitious women like herself. There were a couple of token males in there as well, but they didn’t really get to contribute much beyond nodding their heads and agreeing. Those who tried to argue against her strategies were quickly and quietly dismissed.

But now, she looked across the table at the group of young women in front of her. They were all pretty and athletic, each one in her early twenties.

“Technically, we are supposed to provide equal funding to all of the different teams, but that’s not how this is going to work. I’ve already discussed it with the lawyers, and I think we can get away with focusing on the girls. Besides, the boys have been the center of attention long enough,” Julia said.

As she let those words hang on the air, she wondered exactly how these inexperienced coaches would respond. Technically, there were federal regulations regarding funding formulas, but the attorneys had already gone through those and discovered a number of loopholes. Julia didn’t understand exactly how that worked, but she didn’t need to. So long as no one got in her way, it really didn’t matter.

One girl raised her hand. She had black hair and wore a silver necklace close to the base of her throat. “So you’re really saying that the girls will get most of the support from the school?”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying,” Julia replied. She was careful to monitor the reactions. And yet, pretty much everyone at the table nodded or smiled appreciatively. Others seemed slightly skeptical, but they still wanted to hear more. Just as importantly, they hoped she was telling the truth. “Is that really such a surprise?”

“Actually, it is,” said the same girl who had raised her hand. “I mean, I’m pretty sure we all played sports in high school or college, and we know how it works. No matter what the regs say, the boys always got so much more attention and focus. They had better gear, better equipment, and they were always a higher priority.”

“That must’ve been very frustrating,” Julia said.

“It was,” replied the girl, and several others nodded along.

“The school is going to work very differently here. The official season start in a couple of weeks, and I know many of you have been frustrated with the lack of tryouts. That’s why we are meeting here today. You will build your teams from scratch. Don’t worry. Expectations aren’t terribly high, especially because you pretty much only have freshman to work with.”

“Sometimes a freshman wants it the most,” said one girl.

“True,” Julia said, although she really didn’t know whole lot about sports. Her focus had been entirely on education. Athletics had only rarely come up in her research. “But I want to do more than just give the girls a leg up. I think that this is going to be a good learning opportunity for the boys as well.”

“How so?”

“Traditionally, the boys have performed, and the girls led them on as cheerleaders.”

“Yeah?”

“I want to reverse that.”

“Are you suggesting an all-male cheerleading team?”

“It doesn’t necessarily have to be all-male. If there are girls who would like to try out as well, they’re welcome to do so. That said, I think that it should be principally male. And if there are girls, they should be given leadership responsibilities right away.”

The young women glanced back at one another. Maybe they had heard whispers or rumors about how things were going to be done in the new city, but they didn’t actually believe it.

Their skepticism made sense. They all came from the world of athletics, a place where female sports were usually derided as a sideshow. Unless a girl was in a short skirt, she didn’t count.

“You’re serious,” said one of the young women.

“Very,” replied Julia. “Now, do you have any ideas for how this could work?”

“The uniforms will be a big consideration,” said someone. This girl had freckles on her cheeks and she wore her hair close to her shoulders. “Because that’s really what you want right? This is going to be about appearances.”

“Appearances matter,” Julia agreed.

“Cheerleading outfits have always been meant to sexualize the girls,” said that same young woman. “Short and pleated, they look almost like something a schoolgirl should wear. And of course, the tops of always been very tight.”

“We can’t put the boys and cheerleading uniforms,” said one of the girls.

“Why not?” asked someone else.

A brief, if lively conversation broke out.

Eventually, Julia raised her hand, silencing the room. “I think you are right. The uniform matters a great deal, but it shouldn’t just be a traditional cheerleading outfit. Whatever we do, it should be especially and specifically designed for the boys.”

“So what are you thinking?”

“I’d like to hear your ideas,” Julia said, addressing the room.

At first, no one said anything.

“Tight shorts,” said one of them. “Maybe tank tops.”

“Or they could go shirtless,” said another girl.

“Briefs might be appropriate,” said another.

Julia smiled to herself as she considered how this was going.

“Just how naked can we make them?”

“What about the girls?”

Julia smiled again. As she did so, she felt very much like a politician. Usually, she hated these sorts of meetings, or at least she had while she had been working in the traditional university system. But this is a private school, where she could do whatever she liked, it felt so much better. After all, they were making real progress.

She had already enjoyed reports about some of the boys. They were starting to understand what it meant to be second-class citizens. Even when she observed courses, she saw that the guys usually retreated to the periphery of the classrooms, always aware that they could be teased or degraded at any moment, just for being there. The girls were the majority, and they earned more respect.

“The girls should be given something dignified and appropriate to mark them as athletes. The boys are going to be the eye candy,” said Julia.

After that, everyone seemed very pleased with the results.

“What do you think of our relationship?” Mia asked Zack one day.

It was just a random Wednesday, and he was busy working on one of his class assignments. Technically, his major was supposed to be a joke, and he still resented the fact that he couldn’t study what he actually wanted, yet the assignment had been so much harder than he expected. Seriously, his teachers seemed to take sadistic glee in failing him. He turned in one response, only to earn a failing grade, he had gone to his professor and asked what he had done wrong.

“Sweetie, this is a college-level course, and that means the standards are much higher,” she had said it, her expression benign and derisive at the same time. “If you don’t think you can handle it, maybe you need to drop out?” She made it sound like a question. Sort of.

After that, he learned not to ask about his grades.

There was some semblance of fairness, at least. When he worked really hard, studying for hours, writing and rewriting his assignments, he managed to pass at least.

“Our relationship?” Zack asked, shoving aside his frustrations about school.

“Yeah, what do you think of our relationship?”

“It’s good,” he said tentatively.

They were back in her dorm room, and it was getting late. In fact, he would need her to escort him back to his room unless he wanted to get in trouble. He bristled at the idea he needed a girl to walk him along campus, but he had already heard about the boys who had been expelled. It happened a lot in the first couple of weeks.

By this point, things seem to have settled down.

The rebels were gone. Those who knew how to obey remained.

Obey? Really?

He pushed that thought aside as well. “I love you, and I want to be with you,” he said simply. “Why? Is there something wrong?”

“Oh,” she said, teasing and playful, “I don’t think there’s anything wrong exactly. But maybe things could be a little bit better.”

“How?”

Mia nibbled on her lower lip. She grabbed his chair, spun it around so that he faced her, and then she leaned in to whisper, “Well, we’ve been talking a lot in my Leadership class, and I think there’s something I want to do with you.”

“What?”

“It’s a surprise.”

Zack didn’t like the sound of that.

“Trust me, baby, it will be so good for you,” she said. “Even if it’s not, it’s going to make me happy, and if I’m happy, won’t that make you happy too?”

In high school, his girlfriend had been nervous and shy most of the time. But ever since they came to college, she had blossomed into a different kind of person: confident and aggressive, willing to tell him exactly what she wanted.

Usually when they had sex now, she rode him to completion. It always felt so good, but it still seemed strange to him.

“What do you want exactly?”

“Like I said, it’s a surprise, sweetie.”

“Don’t call me that,” he said.

A look of hurt splashed across her face, “What? You’re my boyfriend. I can’t call you sweetie?”

“I don’t like it,” he said simply. He wanted to point out that women all across the city seemed to use that term when it came to the men in their lives. It didn’t really fit, but Zack already knew those words would make him seem hypersensitive.

“But I like calling you my sweetie,” she said, pouting.

“Okay. You can call me that,” he said, giving in.

“I’m glad. Now about that surprise?” She leaned in and whispered, “If you say yes, I’m sure you’ll get orgasm out of it. Would you like that, sweetie?”

He wanted to say no, but then he glanced back at his book, and his shaft started to harden. “Yes. Okay,” he said.

That’s all he needed to utter. From there, she leaned in and grabbed him, her fingers tightening around his wrist. She pulled him over to her bed where she started to strip him. Her fingers danced along his clothing, peeling off his shirt, then loosening his belt. She took off his shoes and his socks.

Each time he tried to ask something, she just laughed at him, like he didn’t really need to know what was going on. It got even worse when she happened to be around her friends from Leadership. When they looked at him, some of them would smile or smirk, like they knew a secret that he didn’t. But then, there were the other, more disdainful glances.

None of her friends did or said anything explicitly inappropriate or rude.

It was just a feeling he got when he was around them. They were in this inner circle, and he couldn’t be allowed in.

Distinctly, he remembered hearing one of them whisper, “Don’t worry about him. He’s just a boy.”

Just a boy.

Zack shouldn’t have allowed those words to affect him, but they did. And now, he had that same sinking feeling as his girlfriend pushed his naked body down onto the bed.

She kissed him, her lips playing with his, only those movements and caresses felt somehow perfunctory. She had something else in mind.

Moments later, she reached down, gliding her fingers along his spine, then up past his hip. She brought her touch back down to his shaft.

This was Mia, so she knew exactly what it took to stimulate him. Within moments, he was hard.

“I love having you spread out and naked underneath me,” she said. “That always makes me so excited.”

“I’m glad I can turn you on,” he said. He wanted to be more aggressive, to take control of the situation, but he didn’t know what she expected. Just as importantly, his nudity put him at a disadvantage.

“You turn me on so much, sweetie. You know exactly how to be the perfect boyfriend. I’m so lucky to have you!”

And that’s when she put her hand on his shoulder and rolled him over. At first, he didn’t quite understand what she had in mind. But then he found himself facing down, and that’s when she straddled him, her legs bracing against his sides.

He tried to sit up, thinking that maybe she had made some sort of mistake. But by pressing her weight down into him, she made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t about to let him up. In fact, he got the distinct impression that she would have fought him if he had tried it.

But Zack didn’t struggle against the weight of his girlfriend. He didn’t fight when she pulled his hands toward the top of her bed either. She reached under her pillow and pulled out a set of handcuffs, two different pair.

“What are those?” Zack asked foolishly.

“Part of the surprise,” she said simply.

With practiced ease, she put the one set around his left wrist, then another around his right. Then moving in sync, she locked both of them to the bed frame.

He pulled against the shackles; he assumed that this was going to be some sort of joke. He thought that she was going to let him up right away, especially because he couldn’t imagine what they were going to do while he was on his stomach.

He couldn’t really touch her or even lick her. She couldn’t sit on his face or anything.

“There’s something I’ve always wanted to try,” Mia said. “And I think it’s going to be really good for you. Do you know what I hate about sex?”

“What? What do you hate?”

“I hate the unfairness of it. I mean, we always expect girls to be the receivers. They’re supposed to get impaled, and it is really violent action. Guys love it, I’m sure. When you’re on top of a girl, you get to feel like you are in charge. Isn’t that right?”

Zack didn’t know what to say or how he could answer in a way that wouldn’t get him in more trouble.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Yeah, you do, sweetie. Tell me the truth. You would love to have me on my back, tied down like your damsel in distress, wouldn’t you?”

Biting back an answer, he didn’t know what to say, not until she smacked his ass. “Come on, sweetie. You can always be honest with me.”

“Fine!” He growled. “Yeah, that sounds really nice.”

“I’m glad you like the idea. It’s a shame you’re going to get to do it right now.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I got you all tied up now. You’re shackled my bed, so I can do whatever I want with you. You’re going to be my little prince in peril.”

He still didn’t understand, although he had heard a couple of girls giggle that phrase in one of his classes.

He supposed it was supposed to be the male equivalent of a damsel in distress. Fine. They came up with a cute little phrase.

But then she slipped off of the bed, went to her dresser, and when she came back, she held up a pair of shorts along with something else. A dildo. Smooth and pink, it looked almost sweet.

“Would you like me to use that on you?” Zack asked.

“Not exactly,” she said.

He stared at her, still confused. This didn’t make any sense!

But then, he saw the opening on her shorts.

Quiet, if only to let him worry about what might happen next, Mia stripped down to her bra and panties. Even then, the panties didn’t last much longer. She took off her underwear, replacing it with these shorts. Then she slipped the dildo into the harness.

No. Oh no, he thought desperately.

He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to accept it. Could it be possible, could it?

She wiggled her head from side to side, making her artificial phallus flail about. “Is this how it feels to have a penis?”

“Don’t do this. Please, don’t do this!”

“Don’t worry. I’m going to make sure you get off, just like I promised,” she said to him.

That’s when she held up something else for him to see. It was a tube of lubricant.

She squirted some onto her fingertips, and then she climbed up onto the bed. With her clean hand, she reached down, parted his buttocks, and then she penetrated him. “How does that feel, Zack? Do you feel like you’re being violated? Do you feel like I can do whatever I want with you?”

At first, he didn’t respond. He couldn’t.

Pleasure seemed to ripple through her voice as she pushed down, inserting her digits deeper and deeper within his body. He tried to remain still, like none of this affected him, yet his body still betrayed him because he clenched down in a futile effort to keep her out.

Her slick fingers had no problem going deeper and deeper into his opening.

She began to massage him, swirling her fingers. She used one digit, then two. And as he instinctively pulled on his shackles, he felt something else.

He had already been hard when he got down on his stomach, but now his body seemed to thrum with something else: a different kind of desire. He didn’t want to enjoy it. He didn’t want to like it, yet Zack just couldn’t help himself.

“It’s okay if you enjoy yourself, sweetie. This is something I’ve wanted to try for a long time, and I know that I’m enjoying myself, and that’s really all that counts, don’t you think?”

He opened his mouth to say something, only then she rubbed him, pulling her fingers back pushing into him. Hot excitement surged through his body.

He nearly climaxed right there.

Finally, she slipped her fingers out, and he nearly grimaced with dismay. No. He didn’t want to enjoy this. He didn’t want to like it at all.

“There. That wasn’t so bad, now was it?” Mia asked, her voice light and teasing.

Picking up the tube of lubricant, she squirted more onto the palm of her hand, and then she rubbed it over her fake phallus. Her fingers brushed over the dildo, making sure that it shined with slick lubricant.

Then she positioned herself over her boyfriend.

On her hands and knees, she looked down at the back of his neck. Something primal and predatory filled her psyche. Oh, this is going to be good, she thought. This was going to be so good.

Holding herself up with one hand, she used her other arm to position the dildo as she aimed it down for his opening.

“Are you ready to be fucked by your girlfriend?” Mia asked.

“Mia, this isn’t you. This isn’t who you’re supposed to be,” he said, growling through the words.

She heard and understood each and every one. And as the syllables coalesced and their meaning, something happened.

Mia got angry.

Her eyes narrowed as she growled back, “What are you talking about? You don’t know who I am. Just because I was that shy, innocent girl back in high school doesn’t mean I’m not going to change. You can’t tell me who I am or what I’m going to do, Zack. I can make my own decisions!”

And just like that, she shoved down, thrusting the dildo into his already violated opening. He felt the silicone tip push between his cheeks, deep into his body.

Again, he tried to hate the sensations, especially with the added weight of his girlfriend on top of him. “This is what you need, sweetie. You need to get pegged. You need to be ridden hard.”

“No,” he grunted, thinking that he would be able to break free somehow. His delusion didn’t last long, not when he was confronted by the reality of cold iron around his wrists. Even as his legs flailed out, he couldn’t get up or out from under his girlfriend.

“I decide who I am, sweetie. I decide what I’m going to do and who I’m going to be. I’m sick of guys trying to tell me what a girl is supposed to be!” She hissed to those words down into his ear. A second later, she bit at his earlobe, her teeth grazing over his skin.

She didn’t draw blood, but she came close. Very close.

As he gasped again, she pulled back, almost withdrawing the dildo entirely. Then she pushed down again. “Tell me you like it. Tell me you like being tied down on your stomach, all helpless, just like my plaything,” she demanded.

“No. I won’t. I can’t. I won’t do it,” he insisted.

Mia started to laugh at her poor, helpless boyfriend.

They had talked about this in Leadership class. Of course, neither Professor Dennings nor the other instructors ever talked explicitly about restraints or sex, they discussed the male ego. This was a topic that came up frequently. After all, if women wanted to learn to lead in the world, they had to understand the male mind. Just as importantly, they needed to realize why women had been dominated for centuries, if not millennia.

Men were fragile creatures, overly emotional, aggressive, and blustering. They needed to learn to surrender and to give up and to give in.

Before class and after class, so many of the girls got together, thinking about how they could apply the theory they had learned in their courses. Just like Mia, many of the girls had boyfriends. Just like Mia, these new ideas seemed to trigger and mold something within them.

That was the entire point of college, right? They needed to discover themselves?

More and more, the girls in the Leadership classes realized that they wanted power. They were tired of playing nice, smiling, and looking pretty for the boys. As far as they were concerned, it was time for them to take control. If that meant owning their boyfriends in the bedroom, they could do it. If it meant dressing them and teaching them how to behave and how to please them, they could do that too.

As she pushed to down with her dildo, she felt the pressure as it nudged up into her pelvis. She liked it. She liked it a lot. In fact, Mia shut her eyes and rotated her hips and thighs as she rode her boyfriend.

“You are my plaything,” she said again, breathing more easily now. She sounded calm yet vehement. She worked slowly, pulling her hips back before thrusting down again. As she did so, she savored the control she now possessed. This was her boyfriend, and she could do whatever she wanted with him.

It wasn’t just the fact that she penetrated him. Oh no. She also had him restrained and helpless. “Say it. Admit it.”

“No!”

Still positioned on top of him, she teased, “What do you want?”

Blinking rapidly, he didn’t know how to answer or what to say. The question caught him completely by surprise. She still didn’t move. As the desires simmered just beneath his skin, part of him wanted to ask her to keep going, but that would acknowledge her power. Instead, he stayed quiet as he tried to figure out what to say.

Mia helped him along with that. “What do you want? It’s a simple question, Zack. Tell me what you want me to do right now.”

“Let me up!”

She giggled at him.

“What else do you want?”

His nostrils flared as he tried to think of something he could say. She moved her hips just a tiny bit. He felt the friction of the dildo deep inside of him, and he clenched his eyes, almost like he thought he could block out the sensations by shutting down his vision. Unfortunately, his senses didn’t work that way.

“Tell me what you really want right now. I know the answer, so you might as well be honest with me.”

Even as she purred those words into his ear, he heard the grin shaping those words. She was having fun with this. For her, every second was part of the game. She was teasing him and playing with him, and he still couldn’t stop her!

“I, I want you to get me off,” he finally admitted.

“Yeah, you do. You really want an orgasm right now,” she said. “But that’s not going to happen until you admit the truth.”

His fingers clenched, his nails pressing down into his hands, leaving little half-moon indentations. The frustration blasted him, every second another reminder of this girl’s authority.

Why had he been stupid enough to let her chain him to the bed?

Because he loved her. Because he trusted her.

With another grunt of frustration, he yanked on the chains, pulling him as hard as he could. The metal edges dug down into his wrists. And yet, he still called out, “Fine. I, I’m your plaything and I want to get off. Please, please fuck me Mia!” Every barrier inside of his head broke down, and that’s when she started to ride again, working the dildo deep into his body. Second by second, she made him enjoy it.

She pressed her weight down into his body, making them feel that much more helpless. He could not even get up onto his hands and knees, not anymore. As she rode him, she giggled and whispered, “I own you. I own you, Zack. You’re going to be my boy. I get to play with you however I want,” she promised.

With each and every declaration, he hoped that this was just a game. He told himself that they were having sex and it was just dirty talk. It didn’t really mean anything.

But as he came closer and closer to an orgasm, he couldn’t quite force himself to believe those excuses.

“Good boy,” she said, pumping him harder and faster.

After that, Mia allowed the sensations coursing through her own body to sweep her away. For the next couple of seconds or minutes—she couldn’t tell the difference—she embraced the heat seeping through her body. She worked him until he started to whimper, and that set her off. Hot excitement ignited through her body, exploding through her nervous system. Pleasure washed away everything else.

“Did you come?” Mia asked her boyfriend.

At first, he didn’t say anything, making her think that he was embarrassed or ashamed. Maybe he was, yet he forced the words out anyway. “Yes,” he said.

“Good boy. Now I want you to replace my sheets for me. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes,” Mia said.

She pulled on some sweats and a T-shirt. After changing, she looked like any other relaxed coed hanging out with her boyfriend. Having already freed her boyfriend from his manacles, she strolled out of the room.

As he sat up and looked around, he gathered his clothing. He pulled on his boxers and his pants. He put his shirt back on. As he did so, he felt a little bit better about what had happened.

“It was just sex, he muttered.

People experiment in college. It’s what they did. He smirked, remembering how he had known this entire city would be some sort of social experiment. Was he really supposed to be surprised when Mia wanted to do something different?

And yet, he thought back to the girl he had first met in high school. Back then, she had looked up at him with big, adoring eyes. He’d always been taller than her, but there was something else, this sincere understanding that he was going to take the lead in pretty much every situation.

What had happened to that girl?

She grew up.

Zack didn’t know what to think of his answer. At the same time, he remembered exactly what Devon had said.

As Zack stood over the mattress, he looked down at the wet spot.

With a sigh, he wondered if he was really going to do what his girlfriend wanted. She had given him an order, after all. It hadn’t been a request for a favor…His nose wrinkled for just a second before he grabbed the sheets from the corner of the bed and pulled them off.

He wanted to hold his girlfriend. On some level, he knew he needed to talk to her, so he did as she asked.

Reaching under the bed, he took out her fresh sheets and pulled them over the mattress. Just as he finished tucking them into the corners, he straightened his back and looked around. She had given him an order, and he’d obeyed it.

The door opened again, and Mia practically skipped into the room. While he felt exhausted by their sex, she seemed energized. “Hey, sweetie,” she said.

She grinned at him. She remembered his comment about how he didn’t like that term and she clearly didn’t care.

Taking him by the hand, she tugged them over to the bed. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him down. From there, she cuddled up against his shoulder, and for a few seconds, he could almost pretend that nothing had changed since they went to college.

“Mia, I think we should talk.”

“Uh oh. I don’t like the sound of that,” she told him.

“It’s not a big deal,” he replied. Wait a second. Wasn’t a big deal? Did his concerns really matter?”

“What’s going on, sweetie?”

He breathed out slowly as his heart started to speed up. All of his adrenaline should have been spent, yet he felt a fresh wave rushed through his body, tensing his muscles, like he thought he might need to run away at any moment. Maybe he was just being a guy who was nervous when it came to relationship issues.

“What we just did…” Zack began, only to let his voice trail off.

“It was wonderful,” she said, squeezing him. “I’m so glad that you are a guy who can play around a little bit.”

“So we were just playing?”

“Unless you think you’re going to be my toy from now on? Is that it? You want to drop out of school and become my sex slave?” She propped herself up on an elbow and looked down at him. “Because I think it could be arranged.”

“I’m serious,” he said. Maybe it was the fact that his eyes started to shine that made her expression shift. Suddenly, she listened a lot more carefully.

“Look, that was just playtime. It wasn’t a big deal. I’m going to be honest with you, Zack. I really like the idea of having you on your stomach sometimes. What we just did? That was amazing for me. I’m really lucky to have a boyfriend who is willing to be flexible.”

“So is it just a game?”

“It was just a game, insofar as games are just games,” she told him. That sounded like a very academic answer, and he didn’t know what to do with it, but then she nuzzled up against him, her cheek resting against his chest, and he put his arms around her. As he held her diminutive frame, he started to feel better.

“Okay,” he said, mostly because he didn’t want to provoke her.

“I love you, Zack.”

He murmured how he loved her too…despite those clawing doubts.


Chapter 10:

Matthew stared down at the list of new rules, and he could hardly believe that his fellow council members wanted to incorporate these into the legal code. If the statues went into effect, they would send a clear message about how their city would be run.

It seemed impossible.

Although the actual, legal text was surprisingly dense and complicated, he had drilled it down after a couple hours of study to figure out the new rules.

While the college students had been given a curfew, that would now be extended to all males. Unless they were escorted by a female, each man would have to be back in his residence by six o’clock.

Additionally, they would have to go through several extra driving tests in order to get a license.

From there, men who were married or in long-term relationships would need to get signatures of approval from the significant women in their lives if they wished to have long-term employment.

This was insane. This is absolutely crazy. When he first started reading through the memos and began to dissect their meaning, he had thought the entire thing was a joke of some sort. In fact, he had been tempted to go down the hall to see one of the other councilmembers because this whole thing was going to be a good laugh.

But as he continued to read it, he didn’t know what to think.

After his initial disbelief started to wear off, Matthew began to wonder if maybe there would be a rebellion. Seriously, once this came out and the local press started talking about it, people would go crazy, right? There would be protests and more.

For decades, feminists had talked about the importance of equality. How would they respond here? Would they be hypocrites? Or would they back up the men who were now facing these unfair rules?

Just as he leaned back in his chair, Matthew reached up and combed his fingers through his hair. Even as he considered the implications and started to think about the arguments, one problem occurred to him, and he couldn’t just disregard it.

No matter what happened in the city, he couldn’t claim that men were being subjugated across the planet or anything. Hell, he couldn’t even say they had lost any meaningful rights across the country. In the last elections, more women had been elected to Congress, but that hardly changed the political landscape. Besides, there was a good chance the same progressive candidates would get kicked out when the pendulum swung in the other direction.

Matthew didn’t really know.

He worked as a council member in a small city in California. Without any real political experience, he didn’t know how to read as the political winds; he didn’t know what he was supposed to do, say, or believe.

But as he looked down at the memo and accompanying draft text of the new statutes, he wondered what he could do to try to undermine this.

He could leak it…

But to whom? He already knew that any backlash against these new rules would instantly be derided as sexist. Okay, so there were some additional rules being imposed on men? So what? People might hear about them and think that these would be a good idea.

Gritting his teeth, he knew he was tired. At the same time, Matthew also realized that he didn’t have a lot of time. Their next meeting would be in a few more minutes, so he had to get to the Council room.

Grabbing up his notes, he walked back over there. With every step, he did his best to appear confident.

“Hey, Matt,” came the voice of one of the friendlier councilmembers. Her name was Lena, and she represented a different neighborhood comprised mostly of condominiums and a small factory.

Matthew glanced over at her. He took a breath, thinking that maybe he should correct her. He didn’t go by “Matt”. His name was Matthew, but then he decided he didn’t want to be accused of being overly sensitive, so he just smiled at her.

Plus, they had more important business to consider, “Have you read the new statutes?”

“I glanced through them a little bit.”

“They’re insane. I think you should start scanning a little bit faster,” he said.

“Oh, why is that?”

“The rules are specifically designed to target men. They want to institute a curfew.”

Lena came to a stop, “And why is that a bad idea?”

At first, he just sputtered, confused. Really? “Because the men in our community have a right to go where they want when they want,” he said.

“Oh, Matt, we both know they’re limitations to every freedom. You might be able to own a gun, but that doesn’t mean you should have the right to bring it on an airplane,” she said. “This sounds like it’s pretty much the same thing. Besides, when is the curfew set for?”

“Six o’clock,” he answered right away.

“See, that’s not a very big deal. I mean, everyone should have plenty of time to get their chores done before heading back home.”

“What if they want to stay out later?” Matthew asked.

Lena didn’t seem at all put off by the edge pressing into his voice. “Why would they need to stay out later? Usually, when boys want to go out late, it’s usually because they’re interested in getting in trouble. This might be better for them. Have you considered that possibility?”

“Yes, some people might abuse the privilege of staying out late, but that doesn’t mean they don’t have the right.”

“They’re just sensitive,” Lena replied. “It’s not a right. It’s a privilege. There isn’t any law that says you should be able to go out whenever you want, especially if you are some drunk college kid.”

“Still doesn’t seem fair,” he said.

“Don’t worry. After a few months, I’m sure you won’t even notice anymore.”

Suppressing his temper, Matthew walked into the Council room. As he did so, he did his best to think of every argument he could to get these statutes rejected. And yet, when he walked into the room, he saw that the rest of the city council, plus the mayor, had already taken their seats.

“Ladies and gentleman,” began the meeting.

While they started with some very routine business, going over previous meetings and other minutia, Matthew scribbled some notes on a pad in front of him. At the same time, he wished that he were better equipped for something like this. Granted, he didn’t know it, but Stacey Farber had picked him partially based off of his lack of experience and education. He may have been a smart enough boy, but he didn’t really understand politics or how these laws would work. He wasn’t a lawyer, and he had no real background in politics.

As he scribbled, he kept imagining Lena’s face. He thought of how she would sound.

For the last couple of weeks, Matthew had been busy trying to undo some of the policies at the university, but that wasn’t working either. No one wanted to listen to him. As far as these powerful women were concerned, he was nothing but a boy, so his opinion didn’t really matter.

Gripping his pen a little bit harder, he promised himself that he would be able to get through this.

“As to the new statutes,” said a different councilmember, “We can begin the debate.”

At first, no one said anything. Then Matthew raised his hand, and the mayor nodded in his direction, giving him permission to speak.

“Fellow councilmembers, I think that these new statutes need to be reconsidered very, very carefully.” Rather than attacking them right away, he decided it would be a better course of action to simply delay them. This way, he could come up with better arguments. Maybe he could get a lawyer or something, not that his budget included hiring outside help.

“What’s wrong with them?” someone asked without bothering to be called on.

“They—”

“Matthew, you are speaking out of turn,” the mayor said, interrupting him.

Heat gathered along his cheeks as he registered those words. That wasn’t fair! She was letting the other women go ahead and speak without being called on. It was another double standard.

Tentatively, he raised his hand, only the mayor ignored him. Instead, she looked over at a different woman who also had her hand raised slightly. “Georgia, what do you think of the new statutes?”

Georgia glanced back toward the audience gallery. Strictly speaking, this meeting was open to the public, yet few people seemed all that interested in the city Council. Considering how young the population of the new city was, that made sense. Most of the college students wanted to go out and party…or they had to study.

“I think these are some great ideas,” Georgia declared.

“You can’t be serious! This isn’t fair! We can’t adjust to decide who gets to have real rights based off of their sex!” Matthew said, his voice rising.

“Young man, if you can’t control your tone or volume, we will have to ask you to leave,” said the mayor.

Huffing, Matthew pressed his lips together into an angry line. The frustration clawed at him, threatening to destroy what little self-control he possessed at this point. It wasn’t right; it wasn’t fair. These women shouldn’t have been able to do this.

He had never felt so alone, especially on the basis of his gender.

“I’m just saying that the laws should be equal for everyone.”

“The laws will never be completely equal,” Georgia replied, “it’s not something we like to admit or really think about, but everyone is different. Certain people have advantages over others. As the governing body of the city and representatives of its citizens, we are responsible for making the best choices.”

“Having one set of rules for the women and another for the boys just isn’t fair.”

The boys.

Now he was starting to sound like them.

“Do you need to step out for a couple of minutes? You’re looking upset,” the mayor said, only now her tone shifted, seemingly more compassionate. Or just condescending.

“I’m fine,” he said.

“Because you look upset,” she replied.

“I’m fine!”

The women glanced back at one another. If he wasn’t careful, they would make him leave. And if he didn’t leave of his own accord, they would call in the security guards to remove him forcibly.

Refusing to let that happen, he took another breath and stated more clearly and coldly, “I think we need to acknowledge that every citizen has the right to go out at night, especially when we’re talking about adults.”

“Are we talking about adults?” Lina asked. “I thought we are talking about boys.”

“The statutes are very clear. They apply to all males, not just those under the age of 18,” Matthew said quickly.

“Like she said,” Georgia put in, “Boys.”

“I’m an adult. I can vote. Am I a boy?” Matthew asked.

The women glanced back at one another, their expressions filled with meaning, yet no one spoke.

After a few more seconds, the mayor cleared her throat and continued, “this has been a very lively debate, but I think we should put the statutes to a vote now.”

“Just like that?” Matthew asked. He didn’t know much about politics or the law, but he assumed that there would be more public commentary. Then again, he glanced over at the empty audience chamber. These women could do whatever they wanted, and no one paid much attention.

“We have heard your concerns, young man,” said the mayor.

Young man. She used that phrase despite the fact that she was probably only a year or two older than him at most. “Now I think it is time for us to make a decision. All in favor?”

Almost every other woman voted to approve the statutes.

“All opposed?”

Matthew raised his hand, and the city council moved on to ask the next point of business.

Stacey Farber should have been having a good day. She was in control of her empire, a corporation whose various enterprises spanned the globe. Her company had offices in Taiwan, Beijing, Tokyo, Honolulu, Los Angeles, New York City, Paris, Prague, London, and a dozen other locales which didn’t even warrant her attention. Thousands of people answered to her, whether they knew it or not. Not only that, her project of creating an entire city was coming along beautifully.

When she first conceived of the idea, it seemed almost insane. She knew of other CEOs and corporate leaders who morphed into megalomaniacs. It was hard not to, especially considering the amount of money they earned. She was no different. With every dollar in profit she made, she invested, and the interest on those stocks and bonds grew geometrically. Every day, she became wealthier and more powerful.

So yes, Stacey Farber should have been having a good day, only regulators in Malaysia refused to listen to her. She didn’t know if it had something to do with her nationality, her company, her sex, or her plan. Either way, she had spent more than five hours in a small room with an officious little man who kept poking at his glasses, smudging the lenses each and every time.

Somehow, she could build a new community in California, yet she couldn’t get this power plant constructed the way she wanted, all because of one bureaucrat.

Yeah, she understood how government officials were necessary. Corporations really couldn’t be allowed to behave however they wanted. If they were, some CEO might come along and decide that men should be subjugated…With that ironic thought, she shook her head as she marched back into her headquarters office.

As she passed her secretary, she looked right at him. “Tony, put on your collar and get into my office right now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Mistress.

Stacy loved how that once antiquated term had surged in popularity.

All across her city, women were taking that term and owning it. More than that, their boyfriends, husbands, friends, and brothers had learned to use it as well. Women were taking control, she noted. That helped assuage some of her frustrations, but she needed something more.

She walked over to one of her desk drawers, pulled out a crop, and snapped against her leg just as Tony closed the door behind him. He had the black leather band around his throat.

“You look good in leather,” she said simply. Then she pointed to the spot in front of her.

Face down, he walked over to the position she indicated, he lowered himself down onto his knees.

Simply because she could, she circled him.

“Do you know what I find most fascinating about power, Tony?”

“What do you find most fascinating about it, Mistress?” Tony asked obediently.

Over these long months, she had taken advantage of him, teasing, tormenting, and playing with him whenever she liked. In her mind, he was like a little chew toy. Whenever she had a rough day, she could come back and vent her frustrations. She took care of her toy, of course; she didn’t want to break him, not permanently anyway…

“Power is both tangible and illusory.”

He looked up at her, his eyes big, his attention focused entirely on her. “That’s probably the paradox of authority. On the one hand, I can make you do whatever I want, can’t I?”

“Yes, absolutely,” he said, eagerly nodding his head.

“I can make you massage my feet, lick my toes, and serve me. I can give you any order, and you will obey because I’ve trained you. Isn’t that right, slave?”

His back stiffened slightly. Despite all of his training, some of that masculine ego persisted. Good, she thought. She enjoyed the way he resisted. It made each session so much more satisfying. She wore him down a little bit more every time.

“I will do whatever you want, Mistress. I will serve you to the best of my ability.”

“And yet, there are circumstances where you would defy me.”

His jaw clenched, though only slightly. Clearly, this boy worked hard to hide that little note of resistance.

“No, Mistress,” he said.

“Right there, you contradicted me. Is that acceptable?”

When Tony’s eyes widened with dismay, she smiled. Reaching down, she pinched his cheeks and shook his head for him. “No, you don’t get to defy your superior. I’m a woman, and I’m better than you. That’s why I’m in charge.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I might enjoy absolute authority here, but that’s not true everywhere. Power is largely predicated on cooperation and subservience. I can break you, and I can use you as an example, but there are still so many people I won’t be able to influence, not the way I really want.” As she uttered those words, she considered the guy in the glasses back in Malaysia.

More than anything, she wanted to smack that supposedly diplomatic smile off of his smarmy face.

“Stand and go bend over my desk.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, rising to his feet and rushing across the room.

“I fervently believe that every woman should have this opportunity. When she has a bad day or must deal with one frustration or another, she should be able to take her boy and punish him. It’s good for him and her. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered quickly.

“Tell me. Why is it good for you?”

“Because I’m a boy, and I need to be trained.”

She tilted her head to the side as she looked at him. Bent over her desk with his elbows braced against of the solid wood, this position was perfect. Of course, it had to be considering amount of time she had worked on him.

“Do boys remember their training?”

“No, Mistress.”

“That is probably the one most admirable trait about your sex, Tony. For whatever reason, young men think they can do whatever they want. They get aggressive and ambitious. Even if they have to sneak around, they try so hard to achieve all of their ambitions.” Her hand flew down, combing through his hair before taking a solid grip. She yanked on his scalp, raising his head. He flinched with the pain, but it was always worth it.

“How long do you think it will take before all of that cultural programming is washed away?”

“I, I don’t know, Mistress.”

“You know, even outside of my ambitions, it’s happening. Out there, across the country, across the world, women are taking charge. It might sound trite, but the future really is female.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he agreed. As a slave, he had no other option.

“Women are getting more degrees, assuming greater power, and taking control. There are men out there who are genuinely afraid women will not stop or slow down. Little by little, they will evict their male counterparts. The moderate misogynists like to console themselves with the idea that this can’t continue to its logical conclusion. Eventually, men will be able to push back. Sexists and traditionalists will shove their way forward to the front of the line once again. I’m not so sure.”

Because he didn’t know what to say, Tony remained quiet. That was one of his most important lessons. If the answer wasn’t obvious, he should just keep his mouth shut, just as women had done for so many decades before.

“But you know what? In my city, it won’t make the slightest difference. It’s happening, you know.

As in rules and institutions are already being put into place. A new culture is being created, one where women will have every advantage.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Maybe I will send you there. Would you like to be transferred?”

“I will do whatever you want, Mistress,” he said.

Stacy still laughed at that little ripple of fear vibrating in his voice. He could give the correct answer as many times as he liked, but he knew what it would be like. He’d seen many of the memos and read many of the reports. In the colleges, the boys were being retrained and educated. They were learning what it was like to exist in a system where their gender proved to be a disadvantage. In the high schools, boys were routinely punished for acting out.

Once upon a time, administrators used the excuse, “Boys will be boys.” In her new society, being a boy meant being punished. It meant accepting discipline. For the most part, that usually included a detention or removal from certain opportunities, including serving on the student Council. It was a small step, but throughout the high schools and middle schools, the girls dominated. They were taught to be confident and aggressive, to stride forward and take what they wanted.

The boys needed to learn that reaching was usually a bad idea. They shouldn’t take risks. They shouldn’t push forward because when they did, the world pushed back. That’s what happened when the school boards were female, the principals were female, and the teachers who didn’t understand were quickly replaced.

Thinking about all these accomplishments definitely made Stacey feel a little bit better, but she yanked down his pants, touched the crop to his naked skin, and she watched as he tensed up. Although his training had proceeded beautifully, this young man still couldn’t quite accept the simple fact that he was owned now.

“You know, I’ve been talking to some lawyers. Genuine slavery is illegal, but there are certain loopholes we might be able to take advantage of. Would you like to belong to me, Tony?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

She grabbed him by his shoulder, turned him around, and looked into his eyes. He should have been taller than her, yet she stood on her high heels, and she looked down slightly into his face. He was handsome and sweet, she thought. More than that, she could see his malleability.

Perhaps other women really wanted a strong male presence, the kind of traditional gentlemen who could take care of her. Not Stacey. She was more interested in a man with the heart of a dog.

Just as she started to smile, she leaned in and kissed him. She grabbed onto the scruff of his hair and forced his face in the position she expected.

Just like that, he molded himself to her as he worked to please her.

Then she broke off the kiss, shoved him down, and swatted him with the crop.

The crop whipped through the air before connecting with his exposed skin. He hissed through his teeth, which only made her giggle. “Oh, you think that was bad? It can get so much worse, Tony.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

With another flick of her wrist, she swung the crop down. She loved having the black material that seemed to blur on the air, taking on the shape of a semicircle, if only for an instant. Then she got to hear that satisfying crack of sound.

Oh yes, she enjoyed this tremendously.

“I had to deal with a very annoying man. You see, he thought that he should be able to express his own opinions. He thought he was smarter than me. Was he smarter than me, Tony?”

“No, Mistress!”

The assistant may not have actually known any of the circumstances of her meeting, yet he was still obliged to tell his owner what she wished to hear.

“That’s right, Tony. He’s nowhere near as smart as I am. I actually looked into his background. He went to a moderately decent school, and he earned reasonably acceptable grades, but he is nothing but a bureaucrat, someone who might be marginally adept at negotiating to get promoted, but that is all.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“I wish I could punish him. But I can’t, so I’m going to punish you.”

Flashing another smile, she swung the crop down hard and fast, leaving one red line after another glowing along the curves of his ass. The lines remained parallel, at least at first. But then she stepped back, and swung down, leaving a horizontal welt along his skin.

“Lovely,” she said.

“I’m glad you approve, Mistress.”

“You don’t like this, do you?”

“Mistress, it doesn’t matter what I like,” Tony said, just as he had been trained.

“That’s true,” she said, touching the tip of the crop to her forearm. It always amazed her how this implement could be used to bring pleasure or pain, discipline or reward. “Is there something else you’d rather be doing right now?”

“I would love to serve you, Mistress.”

“Then get down on your knees and make me believe you,” she said.

There was always something so simple and satisfying about having a boy on his knees plead for the opportunity to lick and massage her.

Sure enough, he lowered himself before her. In that subservient position, he raised his head and looked up at her. “Mistress, I want to please you. If that means you would like to punish me, I will accept it. I’m sorry that man frustrated you. He never should have done that. But I’m confident there will come a day when you will be able to make a boy like him do whatever you want.”

She smiled at the thought. Again, that old phrase echoed in her mind, “The future is female.”

“But for now, can I satisfy you with my hands or my tongue? I could massage your shoulders, your back, or caress your legs. If you’d like something sexual, maybe I can lick you?” His voice became hopeful at that last part.

“You’re thinking that if I get excited, I might decide to have sex with you?”

“I don’t have any expectations, Mistress,” he told her truthfully.

He may have been a good slave, but the equivocation was obvious and easy to spot.

“Silly boy,” she said.

She marched back over to her chair, and she lifted up her skirt. Unzipping her boots, she removed the leather footwear. She tossed the knee-highs off to the side before pulling down her panties.

“It’s pretty late. Have most of the other employees left?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. That was probably why he had been comfortable wearing his collar out in front of her door.

“Good,” she said. “Stand up and open your mouth.” As she uttered those words, she pulled off her panties and formed them into a little ball. He must’ve realized what was going to happen next, but he didn’t dare argue or complain.

Sure enough, she slipped her panties into his mouth. “There’s a good boy. Now go get me a cup of coffee before I fuck you.”

Obediently, he turned around and started to walk back toward the break room. He kept his head down, probably because he wanted to hide his collar and impromptu gag.

As he headed back toward the door, his head down, he radiated nervous energy. She could tell from his quick strides and how he glanced back over his shoulder.

When their eyes met, she could practically feel him begging her to change her mind. This was the office, after all. He was supposed to work hard. Besides, some of the girls probably already knew he had been enslaved and kept as little more than a pet. If he wished to maintain the veneer of independence, then he needed to keep this a secret as much as possible.

But Stacey didn’t shake her head or give any indication he should stop. Instead, she watched him, her expression cold. Even if heat blossomed within her body at the prospect of playing with her boy, she nonetheless watched and waited.

While he was gone, Stacy knew she should work. As the CEO of a major corporation, she had hundreds of emails which required her attention. Some of them were for minor issues, while others would be more significant.

Instead of working, she leaned back in her chair and stroked her cheek. Her fingers brushed down her neck.

She thought of Tony and how much she enjoyed having him.

Tony Ravenswood.

His name always made her smile.

In her city, off in California, Stacy knew that a new concept had been introduced. Princes in peril. Obviously, Stacy wasn’t powerful enough to rewrite the entire cultural zeitgeist. Despite her wealth, she couldn’t single-handedly rebuild it with the mythos of American society.

And yet, there could be little hints, seeds dropped here or there.

The Strong Female Protagonist had become a new trope over the last few years. While there had been powerful women in mythology and popular culture, they had become far more meaningful and significant in the last decade or so. As they popped up in major films, Stacy saw proof of a basic social concept: constant change.

Perhaps people once thought that culture could be stable, but that really wasn’t the case. Even the idea of “one culture” was something of a misnomer. Cultures would always be made up of smaller groups, families, and individuals. They would collectively work together to build everything, arguing and talking, buying and building.

So she couldn’t control it. No one could.

And yet, she liked to think she might be able to influence it.

The Princes in Peril would offer up a new dynamic, one where men would be the objects. They would need to be saved. Damsels in distress gave little boys something to work toward for a very long time. Now young girls would see boys as helpless and incompetent. Sure, the boys might be able to do or say something useful from time to time, but each story would belong to a young woman. Those girls would become the superheroes, the detectives, and even the warriors.

Along the way, she wondered if boys would start to learn that they could only have value in the eyes of a woman.

Perhaps.

As those thoughts swirled through her mind, the doors opened again, and Tony came back. He brought her drink and set it down on the desk in front of her.

“Come here,” she said, picking up the mug. She breathed down onto the hot liquid and watched as the steam spread around her.

“Did anyone see you?”

Tony didn’t answer. Instead, he looked up at her with those same, big nervous eyes. She didn’t know what it was about his face. He was handsome but adorable, sleek and sexy all at the same time. Of course, she didn’t know how much of that came from his obedience. If he had been defiant for the last two years, would she have been as patient? Would she have been as attracted to him?

Stacey didn’t think so.

After all, she didn’t just want to shatter this young man.

That would have been easy enough. She understood people, and she could see the fault lines in their personalities. Tectonic shifts could be achieved with the right pressure at the right time.

No. She wanted someone who would comfort her and take care of her.

She smirked.

Other women would have purchased a dog. But she had an assistant.

She took a sip from the mug, and then she finally nodded, giving him permission to remove the panties from his mouth.

“I’m not sure if anyone saw me,” he said.

“How so?”

“I walked past one cubicle, and there was a young woman working there.”

“But you’re not sure if she saw you?”

“She was so quiet. I couldn’t tell if there was anyone there. I thought someone had just left a computer on or something because I saw the glow,” Tony said. Usually people made noises as they worked, rustling papers or clicking on keyboards. But it happens sometimes that her subordinates needed to read through long documents or consider precisely what they might do.

“So you walked right by her cubicle?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“And what would happen if she knew about you?”

“She would see me with your panties in my mouth. She wouldn’t know they were yours, but she would see the collar around my neck, and she would know that someone is in charge of me.”

“You don’t think she would go to HR?”

“Would you like an honest answer, Mistress?” Tony asked, seemingly worried about what her answer might be.

“Yes, Tony. I’m giving you permission to express an opinion,” she said, leaning down. Her voice rose in pitch ever so slightly because she was patronizing him. He might be allowed to give his opinion, but it would never be taken seriously.

“No. I don’t think she would go to HR. I’ve been listening to a lot of the women around the office, and they are all very comfortable with the changes.”

“Changes?”

“You used to have more male employees, Mistress.”

“Did I?” Stacy asked.

Her assistant gulped, probably because he didn’t know whether or not this was dangerous territory. Only a short while before, she had used the crop on him. She could do it again.

“Yes, Mistress. Many of the male executives have been fired or removed. More than that, I think a lot of the women here have spent time in the new city, so they see what’s happening there.”

“And you’re suggesting that they’re bringing their ideas back here?”

“It could be, Mistress,” he said, unwilling to venture a guess because he knew that his ideas didn’t really matter.

“You might be right. And is that a good thing?”

At this point, the color drained away from his cheeks.

“You can be honest with me, Tony.”

Stacey couldn’t tell exactly whether or not he believed her. After all, she would always be his boss and his owner, which would mean he would always be dependent on her. The collar around his neck illustrated that point better than anything else.

“It’s a scary idea, I guess.”

“What scares you?” Stacey suspected she already knew the answer, yet she still wanted to hear it. “What worries you?”

“I, I think I know what you’re going to do.”

Rather than ask him, she just let her eyes press into him until he blurted an answer to her unspoken question. “I think you want to create a world where women genuinely are in charge, where men are second-class citizens.”

“You’re right, Tony,” she said. “I think every man should be treated like he is incapable of making his own decisions.”

Tony pressed his lips together, probably moistening them with the tip of his tongue. When he spoke again, his breath seemed sharp, maybe a little bit panicked. At this point, she wondered if he would try to jump up and run off. It would be easy enough for him to run to the Internet, scream to bloggers, and hope that someone published what he had to say.

Instead, he nodded his head, “Yes, Mistress.”

“There’s a good boy,” she said, patting him on the head before leaning back in her chair again.

“I’m worried about what it would look like.”

“And why is that?”

“Because this idea, Female Supremacy, is basically what men have had for such a long time.”

“And men haven’t been very nice, have they?”

“No, Mistress,” he said with a shake of his head.

“You know, things will probably get very hard for lots of boys out in the world,” Stacy said, nodding her head. “I’m not going to sit here and argue that women are morally superior creatures. To be honest, I don’t think we are. We’re human. Sometimes we’re smarter, and sometimes we’re dumber, but we are always superior.”

His lips parted, only then he closed them again. Her assistant recognized a foolish question when he thought of it.

Stacey smirked at her slave boy. “You want to know how a woman could be dumber and superior the same time?”

Tentative and timid, he answered with an abbreviated nod.

“I’m going to be very honest with you because I know I can,” she told him, almost whispering. The volume of her voice fell, so he strained his neck to get closer, all without getting up off of his knees. “My system is based off of aggregates. In general, I think women are smarter. Maybe that will change someday. But for the moment, men are arrogant, entitled, and privileged. They need to understand what true helplessness feels like. They need to operate in a world where the systems are against them, all on the basis of sex.”

He gulped. “Yes, Mistress.”

But then her hand flew down, and she grabbed his collar. Her fingers slid beneath the black leather as she pulled, bringing him higher up. She kissed him for a moment, her lips teasing his. She enjoyed the soft firmness of his mouth for several seconds. Moments later, she would have him serve her with his tongue. Oh, that always felt so good, especially while she answered her emails. She loved knowing that she could write to some conservative senator in South Carolina, all while she had a boy on his knees, licking her out.

“Don’t worry, Tony. I’m going to protect you and keep you safe. Girls might harass you from time to time, but you’ll always be mine. Understand?”

He would have to rely on her. He would have to please her.

For so long, wives, girlfriends, and secretaries who doubled as sex toys, had been in this exact same position. Now, it seemed it was Tony’s turn.

Rather than say anything else, she placed her hand on the top of his head and guided him down to her crotch.

Without being told, he started to lick at her. Like an obedient boy, he focused all of his concentration on her and her pleasure.

Whenever he looked into the mirror, Matthew asked himself something. Was he, Matthew O’Reilly, actually doing his job? The city was fairly generous and paid him a substantial salary for his position on the city Council.

Although he read through all of the statutes, studied every issue, and did his best to make the best decisions, he couldn’t help but think of one facet of his job: he was always outnumbered.

As the only male in the governing body, he could express his opinions, not that the other council members listened to him. Whether it was the mayor, Lena, or Georgia, they pretty much just ignored him. Whenever he spoke, he sometimes noticed how the women would smile back at one another, like this was an incredible joke: ha ha, watch the boy try to get involved in politics.

They were never rude to him, not explicitly so anyway. They didn’t insult or deride him, but they didn’t need to. His fellow council members simply disregarded him, thinking he could be amusing but never relevant or threatening.

At first, he tried to think of some way he could break into that circle. He even went to the library to pick up some books on politicking. They didn’t help for one reason.

Politics only really worked when different groups pushed up against one another, fighting and arguing. With everything so new in the city, pretty much everyone shared the same priorities. They wanted to expand, bring new people in, and continue the assault on male liberty.

Okay, so Matthew couldn’t be certain about that last part. Each and every time a gender specific rule came up, he had to sit there and listen to the justifications. Either the mayor or some member of the city Council always brought in an expert to speak. These women—and yes, they were always women—showed up with their impressive degrees and talked about how certain facets of society should be modified in the name of harmony and social cohesion.

It started off with a simple justification that young men had to pay more for car insurance because they were reckless. He continued on to the curfews because the crime rates among boys were higher. Even in affluent areas, male college students were more likely to get picked up by the police.

Matthew suggested the possibility that cops might be nicer to girls, letting them off with a warning, but the rest of the council sneered at this possibility, like he was insane to have even suggested it.

Later, Dr. Julia Dennings came in to request the endorsement of the city Council for a new policy she wished to enforce in the K-12 school district. When Matthew read it, he could hardly believe it.

When she came in, Doctor Dennings spoke clearly and confidently. As she looked to the room filled with mostly women, she seemed completely at ease. And why wouldn’t she be? She must have followed the local news, so she understood is that every pro-female policy had been pushed through already. Why would this one be any different?

“In the K-12 school system, I would like to require students to wear uniforms. The data and studies have consistently shown the benefits of wearing uniforms. They reduce bullying, help students focus on their schoolwork, and create a sense of community at each institution.”

Matthew didn’t wait to be called on. He’d probably have to pay for this later. He wouldn’t be surprised if the mayor or another Council member called him into her office to berate him. And yet, he sat up straight, and his voice cut through the air, “Then you aren’t suggesting a full uniform system, are you? According to your proposal, the uniforms would only be required for the boys.”

“That’s correct,” said Dr. Dennings. The educational expert smiled at him, as though she thought he would need a few more seconds to catch up.

Gritting his teeth, he continued, “That is completely unfair. If the boys have to wear uniforms, than the girls should as well.”

“The data also demonstrates that uniforms are better for boys. You see, they need stricter guidelines to help them succeed. This isn’t really a question of fairness. It’s a question of what is necessary to make sure that our students score well on the standardized exams, attend class consistently, and achieve the benchmarks we set for them.”

“This is a double standard.”

The educational expert didn’t even hesitate, “It is,” she agreed. “But it’s also going to be very good for the boys.”

Hissing through his teeth now, Matthew didn’t know what to say. He glanced over at the other council members, futilely hoping that maybe one of them might step forward to say something against this new idea.

For her part, Julia sat there, confident that she had the support of the local leaders. More importantly, she had the backing of Stacey Farber. That’s why it was so easy for her to look back at Matthew O’Reilly and think, Oh, you poor boy. You don’t understand how this game is played, do you? Of course there are going to be double standards for the boys. That’s the entire point of this new city. The boys need to be dressed up and put on display. They need to understand that the girls around them get to make choices and decisions. Not the boys. Never the boys. The boys are to stand back, smile, and look handsome.

“If the girls don’t have to wear uniforms, won’t that encourage bad behavior on their part?”

“Generally no,” Julia answered smoothly. “Obviously, we’re talking generalizations, but that’s necessary, I’m sure you’re aware, when discussing large student populations. There might be a few exceptions. Some girls might take this as an opportunity to bully the boys, but I believe they would have done so anyway. This won’t really make a difference.”

Actually, it would.

Children could be incredibly naïve, but they understood justice and fair play. They could recognize when one person had an advantage over another. The little girls would see that they can wear whatever they want, whether that meant jeans and a T-shirt or a dress or something else altogether. Meanwhile, the boys would be in their navy blue slacks and snug, white shirts.

Better yet, any boy who got his uniform dirty could be punished. In turn, this would make them so much more careful and less confident, especially if corporal punishment became a worry.

“We need to vote against this,” Matthew O’Reilly declared. But he didn’t have any coherent argument. Worse, his voice rose, straining to the point where nearly cracked. The frustration surged through him, and he was tempted to threaten to quit.

But if he did that, he would be replaced by another female.

Then women would rule the men of the city, without even one man to try to stop them. Perhaps worse, quitting as part of a tantrum would only prove everything they had said about how men couldn’t control themselves.

The mayor called for a vote, and it passed. The boys in the school district would all be required to wear a specific uniform and keep it clean. If they failed to do so, they could be punished in a number of different ways. Matthew listened as the new statute was approved.

So, day after day, he sat there and listened—and he failed to make any changes. These ladies did whatever they wanted, and he couldn’t stop them. That was the fact of his situation.

As their meeting finished up, he looked around the room and wondered if maybe he should try to form some sort of alliance. And yet, what did he have to offer? He was a tiny minority in a unified group.

Lena was nice to him; they occasionally chatted about weekend plans, but nothing of substance came up.

Negotiations usually implied that both parties had something the other person wanted.

He tapped his fingers on the desktop in front of him before finally gathering up his tablet, his laptop, papers and pens. He walked back to his office, feeling the weight of his body and equipment with every step.

Just as he went back into his small workspace, he felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. Taking up the device, he answered. “Hello?” Honestly, he expected it to be another small business owner asking for him to come to some event. As a city Council member, that made him a marginal celebrity. Many of the local, female business owners like to call him out for their events. Sure, the women stood around and listened as he discussed politics, but he suspected they only wanted him there because he was something of an exotic animal, their only male politician.

“Hello,” came the response. His fingers instantly tightened around the phone.

“What can I do for you, Naomi?”


Chapter 11:

“What can I do for you?” had become something of a standardized greeting for Matthew. Often, when people called, their questions or concerns were about local government. He liked to think of himself as a civil servant, which meant he needed to put other people’s needs first. His opening question usually accomplished that nicely.

This time, he regretted the words as soon as they came out of his mouth. He remembered how she had kicked him out of her office. Or maybe it was just the intimidation and fear provoked by her guards that made him so unsettled.

He didn’t like being intimidated.

It was a stupid and obvious answer, yet it was true.

Sure, it was one thing if he walked up to some bodybuilder, only to feel the difference in height and muscle. But with women?

Like so many other guys, Matthew felt that instinctive (or maybe it was social) tug to be bigger and stronger and more powerful. When he dated woman, he wanted to know that he could throw her down onto the bed and ravish her. He wanted to know that he could tear at her clothing, pin her, kiss her, and show her what a real man could do.

Obviously, he was civilized and had his morals, so he wouldn’t, yet the possibility was always supposed to be there, just a chance buzzing with possibility.

“I was hoping you and I could go out tonight,” Naomi said.

“Why would I want to go out with you?”

“Oh, it’s unlikely your feelings are still hurt,” Naomi said, her voice light and teasing.

“You basically kicked me out of your office,” he said diplomatically. He knew that he shouldn’t allow this woman to irritate him, but it was so difficult, especially considering the string of defeats he had already faced.

“I did,” she said. “So that must make you doubly curious now.”

“What do you want?”

“Let me take you out to dinner,” she said, and he could picture her back in that large office. She might have even been sitting with her feet up on the desk. Maybe there was a male secretary outside of her office, ready to fetch coffee or perform any other chore she didn’t feel like handling herself.

“No,” he said simply.

“I can promise you that it will be fun,” she said.

“I’m not interested in fun.”

“Quit being such a tease,” Naomi said. Obviously, she was only joking, yet he still felt the heat curl up along the contours of his neck.

He gripped his phone even tighter in his hand, which made him wonder if maybe he could break the device. Probably not.

“That’s not funny,” he said.

“Oh, don’t get upset. I’m serious. I think you and I could have a nice conversation, maybe over a candlelit dinner?”

“How romantic.”

Naomi ignored his tone, “Look, maybe I’m not doing this very well. I don’t ask you boys out very often. So how about this? I’m someone who is well-connected, and your local political leader. It would be good if we could be friends.”

Just as he walked back into his office, he had thought about forming alliances. But now, he thought of Naomi. He didn’t know exactly what she did or what role she filled at Farber Industries, but she obviously had clout of some kind.

Could he ignore this invitation?

Probably not.

Even though he already regretted it, he exhaled slowly, “Fine. Where do you want to meet?”

“There’s a nice little Italian place downtown,” she began.

As he got out of his car and strolled along the sidewalk, Matthew glanced around. Standing up straight, he wanted to believe that he was proud of this new city, especially considering the amount of work he had put into it. As a part of his work on the city Council, he had pursued federal grants to bring in artists to add murals and sculptures to the downtown area.

When he first suggested the project, the women on the counsel rolled their eyes. But then, he distinctly thought he heard the sound of someone whispering, “Let him do it. It’ll keep him busy for a little while at least.”

Even if the others didn’t see the value, he appreciated the pops of color and the unusual shapes. Although he secured the funding, he hadn’t been involved in picking the works. On one corner, and abstract sculpture composed of intricate lines and curves jutted out from the concrete. Another building had a bright mural, a blue sky with polychromatic clouds drifting about. They were cool, and he knew that the college students liked them.

No matter what else, he had left a mark on the town at least.

But he should’ve done better.

Maybe this night would help him, he thought.

Maybe.

Possibilities unfurled tantalizingly within his mind, but he still didn’t have enough information, hence the meeting, he told himself. Matthew stepped through the doors, and he heard a young man ask, “Hello. How can I help you?”

Matthew glanced around at the rest of the restaurant. Instinctively, he noted that there was a woman behind the bar off to the left, but the servers scurrying around were all male.

When he first noticed this, as the town was being finished, he thought it was just a coincidence. But more and more, he was coming to the conclusion that it was part of the plan.

The plan?

Shaking his head, he told himself that this wasn’t some grand conspiracy. There weren’t women working together to try to suppress or subjugate the men of the city. That is not how the world worked.

And yet, maybe this was how the culture was changing. For all he knew, women across the entire country were becoming more aggressive and hostile. It’s not like he followed the laws going through Congress.

Those thoughts sounded good, but they didn’t make him feel very much better. The last time he checked, the Congress was still principally a bunch of white guys. The president was an old man. Exhaling through his teeth, Matthew knew the truth. Whatever was going on here seemed to be entirely localized to this one place.

“Hey there, sweetie,” Naomi said from one of the corner seats.

Rather than just wave him over, she got up and strolled over to Matthew, where she reached out and took his hands. She pulled him into a hug and embraced him.

Under other circumstances, this might have been enjoyable. She was a beautiful girl, he thought.

“I was hoping that we could have a talk,” she said, apparently able to guess what his next comment was going to be.

“So you want to chat?” He didn’t bother to hide the skepticism in his voice.

“Yeah,” she said. “What’s wrong with that?”

Without waiting for an answer, Naomi motioned to one of the waiters. A boy with a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, short hair, and a half apron around his waist came over to her. “How may I serve you, ma’am?”

Did that sound unnecessarily obsequious?

Matthew couldn’t really tell, but Naomi quickly ordered, “Two glasses of wine, one for me, and one for my friend here.”

The boy glanced over at Matthew and seemed to smile for a moment.

Glaring back, Matthew didn’t say anything.

Then a different thought occurred to him. How does this look?

The answer popped back into his head instantly: it looked like a date. He was a reasonably young guy out with a reasonably young woman, and she was smiling at him. Not only that, he realized she had on makeup. Her lips seemed darker and redder, more dangerous. Her eyelashes stretched out above her pupils, and she had her dark hair pulled back into a French braid.

Not only that, she wore a black dress that seemed to emphasize all of her features. Maybe he didn’t like this woman, especially after the way she had treated him, but he couldn’t ignore one simple fact. She was hot. Being close to her felt magical, like he had won some sort of prize or award.

Damn it.

Matthew didn’t want to allow himself to get infatuated with this girl, not even for a second.

After their hug, she sat down, only then she straightened her back and seemed to watch him for a few moments. “Tell me about yourself, Matthew.”

“What you want to know?”

“Your hobbies?”

“Video games, sci-fi movies, and hiking.”

“Does that keep you fit?” As she asked, her eyes seemed to slide along his shoulders and toward his chest. Yes, Matthew didn’t work out, but he hated how she checked him out like he was something that could be purchased or owned.

“I guess it does the job,” he replied diplomatically.

The server came back with their glasses of wine. Naomi immediately picked one up and held it out for a toast.

“Who said I was drinking tonight?”

“Come on. Let’s have some fun,” she said simply.

Exhaling through his teeth, he reminded himself that this woman had a lot of power at Farber Industries. Maybe she could be useful. That’s why he picked up the glass and clinked it against hers. From there, she took an indulgent sip before setting the glass back down.

“What are your political ideals?”

Matthew studied her for another moment. Apparently, they had finished with the small talk. “I don’t think I would say I have any specific ideals. I believe that people should be treated fairly.”

“I agree,” she said.

“Really? You think all people should be equal?”

“No,” she answered. “That’s not what I said. That’s not what I said at all.”

“Explain,” he said simply. At this point, he could feel the desire to get up and walk back through the doors. He wanted to feel the cool evening air on his face. He needed some fresh breaths, especially because this girl did something to him. He couldn’t exactly name it or explain it, but she made him nervous. With a smile or some laughter, she triggered something amorphous within him.

“You said that people should be treated fairly, and I agree. Fair and equal aren’t always the same thing.”

“What’s going on here?”

Choosing not to answer him directly, she said, “Right now, a young woman has asked out a boy on a date.” She took another sip of the wine. “I know that this is probably very hard for you, especially because you want to do a good job as a councilmember, but I think you are taking the wrong perspective.”

“How so?” Again, it took a lot of self-control to keep his voice even and neutral.

“You want to believe that fairness is all about equality, that there are different groups of people, and that they should all be treated exactly the same. Whether you’re talking about disabilities, race, gender, or economic class, it’s obvious that just isn’t true. I mean, it doesn’t make sense to give scholarships to the rich kids when they first apply to college, does it?”

“No, obviously not.”

“See? It’s all about where different people start.”

“But all of these new statutes,” he said, letting his voice drift off. For once, he wasn’t performing for his constituents or his fellow council members. Technically, this was a social engagement, which meant that he could be honest. “They’re wrong. All of these rules make it harder and harder for the men in this city.”

“Harder? Really?” Naomi asked. “So men have a curfew now? Too bad. Boo-hoo. Seriously, women have had to operate with a curfew for generations.”

“What?” That didn’t make any sense to him.

Naomi leaned back again for a moment. She picked up her glass and tilted to the left, then the right. As she watched the amber liquid swirl around, she explained, “it’s hard being female. It has been an actual disadvantage. It doesn’t make anything impossible. Women can still earn positions of leadership, but it’s a lot more difficult.”

“We were talking about curfews.”

“Imagine you are in San Francisco at midnight. How do you feel?”

“I don’t know, excited, like having fun?” That was the only reason he could imagine being in San Francisco at midnight.

“Good. That makes a lot of sense. But if you’re a girl, how do you feel?”

“Like I should get home?”

“Yes, like you should get home. If you’re a man, you can walk around in the dark, and something bad might happen, but the level of fear is completely different. You don’t need to worry about getting jumped and you don’t need to worry about being viewed as a target. Other guys might think of you that way, but the chances are so much lower. If you’re a woman, you always have to be anxious about that, at least when it comes to being out in the dark.”

When she finished, she pursed her lips.

“Sorry,” he said.

“Yeah, well it’s not something a lot of men think about,” Naomi replied. “I know that this must be hard on you, especially if you have other guys complaining about it, but a curfew isn’t that bad.”

“It’s not just about being forced to get home early,” he said.

“Then what is it about?”

“It’s about the implications. It’s about what the statute seems to say beneath the surface text.”

“Oh?” Naomi asked, although her training in gender studies meant she knew exactly what he wanted to say. Even so, she saw no need to help him.

“A curfew implies that men can’t be trusted, like we don’t have the same level of maturity as any of the women.”

“You might be right,” she said. “But this is also a question of give-and-take. Seriously, guys can suck it up for a little while. Besides, if the measure proves to be incredibly unpopular, the men can work together and get some more votes on the city Council, right?”

Technically, that was true, yet Matthew had noticed there weren’t very many men in the city. More to the point, he couldn’t prove this point, since none of the census data seemed to be publicly available.

“What if men don’t have all the same rights?” Naomi asked. “Would that really be so bad?”

“A lot of it depends on how far things go,” Matthew said, if only for the sake of this conversation. “The curfew may not be the end of the world, but things could get much worse.”

“A guy with a slippery slope argument?” Naomi asked. “Just because something could end in tragedy doesn’t mean that it will. People assumed that letting women get divorced from their husbands would eventually lead to the complete disintegration society. Obviously, that didn’t happen.”

“All of this is very new. We can’t know exactly how it’s going to end.” He took a breath and tried something else, “What about you? How would you feel if there was some new national law saying that women could not be out after a certain hour unless they had a male escort?”

“I would fight it,” she said. “But that’s different. I am a woman, and I’ve had to deal with a lot of sexism over my life. Granted, it hasn’t been the full-on suppression from previous generations, but that’s my point again. Things are different. You’ve enjoyed a bunch of privileges simply because you’re a man.”

“It doesn’t feel that way, not right now.”

“You know, you could actually do really well if you had someone backing you up.”

“A woman?”

Naomi didn’t blink. “Yes.”

“You?”

“Maybe,” she said, her tone shifting into something sultry and dangerous. “You’re a very handsome boy, Matt. I think we can have a lot of fun together.”

She stretched her hand forward, brushing her fingers along his exposed wrist. Matthew had never experienced these kinds of conflicting sensations before. One part of him enjoyed the touch as little tingles seemed to vibrate through his body. Then he sensed some kind of danger, but she was beautiful and small, yet powerful.

He closed his eyes for a second and looked away. Across the room, there was a couple seated at one of the tables. The girl leaned over as she whispered something inappropriate into her boyfriend or husband’s ear. The look of chagrin on his face said it all.

“Think about it, Matthew.” As she spoke, he did his best to ignore her lovely face, the dark fabric clinging to her body, and the smile she aimed in his direction.

Matthew told himself that he wanted to dislike this young woman. In fact, he was supposed to hate her. She should have represented everything wrong with this new city.

And yet, he tapped his toes against the floor. Matthew had never met a woman who behaved like this; he had never encountered one who came at him so aggressively. He liked it. He didn’t want to like it, but he still gulped back the desires. He knew he should have stopped her; he knew that he needed to tell her to leave him alone, yet Matthew just couldn’t lift himself from his seat or retreat toward the door.

Because it would be a retreat, and he could already imagine her laughter as he fled.

No. He wasn’t going to run away. He wasn’t going to give this girl the satisfaction of seeing him retreat.

With a nervous gulped, he told her, “I am thinking about it.”

“You’re very indecisive. Do you think that’s common for a lot of men?”

He gritted his teeth. His jaw clenched, and he wanted to grab her, but he couldn’t do it. Matthew O’Reilly had already read the news reports about guys who had been arrested for behaving inappropriately in public. A boy might literally pull on his girlfriend’s hair, and if she didn’t like it, she could call the police. They wouldn’t listen to the men, not ever. That boy could spend his night in jail. Or maybe he would be sent over to the county lockup.

Shivering, he glared at her a little bit harder. “If you want to get a little bit of power, you might need to play along. There’s nothing wrong with that. This is probably how politics works, right?” Naomi asked.

“What are you offering?”

“Right now? Just a little bit of fun. But you look like a boy who could use it,” she said.

“Maybe,” he allowed. “I need to slow down some of the statutes.”

“What would you be willing to do?”

Matthew didn’t know exactly how much pull or influence this woman had. His hesitation and doubt must have played along his face because she smiled at him. “I have a lot of friends.”

She allowed the enigmatic statement to hang between them. Perhaps she was concerned that wouldn’t be good enough, so she continued, “my friends might be able to help you. They might be able to give you a couple of votes. You might be able to parlay that into something else. Or maybe you would like some information? Would you like to know what the mayor and her friends are going to do next?”

“You know?”

“I go to a lot of parties. I get to hear what people are saying,” she said simply as she shrugged, like it wasn’t a big deal.

His chest tightened. As he leaned forward slightly, he wondered exactly how far he would go.

“What do you want?”

“I want to know that you are a good boy who’s willing to play along. I want to have some fun.”

“What’s so fun about me?”

“You’re a young, handsome boy. You’re smart, quick, and you can see what’s going on.”

“What is going on?”

Naomi smiled at him. “I can’t say anything definitively because no one knows what the future holds.”

“Stop equivocating,” he growled at her.

“Oh, and you know some big words,” she said, grinning. When it looked like he might just get up and leave, she took another sip from her drink and said, “I have two words for you, Matthew: female supremacy.”

Right away, he stepped back, “What’s that mean?” Matthew almost assumed this was more of her flirting. He had no idea that those two words represented everything this city encapsulated, and he was already there.

“Just take a moment and think about it.”

Female supremacy didn’t sound like a logical or natural phrase. But as he dissected and parsed each half, he could feel something inside of him get cold. “Are you telling me that the city is supposed to be a place where men are considered inferior?”

“Not just considered,” she said. “Remember, a lot of social structures are based on opportunity. If women have more opportunities, then they will be superior.”

“That’s not true.”

“I’ve never been a huge fan of the nature versus nurture debate,” Naomi told him, “but think about it. Even if nature has decided that women and men should be equal, does it  matter if one side gets all of the opportunities? For a very long time, scientists genuinely debated whether or not women were biologically inferior. What was so confusing for them? Why did they think that women naturally had to lower IQs, were less ambitious, and actually wanted to obey their husbands like cattle or slaves?” She still held her glass, only now she gripped it tighter.

“Opportunities,” he said, nodding his head. “They had a system where women could never become scientists or engineers, so the men just assumed that women were physically incapable of becoming scientists or engineers.”

All of the tension disappeared from her body. “Exactly,” she said with a proud nod of her head, as though she were proud that her pet had just accomplished some new trick. Of course, Naomi Alder had been thinking about these ideas since she first started with gender studies.

“What you think would happen to men?”

“But this is just one city,” he said.

“True, but it can be a start,” she replied.

Matthew leaned back in his seat, although it felt as though he had fallen. His cheeks got cool as he started to chew on the inside of his mouth. He considered the possibility. Could it really work? Could female supremacy become an actively practiced policy?

He started thinking through the statutes and how the educational system here had been established and executed.

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Honestly?” Naomi asked. “Because it’s obvious.”

“But what if I try to stop you?”

“You won’t succeed,” she said simply.

“I could go to the media,” he told her.

“You can try,” she said simply. Something about the perfect confidence rippling through her voice made it clear that doing so would be a foolish endeavor. But why?

Stacey Farber was an incredibly powerful woman. If he went to traditional media outlets, whether they were liberal or conservative, she would probably be able to bury them under injunctions and threats of lawsuits. Or maybe she would take the other route, simply drawing on her friendships with the billionaires who owned those cable networks. If he tried to go online, it would be easy enough to bury him under false reports, rumors, and conjecture…

“You’re starting to figure it out,” she said. “But hey, don’t feel bad. You’re a councilmember! That means you have some power,” she said, only her eyes lingered on him, and the curves of her mouth twitched upward.

“Not if I’m alone.”

“Exactly. You’re starting to figure it out. You need allies. You need someone to help you.” She stretched her hand out again, touching him lightly, first on his shoulder, then on his forearm.

It was obvious that she wanted to play with and seduce him. Even so, Matthew felt  the simmer of excitement within his body. “I could teach you too,” she said.

“Okay, maybe,” he said.

“But I can punish you if you misbehave,” she said.

His eyes widened as he registered the words. “What?”

“I want to have fun with you, but we are going to do it on my terms. Understand?”

He didn’t, not really, not until she reached down into her purse and pulled something out of it.

Then, black leather bunched up underneath her grip. She lifted the item and placed it on the table between them. When he looked down, he wanted to believe that it was nothing but a necklace or a choker, maybe a very small belt.

“Put it on,” she said. “Show me how pretty you can look in it.”

“I’m not putting that on,” he said.

“Because if you don’t, I’m going to leave right now,” she said.

Back when she worked only in college classrooms and talked to professors, Naomi never would have been brave enough to make this kind of declaration. Back then, she didn’t know how to negotiate, yet now she saw what this boy really wanted. He thought he could make a difference. And maybe he could. Historical inevitability was one thing, but people still made huge differences.

Besides, if it wasn’t this boy, it could be someone else. She smiled, watching him, especially as he struggled to make a choice.

“If you want, I can put it on you,” she said. She made it sound like a genuine offer of assistance.

“No,” he said.

His hand fell to the table, almost thumping. Any louder, and the other patrons would have glanced over in his direction.

Puffing out his cheeks and exhaling slowly, he picked up the band. “What is it?” Naomi asked. She didn’t need to tease him this much, but she saw it in his eyes. He had made his choice, and he wanted this. He needed her protection, advice, and help, especially if he ever wanted to make any kind of difference.

That’s why he picked up the collar, pulled tight around his throat, and then he clasped it near the back of his neck.

Without saying anything, Naomi got up and walked around to the other side of the table. Perhaps because he didn’t want to give her any kind of satisfaction, he stared forward. Even so, this must have bothered him tremendously.

Good.

“I’m going to help you, but that’s going to involve some training. Understand?”

“I can back out of this whenever I want to,” he told her.

“Sure, you can,” Naomi answered, only he blushed as he heard her giggle.

That same night, Zack and Mia sat in her dorm room, only now they were on opposite sides. He looked at her, his expression frosty, “I don’t want to go to another party. I’m sick of hanging out with your friends. We never do anything alone anymore.”

“Oh? You don’t like my friends?”

Zack stopped himself. He loved this girl, but he couldn’t say something he would later regret…something she might use against him. After all, she shared pretty much everything with her Leadership friends. Worse, he knew what kind of ideas they would have.

Usually, guys didn’t talk about this sort of thing, but the Zack still heard some of the rumors and whispers. Guys who dated the Leadership girls usually ended up getting humiliated in one way or another. And the ones that tried to break up with those girlfriends? Yeah, it got even worse.

The administration talked about how “pranks” wouldn’t be tolerated even as they were.

Zack didn’t know if it was true, but he read something online about how one guy broke up with his Leadership girlfriend, only to be dragged into a sorority house. Apparently, they tied him down, stripped him naked, touched him and teased him, and made him beg for the chance to be enslaved.

Yes, they wanted him to use those exact words.

Worse, they had videotaped the entire thing, ensuring that he couldn’t really complain or argue. And even if he did go to the administration, it would be shrugged off. In fact, Zack had listened to a recorded message where one of the department Dean’s actually said, “I think it’s important we recognize that college students are experimenting with new worldviews. Sometimes, they will step out of line. This is particularly true for our female pupils, but this is good. It’s normal, and it’s healthy. Sometimes, girls will be girls, and they will make mistakes, but they can learn from the same mistakes.”

One phrase out of the entire video caught a lot of attention: girls will be girls.

The rage flooded the forums, different guys shouting and snarling and threatening.

But when it came to the real world, actual policy, and the actions taken by the administrators, things were completely different. The boys kept their heads down, and they learned that they weren’t going to win.

Technically, they were still taller and stronger. But as the days passed by, their confidence started to fade. More and more of the boys started to feel like they shouldn’t be the leaders or engineers or scientists. No, they should take their classes, work hard, earn their good grades, and be proud of those. They pleased their female professors, and they learned to ignore what was going on.

This was especially easy for the guys who had girlfriends. After all, boys with girlfriends had escorts to take them out despite the curfew.

Or, if the rumors held true, sometimes those same girlfriends would go talk to professors and ask for a little bit of leeway. Maybe a boy failed the test, but he was cute, and his girlfriend wanted him to feel good, so he might be able to get his grade changed from an F to a D…

“I should be able to earn my own grades,” the Zack had said to himself when he heard about this.

Unfortunately, he didn’t really know what to believe. One thing was obvious; college was completely different than anything else he had expected or experienced over the course of his life.

Like he never imagined that he would be arguing with his girlfriend over whether or not they should go to another party.

Crossing his arms over his chest, he stared at her hard. “I’m tired of hanging out with them. Seriously, the women you’re friends with are always so rude to me.”

“What have they done?” Mia asked, her tone forceful and determined.

As he stared at her, he really didn’t know what to believe. Did she not understand? Was she just messing with him? Mia seemed to genuinely confused. “It’s not what they do. It’s how they do it. It’s not what they say. It’s how they say it,” he said, going from one sentence to another, it didn’t feel like he was making any real sense.

“Sweetie, why don’t we just go out and have some fun? Maybe you’ll feel better after.”

“No,” he said decisively.

“I could always go out without you,” she said.

He jerked his head up. What?

They already spent a lot of time apart.

“If you want, you can just stay here and hang out for a little while,” she told him. “That I can come back, and maybe we could have some fun. Could you compromise?” She came over to his side of the room, and she put her hand on his shoulder.

It wasn’t a particularly gentle, diplomatic, or even subtle move on her part.

“You’ve made up your mind, haven’t you?”

In her classes, they had talked a lot about being firm with the boys. So often, males didn’t really know how to surrender. They didn’t know how to give up or accept defeat. Maybe soldiers are beasts of burden, that could be really helpful. But in social circumstances? It made them obstinate and annoying.

“Sweetie, I’m going to this party, and I want you to come, but you don’t have to. This is your choice.”

“I didn’t bring my laptop or any my stuff,” he said.

“Then maybe you should just hang out here and take a nap or you could play on my computer if you want.”

“I’m going to stay in tonight, I should do my homework,” he said.

“But you don’t have your backpack.”

They were talking around one simple fact: it was past curfew, so if he wanted to go back to his dorm room, that he needed an escort. She had to take him there.

But she wasn’t offering…

As he raised his gaze and looked up at her, he wondered if she just expected him to voice the request. Or was it something else? If he had to, was she going to say no?

The prospect seemed almost impossible.

He knew that if he got caught out past curfew, the penalties could be severe. It might just be financial, meaning that the administrators might increase his tuition rate. Failure to obey could be incredibly expensive.

Then again, he had heard about the informal “tribunal” set up by one of the sororities. The name, Amy Stellar, had become one that many of the boys feared, but they wouldn’t talk about it anywhere but online as they hid behind their screens.

“Please, don’t make me go to this party…”

“I’m not make you do anything,” she said. “But I think this would be good for you. Maybe you should spend some more time with my friends.”

With that, she got up and walked toward the door. Crouching down, she picked up her purse.

This was it. He could make the choice to ask (or beg) her walking back to his building, he could wait here like a pet, or he could go with her.

His dignity and ego inflated again, so he stood up. Even though he hated every second of this, he got up. “Fine. I’m going to go with you.”

If Mia noticed his silent treatment, she didn’t give any indication of it. This became especially true once they walked through the doors of the house. A fraternity owned this house, but that didn’t change the party’s vibe or atmosphere.

Right away, Mia looked around the room, and several groups of girls raised their hands and waved over at her.

Zack stood there, his hands at his sides, his shoulders back and tense.

As the music hit him, he watched different guys dance around.

But then he saw something else, something he didn’t expect. There were other boys walking around, each one holding a tray. On some of those trays, there were little hors d’oeuvres, each one clearly having been made by a college student. He saw sliders, small hot dogs, and individual slices of pizza.

There were only guys carrying the trays. Not only that, each one wore a band around his neck with a tag dangling off of it.

Zack got lucky; he noticed that they were Greek letters. They just happened to match up with the fraternity house hosting the party.

Something inside of clenched. He tried to ignore it.

For a second, he actually wanted to try to have some fun here. But Mia was gone, he didn’t know anyone else, and he hated seeing guys act that way. Sure, they were laughing and flirting with some of the girls. The same students from the Leadership program made sure to touch the boys. Sometimes, that meant patting them on the head. At other points, the girls tugged on their ear lobes or even reached up and pulled on the collars around their necks.

Collars, Zack thought with a rush of disgust.

Apparently, this look at become more popular for quite a few of the boys. Zack had seen plenty of guys wearing them on campus. Others laughed or snickered, but that didn’t stop the trend.

What was happening here?

“Hey man,” came a voice from behind him.

When Zack turned around, and he expected to see one of the frat brothers holding a tray out. Instead, it was Devon.

“Hey,” Zack answered, grateful for a friendly face. They briefly grasped hands before stepping over to one of the walls. Maybe that was just instinct, like they couldn’t trust of their surroundings.

“So do you have any theories?”

Right away, Zack understood what his friend meant. “No.”

“When I was in high school, I heard about the fraternities, and I was thought that they were pretty cool. I mean, you get together with a bunch of guys, and you can do pretty much whatever you want. But look at them.” Devon shook his head.

“It’s crazy,” Zack said with a nod of his head.

“You’re seeing it now, aren’t you?”

“The girls, they’re taking control,” Zack agreed. “I didn’t think it was possible.”

“It shouldn’t be,” Devon insisted.

When Zack glanced over, he saw that curiosity of belief. Devon looked a little bit like a fanatic, the kind of man who couldn’t possibly back down. “I swear, something biological is going on here. This just doesn’t make any sense otherwise.”

“You really don’t think so?”

“Those are fraternity brothers. Those are hyper aggressive guys who really wanted to take over. And look at them. They’re running around at their own house party, serving hors d’oeuvres and drinks. If you just walked in here, who would you say was in charge?”

“Them,” Zack said, immediately nodding over to the cluster of young women who circled at the center of the room. Chatting and laughing with one another, they barely noticed the guys around them.

“These guys have been turned into servants.”

“Is this the Stepford Fraternity?” Zack asked. He’d never actually seen the movie, but he knew the reference well enough.

“I don’t think they’ve been replaced with robots or anything like that,” Devon said, “I seriously think there might be something in the water or maybe the air.”

“Is that even possible?” Zack asked. He had been making a joke, but now that he looked over at Devon, he saw the other guy wasn’t about to crack a smile.

“Look, I don’t know exactly what is going on here, but I think it’s fair to say that this isn’t normal. And I don’t think it’s just because administrators have been mean to the guys or anything like that.”

Zack gulped, feeling just a little bit nervous. “Okay, then what we do about it?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Do you think this is why there hasn’t been much pushback against the new rules?”

“Probably,” Devon agreed. “It feels like, at every step, the girls get what they want. And the boys get punished.” With a disgusted shake of his head, he looked around the rest of the room.

Before they could say anything else, Mia broke away from her group. Laughing, two other girls followed her. “Hey, Zack, I was wondering if you could help me win a bet.”

“What is it?”

“You know, it’s really fashionable for boys to wear chokers now. I was hoping you would put this one on for me.”

The two other coeds behind her snickered and whispered back and forth to one another.

Almost instantly, Zack understood precisely what this was. The girls in Leadership always liked to see how far they could push the boys around them. And now, she wanted him to put on a collar in front of her. Exhaling, he decided that he was going to be a good boyfriend, if only because he didn’t want to embarrass her in front of her friends. At the same time, he told himself that they could talk about this later.

He extended his hand, his palm up. “Fine.”

The girls behind her giggled. “No, that’s not exactly what I want,” she said. Glancing over at her friends, she continued, “Zack, get down on your knees so I can put this around your neck.”

“You want to collar me.”

“It’s a choker, and it’s not a big deal,” she said, holding up the band. It looked exactly like the ones the fraternity boys were wearing.

His chest puffed out, and he wanted to say no. He wanted to tell his girlfriend that she was completely crazy if she thought he would do something like that. Hadn’t he already been humiliated enough? Wasn’t coming to this party good enough for her?

No. Apparently not.

“On your knees,” she said. Sure, she made it sound like a joke, but she clearly intended for him to lower himself before her.

Because he couldn’t help himself, Zack glanced over at Devon. His friend didn’t react. He just stared in his direction, all without giving any hint of what he thought back should actually do.

“Come on, it’s not a big deal,” Mia said. “Just get down on your knees and let me collar you.” It sounded like she was talking to a wild animal or something.

Only then, she stepped closer, she kissed him, her lips on his. His body reacted immediately. He couldn’t help it. Even if he had been with this girl for a couple of years now, he loved how she felt. The excitement raced through his body, lighting up his senses.

Her hand went to the nape of his neck, she retreated back a couple of inches, and then she pulled, yanking him down to his knees.

Behind her, the girls laughed and clapped. “That’s how you do it!”

Only Mia wasn’t done yet.

She grabbed the band, pulled it around his neck, and then she clasped it on.


Chapter 12:

When they went back to her dorm, she glanced over at him, “Don’t be upset. It’s not a big deal. It was just a game!”

“Then take this thing off of me right now,” he commanded. He didn’t want to do it himself. It seemed like a point of pride. She had put it on, so she had to take it off.

Only, in the dark of night and between the glowing lights of the dormitory buildings, she skipped ahead, laughing. “What if I don’t want to? What if I want you to be my servant boy?”

“Screw that! I am not going to be a servant to some—” his voice rose precipitously, only to stop and fall into silence. Several feet ahead, Mia turned around.

“Some what?”

Realizing he had made a terrible mistake, Zack stuck his hands into his pants pocket and strode ahead. Mia blocked his way, stepping directly in front of him. At the last instant, he stopped.

“Some what?” Mia demanded to know.

“Nothing. I wasn’t going to say anything else,” he said, obviously lying.

She reached down and grabbed his hand, her fingers lacing along his. Then she pulled it, and it started to walk faster.

Her legs were shorter, yet they were powered by hot aggression and anger. In fact, it felt like Zack actually needed to start jogging just to keep up with her enraged stride. Only a few minutes later, they were back in her dorm room. She grabbed him and shoved him through the door.

“Tell me,” she said, the words stepping out.

“It wasn’t a big deal. Look, I was getting angry, and I started to say something I might have regretted, so I didn’t. Can we just let it drop now?”

“No, we cannot just let it drop,” she said. “Zack, you don’t get it, do you? This whole university experience has been amazing for me. I’ve learned so much. I’ve grown so much!”

This time, he had to clamp his teeth shut. He couldn’t afford another mistake.

“I’m talking to you,” she growled. “Zack, it feels like you don’t take me seriously. It feels like you think things haven’t changed. But they have. Things are going to be better now.”

“Better for you,” he said.

“Better for us. But that means you have to respect me. Can you do that, Zack? Can you respect me?”

When he swallowed, he felt the collar around his neck.

“Why did you put this on me?”

“It was just part of a game,” she said, “A bet. It’s not a big deal.”

“Yeah, it is. You collared me in front of your friends. I’m not a freaking animal!”

“No, you’re a boy, and I love you, but that means sometimes you need to learn to do as you’re told.”

“Why do you get to be in charge?”

“Because I know what’s best for you,” she said.

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “No. I can’t take this. I’m not going to put up with this.”

He stood up again, and he walked back toward the door. Just as he reached out for the knob, she called out, “You can’t do that.”

“Just try to stop me,” he said as he turned the knob and swung the door open. The dormitory hall stretched out before him. It was late, so it was empty. Of course, there were cameras, and the security guards walked across campus every few minutes.

“I’m not going to try to stop you,” she said. He took a step out, only to freeze when she added, “At the curfew.”

The curfew. The stupid curfew!

He imagined himself walking out there, feeling free and independent. He told himself he could make his own decisions, but his pride wouldn’t stop of the consequences of his choices.

“If you go out there, you’re going to get into a lot of trouble.”

Of course, he could have asked her to come with him, but doing so would have meant acknowledging her authority. He dropped his fingers from the handle and shut the door.

“Come over here,” she said.

He turned around and walked toward her, feeling as though something had been taken away. Or maybe some part of him had fractured. Some part of him may have simply deflated, shrinking down.

In any case, she took his hands, and she looked into his eyes. “Zack, I love you, and it’s okay if things are a little bit different now. I know it’s going to take some getting used to.”

“Please take the choker off of me,” he said.

“But you look so good in that collar,” she said.

That collar. She chose those words.

“Sweetie, I’m going to let you wear it for the rest of the night. Think of it as a reminder. You aren’t supposed to say certain things to me because you have to respect me. This is my room, and when you ask me for my help, you need to be polite and humble.” Polite and humble? What the hell was that supposed to mean?

“This is crazy,” he said.

“No, it’s not.”

“This is completely insane! I’m your boyfriend! I’m supposed to be—” hesitation again. He started to say something, and he didn’t even need to finish the sentence, not when his girlfriend knew precisely what he meant.

And she didn’t like it.

“Zack, what were you going to say?” Her eyes narrowed, sharpening into serpentine slits.

“N-nothing,” he started to stammer.

“No. You were going to say something. What was it?”

She reached out and ran her fingers along his cheek until he could feel her thumb rub along the underside of his mouth. “Tell me what you were going to say,” she commanded.

Her boyfriend didn’t want to be mesmerized by those words or the determination in her voice. But over the last couple of months, he had started to associate feminine entity with authority. It was hard to simply ignore this, especially because it was Mia. The phantom girl he recalled from high school had disappeared, replaced by someone stronger and determined to take control.

His resistance faded away, and he said, “I’m supposed to be in charge.” There. He said it. He finished his sentence.

“Oh, that’s not true. You sweet, sweet boy. You really are confused about how our entire relationship works. You aren’t supposed to be in charge. You’re supposed to be obedient and humble. Yes, you are. That’s the truth.”

“It’s not supposed to be.” Zack gulped. He didn’t know if he could possibly argue with her, “If we were anywhere else…”

“What? Sexism would be on your side? Misogyny would make sure that you could do whatever you wanted? Is that it, Zack? Is that what we really want to be?”

He didn’t say anything. As she looked right into his eyes, she refused to back down or to look away. And just like that, she showed this boy that she was stronger.

“You’re wearing a collar for a good reason. It’s a reminder, Zack. It shows you that you have a place in the world. Your place is underneath me. I love you, and I want to take care of you, but that means I need to keep you on the right path.”

He wanted to murmur something about how that was just something she had learned in her Leadership classes, and it was all garbage. None of it could be true.

This time, he didn’t even begin any of those sentences. His own opinions fell, suffocated under the weight of her beliefs.

“The collar is good for you, so I think you’re going to start wearing it from now on. Agree to it,” she said.

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement and a command mixed together.

“I’ll start wearing it,” he said.

“That’s good. Because if you don’t, I’m going to report you to the Tribunal. Amy Stellar is really mean, and I think she would have a lot of fun getting you in trouble. You don’t want that, do you?” As she said those words, she started to kiss him. Her lips pressed along his, and she reached down between his legs.

Already, she could feel the bulge. He didn’t want to respond, but this wasn’t a question of desire or choice. Biology and social conditioning took a hold of him. Her fingers pressed down against his body, forcing him to respond. He exhaled through his teeth; whether he wanted to or not, he enjoyed this.

The passion flashed through him, and then she kissed him again before pushing him down on her bed. She climbed on top of him.

“I’m going to tie you down now. I want you to feel completely helpless while I ride you,” she said simply.

With a nervous swallow, he looked back up at her, but he didn’t say anything. Zack couldn’t bring himself to argue or disagree with his girlfriend.

While he remained quiet, Mia stretched down for one of the drawers beneath her bed. She slid it open and took out several pieces of rope. Soft and silky, the smooth rounded contours held his attention.

“Actually, I want you naked first. Strip for me,” she said.

Almost as though he felt completely mesmerized, he reached up and began to unbutton his shirt. She pulled it off of his shoulders. Then she went for his pants and his boxers. She had taken his clothing off of him before, only now she took her time.

“Please take the collar off of me,” Zack said. He needed to get the words out, to at least make the attempt, only then he flinched as he watched her react.

At first, he worried that she might get angry with him. Maybe she would talk about handing him over to Amy Stellar again. But no. She had something else in mind, something worse.

She laughed at him. She leaned down, kissed him hard, and then she started to laugh, like he had made a joke.

“I already told you, sweetie. The collar stays on. And if you try to take it off, you will be in trouble.”

With that promise echoing behind his eyes, she finished stripping him. Then she went to work tying him down. She circled the rope around his wrists, securing the knots with expert precision. Clearly, she had done this before.

She tied him to the bed frame, and when she was done, she reached down and started to touch him.

At first, Zack really didn’t know what was going on. She used one hand, then both. Sometimes, she caressed him with a fingertip. At other points, she stimulated him more thoroughly, taking her time.

“Please, just take me,” he said.

Take me. Those words made him sound like some restrained damsel. No, that wasn’t the word they were using anymore. He spoke like a prince, a prince in peril. He had been tied down by this woman, and she could do whatever she wished with him whenever she wanted.

That realization hit him hard, drilling down into his psyche once again.

“Is that what you really want? You want me to ride you hard? You want to feel my body on top of yours, Zack?”

“Yes, please,” he said, panting through the words. “Please, please take me.”

“Are you collared?”

“Yes!” His eyes bulged along with the frustration.

“Yes, you are,” she agreed. Stretching her fingertips down, she brushed her touch over the leather, then to his neck, and then to the band again. “And why is that, Zack? Why are you collared?”

She wanted to turn this into an interrogation…or perhaps it was a teaching moment. Either way, she had an agenda in mind. As he considered going silent or stoic again, she gripped his manhood in her hand, gently tightening her fingers around his circumference until he whimpered.

“How about this? If you can get up right now, I will give up on this entire place. I will wear the collar, and I can be your sex slave. I’ll do whatever you want. Just see if you can get out of those restraints.” As she smiled at down at him, Zack had no idea whether or not she meant it. She might have been messing with him—or maybe she told the truth. Either way, he instantly started to fight those ropes. He pulled on them.

In this first couple of seconds, he could feel the material stretch, and he started to hope that it might even snap.

Instead, the ropes held firm. He focused on his right arm first. As his muscles rippled and bulged, he channeled as much focus and energy he had into his limb. The rope still didn’t snap.

After a few more seconds, he fell back down to the mattress, freeing a quarter inch. Concentrating again, he tried with his left arm. This time, maybe he got a little bit smarter because he started to rotate his wrist, thinking that maybe he could slip free. No luck.

Like so many other boys, Zack was discovering once again that female empowerment meant that he wore the ropes and that he couldn’t get free.

“You get a few more seconds,” she teased. “Come on, baby. Show me that you want me to be your slave. Just think about how nice it would be if you could order me around. I could cook for you and clean for you and wear whatever you want. Wouldn’t you like that, Zack?” Mia asked, her eyes glittering with mischievous delight.

“I’m going to make you my slave!”

“No, I don’t think you will.”

As she watched him fight, she looked down into his eyes. “You have until you come. If you can’t get up before then, then I guess that just means you belong to me now.”

That’s when he realized he had talked himself into a trap. He had dared to suggest she might be a slave. And if she could be enslaved…then so could he.

Panic surged through his body, granting an extra strength. He pulled until the ropes rubbed his skin red and raw, yet Zack still didn’t give up. Refusing to surrender or accept any of this, he kept trying. The silk strips stretched, always without breaking.

He couldn’t get enough leverage or leeway.

And now his girlfriend pulled off her pants and her panties. Still dressed from the waist up, she positioned herself over his shaft, just as she had done so many times before.

Now, as the pleasure began to pump through his body, he tried to hold it off.

“That’s right. Struggle. Buck your hips. Fuck me, Zack. It’s only going to speed things up.” She giggled down at him, chortling happily like this was a game she couldn’t possibly lose.

Soon he felt the firm heat of her body as she pressed the tip of his cock up to her opening. Then she started to take him, lowering herself down inch by inch. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands as he channeled some of that frustration. He struggled harder, yanking and kicking, but it didn’t change anything. Now she had him. Panic enveloped him, and the heat of her body seemed to soak into his, only adding to the arousal now flooding every nerve he possessed.

“This is good for you, Zack. Maybe if I enslave you, you’ll feel better about your new position.”

“No, I don’t want to be a slave!” He shouted those words, and he almost hoped that someone would burst into the dorm.

But plenty of the girls here had heard words just like those. Sometimes the boys got excited and overdramatic. They wouldn’t come to help him. Why would they? He was safe enough with his girlfriend.

“It doesn’t matter what you want. This is about what you need. This is about what’s going to be best for both of us,” she said, making this promise as she started to lift herself up, only to lower herself down again. He struggled harder, bucking his hips up.

“Don’t worry. When it comes to enslavement, I’m sure I’m just joking,” she said to him.

Zack couldn’t believe her.

He rocked his body forward and back, thrusting hard and fast and deep into her sensitive split.

“You still aren’t free,” she teased, almost singing those words. “That must mean you want to be my slave. That must mean you know you belong on your back. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

Zack tried to throw his body to the left, then the right. None of it helped. None of it made the slightest difference. She had him, and now he was on the verge of losing control.

Bending down, she kissed him hard. She bit into his lower lip, and that’s when he slipped.

Zack didn’t know exactly what psychological button she had pressed, but his shaft started to pulsate. When he did his best to relax, he knew he had failed almost immediately.

Helpless, he surrendered to those impulses, letting them swirl and spin through his body as the arousal exploded into completion.

Having enjoyed her own orgasm, Mia pulled away from him. She cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands and smiled at him. “Zack, you see, you couldn’t control yourself or get up. This is why you belong, sweetie. Can’t you see that now?”

“Please, don’t make me wear the collar. Please,” he said.

“It’ll be good for you,” she promised before kissing him lightly again.

At first, the choker started out as nothing but fashion statements. The first couple were probably a joke, something a girl could put on her boyfriend to show her control and power. Guys have been doing the exact same thing for decades. Maybe a girl would go to the beach with her friends, only to put on some hot bikini. Maybe, while at a restaurant, she would sit on his lap. Now, boys were asked to very nicely and politely to wear those leather collars.

After a few more weeks, however, a statute came down from the University President’s office. Because the K-12 schools had instituted stricter dress codes for the boys, she decided to follow along for the male college students. They wouldn’t have a dress code, per se. But in addition to their other restrictions, they would now all wear leather collars around their necks.

Officially, this was just supposed to be a sort of identification. The President of the University stated in a recorded message that she wanted to make sure that the students were all safe. This way, security would be able to tell, at a glance, which boys were supposed to be on campus. Of course, she never discussed why the female population didn’t need to be as easily recognized.

Each and every day, it felt like fresh city blocks were being constructed, expanding the urban environment. Considering the tax breaks Stacey Farber had secured for new developers, it made perfect sense.

This entire area was growing rapidly.

Just as importantly, young, female professionals flocked to the city. Of course, when asked, they often cited the higher wages, the new infrastructure, and the general atmosphere. But really, those women had heard the rumors and the whispers. Some of them had already visited as business envoys for other companies.

So many people wanted to live, and work here.

The economy boomed, and everything was going so well.

“Matthew O’Reilly,” Mia said. She had him back at her condominium, and expansive space at the top of one of the larger buildings downtown. Mia marveled at the cranes built around the city, each one currently quiet in the dark, although their lights still blinked every few seconds. “I’m really impressed with how you’ve behaved tonight. Seriously, you’re a very smart boy. You should be proud of yourself.”

She stood by the window, marveling at this new creation. When Stacey Farber had first approached her, Naomi hadn’t really believed a place like this could exist. It was supposed to be a utopia, a city which could not exist. And yet, it was coming together so perfectly. She monitored the news articles that were published online and allowed to filter through the internet nodes.

“I’ll make you a deal. If you do what I want tonight, I will give you a favor.”

“What kind of favor?”

“The kind you can’t buy,” she said simply as she turned around and strutted up to him. With every step, she asserted her authority because the space belonged to her.

For the first time in their lives, men for miles felt as though they didn’t quite belong. Every facet of the society was built to accommodate female advancement. Not just advancement. Female supremacy.

Naomi watched as he considered this. He had already come up to her condominium, which meant that she could do pretty much whatever she liked with him. It would have been easy to call building security and have him stripped and restrained. But she didn’t do that, not with this one.

“I admire you, Matthew. I think it’s remarkable that you’re trying to push back and get some semblance of fairness for the boys you represent.”

“They’re men. They’re not boys.”

“Sure,” she said breezily, easily disregarding his point.

“What you want me to do?”

“For the night, I want you to be my slave.”

Slave.

That word had become so much more popular.

“Is that what you really want?” Matthew asked as he studied her.

“Just for tonight,” she said. “Think of it as a game. Or think of it as a performance.”

“I’m not sure I can believe you. I’m not sure I can trust you,” he said.

“You can trust me when it comes to this,” she told him, “I want you to be my slave tonight. And if you can’t handle that, you should leave. But you should also know that it wouldn’t take a lot for me to kick you off of the city Council.”

“My term isn’t supposed to end for another two years,” he replied.

“It’s funny how fickle politics can be,” she replied.

Naomi walked back toward the window. She passed the different chairs until she sat down on her favorite lounger. “Come over here and get on your knees before me. I want to look down and see you. Then I want to look up and I want to see my city.”

It wasn’t her city, not really, but she had sparked the initial idea for it. She had sat through so many meetings, discussed so many different possibilities, and worked on those theories that made it all happen.

Exhaling through his teeth, he knew that this might be his only opportunity, so Matthew obeyed. He came up behind her, and then he lowered himself down onto his knees.

“What you think of the view?” Naomi asked.

He looked out the window. When he returned his attention to this young woman, he couldn’t help but admire her as well. The recently built skyscrapers and buildings could certainly impress most people, but there was something different about being on his knees and looking up at a woman.

“I think it’s beautiful,” he said.

“I’m sure you do. Now, I want you to take off my shoes and my socks, and I want you to massage and kiss my feet. Gently suck on my toes. Can you do that?”

He bristled at the commands, but she could already tell that he lacked the willpower to truly fight back.

Good.

“You haven’t taken off your shoes,” he said.

“I know,” Naomi replied. “Take them off for me.” When she first started writing her treatises, she didn’t think of control as something sexual. But now, her body responded to the power she could wield. It was difficult to ignore. Perhaps every human found authority to be an aphrodisiac.

It wasn’t like she had to entertain him or worry about him. On the contrary. He became an extension of her will.

She raised up her feet, and he slipped the shoes off, first the left, then the right.

“Go ahead and get started,” Naomi commanded.

His hesitation didn’t bother her. On the contrary, she found it alluring. This young man wished to hold out. He wanted to fight. But he couldn’t because he knew that she had all of the power. She was a woman, and she had connections. That made her significant and meaningful.

Finally, he exhaled and leaned to down.

“I’ve never done this before,” Matthew complained.

“So you had better practice,” she said simply, smiling down at him.

He gulped once, opened his mouth, and wrapped his lips around her big toe. His tongue flicked out and grazed her skin. “No. Next do better than that, handsome boy.” Technically, she complimented him. Still, it left Matthew feeling exposed and vulnerable.

Like a well-trained male, he sucked a little harder on her big toe. She enjoyed the sensations coursing through her body. At the same time, she could feel the ecstasy swirl just below her stomach. He gathered, flaring out to the rest of her frame.

“You look good on your knees, Matthew. It’s fun knowing that you’re the highest ranking man in the city, and I still have you on your knees, worshiping me.”

She pulled her foot back, and he didn’t resist. She wiggled her toes in front of him. “Massage me,” she said.

Perhaps he felt a little bit more comfortable with this idea because he didn’t hesitate. Raising his hands, he began to press his fingertips and thumbs up along her foot. He started at her ankle and went down to her heel, then her arch. He gently pinched and stroked her foot.

“You know, I’ve been meaning to paint my nails again. Maybe I should have you do that for me.”

Over and over again, Matthew had to remind himself that he was doing this as part of the game. It didn’t mean anything. He was still a councilmember, which meant that he deserved respect.

That was hard to believe while he remained in that subservient position, massaging this woman’s foot.

An even worse thought occurred to him: he didn’t technically know what kind of authority this woman wielded. Perhaps she had been lying to him because she didn’t have any clout or reach at all. Granted, he had been inside of her office, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. Tony Ravenswood, Stacy Farber’s secretary, had initially referred Matthew to Naomi, but maybe that meant she just handled annoying situations that no one thought were important enough.

No.

Matthew couldn’t let himself think that way. This was politics. This was the game. He needed to play it if he wanted to try to slow down the agenda making its way through the city.

“What are you thinking about, slave?”

“I’m not your slave,” Matthew complained.

“But what are you wearing?”

He glared up at her, his expression hot with barely contained anger.

“Oh, are you getting upset? Remember, you don’t want to offend your Mistress.”

“You’re not my Mistress,” he grunted back at her. As with so many other terms and expressions, Mistress had become much more popular over the preceding months. Matthew had heard different guys use that term in public, at restaurants and in movie theaters. Usually, they used it when apologizing or acknowledging some kind of command, right before they would scurry off to fetch something or obey in some other way.

“If that’s true, then you should leave right now,” she said, leaning forward. Her eyes were bright because she was giving him a choice.

He could leave and salvage some semblance of his dignity. But if he did that, she obviously wouldn’t owe him anything.

“So you’re going to stay?” Naomi asked a few seconds later. “Oh, does that mean something? Does that mean you’re my slave?”

He gulped but didn’t respond.

“Look at me,” she commanded him, prompting him to lift his head and look up at her. “If you stay, what does that mean?”

Matthew still didn’t want to answer, which only made this more delicious for her. Finally, something inside of him must have snapped because he raised his gaze. The frustration remained. His lips had hardened, and it looked like his nose twitched slightly. He almost reminded her of a little bunny rabbit.

Rather than repeat her question, she kept her eyes locked on his.

It wasn’t quite a battle of wills. A battle implied that he might have stood some sort of chance. He didn’t. He never would.

Eventually, he surrendered, “If I stay it means I’m your slave.”

“Don’t worry. It’s only for the night. Unless I decide to keep you.” She grinned at him before waving her hand off, “I’m kidding. You’re way too serious, Matt. You really need to learn to take a joke.” After she giggled for a couple of heart beats, her face became serious again, “Maybe I’m not kidding.”

Tossing him a wink, she raised up her foot again.

“You know what to do, slave.”

Naomi didn’t imagine that slavery would ever be legalized within the United States again, but she also knew that legal definitions were often irrelevant. She considered some of the drug debates that took place online and in the halls of power. Technically, cannabis remained a federal crime, but plenty of states decided that they didn’t care and just didn’t enforce those laws. People liked to think of legal codes as absolute, but there was so much wiggle room.

She looked forward to using that wiggle room to tighten the shackles of female supremacy around each and every boy. Because if it could happen here, in this one city, perhaps could spread out.

The idea excited her, making her wet in a way she had never really experienced before. Leaning back, she let the ideas run through her mind as her slave massaged her foot.

“Start licking again,” she said, raising her heel and pulling her toes back.

Exactly as she wanted, he began to slide his tongue along her toes. This time, he started with the smallest. He tightened his lips over that small appendage.

He worked his lips fervently. More than anything else, she was amazed by his efforts. He was actually trying to please her. “Oh, that feels really good. You’re doing a very good job, Matthew. I’m very impressed by your work. This is where you belong, handsome boy. You probably shouldn’t try to deal with politics.”

He gripped her ankle in his hands, if only to make sure that she didn’t have to keep her muscles tensed. She could relax in his grip, but that also meant he could pull her foot away and speak when he wanted. He chose to do so now, “I’m not giving up my position. I’m going to help this city.”

“Get back to work,” she commanded, practically scolding him.

He didn’t hesitate. If anything, there may have even been a little flash of fear along his eyes.

“Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Suck gently. Show me that you can do this. And yes. I’m very impressed. That’s right. Keep going. Oh, that feels really good.” She didn’t need to alter any of those words, but she did it for one reason: she wanted to remind him. If he had simply licked and sucked, then maybe he could have forgotten about this. Those movements could have become mechanical and automatic. As she reminded him, however, he was working hard and diligently to please her because he was hers. Hers.

If he didn’t want to be a slave, he could try to fight. But when he worked at it, pleasing her, maybe that meant he knew he was already destined to keep that collar around his neck.

“Oh, that feels wonderful,” she continued to utter.

Every few seconds, his expression hardened or tightened. His lips twitched or his brows furrowed. Each and every time, she smiled, watching him.

“Stop,” she ordered.

Stepping back up onto her feet, she straightened her back and began to strip. She pulled off her clothing, one garment at a time.

As she did so, she looked down at Matthew.

Naomi knew that her body wasn’t perfect. And yet, he still couldn’t tear his gaze away from her.

He wanted her power and her protection. She smirked at the thought, knowing full well that her resources made her more enticing than she would have been otherwise. If men had used this strategy to hook up with young women since the beginning of time, she could use it too.

Once she was naked, she sat on the edge of her seat, spread her legs, and she beckoned him forward with the wag of a finger. “Beg me for the privilege of serving me. Show me that you are a truly obedient slave.”

“May I please go down on you? May I please serve you?”

“Oh, that wasn’t very good. You can do so much better than that,” she teased. “Please, Mistress, may I serve you? Please, I would be honored by the privilege,” he told her. Despite the fervency in his voice, she could hear that little grumble of dismay. He hated himself for doing this. He thought that he was betraying his beliefs and his dignity.

He was.

She reached out and brushed her fingers along his neck until she gripped him. Then she pulled him closer and closer until she felt his breath right between her inner thighs. She was already wet, but she forced him to remain right there.

“Lick,” she commanded.

His tongue began to glide up and down. “I have big plans, Matthew. There is so much that I think we can accomplish. More importantly, I have the support of Stacey Farber. I’m pretty sure she is willing to experiment with almost anything. What do you think of that, handsome boy?”

Even as she spoke, she made sure to avoid specifics because she wanted him nervous. She wanted his heart to pound behind the bars of its cage. It worked. As the adrenaline rushed beneath his skin, he started to lick desperately, his tongue gliding up and down.

“Don’t worry. I can always protect you so long as you’re obedient. You want to be a good pet for me, don’t you?”

As he heard those words, he needed to believe that she was just taunting him as a part of the game. And yet, each and every word she spoke was simply too easy to believe and accept…as the truth. If a woman like Stacey Farber could build an entire city out of wilderness and farmland, then what else could she accomplish?

Without actually waiting for an answer, she placed her hand on the back of his head and pushed him up to her slit. “Lick,” she commanded.

She may as well have been talking to a dog.

But like any well-trained pet, he started to obey. His tongue moved up along her crevice. He dragged his appendage slowly, serving her just the way she wanted and appreciated. This time, she didn’t give him compliments. Instead, she let him ponder something else.

“Matt, I want you to think about your future. I want you to really think about what can happen in the city. There are going to be new laws and regulations. Imagine what can happen, especially if the boys misbehave.”

Misbehave? What did that mean?

As he tasted her excitement, he didn’t know what to do. At one moment, he started to pull back. He did this slowly and tentatively, like he wasn’t really sure of his choice.

To show him that he didn’t get that option, she returned her hand to the back of his head and nudged him forward again. “Oh no,” she teased. “I’m not done. And neither are you. You need to think about it. What’s going to happen? What’s going to happen to all of the boys? What kind of laws are going to go into effect next? I mean, if we want a society where women get every advantage, what will that take? If we want to overwrite literally centuries of oppression, how do we make that happen?”

Like so many other academicians, Naomi had discussed those questions at numerous conferences and in dozens of classes. But now, she considered more than simple advantage. She considered supremacy—female supremacy.

“I want every woman to grow up knowing that she can accomplish whatever she wants. I want her to know that society has been structured for her benefit. There are no glass ceilings. There’s only support and help.” Naomi didn’t need to say that this new society would be structured so that all of those benefits would come at the cost of the other half of the population. As far as she was concerned, men could be the beasts of burden, like horses and dogs, each one trained to please and serve.

Parting her knees just a little bit more, she pushed down on his face, plunging his tongue deeper. At the same time, he started to lick at her clitoris. He teased that button, his tongue flicking again and again.

“Good boy. There’s a good boy,” she teased. “You feel so good. That’s right. Keep going.”

She came closer and closer to her orgasm. And then it exploded, rushing out to the corners and edges of her body. Every nerve seemed to sing out as the pleasure pumped into her.

And when she was done, she took him by his hair and pulled his head back.

“Did that excite you?”

“No,” he said, obviously lying.

She reached down, touched her fingers to his chin, and she nudged him up. Perhaps the night had worn down his independence because he straightened his back as he stood.

She reached out for his groin and rubbed her palm along the contours of his cock.

“Yes, you’re very excited. You’re looking forward to a female future, aren’t you?”

“I’m not,” he said.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. We’re just playing a game, remember? This is nothing but fantasy. It’s not like it could ever happen,” she said, her eyes glittering. And yet, decades previously, it would have been an anathema to imagine so many women taking positions of leadership.

“It’s okay if you’re excited. But you know, I think my slave needs to serve me just a little bit better.”

“What are you talking about?”

“My kitchen is dirty. Go clean it for me. You’ll find all of the supplies underneath the sink.”

His eyes widened.

“Are you serious?” He stared at her as though she had said something impossible. She may as well have asked him to make two and two equal five.

“I’m very serious. You’re a boy. You should get used to cleaning for a woman.”

“I’m not going to do it,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?” With a smirk, she reminded him, “With a call, I can get security appear very quickly. I don’t think they would like to hear about a reticent male.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“It means that those women know exactly how to put a man in his place.”

The color drained away from his cheeks, if only a little bit. As his pallor changed, she patted him on his behind. “Just go ahead and do it. We both know you will anyway.”

As he locked his jaw, he clearly wanted to say something else to her. Maybe he wanted to argue or prove himself somehow. But then his defiance broke, and he turned around. He walked to the kitchen from her living room. She could hear him as he opened one of the cabinets underneath the sink.

“Be sure to mop the floor, clean the countertops, and the oven is probably dirty too.”

After silence met her command, she called out, “Tell me you understand.”

“I understand, Mistress.”

Smiling to herself, she began to pull her clothes back on.


Chapter 13:

Over and over again, Naomi pondered exactly what she wanted to do with him. She could hear him scrubbing in the kitchen. She loved knowing that he still had that collar around his neck as he worked to serve her. He probably wouldn’t do a good job, but that was fine. It wasn’t like she actually owned him or anything. They weren’t married.

She smirked, wondering how that institution would change.

Over the last couple of decades, one argument had consistently annoyed her. She recalled hearing about how marriage was a sacred institution, a tradition built on certain expectations, so it could never change. And yet, as with so many other “traditions,” the people making those arguments just didn’t understand how much cultures shifted from one generation to the next.

Once upon a time, marriage was an entirely economic arrangement made between patriarchs. It didn’t have anything to do with love or romance. At other points in history, marriage took on a racial dimension. The institution became a bulwark to defend “genetic purity”. Then to other people, marriage was supposed to be absolutely permanent. Divorce wasn’t supposed to be an option, even if one partner went insane and tried to beat or murder the other.

Clearly, the institution had gone through a variety of different dimensions, shapes, and nuances.

So how could it change under the leadership of Stacey Farber in this new city? That was a question she really, really liked to consider.

But now, she stood up and strolled over to her slave. Still collared, he worked on cleaning the counters. Putting his muscles into it, he scrubbed at the smooth solid stone.

“Very nice,” she said, looking out at the rest of her kitchen. The place practically sparkled. More importantly, she loved watching him work because of what it meant and how it illustrated the hierarchy at play.

“Thank you,” he said.

“Would you like a reward?”

“What kind?” Even as he asked, she could see the interest like his eyes.

“I’m thinking about putting you on a leash and leading you back into my bedroom.”

“No,” he said.

“Are you sure about that? Because if you don’t accept the leash, I’m just going to have to ask you to leave instead.”

If she asked him to leave, wouldn’t that mean that her offer of a favor would be forfeit? Probably.

With a light smirk on her lips, she watched as he ran through the calculations and tried to figure out precisely what he should do.

“Fine. You can do it.”

“No. That’s not how it works. I don’t want a sullen slave. I want an eager slave. So get on your knees and ask to be leashed. Make it a request.” At least she didn’t order him to beg.

Lowering himself down onto his knees, he raised his gaze and asked, “Would you please leash me?”

“Okay,” she said.

She strolled over to one of her coffee tables, opened a drawer, and she pulled out a bright blue dog leash. She must’ve picked it up from some random pet store.

When he saw it, his eyes got big. She reached down, taking the metal ring dangling from his collar and lifting it slightly. Then she clasped the end of the leash to his collar, and she strolled off, the leash held tightly in the palm of her hand.

Horrified, he watched as the slack began to disappear. Then he jumped up onto his feet just as he felt the tension near the back of his neck. He was following, leashed by a woman, with an offer for the chance to get a “reward”. That really did make them sound like a pet, he thought ruefully.

Understanding that obedience meant losing something, Matthew followed the woman who wished to be his Mistress. Mistress. That word continued to echo in his ears, a constant refrain. Just two syllables, yet they seemed to convey so much.

Only seconds later, she opened the door to her bedroom and walked inside, her leashed slave in tow. She walked over to the bed and wrapped the end of the leash around one of the posts. Next, she turned to him.

“Do you think I’m attractive, Matthew?”

With a nervous gulp, he didn’t know what to say. Even as she watched his throat undulate, she kept her expression firm this time. She had no interest in simply teasing or mocking this young man. Instead, she wanted to teach him something.

Perhaps that was the most important aspect of her world vision: teaching. She needed the boys to understand that they were no longer in charge, that they no longer had power. They needed to be objectified…trained…subjugated. Those thoughts sent fresh thrills running through her body, little sparks of electricity darting through her flesh.

“I, I don’t know,” he finally said.

She came closer. As she did so, she lowered her hand down to his leg. She touched him with three fingers, slowly dragging them up along his skin. She came closer and closer to his erection. Sure enough, he remained hard all this time.

“I think you do. I think you know exactly how you feel, Matthew. Maybe you are scared of it, but that’s okay.”

Truthfully, she should have been nervous. After all, she was about to take this boy. He was a councilmember, an elected official, and she had put a collar around his neck!

But somehow, this all seemed incredibly natural. Perhaps it was the inevitable progression of her ideals. Maybe those who argued about slippery slopes had been right: women have the potential to take over and to own men, the way they had been controlled for so long.

As that thought occurred to her, she reached up and kissed him.

Simply because she could, she tugged on his leash, making him gasp.

A moment later, she wrapped her fingers around his erection and squeezed, moving the palm of her hand up. She could feel the lines and contours of his member right there in her hand.

Boys always got so emotional about their dicks. She wondered if he understood the metaphorical significance of letting this girl hold him just like this.

“I like playing with you,” she said right after she broke off the kiss.

He lowered his head, his eyes suddenly locked on some random patch of floor.

“I like playing with you,” Naomi said again, “I think this is good for you. I think it’s precisely what you need and want. Is that right?”

She saw the conflict in his expression when he glanced at her. His eyes moved along her face for only a second, yet that was enough. He didn’t want to say anything, but he had to. If he remained silent or stoic, she might take that as a no. If he said no, she might just kick him out.

“Yes,” he said. She tugged on his leash. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy.”

She kissed him again, one hand now firmly cupped along his cheek. She turned him, shoved him, and knocked him down to the mattress. He fell, she followed just a second later.

“It’s hard to quantify, but I want you to know that this has become much more common. Women throughout the city have started having sex with their boys just like this.”

“With the woman on top?” Matthew asked.

A wicked smile curved along her lips. As she grinned at him, she shook her head from side to side with a metronomic rhythm. “No. That’s not it. That’s not it at all, Matt.”

She reached for her headboard, grabbed a couple of strips of rope, and she held them up. “I guess this is what the young ladies of the Leadership program like to use. You want to see how this will feel around your wrists, Matthew?”

Matthew. Matt. She used both versions of his name. He couldn’t tell if there is any kind of meaning there, but then she took him by his wrist, wrapped the cord around it, and pulled a knot tight. Then she yanked his head back down as she started to tie him to the bed.

“This is very important. I want you to know that you’re going to be helpless. I want you to understand exactly what it feels like to be powerless.”

“But that’s not all, is it?”

He spoke so quietly that Naomi almost imagined that she had heard his voice. Only when she looked down, she found that same uncertainty vibrate along his bottom lip. He was fighting so hard to keep his emotions under control, yet he failed. Boys. They always wanted to control themselves, yet they never quite succeeded.

“No. That’s not all. I want you to learn to love it, Matthew. I want to ride you hard and I want to look down into your eyes, and I want to see it.”

“See it? See what?” Panic started to edge into his words. She finished tying the knot on his other wrist. Then she pulled his arm toward the corner of the bed, and she didn’t answer right away.

She could be honest with him once he was completely off balance and powerless. For the moment, he still had a chance of getting away.

With every second, that chance diminished, shrinking down until she finished restraining his arms. Then it was gone altogether.

“I want you to see just how good it feels to be owned. I want you to understand why this is important and why you will belong to me.” Those words surprised her.

He blinked, perhaps thinking that this was no longer a game. He couldn’t be sure.

She tied his legs to the corners of the bed as well, making sure that his erection remained taut and ready to be taken advantage of. For so long, guys had thought of their genitals as symbols of power…when really, it was just a physical manifestation of masculine vulnerability. She was going to be on top of him, and she would take her pleasure from him, and he couldn’t stop her.

Once she finished securing her slave, she climbed up on top of him, spread her legs, and she lowered herself down. She took him, little by little. She made him feel the strength and weight of her body.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, biting out the word.

“Good. And you like this?” Naomi asked as she tugged on his leash again.

Lips tight together, he didn’t say anything. Clearly, he didn’t want to speak; he didn’t want to give her the satisfaction.

And yet, this boy really didn’t have a choice.

“Tell me the truth, Matthew. You like it? Because if you don’t tell me the truth, I will get up and leave you right here to think about how you screwed up.”

“No!” Matthew blinked, shocked by the desperation in that sound.

“That’s what I thought. So you’re enjoying yourself? You’re grateful?”

He didn’t want to say it, but she tugged on his leash again.

His leash.

She had him on that lead too, just like an animal. She had him in the collar, just like a dog.

“Yes. Yes, I’m grateful. I’m, I’m enjoying myself. This feel so good.”

“Thank me for riding you.”

“Thank you,” he said. “Thank you for riding me!”

As she commanded him, she began to speed up, “Thank me for fucking you!”

His heart kicked wildly in his chest, every moment another pounding sensation just beneath his ribs. She moved up and down, almost pouncing. With every second, the friction of his body against hers brought her higher and higher.

“Thank you. Thank you so much. Thank you for using me. Thank you for taking me.”

She yanked harder on his collar. “That’s not what I said,” she snapped as her eyes blazed.

“Thank you for fucking me!”

“One more,” she said, nearly breathless herself. “Thank me for owning you!”

He shook his head. He thought he didn’t have to do it, that she was too far gone. But then, she stopped, and she leaned forward. He froze, desperate and terrified. After all, he could probably lose control and climax at any moment. But if he did, what would the penalties be?

“You’re going to do it, Matthew. You know you will. You know you will because you’re grateful. You can’t help yourself. You feel it, don’t you? This is natural.” She reached down and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. “It’s only right for you to be owned. It feels good for you to be owned.”

Matthew tried to look away, to shake his head again, but then she touched her forehead to his, and that’s when his lips seemed to move all on their own, “Yes, Mistress. It’s good for me to be owned.”

“Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for fucking me…”

Straightening her back, she moved up then down, slowly and almost tentatively at first. But with every second, she savored the heat and strength of his body. She enjoyed the solidity of this specimen tied down beneath her.

As she built up speed, she felt her nipples harden. Heat gathered beneath her skin. Her face flushed, and she breathed faster, quickly panting. It felt good, so good. But it wasn’t just the physical sensation. It was so much more than that. She loved that look on his face. She loved what it represented. Whenever she looked down at any part of him, whether it was his pumping chest, his tensed shoulders, his collared neck, or his bound wrists, she found something to enjoy because each inch of this man’s body remained tight with his subjugation. Trapped on his back, he couldn’t get away from her. He couldn’t escape any of this.

That was the most delicious part of all.

“There’s a good boy,” she said. She started to laugh as the orgasm exploded through her. It felt like a nova, waves of light and heat bouncing along her insides. Back straight, she cried out, practically screaming through her pleasure. And when she finished with him, she looked down and kissed him hard on the mouth. He couldn’t stop her. And that was the entire point.

Things worked their way through the system slowly. For the most part, the statutes were simple. A dress code, a curfew, nothing terribly dramatic. Besides, they targeted college boys first, so it’s not like anyone really worried about them. These were good kids, and they just needed little bit of guidance. If the girls got out of hand, that could be understood because they were experimenting. When the boys misbehaved, it was one more justification to tighten the regulations.

Only then there was another party—that happened all the time. Kids gathered in one spot, smuggled in some alcohol, drank, and partied. This was college, basically a rite of passage.

But then, a girl said something. Or maybe the boy just got belligerent because he had downed too many beers.

Either way, a fight broke out.

The boy shoved the girl. She slammed up against the wall. She cried out, and her friends immediately came. They grabbed him, shoved into the ground, slapped him, punched him, and kicked him.

Someone eventually called the campus security. They broke up the fight, dragging the girls off of the boy and making sure he made it to the emergency room to get checked out.

The entire event took place over the course of about an hour.

But just a little while later, the administrators heard about it. The boy was promptly expelled from the university and handed over to police for processing. He would spend the next couple of weeks, at least, in jail before his arraignment.

Some of the administrators sat down with the girls who had been involved in the altercation. They were told very firmly and forcefully that they shouldn’t take advantage of the boys like that. After that, they were dismissed and reminded to behave themselves before returning to class on the following Monday.

Of course, once this specific incident had been resolved, the administrators knew that they could use it. Julia Dennings brought it to Naomi Alder who promptly passed that information on to Stacey Farber herself. On the conference call, they discussed the different possibilities.

Within days, a new set of regulations have been drafted.

Officially, violence between students could not be tolerated, so they had to take drastic actions. Obviously, they had allowed the male students far too much freedom. In fact, perhaps they had been overly lenient with men throughout the city. A new set of restrictions and regulations could be written and approved within the week.

And once that happened, nothing would be the same ever again.

As Stacey Farber considered the different moving pieces in her political machine, she marveled that this might be a blueprint for the rest of the state, the rest of the country, or maybe even the rest of the world.

She smiled, eager to see what could happen next.

Another new policy: boys had to wear collars.

No, not collars. That wasn’t the official term. Technically, they were referred to as “school chokers”. Zack had read the reports and the officially written rules numerous times. At first, he had seriously thought this was a practical joke, maybe something the girls from the Leadership classes had put together.

It happened before.

He remembered one notice he found online. It talked all about how the boys had been officially expelled from the University. Although they would be allowed to remain in their dormitories, those boys would become servants, each one assigned to a woman.

The material had looked incredibly genuine and authentic, but when he asked his RA, she had laughed at him, pointing out that something like that couldn’t ever happen.

But a dress code? That sounded reasonable. And if the dress code required boys to wear a choker, it wasn’t really a big deal. It was just a little piece of leather, nothing spectacular.

No. No more.

Zack needed to take control of his life. He wasn’t going to allow these women to do this to him.

That’s why he needed to go talk to Mia, to tell her how he felt. Breathing out slowly, he knew that this was going to be an incredibly difficult decision, especially considering the student loans he had already taken out. But he had to leave. This city was crazy, so he couldn’t remain here.

He texted her, sending just something simple, I really need to talk to you. Can we meet up after your classes?

She sent a happy face as a response, and he went back to her dorm room. Of course, he didn’t have the key, so he sat outside.

A couple of girls happened by. For the most part, they just looked down at him. “Hey, you’re not wearing your collar,” said another girl as she passed by. Walking with a friend, the girl obviously recognized him as Mia’s boyfriend.

The two girls started to laugh, so he just smiled weakly in their direction. It was the best he could do.

At least they didn’t threaten to tell campus security about his “lapse”. Or maybe they just made mental notes to bring it up to Mia later on. Either way, Zack leaned against the wall.

Another girl came by, “Hey, are you in trouble? Did you piss her off or something? Did she put you on a timeout?”

“You have to be kidding me,” he said, almost snarling.

“Hey, I don’t need the attitude. If you messed up, it’s not a big deal. Just learn from your mistake and move on. You’ll do better next time,” she said.

As he listened to each condescendingly patronizing word, his throat clenched up, especially because he wanted to say something sharp, biting, and clever. But his thoughts turned blank, and then the young woman just walked away.

They thought his girlfriend had decided to punish him by putting him out in the hallway. He couldn’t believe it.

Of course, he had noticed the sexist policies, but he didn’t think any of the other girls had gone this far. Almost panting with frustration, he knew that he had made the right decision. He was going to get out of there!

Finally, Mia came back. She unlocked the door and smiled at him, “I’m really glad you wanted to talk. I have something very serious we need to discuss.”

“Is it okay if I go first?”

“No, actually, I need to talk to you. Go ahead and sit down,” she said. She gave him the command easily, like it had become second nature.

In spite of himself, he sat down on the edge of her bed. Breathing out slowly, he looked up as she stood over him. She took his hands, and she gripped them in her own. “Zack, we’ve been dating for a long time, and I am so in love with you. I think you are an amazing boy, but there’s something we need to establish.”

“What’s that?” He didn’t like the sound of this, any of it.

“I think I should be in charge of our relationship. Officially.”

“Officially? What does that even mean?”

She smiled at him, “You know Professor Dennings? She’s in charge of the Leadership Program, and she has come up with this really innovative system. Apparently, a lot of the girls are going to become guardians and sponsors for the boys here on campus. Basically, discipline will revert to the girls in each partnership, so the boys will get more support and help.”

“I don’t need support,” he said, thinking he was going to drop out and leave anyway, so all of this was completely moot. He didn’t think of how his grades had been barely above passing all semester or how any administrator would look at his records and assume he needed extra support.

“Yeah, you do, sweetie.”

“I’m getting out of here.” There. He had said it. Strangely enough, she didn’t respond. Rather, she watched him, waiting.

“Did you hear me, Mia? I’m going to drop out of this college and leave this city. Look, I want you to come with me. I love you too, but this place is completely toxic!”

“No,” she replied.

“No?”

“No,” he repeated. “You aren’t leaving, and neither am I. This place is great. We are finally making a difference.”

“Have you looked at the new rules? They want me to wear a freaking collar!”

“Is that what this is about? Come on, it’s just a choker. Don’t be so sensitive,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

“I’m serious, Mia. Look, I love you, and I want you to come with me, but if you don’t, then I’m going on my own.”

He sat on the edge of the mattress, yet it felt more like a cliff face. Ever since they started dating in high school, Mia had felt like a natural part of his life. They simply fit together, only now they might break up.

“Please, just come with me. We can get out of here. We can pretend it never happened.” Whenever he considered his student loans, a cold lump formed in his stomach, but he didn’t care.

Every time he heard about new laws coming into effect regarding the men of the city, he expected some sort of national backlash. And yet, no one seemed to be talking about it, online or anywhere else for that matter. Granted, he posted a couple of comments to certain threads, only to see them vanish. He didn’t know how such a thing could be possible, but he knew that information can be manipulated.

“Please, come with me,” he said again.

“No.”

“You’re not going to come with me? You want to break up over this?” It felt like an ultimatum, but he had no other choice!

“That’s not what I mean,” she said.

She sat down next to him, and she reached up to touch his cheek with her fingertips. “Sweetie, I love you, and that’s why I’m not leaving. That’s why I’m not letting you leave either.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry. I’m sure this is my fault. I’ve given you too much freedom.”

He looked at her, his lips parted into a horrified shape. Too much freedom? What the hell was she talking about? He started to stand up, but she did that thing again where she just grabbed his hand and told him to sit back down.

“You can’t be serious,” he told her.

Mia continued as though he hadn’t said anything at all. “We’ve been talking about this a lot in class. A couple of the girls think that the boys have been poisoned by too much freedom. To be honest, I didn’t really know what to think about the idea, but just look at you. You’re all frustrated and angry.”

“Stop this. Stop it right now,” he grunted back at her. “I’m serious. I’m getting out of here.”

“No. You’re not and do you know why you’re not?”

Inclining his head, Zack stared up at his girlfriend.

“You’re not going to leave because you aren’t wearing your collar.”

“So?”

“So if you leave here without promising to go back to your dorm and think of an appropriate apology, I’m going to call security the moment you leave here.”

His lips parted.

“You can’t do this and you can’t get away with this,” he said.

“Who’s going to stop me?” Mia asked. Only then she leaned closer to him. “Sweetie, just relax. Take a few seconds and think about this. If you apologize right now, I’m sure that I can make everything better.”

“We’re done,” he said, shoving his way off of the mattress. He marched right to the door, only to stop when he heard her voice again. “I’m serious, Zack. If you try to leave here, I’m going to call security. There are some things happening right now, and they’re looking for someone just like you.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

Mia watched him with an enigmatic smile on her face, yet she still didn’t say anything. She didn’t utter a word. She didn’t give him a clue.

He turned the knob and marched out into the hallway. He practically stomped his way forward, like that would somehow change what would happen next.

Mia shrugged, wishing that her boyfriend had been more pliant, but she told herself there would be time to fix this later. He was a boy, after all. He just needed a little bit of training and teaching. That would be her responsibility. Fortunately, she was up to the task.

Zack did his best not to feel nervous. At the same time, he desperately wanted to bring his coat up around his neck as much is possible. But every time he readjusted his jacket to try to hide his throat, he felt even more conspicuous.

He made it down the hallway and to the stairwell. Rather than take the elevator, he jumped the steps three at the time. Soon, he made it all the way down to the first floor. Stealing himself, he pushed through the doors and out into the parking lot.

He walked straight for his car.

“Stop,” came a female voice.

For the most part, Zack had been easily able to ignore campus security. He never got into any trouble or had any problems, so he ignored the women with their severe ponytails and dark blue uniforms. But now, he saw a pair of them.

“Is something wrong?” Zack asked, turning around. As he faced to the two women, he noticed how they moved with perfect confidence. These women knew that they could do whatever they wanted because they were trained and wielded legal authority.

“Why aren’t you in dress code?”

Dress code. The words should have irritated him. Instead, they sent a little jolt of fear running through his body. He had his hands out for now, yet he could feel the weight of his keys in his pocket.

“I was just going back to my room,” he started to say.

“No. You’re coming with us,” answered the first guard.

Zack watched as one of them reached into her pocket. She started to pull out a pair of handcuffs. They were serious; they meant to actually arrest him.

He glanced around and over his shoulder. He hoped that he might be able to call out for help, but these women hadn’t done anything illegal or wrong. In fact, if anyone heard about this after the fact, they would realize that he had broken the city’s statutes and university’s rules.

Like it or not, he was in the wrong here.

For a second, he had the perverse urge to grin. He indulged it, started to laugh, slammed his hand down into his pocket and grabbed his keys just as he turned and started to run.

Kicking his feet hard against the ground, he raced toward the car as fast as he could.

“Stop!”

Yeah, right, he thought.

Still laughing, he darted toward his vehicle. He braced as hard as he could, slicing his arms through the air. He built up his momentum, slammed into the car a second later, and glanced over at the two security officers.

He slid his key into the lock, turned it, and grabbed the door. If he could get inside and lock it, he would buy himself another couple of seconds…

The first guard wasn’t particularly fast. Maybe she was strong and could lift a lot of weight or something, but he had outdistanced her easily.

The other guard, however, rushed at him.

Just as Zack started to slide into his seat, she grabbed him, one hand on his shoulder, another on his forearm. Her grip locked around him, and she yanked, forcibly pulling him out of his seat. She let go. The momentum carried him until he stumbled, fell, and landed hard on his shoulder.

“Don’t struggle, sweetie,” she growled.

Just a moment later, he heard the boots of the other officer as she arrived.

Zack rolled over onto his back, closed his eyes, and wondered what would happen next.

Zack wasn’t supposed to be the kind of kid who got into this situation. Sure, he got in trouble once or twice in middle school, then again in high school, which only meant he got sent to the office or had to be lectured from one of his teachers after class. He cheated once on a geometry test, although his teacher had spotted him as his eyes drifted over to a classmate’s exam. It hadn’t been a big deal—no one called the police.

But now he found a pair of cuffs locked around his wrists and trapped his hands behind his back. Despite the fact that he was supposed to be a good kid, he had been dragged to a police car, shoved in the back, and told to wait.

It was just a piece of leather, he thought again and again. It was just part of the dress code. The penalty couldn’t possibly be that severe, could it?

The security officers got into the car, and one of them turned around to look at him. “What’s your name, son?” The guard was probably barely older than him, maybe a year or two at most. She was definitely in her early twenties, yet she looked at him like he was nothing but a child.

“Zack,” he said, offering up his last name a second later.

“Okay, Zack, we don’t like to do this, but it’s for your own good, especially considering what’s been happening lately.”

He chose to keep his mouth shut. He didn’t want to talk about any of the rumors even as his heart beat faster in his chest.

The guard continued, “Tell us, you have a sponsor or a guardian around here somewhere? Is your girlfriend or maybe her sister willing to vouch for you?”

Zack glanced back at the dorms. The building stretched up several stories off of the ground. The manicured bushes and patches of grass all looked immaculate, and his girlfriend was in there. Or was she still his girlfriend?

No. They had broken up. He was on his own now.

“I don’t have anyone,” he said.

“That’s a shame. That’s a real shame.” The guard shook her head.

In spite of himself, he had to ask, “Why?”

“Because that means you’re going to be the first boy to suffer through automatic sentencing. Don’t worry. You’ll get to talk to someone in the administration first.”

Since they didn’t have any more questions, they drove him across campus. It had only been here for a couple of months, but he remembered that first thrill of excitement when he saw the University. He thought this was going to be his place. But now, he had no idea what would happen to him.

They pulled up to one of the buildings he had never entered, a large steel and glass block situated on the edge of the campus. The guards opened the door, pulled him out, and they held his arms as they marched him through the sliding glass doors.

The place looked mostly abandoned. Considering it was later in the evening, that made sense.

“You’ll spend the evening in a cell, and then someone will talk to in the morning before implementing your punishment,” said a guard.

“Don’t I get to call an attorney or something?”

“Why?” she asked. “You haven’t been arrested.”

No, this couldn’t be right. Zack didn’t really know anything about the law, but he could hardly imagine that they could hold him.

Before he could say anything, she cut him off. “Do you remember that packet of documents you signed when you first came to the school? Yeah, there were a couple of waivers in there.”

Quickly, Zack closed his mouth, if only because they had him handcuffed, and they weren’t about to release him. That much was obvious.

They took him down another hallway, opened a different door, and shoved him inside. He found himself in a small room with a tiny bathroom, a small bed, and nothing else. It wasn’t the worst place in the world.

They even forgot to take his phone away from him.

That would’ve been awesome, except he pulled it out and tried to go online, only to discover that the signal was being blocked. That or this just happened to be the only space on campus where he didn’t get a signal.

Stowing his phone back in his pocket, Zack started to wait.


Chapter 14:

Matthew O’Reilly barely got the call. His phone chimed, though only for one single ring. Mostly asleep, he rolled out of his bed, grabbed the device, and swiped his finger over the screen.

“Hello?”

“Oh, O’Reilly,” said one of the city Council secretaries. “I didn’t think you were actually going to pick up.”

That probably had to do something with the fact that she had meant to hang up right away.

“Yeah, well I’m here. What I do for you?”

The young woman on the other end of the line seemed to somewhat confused by all of this. She hadn’t expected him to get the message, but this was her job, so she had to keep going, right? Clearing her throat, she said, “The mayor has called for an emergency session.”

“An emergency session? What’s going on?”

“I’m not sure. You’ll have to come in if you’d like to find out,” she said.

Then she hung up on him.

Matthew first imagined that there was some kind of fire, tornado, or other natural disaster. Technically, he hadn’t heard about anything, but what else could possibly warrant an emergency session? Their city was quiet with barely any crime at all.

Still holding onto his phone, he checked a couple different news outlets, both local and national. He didn’t see anything about their town beyond the usual glowing reports regarding gender equality and the low crime rates.

Obviously, it had to be something else. But what?

Putting his phone away, he quickly got dressed, practically ran to his car, and then he drove downtown. He already knew they weren’t going to wait for him. As far as the other ladies on the Council were concerned, he was nothing but a random appendage, one that could be ignored easily enough.

Just as he suspected, by the time he made it through security and ran into the Council room, the others had already taken their seats. The mayor was speaking, “this has been a problem we had ignored for far too long, and I fear that we will have more incidences like this if we don’t take action. Before you, you will find the potential statutes we can pass going forward.”

“Isn’t this a little bit extreme?” Lena asked. “Fair play is one thing, but this seems like we might be going too far.”

Another councilmember, Georgia, shook her head and responded right away without being called on. “Really? I think this boy’s behavior has made it crystal clear that we need to take direct action immediately. On other campuses, violence is pretty routine. There are so many assaults, fights, and arguments that get out of hand. We can’t let this spread to our campus or our community. We need to think about what we’re going to do now.”

“This is a good time,” the mayor replied. “We have the votes, and I believe everyone here understands what is at stake.” As the mayor looked around the room, she pointedly ignored Matthew. Then again, most of the people here probably didn’t care, largely because his vote would not make a difference.

But he had played with Naomi, so now he had a friendly, right?

As he listened, Matthew began to flip through the booklet in front of him. This wasn’t just one statute. There were four, no five. As he continued to flip through the pages, the numbers kept going up. Six. Seven. Ten.

He counted at least ten new regulations.

Although Matthew only had the opportunity to skim them, he sought keywords, and they made his insides tense up. “Considering how many different rules we’re taking into account right now, perhaps we should spend some time studying them?”

Georgia looked over at Matthew and sneered. “Have you been paying attention? Have you been following what’s happened at the college? We can’t wait. Obviously, there has been a lot of resentment, and the boys are getting out of hand. This cannot be tolerated.”

He regretted the words immediately after they left his mouth, but Matthew still had to ask, “What happened?”

When the mayor looked at him, she wore the expression of a matriarchal teacher looking down at some boy who just didn’t understand how things actually worked, “There was an altercation at the school. A boy tried to assault one of his female classmates. Fortunately, her friends were there, but the entire thing got out of hand. He had to be taken to the emergency room.”

“So we want to pass ten new laws?” Matthew asked.

“They’re necessary,” said the mayor. “Ladies, we were elected to lead the city. That is precisely what we have to do here and now.”

Matthew glanced over at Lena very quickly. He did not know if this would work, but he had to try, “I don’t know about the rest of you, but these laws look really new, and I’m not sure we’ve had time to properly study or think about any of this. I propose that we wait a minimum of twenty-four hours before voting on them.”

After that, he sat back.

The women in the room started to argue and debate the point. For once, he saw that they weren’t completely unified. Several of his fellow council members kept glancing through the booklet, considering exactly what would happen. On more than one occasion, he saw them get incredibly nervous, either because they began to blush or their lips tensed up. They frowned and grimaced as they read through the text.

Matthew didn’t do the same. He didn’t want to consider the exact implications. Instead, he just needed more time.

Finally, the mayor took control of the meeting once again, “okay. We’ve had a lot of really good debate and discussion. I think we need to come up with a solution as soon as possible, so I recommend we wait until morning. We will vote on these at eight o’clock tomorrow.”

The rest of the members voted and agreed. They quickly picked up their books without saying much to one another and dispersed to see exactly what the future of this new city might look like.

He could check the time on his phone, which only made this worse. The minutes ticked by slowly, and even though he knew they were going to let him out in the morning, he thought about that other part. His punishment. What was that going to entail? What are they going to do to him?

If this had been an ordinary school, he could have expected to be suspended or expelled. When he really thought about it, he didn’t know what kind of punishments colleges actually dished out. Seriously, if a kid was caught vandalizing school property or something, what would he have to do to make up for it? Pay a fine? Maybe he would be barred from going to any campus events?

Those penalties didn’t seem all that extreme.

Matthew couldn’t imagine them taking him to some administrative jail cell.

He didn’t bother checking on the door to see if it was locked. He heard the telltale clicks when the guards escorted him in here. So now he spent his time on his back, looking up at the ceiling.

His thoughts kept swirling in different directions, bouncing around. At one point, he would think about the college. A few seconds later, he would picture that girl with her dark hair pulled back and her smile. Mia.

Whenever something bad happened to him, he was supposed to be able to go to her for comfort and support. She was supposed to be there for him.

They had broken up. They weren’t together anymore. And because of that, it felt as though he had lost a piece of himself. Yeah, it sounded trite and cliché, but it fit so perfectly.

And yet, it didn’t hurt as much as he had expected. He knew why.

When he first started dating Mia in high school, they had been so excited and nervous to be together. Everything had felt bright, vibrant, and dramatic. The first time they held hands, he looked over at her, nervous but willing to try, “Is it okay if I hold your hand?”

She had smiled at him, her cheeks turning a shade of crimson. She even glanced around the rest of the hallway. Around them, their classmates shouted and rushed off to their afterschool activities. She probably worried someone might see them or tease them, but that didn’t happen. Everyone else was busy with their own stuff.

“Okay,” she had answered simply. Then they touched for the first time.

Later, they started making out.

Eventually, they had sex.

Matthew clenched his eyes shut as he thought about driving off of campus during their lunch break. Rebelliously, his shaft hardened as he remembered that day. It felt so good to have sex with Mia for the first time.

That was right after she met with the college representative.

He nibbled on his bottom lip, thinking about how much she had changed. The shy girl was gone. But was it just the shyness that had vanished? Or was it something else?

It was.

She no longer took him seriously. Mia didn’t think about his feelings or desires. Instead, she had this image in her head of what a perfect relationship was supposed to look like. In it, he was supposed to be on his knees, ready to serve and worship her however she wanted. She was going to be the goddess, and that made him little more than a peasant.

No, not a peasant, he reminded himself with a frustrated smirk.

A slave.

That’s what all the girls whispered and giggled about, right?

They didn’t think the boys could overhear those conversations in the hallways, but Zack and some of the other guys still picked up on those whispered words. “Oh yeah, I totally spanked him last night,” one might say. “My guy looks so good in his collar. I swear, I put it around his neck, and he acted like a totally different person. He’s all obedient and willing to do whatever I want. It’s wonderful!” Another might add, “the boys all need to be turned into slaves.” Then someone else could say, “It’s just a matter of time!”

Zack remembered hearing that again and again and again.

His fingers balled into fists.

He got up, walked over to the door, turned the handle, and felt it get stuck. Yeah, it was definitely locked. They were holding him against his will.

This had to be illegal. But if they broke one law, what else could they do?

Anything.

Breathing out slowly, he tried to tell himself that there had to be lines these women would never cross. But what would they be?

At the same time, he let his thoughts wander over to Devon. They hadn’t hung out in a little while, but he kept thinking of his friends conspiracy theories. Devon thought that there was a biological component to the social changes. There had to be something in the air or the water, maybe the food.

No, but that just couldn’t be right.

And yet, Zack wondered how everyone could put up with all of this. How is it possible that one half of humanity could oppress the other so thoroughly?

He had no idea.

As he stood in the center of the room, debating whether or not he wanted to do jumping jacks or something to burn off his excess energy, the door opened. A young woman walked in. She had on a black dress, a dark purple blouse, and glasses. Her hair was tied back into a simple yet severe bun.

“Sit down,” she said, pointing to the bed.

“And if I don’t?”

“I’ll call my associates, and they will make you sit down. Along the way, it might get a little bit rough,” she said simply. She spoke with crisp precision.

He felt petulant as he crossed his arms over his chest, but Zack still did his she wanted. He sat down on the edge of the mattress, and he kept his back rigid as he did so. “You want to talk? Fine. Talk.”

“You know why you’re here?”

“I broke the dress code,” he sneered, packing as much sarcasm as he could into those words. Technically, it was true, but he still couldn’t believe that Mia had called campus security.

“And you know why that’s important?”

“No,” he said, aiming the word right at her.

“Zack, you must think that we’re monsters, but we really aren’t. It’s our job to, as educators, to help prepare you for the real world.”

“That’s not how it looks to me,” he said.

“Well, it’s true,” she said simply. Her voice softened slightly. “I know the rules must seem really frustrating and arbitrary, but they’re not.”

“They seem incredibly sexist,” he said.

“Don’t use that word. You don’t have any right to use it.”

“Why not?”

The young woman reached up and ran her fingers along her hair for a second. She glanced back at the door and then she explained, “This must all look really harsh to you, but you need to look at it in the broader historical context. You grew up in a world where men were assumed to be the natural authority figures. You grew up in a world where men were always the center of attention. That’s changing, so now you’re upset, and call it sexist. But it’s not.”

Zack and jumped to his feet, growling, “I’m here because I didn’t wear stupid collar!”

“Dress codes are different for women and men,” said the anonymous administrator. “Think back to high school. You know what the dress code was like for the girls? And if they violated it, do you know what the penalties would have been?”

Some of the anger dissipated.

Zack had read different names about this, how a girl might wear a tank top or something “distracting” and then she would be sent home. The same people who designed to those also made one point: this dress code made it abundantly clear to the girls that distracting the boys meant she didn’t deserve an education…

“Look, I can’t fix what was done in the past, but it doesn’t make sense to mess with the guys now.”

“Zack, this isn’t about trying to right past wrongs. This is about making sure that you and the other boys learn to function in a new society.”

“One where women are in charge?”

“Does that offend you?”

“If they’re cheating, then yes!”

“Cheating? How could women possibly cheat?” The administrator tilted her head slightly, like she was genuinely curious to hear what he had to say.

“You’re setting the rules so the guys will fail,” he said.

“Zack, I’m sure it sounds that way to you, but that simply isn’t the case. This city is just like any other. People vote, and rules are made based off of who has the money. If you invest in something, then you should have a say in how it works.”

“Not fair.”

The administrator smiled down at him, her expression indulgent and just a little bit patronizing, “I’m sure it feels that way. But just remember, women have been dealing with the same issues for a lot longer than either of us have been alive. So how about this? If you apologize to your girlfriend now, she might be willing to speak up on your behalf.”

“Apologize? No. I am not ever going to do that,” he said, packing as much determination and vehemence into his voice as he could.

“Okay,” she said, surprising him.

“Okay? Really?”

“If you don’t want to apologize to her, then we will also allow you to apologize to the campus community for your misbehavior. Would you be willing to do that?”

Right away, something inside of him tightened, telling him that he shouldn’t do any of this. And yet, the Zack considered the simple fact that they were holding him captive. A different problem occurred to him: how long could they keep him here?

They had arrested him.

Worse, he already knew that pretty much every judge in the city was a woman. Did that mean they were all involved in this? Would they all see his transgression as a serious crime?”

He didn’t know, and he didn’t want to find out. “What kind of apology?”

“You would simply make a video recording talking about how you mistakenly believed you should be allowed to break the rules. You would go on to talk about how it’s important for men to be humble and obedient, that sort of thing,” said administrator, waving her hand away. “You wouldn’t even have to think about what you would say. You just need to read a statement.”

“You want to use me as propaganda,” he said.

“No, of course not. We just want you to learn your lesson.”

“I’m not going to do it,” he said.

“You’re being very stubborn here,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t want to reconsider this? I don’t think you’re going to like your punishment.”

Zack hated to ask, but he still needed to know, “What is it going to be?”

“I don’t think I’m going to tell you,” she said after a few more seconds. “Obviously, you aren’t interested in a real discussion, so more extreme measures will probably help you. Don’t worry, Zack. Every girl at the school wants to see you succeed. We want you to be a properly humble and obedient young man.”

“Screw you,” he growled at her.

“Sweetie, you’re never going to find a wife with that attitude,” she said before turning around and walking back through the door.

He heard the locks engage again.

When Matthew first proposed the delay, he didn’t realize just how important it would be. He knew that the new statutes would be problematic, but he had absolutely no idea it could be this bad.

Apparently, some of the other council members had just been waiting for a moment like this. All they needed was an incident, some kind of justification.

It seemed ridiculously obvious to him, but he didn’t know if any of the voters would care. That had been the problem, right? Again and again, new rules have been proposed, passed, and no one seemed to care.

Sitting at his desk, he stared at his computer screen, wondering if he had any options.

Of course, he had heard the rumors about posts and blogs being written, only to disappear. Considering that Farber Industries owned all of the data ports and connection nodes, it seemed possible. And yet, that had to be illegal, right? An Internet company couldn’t actually dictate what kind of content would be allowed online…

Then he thought of China and their “Great Firewall”.

Matthew never did get to speak to Stacey Farber, so he had no idea how to read or interpret that woman. She may have been insane. She may have been a genius. He just didn’t know one way or the other.

No, he wasn’t going to risk his position on the Council by trying to post some exposé. He wouldn’t contact any journalists either.

He needed to work through the system. Even if it was corrupt, he could deal with it. In particular, he considered whether or not he should call Naomi. He had played her games, so now she owed him, right?

Before he made the decision, he needed to read through the booklet. He had several hours, so he opened it, and he started to scan through the statutes.

Men are no longer permitted to drive cars.

Men are no longer permitted to own weapons.

Men are no longer permitted to hold wealth in their own name. Any male who wishes to hold property must do so jointly with a woman.

Men are no longer permitted to own businesses. Journalists based outside of the city must be employed by a female.

Men are no longer permitted to gather together, even in the home, in groups larger than three, without a woman present.

Men are no longer permitted to vote—because their years of violence and sexual domination have shown that they are not fit to rule or govern.

Any woman who sees a man flouting one of these laws in public is not only permitted but is required to discipline him immediately. Any female who fails in this duty will be considered a party to said disobedience.

Those lines were only the beginning. Several pages of minor adjustments followed. As Matthew considered each one, he tried to find loopholes or something he might be able to use, but it was obvious that the Council had decided to move forward.

This had been it, their ultimate agenda all along…

Feeling foolish, he protectively brought his arms up over his chest. At the same time, he did his best to imagine, the looks of horror from the women in the city. After all, only a small minority could push for this, right? He didn’t dare believe that the majority of the population would go along with this.

Would it make any difference?

Matthew gulped as he tried to see a scenario where violence or open defiance broke out. But even then, what would happen? Would Farber Industries come to the rescue, sending in some private police force? Would Stacey Farber forcibly shut down any rebellion or disobedience? Would anyone ever hear about it?

Before any of that could happen, it had to officially become law. Breathing out slowly, he wondered if this would actually pass. Glancing around the rest of the room, he gazed at the other council members. As he did so, he tried to read to their expressions, to get some sense of whether or not they would fight it.

No. He couldn’t let this go through. He couldn’t let this actually happen.

When he finished, he knew what he had to do. Because if these laws went through, he knew that the men in the city would never be the equal of women. Any notion of equality would vanish. Men would actually be enslaved, in practice, if not in reality.

He picked up his phone, dialed, and waited for Naomi to pick up. Unfortunately, her voicemail answered. “Naomi, it’s Matthew O’Reilly. Please, call me back as soon as you get this. It’s urgent.” He paused for a moment, wondering if that would be good enough. “I played your game. Now it’s time you played mine.”

He hung up and dropped the phone back against his desk. It clattered ominously.

Okay, so he could only hope that she would call him back.

Breathing out slowly, he got up from his desk and walked down the hall. Somehow, he wasn’t surprised when he saw that most of the offices were already dark. The other council members had decided to go home.

Damn it.

Matthew had messed up. While they all retreated to their offices, he could have taken that opportunity to go talk to some of them.

Considering just how extreme these measures were, he needed to get at least a couple of them to change their minds, especially if he couldn’t count on Naomi.

But then he saw one colleague who still had her lights on.

Tentatively, he made his way down the hall and knocked on Lena’s door. At least it was Lena, he thought.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi.”

He glanced over at her desk. Sure enough, the booklet was out and open. She had gone through it, probably more than once.

“So you read it?”

“I did,” she said, her expression impassive.

Matthew knew that he only had one shot at this, so he spoke carefully, “Look, I know that we are only a small city, but this is important. If we proceed with this, it could have really big implications. Not only that, there are a lot of good guys here who don’t deserve this.”

“Are there?” Lena asked.

“What? Yeah. Of course there are!” Matthew didn’t mean to sound so excited, but he couldn’t help himself, especially considering the stakes. The statute didn’t just affect the college students, after all. They affected every single man in the city.

“Look, I think you’re a nice enough guy, but is it possible you are underestimating exactly how the men in our community want to behave?”

“Want to behave? What do you mean?” Even though he could feel the tendrils of his temper begin to stab into him, he had to remain calm and under control. If he allowed his emotions to run away, then he had zero chance of convincing Lena to help him.

“How much time do you spend online?”

“Probably too much,” he said with a smile. Even though he didn’t know what this was about, he would play along.

“I’ve spent a lot of time online, Matthew. Like a lot of time. Even when I was in high school, I loved playing video games. Seriously, they were amazing.”

With a sinking feeling, he could already guess where this was headed.

“And you know what happened? You know what happened all the freaking time?”

“What?”

“Guys would realize I was a girl, and they would talk about killing me or raping me. It was grotesque.”

“I’m sure they didn’t mean it,” Matthew started to say, only she raised a hand, quieting him immediately.

“Maybe. Maybe not,” she said, “But I’m starting to think that men are inherently violent. Or maybe that’s not the right word. Maybe they aren’t inherently violent, but maybe there’s just something about our culture or society that makes men think of women as nothing but sex objects and targets.”

“That’s not true,” he said.

“Why are you scared?”

“Because of these laws!”

“Matthew, you’ve never really been powerless. You’ve never really been in a society where there’s another class of people who are assumed to be superior to you. Maybe it would be good for you to experience that, if only for a little while.”

“These laws don’t have a sunset clause,” he replied. “If they pass, they will need the town Council to repeal them later on.” He didn’t say anything about the difficulties of making something like that happen, especially if women continued to make up the majority.

“I know,” she said.

“How are you going to vote tomorrow?”

“I’m not sure,” she said after several long seconds. “I think these laws could really make things better.”

“They would get struck down in the courts. We would be wasting our time and we might just embarrass ourselves in front of the rest of the country,” Matthew said. He was thinking of those random, smalltime politicians who occasionally became Internet famous after proposing some especially heinous law or policy.

“Are you sure about that?” Lena asked him, looking away from the booklet for the first time. “You know what’s going on here, don’t you?”

“What, what do you mean?”

“I’ve never done politics before,” Lena said. “Just like you, this is totally new to me, but the system is way more complicated than what you learn about in a civics class. There’s so much money and influence and favors just flowing around. It’s crazy.”

“I know,” he agreed.

“A woman like Stacey Farber can donate however much money she wants to any political candidate.”

“But she might not be able to influence the courts,” Matthew said. Even as the words left his lips, he knew that he was grasping for any kind of hope, no matter how thin or tenuous.

“Yeah, right. The judges are supposed to be neutral, but we can see how they have been politicized over the last couple of years. If Stacey Farber wants to make sure that the right people get the right case at the right time, she can do it.”

Was it really that simple?

Matthew wanted to believe that all of the complexities and competing agendas prevented that kind of manipulation. Still, everything she said seemed incredibly plausible.

“Then it comes down to us,” Matthew said.

“I think so.”

“If you vote on this, nothing will ever be the same. Please, don’t,” he said.

“Why not?” There it was, a simple question comprised of just two words, and he needed to make this next part good or he and the other men in the city would lose everything.

Breathing out slowly, he said, “I think you’re right about the other men in the world. I think you’re right that there are a lot of guys out there who are resentful of women. I don’t know why or what makes it happen. Maybe they can’t get a date or maybe they just watched too many action movies. I really don’t know, but if we go through with this, we are going to start an entirely different cycle, one that is built on the exact same kind of oppression you already hate.”

“But it would be different,” Lena said.

“How?”

Reclining in her seat, she seemed to think about this for several long seconds. With every protracted heartbeat, Matthew braced himself. At the same time, he ran through dozens of different arguments and counter arguments. He had to convince her.

Maybe if the two of them worked together, they could sway some of the others. They might be able to get the other councilmembers to see reason.

“This time it’s different,” Lena said, “because it’s not this time.”

“That can’t be it,” he said.

“Matthew, I think it’s time for you to go,” she said.

“But think about how the world is going to be different after this. If we go ahead, it’s going to send a message to the rest of the world.”

“I agree,” Lena answered. “I know that this doesn’t seem right or fair to you, but I’m tired of it.”

“Tired of what?”

“I’m tired of being scared. I’m tired of being defensive. I’m tired of feeling like women and men play two different games with two different sets of rules.”

A poisonous edge began to line each and every word. And when she said, “You can go now,” Matthew knew that he had lost.

Lena, like most of the others, was about to vote for these new laws.

He hated it, but there was still nothing he could do to change her mind, so he turned around and walked back to his office. With every step, he fought to come up with some radical solution, something brilliant that might save male freedom.

With every forlorn step, he knew he wouldn’t think of anything grand or great. So he went back into his office, and he stared at the walls, waiting moment by moment for the council to reconvene.

A different administrator came into the small cell. When the door opened, Zack opened his eyes and rolled over. He sat up and struggled through the groggy haze of sleep. As he rubbed his eyes, he heard the woman clear her throat.

“Have you decided to apologize for your misbehavior?”

Feeling defiant, Zack insisted, “I didn’t do anything wrong.” Those words came out with surprising difficulty, probably because he had never been in a situation like this before. More to the point, he had never envisioned himself as some sort of rebel or resistance fighter.

He was a college guy who should have been worrying about his favorite videogame, getting laid, and passing his calculus exams. But then, the women here didn’t allow him to take any advanced math courses. They wanted him to learn how to cook and clean.

That last thought granted him an extra jolt of bravery. He stood up.

Without making any hostile moves, he glared at the woman.

“The administration has decided that you will be the first boy to be punished with public humiliation.”

“What does that mean?”

“You should consider yourself lucky. We thought about a variety of other punishments,” said the woman.

She turned around and walked back out into the corridor.

When she faced him again, Zack understood what he was supposed to do. She wanted him to follow. He could have stood there, which would only have forced her to call the security guards. So he walked out, and that’s when he saw the two ladies standing by the door. They may not have been as tall as he was, yet he could still read their confident movements. These were the kinds of women who knew exactly what they were doing, and they wouldn’t be deterred by some boy.

One of them turned to him, grabbed onto his shirt, and started to work his buttons free.

“Hey!”

It didn’t matter. Within seconds, they stripped him from the waist up. After that, one of the guards pulled out a collar and held it up for him to see. It was the same kind any other college boy would have been required to wear.

“Are you going to give us any trouble?”

The two women considered him for several more seconds. “No,” he said as his defiance fluttered and broke apart inside of his chest.

“Smart boy,” one said.

The administrator chuckled. “Smart for a boy.”

The collar went around his neck, clasping it shut. But then, one of the women pulled something else out of her pocket. He didn’t see it until the last second. Even then, he only grabbed a glimpse. Still, it was enough: he thought they were going to lock his collar on to him.

They used a small padlock, slipping it into place and engaging the mechanisms. He heard it click shut.

“Who has the key?”

“Don’t worry about that,” snapped one of the women.

Finally, they took out a leash, attached it, and pulled.

He walked behind them.

Zack almost wished that they had handcuffed him. He wasn’t going to make the request or anything, but at least that would have protected some sliver of his dignity because they would have viewed him as a threat. Under these circumstances, he just felt more like an animal.

They walked through the administration building, then back outside.

The two guards escorted him across campus. They passed one major building after another. Cold air brushed over his naked chest and shoulders. In the distance, he could see the sun was starting to rise. He was going to be cold, but not painfully so.

They said this would be a public humiliation. He wondered what that meant. Perhaps they would stand him up on a stage and let the girls shout at him or something.

He was almost right.

When they got to the quad, he found something new.

It looked like something out of a history book.

Stocks.

He saw the wooden construction, and his heart started to beat faster, mostly because he didn’t really think this could be happening. It seemed like an impossibility, but the guards pulled harder on his leash, dragging him forward.

They opened the stocks, shoved his hands and neck down into the openings, and then they snapped the wooden trestle back into place. He heard another mechanism click.

“Do we need to gag you?” the administrator asked him. She sounded serious.

“What’s going on? What’s going to happen?”

The administrator raised her voice as she said, “This young man has been openly defying. Rather than spank him or punish him and some other cruel fashion, we have decided to instead put him on display. Now you can see that he’s wearing his choker like a good boy, and he can’t take it off.” At that moment, he heard her giggle.

“You can’t do this,” Zack interrupted, pulling against of the wooden restraints.

“We already have, sweetie,” the administrator replied. “Now, the ladies here can come talk to you about your mistakes. I’m sure they can educate you on what you did wrong. Or if they want, they can just play with you.” She patted him on the head, pulled something from her pocket and set it at the top of the stocks.

Right away, Zack saw it: a tube of lipstick.

Why? What was that supposed to accomplish?

She placed the item above his left wrist, and he tugged against of the solid wood, only he didn’t feel the contraption vibrate or shift even a little bit. Whoever had constructed this thing had done an excellent job, meaning that he was completely trapped.

“Do you have any questions about this?”

Staring straight ahead, Zack decided not to utter a word or make a sound. If these women wanted to see him squirm, he would disappoint them. That was the best defiance he could muster.

“Enjoy,” she said. And just like that, the administrator and the security guards left him alone.


Chapter 15:

The position was awkward and uncomfortable. Bent forward at a ninety degree angle, he could shift his feet, but that was all. His head, wrists and arms were trapped in that one position. Each and every time he tentatively pulled against his restraints, he felt the solid material all around him.

As Mia’s boyfriend, yet been tied down or restrained at various points. It seemed to be something she thoroughly enjoyed. And yet, he never felt so trapped in his entire life.

It didn’t help that the students had arrived on campus.

In the first couple of minutes of his punishment, they strolled by, their hands in their pockets and their heads down as they rushed off to their respective classrooms. But then the sun rose, and warm beams of light spread along his naked torso. That’s when the girls decided to venture over to him.

“Oh no, it looks like this boy was bad,” said a girl. She may as well have been talking about a child or a pet.

Still resolute, Zack didn’t say anything.

“I wonder what he did,” said another girl.

“I don’t know. We should probably just ask him if we’re really that curious,” said a third female.

The first one strolled right up to him. “Sweetie, what did you do? How did you mess up?”

He chose not to say anything. Glaring straight ahead, Zack held onto his defiant determination.

The girls glanced back at one another. “Maybe he was just too sullen,” one of them suggested.

“Or he decided not to speak when asked a question.”

What? That wasn’t supposed to be any kind of rule.

“You know what? I just realized something. This isn’t about Tribunal. I think this is official,” said one of the girls. “I mean, the sorority is powerful and everything, but I don’t think they could get this kind of gear or equipment built so fast, at least not without the administration’s approval.”

The Tribunal.

Zack had heard about it on numerous occasions. It was that unofficial, shadow body of young women who got to decide how boys would be punished and disciplined for various infractions. More often than not, the crimes committed didn’t break any actual or official rules. But that didn’t matter.

“Yeah, he was definitely put here because of the administration,” another girl said.

“And there’s lipstick here.”

“I think they want us to write on him.”

“What makes you say that?”

They talked about him like he wasn’t even there. Then again, his reticence and refusal to make a sound only encouraged them to play with him.

“Well, he isn’t going to speak for himself, so we might as well make some suggestions here.”

“Write on his body?”

“Oh, I like that idea.”

“What should we put?”

“I have some ideas,” she said.

One girl picked up the lipstick, removed the cap, and twisted the tip, bringing out the soft, red paste. Then she pressed to down, right on his forehead. She started to write something.

“That’s terrible!”

“But it’s true,” said the other girl, her tone shifting to something close to singing.

“What else can we write?”

“Oh, I have an idea,” said a different girl, only she didn’t sound especially confident. She leaned over and whispered something to her friends. In spite of himself, Zack tried to listen to the words. He failed to catch anything beyond the murmured sounds.

“Do it!”

The girl grabbed the lipstick from her friend, and she circled around him. She started to write at the small of his back. He felt the soft lipstick as she moved her wrist. He shivered and tried not to react.

When she finished, one of the girls touched his cheek. “So what did you do, bad boy?”

He didn’t answer.

Staring straight ahead, his expression neutral, if not actually blank, felt really good. He could show these girls that he wasn’t going to be trained or tamed, that he wasn’t a pet or an animal to be broken. He could hold out!

“He really doesn’t want to say anything,” said another girl.

“Yeah, and if he was just on display for fun, I wouldn’t make him do anything, but he needs to be punished.”

The other girls nodded along.

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“That has to be why he’s here,” one of them declared.

“Maybe,” said a different girl.

“How about we talk to him? How about we convince him to talk to us?”

“It’s obvious he doesn’t want to say anything.”

“So? He’s a boy. It’s not like he should get the choice,” declared the tallest of the four young women before him.

“I didn’t think of it like that,” said a different girl. “Yeah. We should take this as a challenge. Isn’t that what Professor Dennings is always talking about? You see a chance to take control, and you should seize it.”

The other girls nodded.

“So what’s it going to be, sweetie? Are you going to cooperate? Because one way or another, we are going to make you talk.”

Pressing his lips together, he did his best to hide any trace of fear. He needed to appear as though he didn’t care about what these girls did or said.

“Do you think the administration will care if we harass you?”

The girl who asked quickly shook her head from side to side. “Nope. They’re not going to care. You know why? It’s because you are a boy.”

Zack still didn’t make a sound.

“Whoever did this to you let you keep your pants. There’s no reason why we have to do that too.”

Although his expression didn’t technically change, the girl started to titter and giggle as they noticed the blush brush over his cheeks. “Look at that. He’s getting embarrassed. He doesn’t want us to see his underwear.”

“How about this? We are going to play fair with this boy. Let’s give him a chance.” The girl currently looking down into his eyes asked, “Boxers or briefs?”

His bottom lip twitched, and his eyes got shiny. Damn it. Zack didn’t want to reveal any hint of emotion, yet the girl saw, and they quickly started laughing all over again. For them, this was a game they couldn’t lose.

Boys needed to be trained. And just because Zack was here, that made him an enticing target. Besides, he couldn’t even get up or walk away. Usually, when they harassed the minority of boys in their classes, these young women had to offer some modicum of respect. But when the young man needed to be disciplined?

They could already tell that the administration wouldn’t care about anything they did.

With this kind of free rein, they couldn’t wait to put their new ideas to the test.

As if following some signal he couldn’t discern, two of the girls stepped to his left and right. They reached down, loosened his pants, freed his belt, and pulled his pants down.

“Boxers!”

“Hey, I wonder if we should use this as a flag or something. I mean, he’s just a boy, and we know exactly what he looks like, so he shouldn’t worry about covering up in front of us,” one of the girls said.

“No,” Zack spoke up, and he looked at the other girls. Desperate but hopeful, he thought that maybe giving them something would be enough to get them to stop.

He was adorably mistaken.

“What was that? Did you actually speak up?”

“Yeah, he definitely said something,” a different girl declared.

Realizing he made a mistake, Zack pressed his lips together again, only it was too late. The girls knew what he had done, so they laughed, poked, prodded.

“If you don’t say something, that probably means you need to be punished.”

He was already being punished, he thought. With his pants down and as the focus of mockery for all of these girls, he couldn’t imagine a worse punishment, which only demonstrated his lack of imagination.

One of the girls whispered to another.

“You think she’ll let us borrow it?” the girl asked.

“Oh yeah!”

After that, one of the girls who had quickly jogged off, had discarded her backpack. That told Zack that these girls intended to hang out here. They wanted to spend time with him. They wanted to mock him some more.

It didn’t matter, he told himself. These girls were strangers, and they could do or say whatever they liked. Maintaining his thin veneer of dignity, he stared straight ahead even as they petted him, pinched him, poked him, and wrote on him.

He felt the lipstick glide over his cheeks, his forehead, and along his neck. With every second, his heart pounded, yet he had to keep his breathing even and steady, if only to hide what he was really feeling.

These girls used embarrassment like a scalpel, cutting through his psyche. Even as they sometimes seemed to ignore the fact that he was a person, they also enjoyed talking down to him. They took turns, teasing him, asking him questions, waiting for that moment when his self-control might shatter.

“Let’s get some selfies!”

And just like that, the girls began to pose with him. In several pictures, they started at his backside. One girl would lean against him, her elbow digging painfully down into his back as her friends snapped pictures of them together.

Then they looped around and took pictures of his face. In these, the girls would pose against the stocks, leaning down and raising their feet into the air.

He had to endure it. Still silent, he couldn’t say anything.

He refused.

That was the best he could do.

He hated every second of it, but Zack still told himself that he wouldn’t give in.

It was a nice idea, but he never should have tried to confront these girls. Maybe if he had pleaded with them or begged, they would’ve left him alone, thinking he was too pathetic to be worth their time.

Because just a few minutes later, the girl who had run off came right back. He didn’t mean to glance in her direction, but once he saw what she carried, his heart seemed to tighten even as it pumped hard and fast in his chest.

Oh no.

When he saw her carrying the large, sorority paddle, he didn’t know what to think. Instinctively, he pulled against the stocks, maybe thinking that he might be able to get out. But no, the material was solid and way too strong. He wasn’t going anywhere, and these girls knew it. Besides, they had already pulled down his pants. They had already demonstrated they could do whatever they wanted with him.

The girl with the paddle came up to him, and she grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, forcing him to look into her eyes. “You know, if you ask really nicely, we might not use this on you.” The paddle was at least a foot and a half long. Just like the stocks, it was made from solid wood, although the paddle had been polished and emblazoned with Greek letters.

“I like that you struggle though. Maybe if you did that for a little while, we could delay the inevitable?”

They were teasing him, giggling and laughing.

Still, he couldn’t ignore the idea. His muscles twitched as he strained. He pulled, bucking his body from side to side as much as he could.

“You know, maybe you should be proud of yourself. I mean, you’re the first boy to be punished here. You won’t be the last. This is historic!” A different girl started laughing at him as she took the paddle and walked around to the other side. Sure enough, she janked down his boxers, exposing the curves of his ass.

“Last chance to beg,” another girl told him.

Under other circumstances, it would have been easy to imagine her as a kindergarten teacher or maybe a nurse in some hospital. But here and now, her girlish features were highlighted by nothing but feminine contempt.

“No,” he said.

That one word of defiance felt so good, but it clearly irritated the young women around him. The one behind him touched his ass with the paddle, pulled back as though she were playing baseball, and then she swung down.

The pain exploded through his body, centered right there on his behind. The agony exploded outward.

Somehow, he thought that this shouldn’t hurt. Seriously, it was just a paddle. And yet, the solid wood gained momentum as she swung it, crashing down and clapping into his backside until the agony blossomed.

Gritting his teeth, he made sure not to make a sound.

That didn’t last for long.

Three paddling’s later, he cried out. There was the gasp, the whimper, the moment of dismay.

“Have you learned your lesson?” One of the girls asked. She didn’t wield the paddle, so he started to speak, only to feel the implement crash against his ass. His words were quickly drowned out in that deluge of pain.

“He’s a boy. Of course he hasn’t learned his lesson yet! He needs a lot more than just a couple of whacks!”

Zack bowed his head down, so his chin brushed against the stocks. Some of the moisture had drained away from his mouth, but he still needed to try to speak.

These girls were arguing about him now.

The discussion didn’t last long. The one with the paddle came up to him, squeezed his ass, laughed, and then stepped back again.

This was it. He had to beg them.

He had held out for a long time. Maybe that should have been enough to let him preserve some of his dignity and self-respect. Before the paddle came down again, he tried to make a decision. He couldn’t.

They were right. This was historic.

Zack told himself that he needed to hold out longer. In time, these girls would get bored and move on. But then he glanced up at one of them. She had blonde hair, blue eyes, and her lips were wide open as she laughed at him.

As they paddled him, each of these girls probably thought of some guy who had said or done something rude or cruel. They channeled all of that frustration and aggression into punishing this one boy who had been put on display for that exact purpose.

Or maybe it was something else.

Perhaps they channeled a new facet of their personality.

These young women had probably been told to smile, behave, and act appropriately throughout their lives. Unlike many boys, they had never been encouraged to act out or follow their instincts. Now, however, they had the perfect opportunity. The administrators weren’t around. In fact, Zack had been left there, helpless and denigrated.

These girls could channel their worst instincts and enjoy it. They could punish and humiliate this guy, and nothing bad would happen to them.

As he thought about all of this, he felt the next wave of pain.

It only got worse.

“Oh, he’s not going to be the sit down for a week,” laughed one of the girls.

Something inside of him snapped. “You’re not going to get away with this! I don’t know how, but I’m going to stop you!”

The blonde circled around, and she lowered herself down so that she could look right into his eyes.

His vision blurred as the tears gathered, but he quickly blinked them away. The young woman stood in front of him brushed her fingers through his hair, took a firm grip, and then forced him to look at her. “What was that?”

“You’re not going to get away with this,” Zack repeated, though some of the vehemence drained away.

“Oh? Are you sure? Are you sure about that?”

Under other circumstances, he would have fantasized about grabbing her, kissing her, holding her down. He would have imagined how her breasts would have felt cupped in his hands. But now, he became the object of her fantasies because she could do whatever she wanted.

Right then and right there, perhaps she sensed how he would have tried to use her. If he had been her equal, then he would have talked to her, but only for the chance to get into her pants.

“I guess you want to be paddled ten more times,” said the girl.

Following her friend’s cue, the girl with the paddle raised her arms. She started to swing. Every second or two, he felt the next thump, followed by the sound. Pain exploded through his body, each one like a grenade going off. The agony raced through his skin, rippling into his arms, his legs, everywhere.

It didn’t stop.

Just as he lost count, his lip started to move. As his mouth trembled, he shaped the words these girls wanted to hear! “You’re right! You’re right, you’re not going to get punished for this. I’m getting punished. I need to be punished!” To him, the words sounded like gibberish.

But for the girls gathered around him, it was perfect. Finally, a young man was going to be thoroughly broken and trained.

When Zack glanced up and around, he blinked through the tears again, only now he saw something.

There are girls all around him. Some of them looked on, almost concerned, like they weren’t quite sure this was a good idea. But then there were a couple of guys as well. They stood back with their arms wrapped defensively around their chests.

They knew that this could have been them. If they had done or said the wrong thing, they could have been punished.

But then he realized something else as well. A couple of the guys were staring at him.

They thought this was his fault.

They needed to believe that something like this could never happen to them because they would behave themselves. They would know how to act appropriately, and since they wouldn’t make the same mistakes, they didn’t need to worry about what any of this might mean or signify. They could be oppressed, and would be grateful for it because it wouldn’t be a big deal, not to them.

When Zack realized all of this, he thrashed against his bonds, yet the solid material still didn’t give way. He could raise the top of the stocks a tiny bit before catching on the lock.

“He’s not done yet,” said the girl right in front of him.

The paddling continued, one blow after another.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry I was disobedient. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I didn’t wear my collar. I’m not going to make that mistake again. Please, I promise! I’ll always wear my collar!”

“Do boys need to be collared?”

Zack didn’t recognize the source of those words, not at first.

The girl in front of him had stepped away at some point. Now there was someone else right in front of him.

Mia.

He looked at his ex-girlfriend, only he didn’t know what to say. Lips parted, he waited for his brain to come up with something, yet the only heard static between his ears. The pain continued to buzz through his body, hot and acidic just beneath his skin.

“Hey there, Zack,” she said. “How are you doing, sweetie?”

Around her, the girls giggled again. Most of them had gone quiet. Apparently, Mia didn’t even need to say anything. Everyone here knew her. She did well in her Leadership classes, so they respected her. That didn’t necessarily make her popular, but it meant they should listen.

“You know, I didn’t like the way our conversation ended before. You really shouldn’t walk off when someone is trying to talk to you.”

She touched his chin and forced him to look up at her. She stood, unlike the previous girl. Mia wasn’t about to crouch down. He would be forced to stare up at her as though she were some kind of goddess.

“You feel bad about how our conversation ended?”

Zack nodded his head.

“Oh, I’m sure you do, sweetie. But you didn’t answer my question from before. Do boys need to be collared?”

If he played her game and answered her question, he would sacrifice every bit of dignity he had been able to preserve. He had fought, these girls wore him down. They showed him that his strength of character didn’t mean much when compared with the power of the paddle.

“Do boys need to be collared?” Mia asked again. She spoke slowly and deliberately, like she didn’t think her boyfriend would understand otherwise.

He swallowed back everything he wanted to believe about himself. “Yes,” he said. “Yes, boys need to be collared.”

“And why is that?” Mia asked. She sounded genuinely curious, like she didn’t really know the answer. Or rather, she spoke as though she didn’t have one preplanned.

And if he didn’t tell her exactly what she wanted to hear, then there would be consequences.

Even though his vision focused, and Zack was no longer aware of the other girls and guys around him, he knew that people were watching. This was a public performance, one meant for his benefit as well as theirs.

He had definitely learned a lot in her Leadership classes.

“Boys need to be collared,” he started to say, “Because we misbehave.”

“Oh, really?” She sounded intrigued.

“Yes. I misbehaved before. Mia, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for what I said.”

“What did you say again? How were you wrong?” Mia asked.

Now quieter giggles were going around now. The girls loved this. Zack didn’t dare look over at the boys. He wondered what they thought and whether or not they viewed him as a traitor. He definitely felt like one.

Even so, Zack couldn’t stop himself, “I tried to break up with you because you wouldn’t let me leave.”

“That’s right. We shouldn’t go anywhere. I have a really amazing future here. And we can have it together, so long as you do as you’re told. But I don’t think it’s going to be a problem anymore, will it?”

This was it, a moment where he could fight or surrender.

Having spent every iota of strength and free will he possessed, Zack shook his head. “No, it won’t be a problem. I’ve learned my lesson.”

“So you still want to be my boyfriend?” Mia asked.

“Yes!” Zack didn’t know whether or not he really meant it, yet it didn’t matter. There was this beautiful girl right in front of him, and then she did something he didn’t anticipate. She reached into her pocket, and she pulled a key out.

The implication was clear: this was the key to his stocks. She could release him.

Maybe she was the only one who could release him.

“There’s a good boy,” she said, “but you know, I don’t know if I can trust you now. Should I let you be my boyfriend? Because if I do, things are going to have to be different.”

As she spoke, she glanced around at the quad. Sure enough, the crowd around her had gotten significantly larger. People probably needed to get off to their classes, but they wanted to see exactly how this would play out. Many of the girls may have heard rumors about The Tribunal, and they obviously noticed that the various policies put in place against the boys, but this was entirely different. It was a public punishment.

And it was amazing.

“Please, please let me be your boyfriend,” he said, begging now. “Please, I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Will you, now? Really? Because I think that’s what we need to figure out. I mean, what if I decide I want to put you in a locking collar so you don’t get yourself into this situation again?”

In spite of everything, he wanted to tell her that he didn’t need a lock. He had learned his lesson, and he wouldn’t make these mistakes again.

Something inside of him froze, so he kept his mouth shut. He waited another second, and that’s when the correct answer occurred to him, “Yes. I’ll wear a locking collar.”

“And I will be the only one with the key?”

“Yes,” he agreed.

“Oh, that sounds really nice. Just think about how much more obedient you’ll feel when you always have that symbol around your neck. And that is a symbol, don’t you think?”

“Yes. It’s a symbol,” he told her.

“What does it mean?” Mia asked her boyfriend. She leaned in and whispered, “Be sure to speak up. I want everyone here to hear you clearly.”

He exhaled slowly through his teeth. His nostrils flared, and he hated himself for doing this. And yet, the girl with the paddle remained poised and ready to punish him with the slightest nod from his girlfriend.

“The collar means that I am your inferior. It means that you’re in charge and I need to do what’s best.”

“What’s best?”

“Listening to you,” he said. “Obeying you.”

“What do you think, ladies and gentlemen? Has he learned his lesson?” Mia’s voice shot out to the crowd.

A couple people started clapping. Others just laughed. More said something along the lines of, “Oh yeah, he’s learned his lesson.” Then someone else said, “Boys are so easy to train!”

Zack didn’t think those words should have affected him. After everything he had endured, a couple of mocking jibes didn’t seem like much, yet he still felt it digging deep within his ego.

In stocks with his pants down and the collar around his neck, he could still be ashamed of how far he had fallen.

Maybe that’s what Mia liked most about him.

“Who’s in charge?” Mia asked.

“You are.”

“So if I tell you to go to your room, are you going to obey me?”

“Yes.”

“I’m glad, sweetie. You’re a very handsome boy, and I just want what’s best for you,” she said in the most condescending way possible.

Before he could even agree, she cupped his cheeks, leaned in, and kissed him hard.

Someone handed her a leash. She attached it to his collar, and then she tossed that the key to someone else. The stocks were opened, freeing him, but he didn’t move right away. Instead, he waited until he felt the tug of the leash. Then he followed his girlfriend, just like it obedient boyfriend.

“You look like you’re thinking,” Stacey said to her slave, “I don’t think that’s ever a good idea for you.”

“No mistress, I’m sorry.” He shook his head and did his best to not to worry about her decisions. After all, Tony Ravenswood was nothing but her plaything. He was grateful for the opportunity to be there on his knees as he massaged her feet.

“You heard the news, didn’t you?” Stacey asked.

“I did, Mistress,” he replied.

Generally, Stacey Farber didn’t ask her assistant about his view of politics. But this time, she looked down at him, and something about the nervous edge in his expression piqued her curiosity. Perhaps this was like wondering what the dog thought of the president.

“Interesting. Maybe I should punish you for eavesdropping,” she said, which wouldn’t have been particularly fair. Then again, she was in charge, so fairness really didn’t have to enter into any of the equations.

“If you say so, Mistress,” he said even as he continued to diligently work his fingers along the soft, sensitive contours of her feet. He pressed down on her heels, her arches, and her toes.

The woman could get this kind of attention from a man, especially because he always remained diligent. Eager and desperate to please, he kept his gaze down.

“Tell me what you think about the new laws.”

He swallowed. Clearly, he had something in mind, but he didn’t know how to phrase it.

“Hey, if you say something wrong or make a mistake, I’m only going to punish you,” she said, which made the color drain away from his cheeks. She loved that look of fear on his face. She couldn’t help herself, especially as she thought about something from college. There was some documentary one of her instructors forced her to watch. In it, they talked about the importance of influencing the world around you. People, from the youngest children to the oldest adults, all enjoyed affecting their surroundings. Influencing other people had to be a part of that, she thought.

“I guess I don’t understand why you decided to move so quickly,” he told her, careful with each and every word.

“You think we’re being rash?”

“There are so many new rules, and you’re stripping away so many rights.”

“Yes, we are,” she said. “Does that scare you? Does it make you nervous?”

“When you first started, Mistress, you moved much more slowly. There were small, subtle changes. But now, everything is going so fast.”

“You’re right,” she said.

“But why?”

Stacey considered this for a few seconds. “You know, when I first started building the city, I wasn’t sure I could succeed. I mean, I thought about it for a long, long time. I wrote out every possibility and contingency. But part of me really didn’t think it could work. I always imagined there was going to be so much more pushback.”

“And then it didn’t happen?”

“That’s right, Tony. The boys have just let me take complete control. They didn’t fight back.”

“They didn’t know what was happening,” he said.

“But they do now,” Stacey replied.

Looking down at her boy, she pulled her feet away from his grip. He braced himself on his knees and waited for his next set of instructions. Oh, seeing that eager young man in such a subservient position definitely triggered something within her. She had already enjoyed several orgasms today, but now she wanted more. Sitting up, she pulled down her panties, peeled up her skirt, and positioned herself at the edge of her chair.

“Come here and serve me. I’m going to try to explain it to you, sweetie.”

Tony crawled forward, and he started licking. She enjoyed the feel of his tongue, the heat of his cheeks, and the slow, deliberate friction. The pleasure coursed through her body, but she remembered exactly which lesson she wanted to teach, “I know this is going to be difficult for you to understand, but I want to see exactly how far I can go. If these laws go through, the world is never going to be the same again because these boys in the city won’t even really be people anymore. They’re going to require female approval and oversight for virtually everything they do. Outside of serving, they won’t have any choice.”

As she explained this, she wondered if Tony would try to pull back or argue with her.

After all, he was in a unique position. He got to hear the truth from the leader of this new community. But no. He stayed on his knees, weak obedient as he continued to lick and pleasure her.

Because for him, nothing else really mattered.


Chapter 16:

Mathew did everything he could to delay the vote. He managed to put it off until the morning. When the morning came around, he got desperate and excused himself for a moment. He strolled out of the main Council chamber and found a fire alarm. As he stood in front of it, he felt foolish, like some high school kid who couldn’t face an exam.

But then he put his hand on the cool, solid metal, and he pulled it down.

Seconds later, a bell rang out, and the building needed to be evacuated.

Outside, the fire department arrived. Strong men overseen by cunning women rushed into the different rooms, checking each one for the source of the fire. Obviously, they didn’t find anything.

The disruption was enough to get to the mayor to put off the vote until the next day.

He tried calling Naomi again.

She still wouldn’t pick up.

When he called her office, her assistant told Matthew that she was at home.

He had been there once before, so he decided to visit her. Because really, he had no other choice.

Matthew understood what would happen if those statutes became law.

As he drove, he could feel the anxiety pump through his body. He parked outside of her condominium, got out, and walked through the doors.

A woman looked in his direction. She was one of the security officers who maintained order in the city, and she raised an eyebrow. “Who are you here to see, sweetie?” She sounded friendly enough, but it was clear that she had the authority in this situation, and if she didn’t like his answer, she could kick him out whenever she liked.

It didn’t even matter that he was a councilman.

“I’m here to see Naomi Alder,” he said quickly.

“Does she know you’re here?”

Matthew decided to lie, “Yeah, but she was hoping that maybe she could keep this quiet. She doesn’t want anyone to know about us quite yet.”

“You’re her boy toy?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Something like that.”

“Go on up, but if I hear that you’ve gotten into any trouble, I will make sure that you regret it.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said.

Ma’am? Really?

Despite any residual embarrassment he may have felt, Matthew nonetheless made his way to the elevators. He rode one up to the top floor, and to quickly found her door.

This was it.

He lifted his hand, breathed out and knocked. With each second, he worried that Naomi wasn’t actually here. Maybe he should have checked the parking lot to see if he could find her vehicle first. But no, that would have been a waste of time.

Finally, the latch opened, followed by the door a moment later. “Matthew,” Naomi said.

“We need to talk!” He didn’t mean to sound so frantic, yet his voice undulated with desperation.

“Come in, sweetie,” she said, stepping back and motioning for him to enter.

The last time he’d walked into this condo, he had been thoroughly used and subjugated.

Despite a fresh wave of embarrassment, he could feel his shaft begin to stir within his pants.

As he walked inside, Naomi followed. She was close, uncomfortably so. A second later, he felt her hand on his ass. When she pinched him, he jumped forward, spinning around to face her.

Naomi just smirked, as though she had been caught doing something inappropriate but also trivial. “Why are you here?”

He took another nervous gulp of air and said, “There are new rules going into effect, ones that will affect all of the men of Bella Springs. I need you to stop it.”

“Really?”

Naomi strolled over to one of her chairs, and she sat down, crossing her legs. Dressed in a snug, black skirt and a dark blouse, she looked powerful and confident as she leaned her head to the side and touched two fingers to her cheek.

“Yes,” he said. “You’re talking about rules that will make men little more than second-class citizens.”

“Oh, that sounds terrible,” she said, her voice loaded with sarcasm.

Standing up straight, he made sure that his shoulders remained rigid. “Please, I’m serious about this. I need your help. The last time we were here, you said you would owe me a favor if I did whatever you wanted. Well, I did whatever you wanted.”

“Did you?”

Matthew stared at her, his lips parted slightly.

She had to be joking, right?

And yet, Naomi continued to study him, her expression inscrutable.

“Please,” he said, hating the word even as it left his lips.

“What did you do for me again?”

“I let you collar me, leash me, and I serviced you sexually.”

“I might need a little reminder,” she teased.

“Naomi, there’s no time for this!”

“Then you can leave,” she said simply.

Balling his fingers, he spun to his left, then his right as the frustration boiled within him.

“Oh, I guess it looks like you do have some time after all,” she said. She reached up, grasped his shirt, and she tugged, pulling down. His knees buckled almost immediately. After the last couple of months, it was easy for him to fall before a woman, especially one like Naomi Alder.

“Please, just tell me that you’re going to stop this,” he said, his eyes big.

“Why do you want me to stop it?”

“Because this isn’t right!”

“Why not?” Naomi asked.

He locked his teeth together as the frustration mounted. How could she ask something like that? It struck him as utterly ridiculous.

“No one should have that kind of power,” he insisted.

“Did you know that women are being subjugated all across the world right now? Does that really bother you?”

He narrowed his eyes slightly as he looked up at her.

“You don’t know what I’m talking about, do you? Just think about this. There are places where women aren’t allowed to drive, where they can barely own property, where a man’s word is pretty much always law,” Naomi told him. It’s easy to ignore their plight, especially for you.”

“I don’t want to ignore anyone,” Matthew said.

“But you do,” she replied quickly, her words cutting across the air.

Matthew didn’t know what to say.

“That’s not my fault,” he told her.

“This isn’t my fault either,” she said, smirking at him. “I mean, I didn’t write any of these new laws.” Even if she had helped Stacey Farber put the theoretical framework into place, so much of Bella Springs had become autonomous. Intuitively or explicitly, many of the women here had recognized what they could accomplish. So now they worked on their own. They didn’t need a grand conspiracy to perpetuate the system, just as most men didn’t actively think about sexism, misogyny, or their patriarchal privileges.

Gasping now, he tried something else. “But I gave you what you wanted.”

“Give it to me again, and maybe I will help you,” she said. But even as she uttered those words, she reached out and touched the back of his head. She hardly nudged him, yet he still leaned in, and he saw her moist slit.

Sticking out his tongue, he started to serve her. He lapped at her pussy like a good slave boy.

Matthew was the highest ranking man in all of Bella Springs, yet he still found himself completely subjugated, just the way she wanted.

That little truth definitely turned her on. It added to the sparks already playing between her legs, behind her eyes, and deep within her body.

“There we go. That’s right. Oh, you feel so good. And I bet you’re enjoying this right now. If I checked, I’m sure you would be hard too, Matthew.”

Even as he continued to eat her out, Matthew grimaced for one simple reason: she was right. He told himself that he gave her what she wanted so that she might be able to help him and all of the other boys in Bella Springs. But he served her. He could feel the tenseness in her body, especially as her slit clenched around his tongue. Then he sensed the stiffness in her clit.

“Oh, that feels so good. You’re doing such a good job. I’m so proud of you, Matthew. You’re starting to learn, aren’t you? Well, if you’re very good, maybe I will ride you. I’d love to hold you down and look into your eyes as you tell me everything about where men belong.”

He kept licking, sliding his tongue down and up, right then left, and in neat little circles, all to please her.

Before, she had to coax him. Now, he surrendered with so little effort.

Sure, he still had his pretense, but how long could that veneer possibly last?

With her hand still on the back of his head, she gripped his hair and yanked, pulling his face away from her pussy.

“Strip naked, slave.”

“I’m not your slave,” he said.

“Do you want that favor or not?”

Even as his insides remained hot, he could feel that chill of worry.

Little bumps spread along his shoulders as he got frightened.

A woman like Naomi shouldn’t have been able to scare him. She was barely out of college, after all. And yet, she had power, and that was enough to intimidate him. Matthew might as well have admitted that to himself.

“Faster,” she ordered. “Or I’ll just kick you out.”

Scrambling now, he pulled off his shirt, his belt, his pants, shoes and socks. He took off everything until he only had on his boxers. Those didn’t last long either. He pulled off his last garment. Naked now, he found himself on his back.

Standing, she put her foot right there on his chest and pressed down just enough to make him struggle for breath. “Is this where you belong?”

Like so many other men in the city, he found himself looking up at a woman and answering with the only two words he could, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Very good,” she said.

Slowly, she crouched down. She went for his shaft, touching him lightly. Her fingers played over his length, manipulating and teasing and stimulating him with the soft caresses that would drive him wild.

Clearly, Naomi remembered everything he enjoyed from before. She had studied his body and learned all about his reactions. This way, it would be even easier to toy with him.

Pulling her hands away, she decided it was time to take him.

“What would you rather have right now, an orgasm or that little favor of yours?”

“The favor,” panted her boy. “I need you to stop that legislation!”

“Are you sure about that?” Naomi asked. Her fingers continued to play along his body, only now she touched his bare flanks. She enjoyed the way his muscles rippled beneath her as she moved up and down, gliding her body along his length. “Wouldn’t you rather just have a very nice orgasm?”

Right as he inhaled, thinking he would answer her, she leaned down and kissed him, her lips firm and soft all at the same time. Heat buzzed through his body as the arousal spread through his skin. He was panting now, his nostrils wide as his lungs struggled to keep up.

“I love having you on your back, Matthew. I think you should be like this all the time. I think you should be my plaything, my sex toy. I could keep you. I could take very good care of you,” she said.

Still mounted on top of him, she caressed his cheek, her fingers lightly gliding over his skin. Shivers of need rippled through his body, but he still didn’t say anything.

“Tell me you want to be mine. Tell me you always wanted to be mine.”

Matthew understood something. This time, it wasn’t a game. If he uttered those words, she wouldn’t allow him to take them back.

But if he said no, she would stand up and walk away.

Worse, he would never, ever get that favor.

Matthew couldn’t even know for certain whether or not this girl had the political pull to get the legislation stopped, but he still looked up at her.

“Do it,” she said, her eyes lit with desire.

He tried to hold out. He tried so desperately hard. Even as every atom in his body cried out for him to submit, he still fought to maintain some kind of equilibrium. Matthew kept thinking that he could handle this—that he could handle her, but he was just a boy, so he was wrong.

He had no idea what he was doing, not when it came to a female like Naomi.

She continued to ride him, moving her hips just a little bit, just enough to keep him desperate and hungry.

“Say it,” she said, her voice loaded with the kind of power a boy like Matthew could scarcely understand.

“Yes!”

“Say it. Say all of it,” she said as she straightened her back. She started to move faster. The movements of her body against his made him pant and shiver.

Ecstasy pumped through his skin as he came closer and closer to release.

By this point, he knew that it was inevitable. He couldn’t hold it back.

“Yes, I want to be yours. Please, Naomi, can I be your plaything?”

“If you’re a very lucky boy, I might even marry you. Would you like that, Matthew? Would you like me to marry you and keep you for myself? I can lock a collar around your neck and put a ring on your finger. I would take such good care of you. All you would have to give me is everything in return.”

She meant it.

This woman expected complete and total ownership over him, his every choice, and his body.

He would be owned.

Like every other man in Bella Springs, he would be completely subservient.

No. He couldn’t do that, and yet his lips started moving, seemingly all on their own because he wasn’t strong enough. “Yes. Yes, let me be your plaything! Please, marry me, own me.” He panted out those words, and that’s when he looked up at her one more time.

Seeing her grin, he realized that he had lost.

She grabbed his wrists, pinned him down, and took everything she wanted. Riding him hard now, she moved her hips up and down. That frantic, frenetic rhythm made his body shake as she pumped him.

“Oh yes. I’m never, ever letting you go. You’re going to be mine, Matthew. I’ll put you on display. I’m going to show you off in front of all of my friends. I’m going to train you so thoroughly that you’re always going to make me proud. Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

Only then she threw her head back, and she started to laugh. The sound cut through the haze of desperation, so he tried to ask why. What was so funny? And yet, Naomi didn’t see any point in telling him. He was just a boy, after all. Besides, he wouldn’t have understood it. When she first set out to research female supremacy as a part of her doctoral dissertation, it wasn’t supposed to have been sexual. It wasn’t supposed to be pleasurable.

And yet, like so many other women in the city, she had discovered something: power was an aphrodisiac. Authority could turn her on like nothing else.

If anyone believed that fantasies about losing control weren’t natural for women, they were wrong. Those assumptions had been corrected by the simple fact that asserting control would always turn these girls on. For decades, men had fantasized about grabbing women, pushing them down, seeing girls on their knees as they offered up blow jobs. But now, it would be the boys bobbing their heads.

Naomi wouldn’t have it any other way.

And thanks to her work and all of the other women, men like Matthew O’Reilly would remain on their backs, helpless, trained and subjugated.

With a wicked grin on her face, she moved faster now. Her hands scratched at his wrists, his chest. She cried out as the orgasm built in her body, surging through her skin. “Oh yes, that felt incredible. At this point, she couldn’t even speak. Her bottom lip trembled, she squeaked out, and then she screamed.

At the same time, she felt his orgasm. She could feel his shaft shudder as he moaned beneath her.

She had done this.

She had taken this boy and she was going to train him.

She would make sure they were all trained.

They had sex several times that night.

After Matthew was spent and unable to perform, he apologized to Naomi. With that adorable look at the grin on his face, he told her that he would do better next time.

“No. You are going to do better right now,” she replied, looking at him.

“But I can’t,” he complained and apologized in the same sentence.

Naomi smiled, thinking about how much this boy still had to learn.

So over much of the rest of the evening, she taught him to use his hands and his mouth. His fingers moved along different inches of her body, all as he studied and learned about her various erogenous zones. When he did a good job, she panted, eventually patting him on the head. When he misbehaved, she grabbed him, her hand tight around the back of his neck before pressing him down, face first into her mattress. Then she spanked him, swinging her hand down as hard as she could.

Minute by minute, hour by hour, Matthew felt himself surrender completely.

And soon, it was morning, and the legislation would go through.

Still, he had to make an attempt, right?”

“Mistress?” Matthew asked tentatively.

“What is it, sweetie?”

Breathing out slowly, he felt his throat tighten before he asked, “Are you going to help me with the vote this morning?”

“Yes,” she said.

He blinked, shocked.

“But first, you need to ask me for a favor.”

“What?”

“Do you want to continue your cute little job on the Council?”

For a second, he didn’t understand. But then he remembered that he had offered this woman everything. In exchange for an orgasm, he had sworn that he would obey her. Even now, his thoughts had fractured, almost as though someone else had made those promises.

“Yes!”

“Then you need to ask for that favor.” She stood up. In her skirt and blouse, with her tights around her legs, she looked so professional and powerful. But by this point, she hadn’t allowed him to put on any more clothing, so he was naked.

While she remained dressed and he was bare, it was clear that she wielded all of power in this bedroom. Perhaps that was the point.

“That, that’s the favor I get?”

“You said it,” she said.

“But, but is that fair?”

“Yes,” she replied simply. “I decide what’s fair, and I’m telling you right now that this is best for you.”

His mouth opened slightly, only to close a moment later. He struggled to think clearly, but then she took him by the hand and pulled him up onto his feet.

He was still naked, and she brazenly reached between his legs, stroking him, teasing him to another erection. Then she squeezed his shaft, stimulating him until it felt as though he couldn’t possibly think coherently. “Do you feel that, Matthew? This means that I’m in charge. This means that I own you. We have finally corrected a terrible mistake. All you need to do is agree with me. Say that I’m going to own you.”

“You, you’re going to me,” he repeated.

He didn’t know how this woman had done it. He didn’t understand how one side could take over so completely. But then, he was just a boy. Maybe he didn’t need to think about it all that deeply.

“That’s right. I’m going to own you, and I’m going to make sure you get everything you need to. I’m going to make good decisions for you. Understand?”

“Yes, I, I understand,” he said, getting closer and closer to an orgasm.

As she rubbed him, he knew he should try to hold it back or talk to her. He should communicate, but she kept touching him, it felt so good.

She stepped to the side, ran her hand up and down his member until he couldn’t take it anymore.

When she gave the command, he obeyed. It felt so good to simply do what she wanted. “Go ahead. Come for me,” she ordered.

His eyes widened, but he couldn’t resist the allure in her voice. Yielding exactly as she wanted, he shivered again, and she touched him until that point when his shaft pulsated as he blew his load. The orgasm shot out and splashed against her hardwood floor. After that was done, he knew what he needed to say. “Mistress, may, may I continue to work?”

“You want me to let you go and have a job? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Yes,” he said.

“You have to ask me because I’m in charge?”

With every word, she lashed at his ego, whipping him down.

And yet, he felt utterly spent, so he couldn’t resist or fight back. He couldn’t try to think for himself.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m going to do you a very big favor. In exchange for your freedom, I’m going to let you keep your job. I think it’s going to be adorable.”

He bristled at those words. Something inside of him seethed, but then he looked up at her, and he knew that he had made the best decision—his last decision.

“But when you vote, there’s something you need to do for me,” she said.

As she spoke, she pulled out the collar he had worn previously. Without even asking whether or not she could do it, she slipped it around his neck and buckled it on. “Actually, there are two things you need to do.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he told her obediently.

The first thing was easy. She had him clean up his spilled ejaculate. Down on his hands and knees, still naked, he scrubbed her hardwood floors. After that, she watched as he got dressed, putting on each layer of clothing. But now, as he glanced over at his Mistress, he realized something.

He was owned.

Matthew didn’t know how to feel about that. When he first met this woman, he thought he hated her, but now his feelings had morphed. Or rather, they had been sculpted.

After he finished cleaning, he lowered himself down to his knees before her, and she looked up at her. “What is the second thing you would like me to do for you, Mistress?”

“Vote in favor of the new regulations.”

“I can’t!” Because he just disagreed with his Mistress, he knew he might be punished, only he couldn’t make himself care, not after what she had just suggested.

“Yes, you can,” she said. Coming right up to him, she brushed her body against his. Despite his orgasm, he could feel the tension stir within his body once more. As much as he hated to admit it or think about it, this girl was practically magnetic. It was something about her personality and her strength, her intellect.

He wanted to be near her. Maybe it was simply the fact that she had power. He didn’t know, now, she stroked his cheek, just as she had done on their “date”. “Do you know why you can do it? You know why you can vote for those rules?”

He gulped, nervous and thinking that he wasn’t going to like the answer.

“You can do it because you already know that it doesn’t matter. You are one voice on that council, and no one is going to listen to you. You know why they’re not going to listen to you?”

“Because I’m a boy,” he said. This time, he wasn’t asking a question.

“That’s right. Because you’re a boy, and this is a new world, one where boys don’t get to have their own opinions. Think whatever you want, but no one in power is going to listen to you.” She pinched his cheek and shook his head from side to side. “No. No one is going to listen to you.”

“I can still fight,” he said.

“If you fight, you’re going to lose,” Naomi promised him. “And more importantly, you’re going to lose me.”

“But I don’t want to be a slave,” he insisted. “I don’t want to be a second-class citizen.”

“Are you sure about that? Think about it. You like pretending to be strong? You like all of the competition? Males are simple creatures. You just want to relax. You shouldn’t have to struggle for status. The patriarchy has been harsh on men as well as women,” she said. “And that’s why we are trying something new. That’s why we need an American Matriarchy.”

“But there’s going to be so much corruption,” he protested.

Naomi smiled at him. “You’re right. The system won’t be perfect. It will be incredibly difficult for some boys, especially as the girls first learn how to behave themselves. But don’t worry. We will put those procedures and systems in place.”

Matthew couldn’t help himself; he glanced over at the door, thinking that he might grab his clothes and sprint out into the night. The cold air would slash along his naked body, but maybe that would give him the clarity he needed!

Only she reached down, grabbed his hand, and squeezed. When she did that, he felt as though everything came into focus. “Look at me,” she commanded.

Like obedient male, he obeyed.

“That’s right. Just look at me right now. I’m telling you what you are going to do. Matthew O’Reilly, you are going to vote for those statutes. You are going to help the town council take away every last shred of male privilege.”

Slowly inhaling, he filled his lungs, and he meant to say something about how this was going too far. Couldn’t they empower women without denigrating men?

No.

He looked up at this woman, and he knew exactly what she was capable of.

Maybe guys from a previous generation would have been stronger or more determined. Maybe they would have taken the Battle of the sexes” more literally. But Matthew O’Reilly knew he belonged with her. If that meant he had to get down on his knees, then fine.

He surrendered.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

“Good boy.”

It was the end of the semester, which meant that Mia had earned the right to live off of campus if she so chose. Considering her excellent grades and her standing within the Leadership classes, it wasn’t any surprise that she wanted to take advantage of this, especially since her housing allowance had been bumped up as a part of her generous scholarship.

Inevitably, she wanted to bring her boyfriend with her. She needed someone to cook and clean for her.

When she first made that point, it had sounded like a joke. But now, he knew that it was true, and he was reminded of this fact every time he turned his head or swallowed.

Each morning, Mia placed the collar around his neck before she would let him go outside. “You don’t want to embarrass me with any bad behavior, right?” she asked, just barely teasing him.

“No, Mistress,” he usually said.

So they went to look around at different apartments near campus. There were so many different options. For his part, Zack initially started by offering his opinions, only to stop when he realized that neither the real estate agent, nor his girlfriend cared about anything he had to say.

Eventually, he pulled out his phone and he just started looking around online. He checked out a couple of teams to see how they were doing, and he read a few different articles. But then he found a link back to the local news site, and something inside of his chest tensed when he saw the headline.

New Statues Passed Governing Male Behavior.

Part of him didn’t want to look. Part of him really thought that if he just ignored it, it might go away.

But as Mia and the real estate agent talked about hardwood versus carpets, he went to the article, he started to read about the new restrictions. These wouldn’t just apply to college students, he quickly saw. The woman who wrote about this explained these rules would be in effect for every man within the city limits.

Tightening his grip on his phone, he stared down at the device like he might be able to glare hard enough to make the words change.

Just as he stared, his phone started to vibrate, shocking him. He nearly let go, only to get a hold of himself.

“I think this is going to make an excellent craft room,” Mia said from a few feet away.

“Oh, do the two of you do crafts together?” The real estate agent made sure to sound politically interested.

“We haven’t, but I think my boy here might start to help me. I could always use an assistant.”

Together, the two women laughed.

Zack didn’t say anything. He knew that commenting might be enough to get himself punished.

Ever since his time in the stocks, he had looked at Mia differently. He didn’t see her just as his girlfriend. Instead, there was this new layer to their relationship, one that he didn’t know how to really understand. Obviously, there was the simple fact that she was now in control. When she walked into a room, he felt the urge to defer to her. He needed to be on his knees or ready and eager to serve her with whatever she wanted.

Zack had read about different guys discussing how slavery could feel. He didn’t want to think of himself as a slave, but he promised everything to her.

That had been the only way to get out of the stocks.

Breathing out slowly, he looked down at his phone. The corner light blinked because he had a text message.

Although he recognized the number right away, he didn’t actually see any words. He had mentioned Devon to Mia once or twice, and she had made it abundantly clear that they shouldn’t hang out or talk to one another. “He’s a bad influence on you,” she had said.

So now, even though he might be disciplined for this, Zack opened up the message.

Can you talk?

Fully aware that his girlfriend didn’t really care about what he did at that moment, he stepped out of the apartment and out onto the balcony. Curious about what Devon might want, Zack tapped on his number. At the same time, he looked forward to hearing the voice of another guy.

“Did you see it?” Devon asked right away.

“Yeah, I did.”

“According to these rules, guys are basically going to lose every real right. Hell, girls in high school have more rights than us,” he said.

“I know,” Zack agreed. Really, he couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“You think there is any chance that these will get held up in court or something?”

“The city has really good lawyers,” Zack said. Online, he had seen some of those comments, desperate guys pointing out that the ACLU or some other organization might come in to save them. Why now? That hadn’t happened at any step. So why would happen now?

“I think I know it’s going on,” Devon said after a few seconds of silence.

“What do you need?”

“I saw a report online. It only lasted for a few minutes before it got taken down, but it said something about the water supply. I think they’re doing something to the water.”

“What could they possibly be doing?”

“Some kind of chemical, something to make men more subservient or women more aggressive?” Devon suggested. “Look, I don’t know the exact chemistry, but I want to know for sure.”

“How can you find out?”

“I’ve already checked the tap water, but I think in the residual elements are too watered down. If we really want to figure this thing out, I’m going to have to go to the actual reservoir.”

“But that’s off limits,” Zack said right away. His insides clenched as he thought of the different women who had taken over the city. Even when he just walked around on the street, he could see those police women and security officers.

“Yeah, I know,” Devon said. “I think we have to find out what’s going on. If this is all chemical, that means it’s incredibly illegal. None of the laws will count. The entire city could be brought down.”

Zack didn’t answer.

“Think about it. We could stop all of this.”

“I don’t know,” Zack said. With the glass door closed, he could still see Mia and the real estate agent discussing where he was going to live. Of course, he didn’t get a vote in that particular decision. Mia would decide.

She reveled in the fact that she was the head of their household.

“This might be our only chance.”

“Can someone else do it?”

“Who?” Devon asked, practically sneering. “There isn’t a resistance. Something is different this time. Seriously, they have to be doing something to us. That’s the only explanation.”

“But then why isn’t it affecting us?” Zack asked.

“Isn’t it?” Devon asked. “Just think about how much you changed over the last couple of months. You think that’s natural?”

Zack wanted to say something about how it could have been entirely social. And yet, that felt just a little bit wrong. He couldn’t imagine that the community, even one dedicated to female advancement and supremacy could make him into a different person.

Because that’s how it felt.

But then he thought of the stocks, the solid helplessness, and what it was like to have the girls write on him, spank him, and tease him. Worse, he remembered begging Mia to let him out.

All he had to do was promise to give up everything and become her subservient boy all the time. He had done it. Over the last couple of weeks, he had done everything she wanted. And if he misbehaved or defied her, she didn’t mind because it meant she could just clap her hands and order him across her lap. That was his life now.

“I can’t do this alone,” Devon said. “I just can’t. But if we go together, I think we might be able to stop this.”

Mia didn’t bother calling out to her boyfriend. Instead, she simply waved at him from the other side of the glass door.

“I have to go,” Zack said.

Back inside, he thought that maybe his girlfriend wanted his opinion on something. No. Instead, she simply wished to hold his hand. He tried to pull away a couple of times, yet she maintained a firm grip. This was where she wanted him, so he would stay right there.

Eventually, she got distracted by something else, so he took out his phone and he sent the message.


Chapter 17:

Zack understood why Devon didn’t want to do this alone. Even so, it was dumb having two guys go out together for one simple reason. Alone, they might have been able to sneak off. But if they worked together, it became obvious that they were more conspicuous.

They both snuck out late, past ten.

Devon got his hands on a car somehow. Zack don’t ask any questions, but they met up, and he started to drive. They wended their way out of the city.

“We could just keep going,” Zack said at one point.

“Do you really think they would let us just leave?”

“No,” Zack agreed.

Both young men had signed numerous documents when they enrolled at the University. According to their online rumors, plenty of guys had done similar things. Some of them had shown up, thinking he might be able to get a small business loan, only to end up working as servers or clerks in restaurants and stores owned by women. And when those same men went to try to figure out what happened to the money they had theoretically applied for, they found nothing but legal entanglements. If they left, warrants would be issued for their arrests, and they would inevitably be brought back to Bella Springs.

But those were just rumors, right?

Zack didn’t know. He did understand, however, that he had taken out his own loans to go to college.

The two boys sat in the car and drove silently for the most part. Zack felt incredibly strange. Every few seconds, he glanced at the mirrors, thinking that police sirens would light up at any moment.

He also felt strange because he hadn’t been in a car with another guy for a long time.

Whenever he went out, he would with Mia, and she obviously drove.

No one had taken his drivers license away, but he understood that the local police wouldn’t recognize it. Then again, they wouldn’t recognize Devon as a legal driver either.

If they got caught, they were so screwed.

Zack wondered exactly what Mia would have him do. His punishment probably wouldn’t be relegated to their new apartment. Instead, she would take him back to the stocks and let the crowds of young women torment him for a while.

He hated that thought, but he couldn’t shake it either.

“Hang in there, man,” Devon said a little while later.

“You’re nervous too?”

“Oh, hell yeah,” Devon said.

At that moment, the two guys started to laugh. They couldn’t help themselves.

“Were going to get the samples, and it will prove everything. We will be able to tear down this entire place,” Devon said, although his friend couldn’t tell who he meant to reassure.

Either way, they continued to drive through the dark. They had left Bella Springs proper behind a little while ago. Now they drove up toward the hills and the reservoir.

Every few minutes, Zack imagined a roadblock with guards and guns. He pictured agile women who had been well trained and knew precisely what they were doing. Those women would never allow him or his friend anywhere near the water.

“How long do you think the test is going to take?” Zack asked, doing his best to suppress his worst imaginings.

“Not long,” Devon said. “I have a kit with me. It should be able to test for any unknown chemicals. It isn’t enough to allow us to figure out exactly what’s going on, but it should be enough proof.”

Zack nodded his head. “Okay. No matter what, at least one of us needs to get out of here.”

Devon smirked, “You think they would shoot us on sight or something?”

“No,” he said, still serious. “But I think it’s a very good chance they would drag is off to jail for a while. If we find something meaningful, someone needs to get out of the city, get online, and make it known. No more rumors. Go straight to the media. Talk to anyone who will listen.”

“Yeah, okay,” Devon agreed.

They turned past another corner, and up ahead, Zack watched as the headlights lit up a chain-link fence.

That was all this place had as a defense, he realized.

There weren’t any guard towers, no specially trained women with guns or batons. The two young men seemed to realize this at the same time. They grinned at one another even as Devon parked. He turned off the lights, and they got out together.

“How do you feel about climbing?” Zack asked.

“Pretty good,” Devon walked straight ahead, he grabbed onto the fence, and he pulled himself up. There wasn’t even barbed wire along the top.

As Zack started to pull himself up, he started to ask, “I wonder what my girlfriend is going to think of this when it’s all done.”

“If you’re lucky, she’s going to feel very, very guilty,” Devon said. He had his testing kit hanging from a strap slung over his shoulder. It bounced against his side every few seconds as he pulled himself higher and higher.

Almost at the same time, the two guys got to the top of the fence. They looked down at the darkened ground, and they threw themselves forward. Devon landed in a crouch while Zack stumbled forward, barely able to stop his momentum.

They had done it.

Up ahead, he could see some of the moonlight glisten off of the reservoir surface.

Zack took out his phone, turned on his flashlight, and he started to walk straight ahead.

They were close, so freaking close. More importantly, no one had noticed them. They could get this information. If they were lucky, they might even be able to use their phones to upload the data, shrinking the risk that someone might be able to stop them. After all, getting here was only half of what they needed to accomplish.

Without saying anything, the two boys broke into a jog and made their way all the way down to the shoreline.

Standing guard, Zack kept looking around. He was tempted turn off his phone, but he assumed they would want to see if anyone tried to sneak up on them.

Opening up his satchel, Devon removed several bottles, beakers, tubes, and something that looked a little bit like a phone. “You know how to use all that stuff?” Zack asked unnecessarily.

“Oh yeah,” Devon replied as he filled one beaker, then another. He took a cord from the device and dipped some kind of cylinder down into the water. “I used to do this back in high school, you know, when I thought I was going to be able to be a chemist or something.”

“You still can be,” Zack said.

“Yeah. Here’s hoping,” Devon replied. Devon pressed some buttons on the small device, checking and rechecking different calculations. At one point, he frowned, apparently confused by what some of the information might mean.

Standing off to the side, Zack did his best not to distract his friend.

And yet, Devon seemed like he wanted to talk, “So when she finds out that something has been messing with her head, I’m sure she will want to make it up to you.”

At that moment, the Zack grinned to himself. He thought of his girlfriend down on her knees, a guilty frown on her face. She would have to beg for his forgiveness. More than that, he wanted to hear her acknowledges that he was the man in their relationship, so she should do what he wanted.

He had stuck with her, and he felt good about this.

Breathing out slowly, he kept looking around at the peaceful waves until he heard Devon curse.

“This can’t be right.”

“What is it?”

“The results.”

When Devon didn’t say anything else, Zack felt like he had to ask, “What about them?”

“This can’t be right,” Devon said again.

Zack walked back over to the guy. “What’s going on? What you find?”

“Nothing,” Devon said. He fell back onto his heels.

“What you mean, nothing?”

“It’s water. I’ve run through a bunch of tests, and there’s nothing but water here. If anything, it’s cleaner than what you should expect to find in your average reservoir.”

Zack wanted to say something else, maybe to ask a question, only his phone started to vibrate in his hand. When he looked down at the screen, he saw Mia’s name.

He didn’t answer his phone. Instead, in silence like before, the two boys got back into the car, and they started to drive back to the city.

Zack’s phone continued to vibrate and chirp for his attention, but he didn’t answer. He was sure there would be plenty of angry voice messages, especially because he had snuck out in the middle of the night. Not only had he broken curfew, he had made the distinct choice to leave his collar behind.

“What do you think is going to happen?” Devon asked if they pulled back up in front of the dormitories. At this point, Zack usually slept with his girlfriend. He didn’t know whether or not this was allowed, but none of the advisers said anything. Besides, it wasn’t like they would have talked to Zack about it anyway.

“I’m in trouble.” That’s all Zack said as he got out of the car and slammed the door.

He watched as Devon drove away.

As he stuck his hands into his coat pocket and headed back toward the building, he kept thinking of different excuses he might be able to give. At one moment of weakness, he imagined himself blaming this all on Devon. He could agree with me, saying that he was a bad influence.

He made his way back into the dorm building. With each step, he anticipated someone confronting him. He worried it was going to be Mia. He worried it wasn’t going to be her. Honestly, he had no idea which would be worse.

But strangely enough, the dorm seemed to be abandoned. He didn’t find anyone, which gave him a straight clear path right to her door. He walked to it, knocked, and waited.

The door didn’t open.

What was this? Was she going to make him wait out all night or something?

With a nervous swallow, he tried again, thinking that she just wanted to hear the desperation in his knock.

Or maybe she expected him to grovel at the door.

Just as he took a breath, his phone started to vibrate again.

This time, he pulled it out of his pocket, and he answered it, “I’m here. Can you let me in please?”

The groveling would have to wait.

“You might be there, but I’m not,” Mia said. “You missed all the good news. I got us a new apartment.”

“You did?”

“Yeah, I was going to tell you about it in the morning, but since you insisted on wandering off like a bad boy, I decided that maybe we should see it tonight instead.”

“I see,” he said because he had to say something, only he still didn’t understand.

“I’m going to text you the address. Walk here. You have twenty minutes. If you’re late, it’s going to be so much worse for you.”

“I, I understand,” he said.

She wanted him to run through the dark, to dash from building to building.

“You don’t, but you will,” she said.

Obviously, he hated the obscure threat she issued, but he needed to say something, so he blurted out, “I’m sorry.”

“Sweetie, you’re not sorry, not yet. Now come find me. Because if you don’t, I will lock you in chastity for a year. You understand?”

As the coldness wound through his body, he sputtered out a quick, “Y-yeah!” Without giving him the chance to say anything else, Mia hung up on him.

Zack didn’t want to admit it, but chastity scared him. It was probably one of the worst punishments you could imagine a boy receiving at Bella Springs. After all, his girlfriend was taking control of his body and most of his decisions. She had stolen away the majority of his dignity, yet he could still control his fantasies. When she left him alone to go hang out with her friends, he could touch himself and enjoy those private moments.

If she locked him in a chastity cage, all of that would be gone.

He didn’t like to think about it or admit it, but she knew him very well.

That’s why he ducked out of the main corridor, headed outside, and felt the cold air along his skin once again. Along the way, he glanced down at his phone and pulled up his maps application.

According to the app, he would need at least thirty minutes to walk there.

Obviously, she had known this, and she wanted him to struggle for it. Knowing that he only had a couple of minutes left, he started to run.

As he dashed out through the parking lot and onto the main sidewalk, he glanced down at his phone again. He tried to read the screen to the best of his ability.

He needed to take a left at the next block.

Cutting across the empty road, he continued to run. Adrenaline flashed through his body, mixed with fear, and it almost felt good.

He could do this, he told himself.

Perhaps making him run would be the only punishment. If he could get there in time, she would see just how hard he had struggled to obey her, and maybe that would be enough…

Zack couldn’t know for sure, but he kept running, kicking his feet against the pavement. Up ahead, he saw one of the apartment buildings they had explored earlier that week.

The excitement pumped through his body as he channeled all of his strength into his legs. With his hands, he cut through the air, cold gusts buffeting him at every step.

But it felt good.

He made it up to the entrance, and he saw the door was locked.

He pulled on the handle anyway. Over to the left, he saw a keypad. He needed to enter some kind of password.

Hoping that he might be right, he typed in the numbers of their anniversary. The red light turned green, he grabbed the door again, pushed it open, and he jumped into the lobby.

She had texted him the number, so he ran up the stairs because he thought the elevator would take too long. By this point, his heart seemed to slam up against his rib cage with every stride, but he didn’t slow down. He couldn’t risk it.

At first, he took the steps two at a time. The numbers shrank, moment by moment as he panted. Still, he didn’t stop. He made it to the top floor, and the distance between him and his goal finally vanished. Slamming his fist against the door, he didn’t hesitate this time.

He wobbled on his feet just as she opened the door, only Mia stepped out, and she already had his collar ready. She slipped it around his neck, pulling it up to the base of his throat with both of her hands.

Blinking and panting, he didn’t know what was happening, not until she secured it to the nape of his neck.

He didn’t notice that this collar was different; he had no idea that it had been especially designed for him as something of an experiment.

But then she pulled on the ring dangling just above his chest. She stepped back and watched as he fell to his knees.

“Don’t get up,” she commanded. In fact, she raised one foot and pressed down against his shoulder to make sure he didn’t try to rise again.

“Oh, you poor boy. You are in so much trouble.”

Mia didn’t only have the collar. She also had a leash ready for him.

She leaned down, attached it to his collar, and then she walked back into the apartment.

Apparently, she had already used some of her scholarship stipend to furnish the place. It was small, yet still impressive for a college freshman. She had impressed a lot of people in her Leadership classes, so now she was ready to enjoy herself.

A black leather couch lined one wall. There was a TV mounted on the opposite side. A cute kitchen furnished with dark, granite countertops took up one corner. Down a short hallway, he assumed that went back into the bedroom. There was another door leading into a guest room that he hadn’t bothered to check out.

Apparently, this was going to be his new home, he thought with a grimace.

He crawled forward, and she strolled ahead. She brought him over to the guest room, but then she crouched down so she could look into his eyes. She may as well have been talking to a four-legged pet. “Zack, where were you tonight?”

“I, I wanted to get some fresh air.”

“Sweetie, I don’t like it when you lie to me.”

“I just needed to get out for a little while.”

“Without permission?”

Eyes aimed down, he murmured something.

To Mia, it sounded a lot like, “I shouldn’t need permission…”

“What was that?”

After everything, Zack still couldn’t help himself. “I shouldn’t need permission!”

“Oh, and why is that?” Rather than sound irritated or annoyed, she seemed amused, like she enjoyed this little give and take. Why not? She knew that she could win at any point. In their battles of wills, he didn’t stand a chance, just the way she liked it.

Besides, every time he lost, she wore him down a little bit more. Eventually, he would succumb entirely, accepting her authority.

“Why shouldn’t you need permission, Zack? Don’t you understand how this works? Haven’t you figured it out yet?”

“You’re trying to train me.”

“Trying?” Mia asked. “Sweetie, I’m succeeding. Just look at yourself. You’re already collared and on your hands and knees. You know where you belong, don’t you? You belong at the end of my leash.”

When they first met, it would have been impossible for Mia to imagine anything like this. But right then and there, it felt so natural. “And guess what? You’re always going to be mine. You belong to me now. That’s what you promised back in the stocks, and I’m going to make you keep your word. You don’t get to break your promises, Zack.”

Standing up, she turned around to face the door.

Still holding onto his leash, she tugged and she stepped across the threshold and turned on the light.

Illumination slashed through the darkness, turning everything bright. At first, he kept his eyes on the floor, so he only saw the white carpet. But then, he looked up, and his breath caught in his throat.

What was this place? What had she built?

The answer became frustratingly apparent as he looked around. To his immediate right, he saw the a small cage. Black thick bars, it looked like it could hold any animal, but Zack already knew that he would spend time in there. Up ahead, he saw a piece of furniture that looked like an X. Constructed with solid wood, it was padded, and came with straps at each end. Then there was the bench right in front of him.

“What is this place? What is this stuff?”

“This is where I’m going to be taming you every night, Zack. After I come home from my classes or my job or whatever, I’m going to make sure that you remember your place. In this room, I will show you just how obedient you can be. I’m going to wear you down a little bit at a time until you acknowledge my authority.”

“I’ve already done that!” The Zack protested.

“What you say and what you are, sadly, are two different things. And that’s why you need this. That’s why I made sure to get this apartment just for us. This plenty of room here for me to train you. It’s not like back in my dorm.” She smirked, thinking of how much progress they had made with just a bed.

Now she looked around the room and imagined what else she might be able to accomplish. Loosening his leash and granting him just a few more feet of slack, she strolled over to the opposite wall and examined the various items there.

When he followed her with his gaze, his breath caught once again. This room didn’t simply come equipped with cages and specialty furniture. Instead, the shelf was adorned with dozens of different toys. There were whips, crops, and paddles. His body clenched up even as he just saw them.

“Oh, are you getting scared?” Mia asked, although she already knew the truth.

“What, what is this?”

“Think of it as your own private dungeon, a place where I can tease you and torment you just a little bit every night.”

He shook his head from side to side, and he started to stand up.

“No,” she commanded, her voice stepping out onto the air. In that single syllable, she carried enough authority to make him freeze. Still on his knees, he stopped. He looked around, like he couldn’t figure out what he needed to do.

“Down,” she ordered.

He lowered himself back onto his knuckles as well. Braced on all fours now, he stared into the floor, probably wondering what would happen next.

She was about to show him.

Mia picked out her favorite item.

“I’m going to be honest with you, Zack. Part of me hoped that I would never actually have to bring you in here. I had this entire speech prepared where I would bring you up to the threshold, and then I would tell you all about the kinds of games we could play. I hoped that would be enough to keep you in line. But clearly, that’s not the case. Just think about how badly you have behaved tonight.”

Eyes wide, he looked up at her. The tears started to gather in his vision, yet he still continued, “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m sorry I went out tonight.”

“You still haven’t told me why,” she said.

Zack made a promise to himself. He wouldn’t tell her.

His girlfriend had to accept the fact that he just needed to get out for a little while. He had never been entirely comfortable with the chokers or the new regulations, so she would believe him, right?

More importantly, as long as he could hold onto that secret, then he would be able to maintain some tiny semblance of independence. He wouldn’t be completely enslaved if he could keep that to himself.

“Why did you out tonight? What were you trying to do?”

And when a Zack really thought about it, he needed to hide himself from the truth because it was simply embarrassing. Seriously, he had risked so much to go out tonight with Devon, and what would have been accomplished? Nothing. There was no grand conspiracy, no chemical manipulation. He couldn’t blame his subservience on some magical compound the women had concocted to control him or anyone else.

“Mistress,” he said, doing his best to sound deferential. “I already told you. I just wanted to go out.”

She tugged on his leash. He felt the collar around his throat. The leather dug down into the back of his neck as she applied that pressure.

“I know that you already lied to me, and you’re going to pay for that, but I still want to know the truth.”

“I told you the truth!”

“Strip.”

At this point, he could have tried to rebel again. Maybe he could have held out for a few seconds, but he glanced over at the wall of implements, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to resist. So he acquiesced, giving her what she wanted. He took off his shirt, his pants, shoes, socks, and boxers. He pulled off every thread of clothing until he was completely naked.

The only item he still wore was his collar, the symbol of his subjugation and obedience to this woman.

“It’s nice to know that you can follow orders, at least when I’m in the room,” she said with a little chuckle.

“Please, Mistress, I just want to be an obedient boy for you. I’m sorry I went out without permission. That was wrong. I messed up.”

“Yes, you did. You messed up very badly,” she said with a nod. “But there’s a problem.”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“I still don’t believe you.”

Spinning fast enough to make her hair bounce against her shoulders, Mia turned around and marched over to the St. Andrew’s Cross. Along the way, she yanked viciously on his collar, prompting him to scurry after her. Crawling on his hands and knees, he felt more like an animal than a man. But that was precisely what she wanted for him.

Once he made it back to her feet, she reached down and looped a finger into the ring dangling from his collar. She pulled hard, and he recognized the unspoken order for what it was. Naked and obedient, he stood, only to feel her hand on his chest as she shoved him against the polished wood.

She grabbed his arms and pulled them up toward the shackles. Each one was padded leather. She pulled them tight, so the material rubbed along his wrists.

“Now your legs,” she said, spreading those as well. Another set of restraints looped around his ankles. And when she was done, she looked at him.

“How do you feel?”

This time, he didn’t need to try to lie. “Vulnerable.”

“Good. That’s exactly how you’re supposed to feel.”

Then she did something that he didn’t expect.

She reached up, her fingers brushing along his shoulder before she found the clasp near the back of his neck. Dropping his head down to make it easier for her, he felt her touch along his neck. Then the collar loosened, and she pulled it off altogether.

What was this, some kind of trick? A trap?

“I haven’t raised my voice at all, Zack, but you need to understand something. I’m very, very upset about your behavior tonight.”

“I know. I’m sorry,” he said, doing his best to sound appropriately humble, just as he had been taught in his classes.

It wasn’t good enough. It wasn’t anywhere near good enough.

With just a glance, he could still see the anger simmering behind her eyes.

“No, you’re not, but you will be.”

Reaching down into her pocket, she pulled something out. Letting it dangle from her grip, he saw the silk scarf, only he didn’t know what it was for, not until she brought it up to his eyes. She tied it around his head, taking away his vision.

Then she stroked him, first is thigh, then his flank.

“How do you feel right now?”

“Powerless,” he said truthfully.

“You know, you could be wrong. You could always try to get up or to get away. Who knows? Maybe you would succeed.”

Breathing out slowly between his lips, he quickly figured out precisely what she wanted: a struggle. She wanted to see him fight and thrash against his bonds. Like so many other girls in Bella Springs, she yearned for a prince in peril.

Blindfolded, he did his best to suppress any look of chagrin or frustration as he pulled hard. He yanked down with both of his wrists. He felt the narrow chains tighten even as the padded leather dug down into his wrists.

Hot aggravation surged through his body, but he thrashed from side to side. Naked and helpless, he knew that his girlfriend was watching. She must have been enjoying every second of this. In spite of himself, he easily imagined the condescending look on her face. She would be smiling at him, reveling in each and every second of his powerlessness.

“Oh, you poor boy. You’re having some trouble, aren’t you?”

Gritting his teeth, he didn’t know what to say.

Instead, he kept fighting, pulling and wiggling until she reached down and stroked him, her fingertips gliding over the curves of his scrotum, up to the base of the shaft, all the way to its tip.

As the electric sensations coursed through his body, he froze.

“Boys, you’re always so easily manipulated,” she said. “You know, we talk about all these case studies in my Leadership classes. Again and again, men can be so easily manipulated.” He couldn’t see her, yet he still imagined her shaking her head with incredulity.

“Yes, you’re right. I’m sorry. I’m easily manipulated. I’m not as smart as you.”

“And now you’re just telling me what you think I want to hear. But don’t worry. Eventually, you are going to feel completely powerless.”

“Don’t I already?”

She leaned in and breathed against of the curves of his ear, “No.” Her breath was hot with that syllable. “Not yet. But you will.”

That’s when he felt it, the assault on his senses. She had blindfolded him, but Zack felt even more sensitive as her fingers played along his erection. She squeezed gently, just enough to make him pant. She sped his pulse, forcing him to enjoy every second of this.

“That’s right. I want to hear you pant just like a dog,” she said.

When she took her hand away, he did his best to not to grimace or flinch.

A moment later, that all changed because she smacked his bare leg. Her hand flew down, struck hard, and he did his best to ignore the pain.

Yet that was only a precursor, Zack knew. His girlfriend was angry. She was beyond incensed, so now her eyes blazed for a moment, revealing just a hint of what she was feeling.

“Zack,” she said his name, and it seemed to ripple with a combination of anger and disappointment. “Zack, I thought we had been making progress. I thought you were finally going to work with me. But look at you now. I really didn’t want to use this room. I thought it was going to be a threat. But I guess you’re just a boy, so you have trouble with good behavior, don’t you?”

“I’m sorry,” he repeated.

Those words seemed like the only possible answer.

“You’re not, not yet, but you will be,” she said.

Venting some more of her frustration, she struck down against his thigh. When her hand connected, he felt the flash of heat, the burst of pain. It cut down into him, each strike another reminder of her authority.

“You’re still not going to tell me what you were doing or where you went, are you?”

“I, I just went for a walk,” he said.

By this point, it felt as though he had to hang his weight from his arms. He didn’t have the strength to remain on his feet on his own.

“It’s a shame,” she said. “Tell me, how long do you think it’s going to take before the men of the city internalize their new status?”

Their new status. He remembered the article he had read only earlier that day.

The city council had voted unanimously to strip males of virtually every important right. As he thought about it, he was surprised that he was still allowed to keep his phone. It would have been easy to imagine women taking those away. The girls could have called them “a distraction” or “a bad influence”.

Breathing out slowly, he did his best to look into her eyes. After another moment, however, he had to look down, as though he felt truly guilty for what he had done.

“I don’t want to have a new status,” he said.

She reached up, grabbed his cheek, and pressed her nails down into his skin.

“I know,” she said simply.

“Then why are you doing this?”

“Because you need this. And because it’s time.”

When he pulled against his restraints, he didn’t to do it for her entertainment or amusement. On the contrary, Zack felt that primal need to try to escape. He did his best to flee. Tensing his muscles and pulling on those chains, he ripped at them with everything he possessed. The cords became taut, only nothing else changed. Whoever built the St. Andrew’s cross had done an excellent job.

He wasn’t going anywhere.

Still, a little smirk dashed her lips as she watched him try.

“Poor boy. You poor, poor boy.”

“You’re not going to get away with this. People are going to figure it out.”

“Sweetie, we haven’t been exactly subtle about this, especially the last few weeks. Collars? Revoking so-called rights?” She shook her head from side to side. “I don’t know exactly how everything is working, but it’s clear that in our city, we are a community, and we have the right to organize ourselves however we want. If that means that men need to be owned, that’s fine. That’s our prerogative.”

Parting his lips, Zack wanted to argue. It sounded like she was talking to him as though they were equals. And yet, he still couldn’t come up with any good reason for why she was wrong or why Bella Springs would fail.

Cold rose inside of his chest as he thought about the very real possibility that these women had succeeded and would continue to do so.

As he looked up the thoughts sank in, she turned around and walked back over to the shelves. She picked out another collar, and she carried it in one hand. Coming back, she ordered him to bow his head down.

Rather than challenge her, he obeyed.

As far Zack was concerned, there wasn’t any difference from one choker to another, one collar to another. They were all humiliating. If she had a preference, then fine.

He was very naïve like that.

“You see, you know how to behave,” she said as she pulled off his first collar. She tossed it down onto the floor where it landed with a thump.

“Yes. I know how to behave. Please, that means you can let me go now. I’m going to be good for you, Mistress. I will be obedient. I will follow all of your commands,” he promised. Each sentence came out, quick and determined.

And yet, she didn’t seem to care. Mia stroked his cheek again. “Sweetie, I don’t believe you. And that’s why I’m going to have to use this on you.”

Lifting up the new collar, she wrapped it around his neck, clasped it at the side of his throat, and then she stepped back.

“So it’s a choker, just like the others,” he said. In spite of himself, Zack could still hear that little tremble of fear ripple through his words. He didn’t want to sound scared. He didn’t want to be intimidated…but this girl had power.

“It’s not just any choker,” she said. “It’s designed as a training collar.”

“What?”

“You know how dogs sometimes need the special bark collars?”

Zack stared at her, uncomprehending.

Mia, however, seemed to enjoy herself. She reveled in the explanation. “Oh, I guess you’ve never had a dog. So let me tell you how this works. Sometimes you get a four-legged friend, and you really like him, but he barks too much, so you need to get him a bark collar. Basically, this is a specialized collar with a battery in some electrodes. Whenever the dog disobeys or makes too much noise, you give him a little shock.”

The words sank in, and the Zack wanted to reach out to tear the stupid thing off. “In case you didn’t notice, your new collar comes with a lock. You’re not going to take it off, not ever, not without my permission anyway.” To prove her point, she held up something small and pinched it right between two fingers.

It looked like a brass key.

With a nervous gulp, he wanted to feel around the leather band. He didn’t know whether or not a padlock actually held the two ends together.

They did. Zack didn’t even have to check. Despite the urge, he knew that his girlfriend wouldn’t bluff with something like this. After all, she didn’t really need to.

“And in addition to the key, your collar comes with something else, something very, very special.”

Reaching into her pocket, she took out a controller. “When I first heard about these, I thought they were going to be cruel and unnecessary. I might still be right about the first part, but I was obviously wrong about the second.”

“No,” Zack stammered out. “You weren’t wrong! You don’t need to do this. Please, you can train me. You’ve already made so much progress!”

“Where did you go tonight?”

“I just want out!” Zack tried to lie again.

That was a mistake.

His girlfriend didn’t believe him. With a click of her tongue, she shook her head, “Nope. I’m not convinced. But maybe you will be able to convince me after you have twitched a little bit.”

Twitched? He meant to ask, only she held up the controller, pressed one of the four buttons, and that’s when he felt it. A zap of electricity sizzled through his body, starting at his throat and bouncing along every inch of skin he possessed.

Exactly as she said, he twitched, bucking against the restraints, only they held him to the wooden X.

That first shock of electricity felt like a smack across his entire body. But then it stopped, and he fell forward again. Hanging from his shackles, he licked his lips and tried to figure out what to say to her.

Mia had something else in mind, however. She touched her hand to the underside of his chin and forced him to look at her. “Where did you go last night?”

This time, he didn’t bother trying to lie. With a shake of his head, he simply said, “No. I’m, I’m not going to tell you!” He hissed out those last couple of words and it felt so good. After all, he wanted to show this girl that he couldn’t be controlled or owned or tamed. All of her vaunted ideologies would mean nothing if his will didn’t break.

That’s why she lifted up the controller pushed the button three more times in quick succession.

His existence morphed. At one moment, he felt like a young man shackled to a piece of furniture. In the next, he became nothing but a bundle of nerves, each one crying out as his girlfriend disciplined him for his disobedience.

When the pain dissipated, he couldn’t think clearly, not until she touched the controller to the underside of his chin. She forced him to look up into her eyes. As he did so, he saw her resolve and determination. This girl wouldn’t give up.

“Where did you go last night?” Mia asked again.

If he admitted the truth, he knew that he would be in more trouble.

She caressed his neck, then his chest with the controller. At any moment, she could push those buttons again, unleashing a flurry of pain. Instead, she caressed him, dragging the smooth curves down his body. With her other hand, she cupped his balls. Light, teasing caresses made sure his erection persisted.

Then she squeezed him, gently working him to an orgasm.

“Pleasure and pain,” she said. “Those are the tools I get to use a break you, Zack.”

“Why? Why do you want to break me?”

He expected her to back down, to stammer out something guiltily. Instead, she looked right at him. She touched her forehead to his and said very truthfully, “Because it feels so good. Zack, do you know what it’s like to be a woman? There’s always that little bit of uncertainty. You can’t walk outside late at night. You have to worry that if you do or say the wrong thing, you’ll attract the wrong kind of attention. It’s corrosive and disgusting, and I’m sick of it.”

“But those things, they are not my fault!”

“No, sweetie, they aren’t. You’ve always been a nice guy.” Those words almost sounded conciliatory, only his girlfriend wasn’t going to back down. She had adopted a new ideology, and she wouldn’t give it up, not even for the boy she loved. “But this isn’t about fault. This is about creating a newer, better world.”

“But you’re trying to domesticate me,” he said, only to flinch because he used that word and it made him sound like a pet.

Mia continued to stroke his genitals, forcing him to moan with potential pleasure. “That’s right. I want to domesticate you, sweetie. I want to try something new. That’s what this entire place is all about. Tell me, where did you go tonight?”

“No. I’m not, I’m not going to say it,” he insisted.

She stepped back, lifted the controller, and she pushed the button one, two, three, four, five, six, seven times. Each time she tapped it, excruciating electricity jabbed into his body, making him cry out. Eventually, his lungs ran out of oxygen, and he wheezed pathetically instead.

“How do you feel?”

“It…it hurts,” he said.

“Oh, I’m sure it does.” Neither sympathy nor pity tainted her answer.

“So, where were you? Why did you decide to wander out without permission?”

This time, he didn’t say the obvious: he didn’t tell her he shouldn’t need permission.

“You poor boy. You still don’t understand how this works. But don’t worry. I know you’re slow. I know you’re a boy, but I’m going to teach you. I’m going to make sure you learn how authority works.”

“I, I already know,” he insisted.

She lifted the controller, pressed the button, and another flash of pain exploded through his body. It darted along his flesh, making him clench and cry out at the same time.

“You know why I did that?” Mia asked.

Helpless, he shook his head as though he had no other choice. By this point, his eyes shined.

“I did that because it’s good for you. I did that because this is exactly what you need.”

“I, I don’t understand.”

Mia nodded slowly. “I know. And that’s why I’m doing this. I’m teaching you, Zack. I’m domesticating you.”

Rather than answer, he simply gulped, feeling some of the tension relax from his body.

Only then she reached down between his legs, and she started to touch him again. Her fingers moved along the contours of his shaft, making sure that he stayed hard.

Of course, Zack didn’t want to enjoy any part of this. Even as he felt some of his defiance drain away, he needed to hold on. But could he?

No.

Back in the stocks, he had been broken. It would happen here again. Mia knew it, and Zack was just starting to figure it out.

“Please, just let me go. Please, I’m not going to bother you. I’ll be good.” He made any promise he could think of. He would have said anything. And yet, Zack still held onto his secret. He didn’t admit where he had gone or what he had done. He didn’t tell his girlfriend about what their plans had been.

But of course, there was no special chemical, no magical compound that the women of the city were using on the men.

He had to face the simple fact that boys could be manipulated. The males of the city, based on simple social engineering, had surrendered virtually every right and privilege they once enjoyed. Somehow, they had been retrained as slaves.

Only Zack and maybe a few others still held out hope.

But as he looked up at his girlfriend, he realized something. Mia wasn’t going to give up. This was a personal project for her.

“I’m going to tame you,” she said with a another slow nod. “I’m going to make sure that you learn your place. You’re going to feel good about it, Zack. You’re going to be grateful for it.”

He tried to shake his head, only she gripped his chin, squeezed, and then she leaned in. She started to kiss him, her lips firm against his even as her hand moved up and down the length of his shaft. He started to moan again.

Then she stepped back, her eyes sparkled with amusement, and she pushed the button again.

Zack didn’t even get the chance to brace himself.

Another explosion of pain wiped away every other thought.

The agony overwhelmed him as he thrashed against his bonds.

“I went out with Devon!”

“Poor boy. I’m going to ask you why in a little while. But right now, I think it’s important for you to think about what you’ve done.”

As she tapped her controller, Mia quickly lost count of how many times she pressed to that button. Instead, she just watched as her boyfriend bucked and thrashed helplessly, his shaft wagging from side to side as he tried to escape the collar around his neck.

When his twitching finally ceased, she touched him. She put her hand over his heart, she could feel it pounding seriously. His head drooped down, but this time she just talked to him. Mia had a pretty good understanding of exactly what he had experienced. Obviously, she was a girl, so she had never been punished like that, yet she could still imagine the torment. She could understand how he had stopped thinking, so her voice would be the only coherent words echoing behind his eyes and between his ears.

“Zack, you’re a good boy, and you have the potential to be an amazing slave. I love you so much, and that’s why I want to break you. I want to turn you into my obedient plaything, my good boy, my slave. And there’s nothing wrong with that. You can work hard and be the best slave you can possibly be. Doesn’t that sound nice?” Mia didn’t give him the opportunity to think about it or to answer. After all, she was the woman in their relationship, so it was her responsibility to teach him and to make sure he learned. “I’m going to give you everything you need, Zack. I’m going to make sure that you behave yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

With his head still fallen forward and his eyes closed, he said exactly what she wanted to hear, only this wasn’t some attempt at placating her. That would have required a degree of strategy, something Zack no longer possessed.

His thoughts buzzed with the helpless desire to please his owner.

It happened before.

It would happen again.

Or maybe the sensation would never go away. Perhaps he would be determined to please his Mistress forever and always.

Zack couldn’t know, but then he felt the restraints give way. Only a few seconds later, he fell forward, and she grabbed him by his collar. She tugged and led him toward the small bed. He fell back down, bouncing against the mattress. Then she climbed up on top of him, straddled him, and pinned him.

If he thought he was going to get away, he was wrong. She pulled out another set of restraints, only she waited.

Obediently and automatically, he lifted his hands, allowing her to encircle his wrists with another set of shackles.

“That’s right. There’s a good boy.”

She lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and then she shoved his head down into the mattress right before she straddled his face.

“Do a good job, and you might not need to be punished,” she said. “Unless I punish you just because I feel like it.”

He realized that was her prerogative. If she decided to discipline him, she could do it. She didn’t need a reason. She would never need any reason…

That was just one part of the lesson he needed to learn.

“I’m going to ask you again,” she said as she positioned her slit right above his mouth. “But right now, you are going to serve me. I’ve been punishing you, and you’re going to show me just how grateful you are. You’re going to demonstrate that I am the authority in our relationship, and that I always will be. You know why?”

Zack didn’t say anything.

He could already smell her excitement, he felt the heat radiate from her body down to his mouth and his cheeks and the tip of his nose.

She was above him in every sense.

“That collar does more than just shock you, Zack. It is also GPS enabled, so I get to track you wherever you go. It’s locked on, and I’m not taking it off of you. That’s going to be the symbol of our relationship. Doesn’t that sound nice?” She smiled to herself. “Lick.”

Obediently, he raised his head, and he glided his tongue over her wet slit. He moved his lips and mouth as he worked, raising his face so that he could get into the proper position to please her.

“Want to hear something funny? Your collar is a prototype. I didn’t think I was going to have to use it on you, but I guess that was my mistake. I gave you too much freedom. Don’t worry. I’m not going to make that mistake again. If you want to continue your college classes, you’ll have to beg for the opportunity. You have to show me that, in your collar, you can behave yourself. You think you can do that? Or should you just stay home and take care of my things for me?”

She rode his face slowly, moving her hips up and down. She impaled herself on his firm yet giving tongue. As she talked, the pleasure continued to cascade through her body, building up.

“Wow, you feel so good. I love having you on your back, Zack. And just think. I’m going to have sex with you, and then I’m going to lock you in chastity.”

He squeaked with dismay.

“What? Did you think that after all of your bad behavior, I would just let you go unpunished?”

At some other place or time, Zack might have pointed out the electroshocks, only he was being tamed, so he didn’t contradict his owner. He wouldn’t and couldn’t because this girl knew how to tame him.

“No,” he said, giving her what she wanted.

“No, I can’t let you go unpunished. I need to make sure that you learn your place,” she told him, lowering her slit back down.

“Lick,” she continued.

“Zack, I want you to tell me what you tried to do tonight. I want you to tell me all about it. But first, you need to ask permission to tell me. You need to beg for the opportunity. And if I don’t like your answers, I’m going to have to make it hurt again. I don’t want to do that, but I will because it’s for your own good. Yes, it is.”

Zack absorbed those words. They started to influence him. They affected him, drilling down into his psyche and seizing control.

She pulled away again.

“Please, Mistress, may I tell you about tonight? And may I apologize?”

“Not yet,” she said.

Careful not to touch them, she tapped the button on her controller again.

The shock blasted through his body. It made him gasp and flinch, but she still wasn’t done with him.

She lowered her pussy back down to his face, he raised his neck as much as he could, and he licked. Sliding his tongue up and down, he paid service to this girl.

“Women are the superior gender now. We’re in charge here. And I don’t think it’s going to be very long before we take control everywhere. It will start in the city, it will move out to the state, then the country. Little by little, we are going to spread out. Men are tired, I think, Zack. You guys have been in charge for such a long time, you have fought so hard. Do not think you’re going to be able to win. Now, you aren’t. And you know why?”

She lowered herself down another quarter inch. His tongue buried itself deep in her crevice, licking and worshiping her just the way she liked. The pleasure mounted, getting her closer and closer to an orgasm.

At any moment, she could have let go and allowed the pleasure to burst through her body, to rush along her skin, to bring her to those heights of ecstasy. Instead, she remained poised right above his face.

At some other university, he would have used his mouth to speak, to answer questions, and to get an education as he learned to control the world around him. But now, his lips and tongue became an instrument of her pleasure and her satisfaction.

This was just the way she liked it.

Even if Mia hadn’t known what she wanted to be, before arriving at the school, she knew now.

“That’s right,” she said. “Men are tired of being in charge. You don’t have what it takes to rule, not anymore. You need to be obedient now. You need to do as you’re told.”

She lifted herself up, and she let the question hang on the air.

Like a well-trained slave, he answered correctly, “Yes Mistress. You’re right. I don’t have what it takes to rule. I’m not a woman. I don’t have the authority or the power or the strength to be in charge!”

“Where did you go tonight?”

“I went out, and I tried to help someone perform some tests on the reservoir water. We thought maybe there was some kind of chemical or something in the drinking water.”

“Really?” She sounded incredulous, like she didn’t really believe him.

That’s when her slave boy envisioned the worst possible scenario, one where she might decide to start shocking him again until he might tell her the “truth,” only he had already done it, so he didn’t have anything else he could possibly give her.

But then, she cocked her head to the side, smiled down at him, and she tried again, “So let me get this straight. You went off to the reservoir, sneaking out against curfew and without permission, and now here you are, getting punished? Is that what has happened to you, Zack?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“I guess you really do need to be punished then,” she said.

Positioning herself right between his legs, she pulled away. As his eyes locked onto the black controller in her hand, he watched her thumb to press the button.

He braced himself for a spike of agony.

It was worse than he remembered.

The electricity surged through his skin, jumping from the electrodes positioned around his neck. The pain and power flowed through his body, shooting in an instant. In spite of the speed, each blast seemed to take forever.

This time, she didn’t let her thumb relax. She held down the button, making sure that the electricity continued to stab into her slave boy. He had a lesson to learn, after all.

Zack thrashed about, helpless and tormented from one moment into the next as time disappeared along with any sense of self he may have once possessed.

Eventually, the agony came to an end. He was panting without realizing what he was doing. His heart thundered in his chest, but he didn’t have any control over that either.

Clenching his eyes shut, he waited for the residual pain to dissipate. It happened, eventually.

“Keep your mouth shut, slave,” she commanded as she climbed up on top of him. Mounting her boy, she lowered herself down onto his tumescent member. Despite the onslaught, he remained hard. The male body is a funny thing like that, which probably demonstrated its need to surrender to a woman like her.

Mia took him, enveloping his cock between her legs. Her body, wet and firm, slid along his shaft.

He fluttered his eyes open, but he still didn’t say anything for the simple reason that she had ordered him to be silent.

At this moment, Zack looked up. He blinked back the tears as their eyes met. In that moment, he realized the kinds of mistakes he had made. He had tried to act on his own. He had tried to defy her authority.

In science classes, back in high school, he had learned that there were natural processes that govern to the universe. But maybe there were structures, hierarchies, and other systems he needed to obey. Things weren’t random; maybe, as a boy, he needed to cling to this girl and follow her commands.

For once, there was no rebellion, and no reluctance.

He wanted to tell her what he had learned, but he resisted the urge because he needed to be obedient.

This felt a little bit like his time in the stocks, only it was so much more powerful. It seemed to wash through every atom within his body.

He was a slave, a boy, and he belonged to his girlfriend. She had locked him in a collar, and now she had sex with him because it pleased her. Mia could do whatever she liked. She could punish him or reward him, tease him or humiliate him, and he didn’t get to argue or resist.

This was slavery; this was his life.

“You’re going to be such a good boy for me,” she said as she started to rise and fall, rubbing her body against his.

He remained in place until she looked down at him. “Struggle. Show me just how helpless you really are.”

She hadn’t given him permission to speak, so he didn’t make the attempt. Instead, he began to tug, pull, and fight the bonds, knowing full well that he would always end up shackled on his back.

That was his place.

That was where he belonged.

The surrender enveloped him entirely as she leaned down and put her hands on his shoulders. His muscles continued to tense and flex as he bucked against the restraints, only his arms and legs couldn’t go anywhere.

More to the point, she enjoyed the way he thrust upwards, a shaft going deep into her pussy. “It feels good. I feel so good. I almost like it when you try to fight. But you’re not going to do that anymore, are you?”

She asked a question. That probably counted as permission. His lips trembled, but he didn’t know whether or not he should speak.

With a little chuckle, she said, “answer me.”

“Yes, Mistress! I’m not going to try to fight anymore! I finally, finally learned my lesson.”

“Such a good boy,” she said, leaning down and kissing him. Just like that, she took the ability to speak. More importantly, she made it impossible for him to try to defy her.

She rode him steadily, speeding up from moment to moment until it was time for his orgasm. After everything he had endured, his body shuddered along his entire length. He cried out, arching his back as he lifted his pelvis as high as he could.

“Good boy,” she said, pulling away.

Still mostly dressed, she reached over and grabbed a couple of tissues. She wiped him down.

“You know what comes next, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

As he uttered those two words, they didn’t feel theatrical like any kind of performance. Instead, they were a natural expression of how he needed to behave.

“Ask for it.”

Zack anticipated some surge of defiance, just as it had happened so many times before. But with the shock collar locked around his neck, he knew that another layer of enslavement would be good, especially because it was what his Mistress wanted for him.

“Please, Mistress, would you lock me in chastity?”

“You want me to own you? You want me to have total control over your body? Is that it?”

“I want you to control me,” he said, knowing full well that she had trained him for this. Enough punishment made it easy to surrender.

“Only because you asked so nicely,” Mia said with a grin.

She opened up her dresser drawer, pulled out the chastity belt. This wasn’t the simple kind of cage many of the other boys wore. No, this one had the cock locked, only it was attached to a leather belt, one reinforced with a metal band. This way, he would have no chance of taking it off. Even if he pulled out a chainsaw or something, he would not be able to free himself. He wouldn’t get access to his boy parts, which made sense, because it belonged to her now.

“Up,” she said.

At first, Zack didn’t understand what she expected from him. Then he raised his buttocks, and she slid the belt around his waist, bringing the cage down over his genitals. She secured them, sliding them into the tube and making sure all of the connections were tight. This way, even if he tried to take the belt off, he wouldn’t be able to. He would be so frustrated, she thought with a grin.

At some point, Zack would probably make the attempt. She almost wished she could be there for it.

Oh well.

With the click of the lock, she secured him in his belt. Then she looked down at him. “Mine,” she said simply.


Chapter 18:

Matthew O’Reilly had once hoped that people would fight back. Specifically, he thought there would come some point where men would rise up. And sure, there were a couple of small protests, but they never went anywhere. For one reason, the term “men’s rights” usually meant something sexist and misogynistic online. Consequently, no one took any of those movements seriously.

Worse, the security forces in Bella Springs were quite efficient, shutting down any major gathering.

So things proceeded along, step-by-step. He watched as the city received a special dispensation from both state and Federal authorities. More and more, the national government and the rest of the world, seemed to decide that the city could do whatever it wanted. It helped that Stacey Farber had powerful connections in Washington DC.

When she was willing to donate money to almost any reelection campaign, she opened doors.

Still, Matthew could hope.

But now, he looked down at the latest set of regulations.

He could hardly believe them. He kept reading and rereading the words, thinking that there had to be some kind of error.

1. Citizenship: All females are equal Citizens under the law and gifted at birth with the inalienable right to life, liberty, and ownership of property. Males are not granted Citizenship, but must at all times be claimed by a female Citizen. If their Citizen is in any way incapacitated, the ownership of the male can be transferred by her to another Citizen by Contract of Sublimation. In the absence of a Contract, ownership of the male reverts to the State, and the male property reverts to their care to auction or put into State Service.

2. Education: Male children entering school will be enrolled in a service track separate from female children. The only interaction between the male and female children will be conducted at meal times, when the male children will be expected to serve females and act in accordance with the females' wishes at that time. Male children at home are relegated to the care of a manny and trained on domestic tasks suitable to their age, as well as serving any female siblings, who will have authority over them and the manny secondary to their Mother's. Female children must reach majority age before they can assume direct Ownership of a male.  

3. Conduct: All male names will remain lowercase at all times. All males must address any Citizen they encounter by one of a list of approved honorifics. Failure to address a Citizen properly will result in correctional action of the Citizen's choice. All male property must obey the commands of any Citizen, except where they conflict with those of his Owning Citizen. In case of such conflict, males must ask for correctional action instead of completing the conflicting request. 

4. Property: All males are subject to the ownership of their primary female Citizen and subject to her authority at all times. A Citizen may transfer ownership of a male by Contract to another Citizen at any time, at which point the male will become registered property of the other Citizen. All male property must be registered with the State, and all males must wear the tag of their owning Citizen. Citizens will be taxed on their male property in accordance with State law.  

Just like before, Naomi had made her feelings on the subject very clear. “Vote for them.”

She had said those words when he first brought the proposal home. Yes, he lived with her, following her commands at all times.

As with many other households, Matthew had moved in with his Mistress. She had made it clear that if he refused, he would need to be punished. It might even be a public spectacle, and when he agreed, she rewarded him. Of course, an orgasm only lasted so long.

Even so, he couldn’t help himself. Constantly seduced by that beautiful woman, he gave her anything and everything she craved.

As the vote came up, Matthew had no choice. “All in favor?”

As the only man on the City Counsel, he raised his hand along with the other women. Once again, stripping men of their rights had unanimous support of the elected officials.


Epilogue:

I wasn’t sure was possible. When I first set out to build an entire city, I didn’t really know whether or not it could happen. Sure, plenty of business titans have gone forward and attempted to radically alter some facet of society. Billionaires can set their sights on diseases, social injustices, and other problems. They can try to throw money at those issues, solving them one way or another.

But I wanted to do something different.

When I first read the work of Naomi Alder, I wasn’t really sure what to think.

While I had gone to college, I wasn’t in academician; I wasn’t a scholar. Instead, I had always focused my ambition on practical concerns and altering the world in tangible ways. I didn’t exist in a strictly intellectual milieu.

But as my eyes moved along each line of text, I found myself compelled to try this.

She built the framework for a new society, one built upon the idea of female supremacy. In theory, the idea should have been absolutely insane, but one facet continued to stick out to me.

So many societies have existed for literally thousands of years based on male supremacy. Perhaps this was based on biological differences. Maybe not. Perhaps a couple of guys, at the right time, decided to take control, and a tradition was formed.

I’m not an anthropologist, so I couldn’t know one way or the other. But I was certain that muscle matters a lot less now. Instead, everything is based off of knowledge and money. So I took my wealth, and I channeled it into one project. I risked everything.

And it worked.

Of course, there are still the debates that flareup online, and some people argue that I’ve gone too far. Many more think that slavery should be illegal, but men don’t really need all the rights they’ve enjoyed for so long. Just as importantly, if you hire the right kind of people, you can turn any argument online into a terrible mess.

When things get messy, people decide to walk away. Besides, who is going to stand around and argue that men need more freedom?

For so long, they had every advantage. In my city, being a male is a disadvantage. That’s new, so it’s going to take a lot to fight this idea, especially because so many women enjoy it.

They might not realize it yet, but they soon get a taste for power.

Bella Springs started out as something unique, but now women are taking over other city councils, legislative bodies, and governorships. Let’s see what happens. Let’s see if female supremacy spreads.

You can probably guess what I believe will happen.


Male Disadvantage, Number 1

William was tired of using cash. Like so many other people, he was much more comfortable with a credit card, but he found the major providers weren’t actually accepted in most of the local shops. He didn’t know exactly why this happened, but he just assumed it had something to do with the fee structures or corporate politics.

Whatever, he didn’t really care.

After he complained, one of the local shopkeepers suggested that he get a credit card from the bank. There was a branch just down the street, so he walked over.

As he went inside, he noticed something. There was only one male teller. The other three employees were all female. For some reason, this sent a little thrill of fear running down his spine. It was hardly noticeable, but it was there anyway.

He signed his name on the waiting list and took a seat.

Playing on his phone, he hardly noticed as two other patrons, both women, came in and sat down in the waiting area. They glanced in his direction, smirking back at one another. It was like they shared some kind of secret.

William did his best to ignore all of this.

Eventually, one of the female bankers came over to the list and scanned it over.

“Patricia?” asked the young lady. She wore black framed glasses, and she had her blonde hair pulled back into a severe ponytail. In her skirt and blouse, she looked very professional.

William glanced around, only to be surprised when one of the other two customers got up.

William knew with absolute certainty that he had arrived first, but the banker wasn’t interested in talking to him at the moment. William had to tell himself that it had something to do with the reason for his visit. Maybe get a customer had a quick question or perhaps they knew each other. But if that was the case, then why did the banker have to call out Patricia’s name?

Different possibilities popped into his head, but he refused to think about them. Other people went on and on about their various conspiracy theories, but he wouldn’t allow himself to get overly emotional. He knew that if he got upset, that would only lead to trouble.

Another banker, this time a girl with dark red hair, went over to the sign in sheet. Straightening his back, William got ready to leap up onto his feet. Of course, it was going to be his turn next.

“Maria?”

William felt something inside of him tense. This wasn’t fair.

The other customer got up and walked to one of the small alcoves where they could conduct their business.

William glanced down at his phone and considered whether or not he should allow himself to get distracted again. He waited several more seconds. The seconds turned into a minute or two. Deciding that he wasn’t going to put up with this, he walked over to one of the tellers.

“Excuse me,” he said. “I’ve been waiting for a little while, and I was wondering when you might have someone who could talk to me.” His civil tone belied the frustration he felt simmering at his core.

The teller, the only male employee, glanced around, “I’m very sorry about that, sir, but I’m sure that someone will be around to help you in a moment.”

William took his seat. Another customer came by.

She was also called up before him.

Finally, one of the bankers came back, and she glanced down at the list. For a second, he thought he saw her smirk or frown. Her expression was hard to read, she glanced up. He was the only customer waiting now. “William?”

“That’s me,” he said, feeling a little hint of relief.

They walked back to her desk, and she sat down. “William, that’s an interesting name. Would you like me to call you something like Will or maybe Billy?” There was definitely something condescending in her voice, like she thought he was a little kid or something.

“William is fine,” he said.

“Okay,” she replied, apparently unaware of the potential insult. “What can I do for a nice boy like you?”

The banker couldn’t have been more than two or three years older than him, but she still spoke down to him like he was some kid.

Despite the bristling he felt, he told himself that he wasn’t going to get upset or overly emotional. “I’m about to graduate from college, and I decided it was time for me to get my own credit card. I hear that you guys offer good rates.”

“We do,” she said. “So here. This is an application you’re going to need you to fill out. If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask. Okay? It’s really not a big deal if there’re some parts you don’t understand. Ernie can help with them.” She leveled her eyes on him, like she thought he was going to try to fake his way through an exam.

“I’m sure I’ll be fine,” he said.

“Whatever you say, sweetie,” she replied.

William grabbed one of the pens and started to fill out the different sections. One line after another was boring and predictable. They wanted name, address, income from last year, and other random pieces of data. Then he came upon a section he didn’t quite know what to do with...”For male customers, please list the contact information of a female relative.”

The banker, a woman named Genevieve, sat there and kept her eyes on her computer screen. With the monitor turned away from William, he couldn’t tell what she was doing, but she seemed focused as she typed away.

“Excuse me,” he said.

“Yes?”

“Why do you need information about a female relative?”

“Oh, that,” she said, waving one hand dismissively. “It’s not really a big deal, but our actuarial specialists have determined that boys are less likely to pay back some of their debts, so we find it helpful if we can get a reference.”

“You only do that for the men?”

“That’s right. We only do it for the boys,” she replied. “But don’t worry about it. I’m sure a nice guy like you won’t have any trouble getting someone to sign off on your credit card.”

“Like who?”

“I don’t know,” replied Genevieve like this really wasn’t a big deal. “You could always use your mom or your girlfriend, maybe a sister. If you get really desperate, a female friend would suffice.” She made it sound like very helpful advice.

“I’m about to graduate from college, and I’m going to get a good job. I shouldn’t need someone to sign off. Besides, it’s not like I have messed up credit or anything. I always pay my bills on time.”

“I’m sure all of that’s true,” she said, her tone loaded with condescension, “That is  company policy, and I’m sorry, honey, but there’s nothing I can do.”

William glared at her.

“Can I talk your manager?”

“Are you sure you want to do that? You’re just going to make a fuss and embarrass yourself,” she replied.

William felt the color drain away from his face. He had never been treated like this before. Sure, he had encountered arrogant women before. Hell, he had dealt with guys who had inflated opinions of themselves, but the brazenness of this woman made him want to get up and leave.

But then, their small city only had one local bank. He could have gotten any number of credit cards from the national companies, but what would be the point if none of the local merchants accepted those cards?

“I would like to talk your manager,” William said, keeping his voice level.

“Okay. Wait here for a moment,” she said, just barely rolling her eyes.

As she got up, William tapped his fingers against the armrest.

A few seconds later, Genevieve came back, only now there was another woman wearing a black dress. She was also blonde, and she had her hair tied up in a bun. She looked a little bit more mature than Genevieve, but she was probably just another year or two older than her subordinates. She was still very attractive and she struck William as the kind of woman who probably spent a lot of time in sales.

“Hello, Billy,” said the woman. “My name is Jacqueline, and I’m the branch manager. What’s all the fuss about?”

“I’ve been told that I have to have some kind of reference,” he said.

Now that there were two women staring down at him, he felt like a petulant child. At the same time, he started to wonder if this was really a big deal. Did his feelings actually make sense?

Yes!

He didn’t need someone to sign off on his paperwork, especially if they would have given the same credit card to a woman in his place.

“That’s correct,” Jacqueline said. “All of our new male account holders need to have a female sign off. I know, it sounds silly, but this is really for your own protection. You wouldn’t want to get yourself in trouble, would you?”

“This is garbage,” he said.

“Please, don’t raise your voice with us,” Genevieve instructed.

“I’m not raising my voice,” William replied.

“It sounds like you’re getting upset. Billy, would you like us to get you a cup of water or something?” The way Jacqueline spoke, it sounded like she was dealing with a kid again. Not only that, they kept messing up his name!

“William. My name is William,” he said.

“Right,” Genevieve said, adopting a tone that made it abundantly clear she couldn’t have cared any less.

“If you like, I can go through the paperwork with you, but it’s all very complicated and boring.”

As these two women looked down at him, William finally understood. He wasn’t going to be able to win this. He could write his emails or go online and throw a tantrum, but no one was going to pay attention to him. This was a small bank, and they had their policy, and if he really didn’t want to follow their rules, he shouldn’t be their customer. People would tell him that this is capitalism at work.

Before he could get up, however, Jacqueline added, “It really does make a lot of sense. The math gets pretty difficult, so you may not want to worry about that part, but sometimes boys need to be watched a little bit more carefully. I mean, look at insurance companies. They’ve been charging men more for a very long time.”

William opened his mouth, only he couldn’t find his voice. He didn’t know what to say to that, especially because it had pretty much always been true.

According to insurance companies, teenage boys took more risks, so they needed to be charged more to compensate. They got into car crashes and sometimes made stupid decisions. That was true of every teenage male driver, but enough of them behaved badly that insurance companies would charge more. Sometimes a lot more.

William tensed his fingers against of the armrests.

“I understand,” he finally said, and something inside of his chest seemed to deflate. “Thank you for your time.”

“No problem,” Jacqueline said.

William, like many of the other single guys out there who didn’t want to rely on a woman, had to get up and walk out of the bank. As he started to leave, he tried to ignore the hot shame that simmered along the back of his neck and throughout the rest of his body. He was just a customer, but this felt so wrong!

His eyes actually began to water as he made his way toward the exit.

Before he could get through the automated doors, however, he heard his name again. “William!”

Genevieve. He glanced over his shoulder, and his eyes started to blur uncontrollably. He hated this. As his lower lip trembled, William told himself that it was just a stupid credit card. But was it? Maybe the credit card represented something more, something having to do with how society trusted him. He was about to graduate from college, get a real job, move out of the dorms, and get his own place. Things were supposed to be different now.

“Hey, wait,” she called out.

William turned around, his back straight and stiff.

“Look, I know that was a little bit disappointing, but I may have a compromise for you.”

“What?”

Genevieve stood before him, and he felt as though everyone was watching. When he glanced around, he could tell that no one actually cared. They were busy talking to their bankers, and the tellers were entering data, counting cash, or away from their windows. Even though they stood in the middle of the bank, they were functionally alone.

“Hey, don’t be upset,” she said, reaching out and touching his shoulder. “Look, I know that this can be hard on a lot of guys, so maybe I could be your reference.”

“You don’t even know me.”

“Well, maybe I could get to know you a little bit better. You know, we could go out, maybe you could buy me dinner, we could have a little bit of quid pro quo…” As her voice trailed off, her lips curved up into a playful smile.

Fresh heat washed through his body. “You don’t think I can pay my bills, but you want me to buy you dinner?”

“Just a little favor. Let’s see what kind of fun we can have,” she said, her eyes lit with aggression.

Under other circumstances, William might have been able to get into this, but he quickly shook his head.

“Come on. Don’t be like that. I mean, you really want to get a credit card right? I can make that happen,” she said.

William couldn’t take this. As he turned around, he heard her call out, “Let me know when you change your mind. I swear, you boys are always so emotional.” He could picture her shaking her head from side to side even as he retreated, rushing back to his car. Like so many other boys, he was learning how things worked.


Male Disadvantage, Number 2

Kyle lost himself to the violence. At moments like this, he could surrender, embracing absolute power. Okay, so it wasn’t absolute, yet the limitations only seemed to enhance his perceptions of struggle, chaos, and survival.

At eighteen, he was loving his first year of college, mostly because he didn’t have his parents hovering over his shoulder, complaining about how he needed to go out more. They didn’t understand.

To them, an activity only counted if it involved going outside. For Kyle, however, some of his greatest experiences were digital. All around him, monsters darted between the ruins. His avatar ducked behind a boulder as he timed his next attack perfectly. He pivoted out to the left, raised both of his revolvers, and he let loose a barrage. Most players disliked the revolvers because of the low ammunition stores, but Kyle aimed perfectly.

His bullets burst through the monsters, reptilian beasts that were vaguely shaped like humans. Their arms and talons, and the speakers let loose their wails of pain as he dropped one, then another, and a third.

The door to his dorm room burst open.

“Kyle,” said his big sister.

Right away, he could read her tone. He knew that he was in trouble.

Even though it almost physically pained him to do so, he had paused. Fortunately, this wasn’t a networked game, so he didn’t need to worry about letting any of his friends down.

“What is it, Felicia?” He glanced up from the screen. As he did so, he blinked a couple of times. It felt strange reconnecting to the rest of reality. After all, when he played, his focus could narrow entirely to the screen.

“I told you I was coming over,” she reminded him.

That was true.

Then again, he was supposed to be an adult now, but she seemed to think she could drop by whatever she wanted. She didn’t need his permission or anything. Granted, he lived on campus in one of the dorms, but still, it didn’t quite seem fair.

“Yeah, I know,” he said.

“You cleaned up. Good job,” she said, nodding approvingly.

Was that supposed to be any of her business?

Michael suppressed his irritation as she smirked at him. “Come on. Let’s go for a walk.”

“I think I’m good.”

“Hey. Mom and Dad said that you only got to go away to college if you listened to me. So now, as your big sister, I’m telling you that we should go for a walk. You need some exercise. Besides, getting out of this room would be good for you. Don’t worry. I’m sure the apocalypse will still be happening when you get back.”

“It’s not about the apocalypse,” he replied, but his sister flashed one of the smiles that made it clear she didn’t actually care.

If he wanted to be a silly boy and play his adorable little games, he could.

He bristled at the thought, even though she hadn’t technically said anything. Like so many other girls on campus, she didn’t deride him out loud. Then again, she didn’t need to either.

“Come on,” she said.

Reluctantly, Kyle got up. He looked around his small room again. He was already wearing a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. He had class earlier that morning, which meant that he had rushed right back, dropped his stuff by the door, and started playing. Stretching his arms behind his back, he needed to calculate to try to figure out exactly how many hours had gone by since then.

About four.

Shaking the stiffness from his muscles, he nodded to himself, satisfied. He had made a lot of progress, securing better gear and improving his rank.

Once they were outside, he glanced around and enjoyed the view. Sure, the trees were nice, and the grass was a beautiful shade of green with the little blades swaying against the breeze. But more than that, he loved seeing the girls.

That was probably the best part of college, he thought. High school had been fun enough, but he enjoyed seeing the women around him. They walked in groups and alone, holding their satchels and backpacks. Some of them had on short, denim skirts. Others wore more severe looking dresses. But so many of them were hot. Seriously, they were amazing. He kept wondering what it would feel like to squeeze their asses, fondle their breasts, kiss them, or have sex.

His body ached with the thought, but he had to get a girlfriend first.

Okay, so maybe his sister had a point about going out more. Granted, he wouldn’t be hanging out in the quad hoping for some fresh air…

“So how are your classes going?” Felicia asked, sounding very much like a big sister.

Like her brother, she had dark hair, but while he kept his cut short, hers reached down between her shoulder blades. She had sharp cheeks, big eyes, and full lips. He tried not to notice it, but plenty of guys were interested in her. Meanwhile, her little brother always felt like he needed to do something to get bigger and stronger. Otherwise, how was he going to attract any of the girls?

“They’re fine,” he said.

“That’s the best you can do?” Felicia asked, teasing. “Come on. I’m not Mom and Dad. You don’t need to answer with one word. Tell me what you think of Professor Dennings.”

“Not a fan,” he said. The words were meant to come out as light and airy, but he couldn’t help but clench his teeth as he spoke.

“Really? Why not?”

“It’s hard to say,” he replied. He stuffed his hands into his pockets and stared down at the paved walkway before them. Suddenly, the idea of checking out the other girls on campus didn’t hold the same appeal.

“Come on. You can be honest with me,” Felicia insisted.

“It’s fine. It’s not a big deal,” Kyle replied.

She reached out and touched his shoulder. He shrugged her off.

Glancing back at her, he saw that look of hurt on her face, but he quickly suffocated any guilt he might have otherwise felt. For Felicia, it was always easy. She was beautiful, smart, and capable. She walked into classrooms, and people instinctively listened to her. Even when she didn’t quite know what was going on, she could fake it until she figured things out.

Kyle didn’t enjoy any of those advantages.

“Please, you need to tell me what’s going on.”

“I don’t need to tell you anything,” he snapped.

Felicia pressed her lips together.

Something inside of Kyle tightened up and turned cold. He started to get nervous.

Reaching out with his hand, he tried again, “Look, I’m not trying to be mean or anything. I just don’t want to talk about it with you.”

“It’s fine,” she said, her gaze aimed off toward the distance now.

Crap. Kyle had screwed up, and he knew it. Only now, he pressed his lips together as he tried to figure out what he could do differently. Obviously, apologizing wouldn’t work, and his sister turned back toward the dormitories. She walked a little bit faster, forcing him to catch up.

They didn’t say anything on the way back to his door. Once they got there, Kyle assumed he was going to pick up his controller and get back to his game. He could text his sister later and apologize. He could make things right, he told himself.

Unlocking his door, he stepped across the threshold. Just as he looked up to say goodbye, Felicia stepped into his room as well. She grabbed the door and closed it. It didn’t quite slam, but the sound still made him flinch.

“Sit down,” she said, pointing to the edge of his bed.

Kyle opened his mouth, but she ordered him again, “Sit. Down.”

His sister wasn’t supposed to be able to scare him or intimidate him, yet she did just that. He soon found himself on the edge of his bed, watching the floor and unable to look up at her.

“When I make a promise, I keep it. I told Mom and Dad that I was going to take care of you, Kyle. You’re my little brother, and I love you, and that means it’s my responsibility to make sure you stay on the right path. Now tell me, why are you failing Professor Denning’s class?”

“I’m not failing!”

Felicia exhaled slowly between tensed lips. “I have already talked to her.”

“You can’t do that!”

“You’re my little brother, and you’re failing. If I’m the only one who can get you back on track, then I’m going to do it.”

“That’s not your responsibility. Mom and Dad should hear about this.” Kyle expected his sister to back down when they invoked their parents.

“No, I’m sorry, but that’s not how this works, not here. You’re in college now, and you need someone to make sure you do as you’re told. It’s important for you to follow the rules.”

“Okay, so I missed a couple of assignments. Not a big deal.”

“She also says that you’ve been disruptive in class on several occasions.”

“It’s not fair. She won’t listen to me. I raise my hand and contribute, but she doesn’t like it when anyone disagrees with her.”

“I know her. That’s not true,” Felicia said.

“This isn’t fair!”

“See? You’re doing it again. Right now, you can barely control the tone of your voice, and we’re just having a civil conversation. We haven’t even gotten to your punishment yet.”

“What?” Kyle thought he had clearly heard his sister say something about a punishment, but that couldn’t be right because they were siblings. She didn’t have the right to try to discipline him or anything, but when he glanced up at her, it was obvious that she meant it. He had misspoken; it had been a mistake.

“Kyle, it’s very important that you listen to your professor and do as she says. If she disagrees with your opinion, it’s probably because you’re wrong.”

He shot up onto his feet, only to have his sister reach out and place one hand on his shoulder. For a second, it felt like she might try to console him. Oh no. She shoved him back down to the edge of the mattress.

“I’m not going to just blindly agree with her,” he said, each word solid with his vehemence.

“Look, I know this is hard, especially because the curriculum is new, but it’s important for you to learn how the world works, how it can work, and how it should work,” she said.

“Did you pick that up in your leadership program?” Kyle asked with scorn.

“Look, I know that you are frustrated with how things are going, and that makes sense,” she said. She was talking down to him, Kyle realized. But then, maybe that made sense because he was the one seated while she stood over him. She practically towered above him, and he thought about trying to stand, only she might shove him down again, and he didn’t want to experience that. “But just because you’re frustrated, that’s no excuse for bad behavior. So now, you need to be punished, Kyle.”

“You can’t punish me. You’re just my sister!”

“I will do whatever is necessary,” she replied patiently. “So it’s going to be a spanking, I take your game away, or you get expelled.”

“You can’t do that!” Kyle said, his eyes getting bigger. Back in high school, he worked hard to get into a good university. Even if the school was new, his parents had been so proud of him because he had managed to get in. He remembered taking the standardized tests, writing the admissions essays, and pleading for letters of recommendation from his teachers.

“Actually, I can. You see, Professor Dennings is really disappointed with your behavior. If I say that you’re not going to learn your lesson…Well, let’s just say she has a lot of pull with the dean.”

His head started to spin. Reaching up, he braced his cheeks against the palms of his hands.

“You get three choices, Kyle. What’s it going to be? If you can’t decide for yourself, then I will decide for you.”

He pulled his fingers away from his face and looked up at his sister.

Kyle expected to see some flicker of sympathy or mercy. But now, she stared down at him, her expression hard and unyielding.

“You can’t take my game.”

“So you want to be expelled or spanked?”

“Please, you can’t spank me.”

“Actually, I can. Don’t worry. If you just drop your pants, it won’t take very long.”

“You’re my sister!”

“I’m your older, more mature sister. And if I say that you need a spanking, then you need a spanking.” She shrugged, like this really wasn’t a big deal.

His heart was pounding faster in his chest, and he glanced over at the door, perhaps thinking that he could just sprint down the hall and rush off. Perhaps if he had some time to think, he could…

“Decide,” she said.

“Spanking,” he said, shocked as the words left his lips, yet that was the only real answer. He couldn’t give up his game.

“Okay,” she said.

Much to his surprise, she lowered herself down against the edge of the bed. She sat right beside him. “Pull off your pants so that we can get this over with.”

Eyes wet all of a sudden, he glared at her even as his bottom lip trembled. “Please, there has to be something else we can do.”

“It’s just a spanking, Kyle. Boys get spanked all the time.”

Boys. She didn’t say “kids”.

As his nostrils flared, he started to move mechanically.

“There we go. That’s right. You’re making the right decision,” she said, coaxing him with every breath.

Even if he hated himself for it, he obeyed his sister nonetheless. He stood up tentatively, reached for the buckle on his belt, and he loosened the leather strip. He pulled it out, only to feel his pants loosen. From there, he tugged down his jeans after kicking off his shoes. Step-by-step, he started to strip from the waist down, although he kept waiting for his sister to tell him to stop. Or better yet, maybe she would start laughing and say that this had all been some kind of bizarre joke.

Felicia didn’t make things that easy on her brother. Drawing on her Female Leadership classes, she watched as this hapless male obeyed.

It was funny. Anywhere else in the country, this would have been absurd. But here, it made perfect sense, and she liked it. In fact, Felicia had to work hard to maintain a professional veneer. After all, she didn’t want her little brother to know just how much she was looking forward to this.

When he was down to his boxers, she beckoned him over.

“Get across my lap,” she said.

“Do I have to? Can’t I just put my hands against the wall or something?”

She picked up on the desperation in his question, and it sent a little chill running down her back. Oh yes, this was power.

In her Female Leadership classes, Felicia loved hearing the instructors lecture about male bluster. For so long, men have been able to take control of society through their confidence. Really, that’s all it was, arrogance. They didn’t really deserve to be in charge. Over the course of the centuries, men have been the ones foolish enough to think that they could break the rules, and they had, then writing and redefining them along the way. Consequently, women had been oppressed for millennia.

But now, that was coming to an end.

And Felicia was going to be a part of it. In fact, just by teaching her brother how to behave, she would make the world a better place.

Not only that, she enjoyed knowing that she would give him the proper tools to exist in this new social order.

If he ran through life thinking that he could be in charge, he would be terribly disappointed. But if she could show him how to enjoy a life of obedience and humility, then he would be so much happier. He would find a nice wife who could take care of him, and that would be that.

“Yes,” she said simply, her tone making it clear that he wouldn’t win any argument. “You have to get across my lap.” She was polite but firm with her little brother.

Tentatively, he came closer, so she reached up and placed her hand on the back of his head. She pulled him down, spreading him out over her lap.

“In the future, you shouldn’t hesitate. If you need to be punished by a woman, you should allow her to do it because she knows what’s best for you.”

Kyle meant to say something, only Felicia robbed him of his breath when her hand flew down and smacked hard against of the curve of his behind.

Kyle flinched, locking his eyes shut. His face clenched with frustration and embarrassment, but he couldn’t stop her.

Still, he had to try something, so he said, “Okay, you spanked me. I’ve learned my lesson. You can stop now.”

Felicia was prepared for this. She knew that men would always try to find excuses to get out of their responsibilities. It was natural, but that bad behavior still needed to be curtailed and ultimately trained out of them.

He started to shift, perhaps thinking that he could get off of her lap now.

She smacked his backside again, harder this time. As her hand flew down, she felt aa real tickle of ecstasy as she heard the clap. “No. Stay right where you are,” she said.

To emphasize her point, she placed her hand on the back of his neck. She nudged him back down. His face pressed into the sheets of his bed, and she started to explain something, “You don’t get to decide when your spanking is over, Kyle. You are going to stay right there and I will decide when you’ve had enough. Now thank me for punishing you.”

“What?”

His shocked question was quickly punished with another smack at his backside. He flinched, crying out.

Kyle didn’t want to believe it, but this girl knew precisely what she was doing. Despite the layer of fabric between her hand and his ass, she still knew how to make it sting.

“Thank me,” she commanded, her voice imperious and unyielding.

Kyle had no idea how ancient queens and princesses used to talk down to their slaves, but he was now developing an idea.

“Thank you,” he said quickly, flinching as she raised her hand again.

“There we go. That wasn’t so bad, now was it?” To reward him, she stroked the top of his head, gently petting her little brother. In her mind, he was little more than a pet now, which was good for him. He had never really been properly equipped or intellectually developed enough for any sort of leadership position. That was something else she had learned in her classes.

Felicia continued, “I want you to know that I’ll never enjoy punishing you.” That was a lie, but it was one spoken for his benefit. “This is always going to be for your own good.”

Kyle opened his mouth, and he was ready to say something else, but she denied him the opportunity. Her hand flew down against his boxers, transferring the painful force through the fabric and into his skin.

“This is good for you,” she said again as her hand flew down repeatedly, striking him again and again. With every blow, he flinched and yelped. Kyle hated the fact that this affected him, but he couldn’t remain stoic.

He tried. He tried so hard!

“It’s better you get spanked now,” she said. “This way, you can learn your lesson.”

Lesson? What lesson?

Even as those questions popped into his head, he refused to voice them.

She struck several more times, her hand coming down in quick succession. And by the time she finished, Felicia was confident that his buttocks had turned a bright shade of red beneath his boxers.

“Now, what have you learned?”

“I shouldn’t speak out of turn,” he said carefully. Speak out of turn? He didn’t even know where those words came from. He had never used that phrase before, but it felt right and natural, so he said it.

“That’s right,” she replied. “What else have you learned?”

“You’re in charge,” he told her. His voice vibrated with reluctance, but he still forced out the words. More importantly, he didn’t sound sarcastic or scornful, not anymore.

“Peer tutoring is a very good job. I think you’re going to learn quickly. That means you’re really smart for a boy.”

His throat clenched as he heard those words, but he didn’t dare defy her again. “Thank you,” he finally muttered.

“Good. Now put your pants back on.”

He scrambled off of her, grabbed his jeans, quickly pulled them back up along his legs.

As he got dressed again, Felicia stood and walked over to his console. She glanced down at the device for a moment before capping one of the buttons. The disc tray slid open, and she took out his game.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

“I didn’t like your attitude earlier, Kyle, so I’m going to take this away from you, but just for a little while.”

Eyes wide, he glowered at her. That hadn’t been the agreement! Heat surged through his body, and he wanted to launch at her, to grab the disc from her hand. This wasn’t fair! That refrain kept going through his head over and over, yet he remained frozen as she picked up her purse and tucked the disk away. “I’ll see you later, okay little brother?”

She walked toward the door, only to pause. “Do you understand?”

This was a test, he soon realized.

If he said any of the things he had been thinking, she would grab him, force him back down, and spank him again. Or worse, she could destroy his game or maybe even get him expelled from the school. All of those different possibilities streamed behind his eyes until he finally surrendered to his big sister. “Yeah, I understand,” he replied, petulant and angry, but that was okay because he was learning to obey.


Male Disadvantage, Number 3

Professor Julia Dennings loved her job.

Sure, she probably could have found something far more lucrative out in the private sector. Although she specialized in gender dynamics and behavioral psychology, her lines of thinking and abilities as a consultant could have fetched a lot of money, especially from the tech industry. So many companies struggled with having women and men work together.

It was silly, really.

Professor Dennings understood how the world really worked along with the potential for improvement.

An imposing woman, she stood up tall. Currently, she had on black tights, a dark gray skirt, and a white blouse that was neatly buttoned up the front. Her vest finished the outfit, and she wore a silver necklace with a dark red pendant hanging just below the base of her throat. She had her black hair tied back into a French braid.

Younger than the average instructor at a university, she was still instrumental in designing the curriculum.

In fact, she looked out at the class, and she marveled at her favorite part of being a teacher: the autonomy.

Over the course of her undergraduate studies, she had come across so many different thinkers, but she was always struck by one principal idea when it came to employment and work. Employees could be compensated with money, social capital, autonomy, or some combination of these. Being a teacher didn’t pay particularly well, but she had incredible amounts of freedom, especially now in this new University.

Perhaps she would have rather been with her Female Leadership students, but this class was equally important, especially because she knew she couldn’t allow herself to be blinded by their early successes. So she stood there in front of the lecture hall as she waited for the class to start. One more minute, and she could begin.

Most of the students were female, of course, with just a smattering of males. One of them had tried to sit at the front of the class, perhaps thinking that he would impress her with his dedication and determination. After their first couple of class meetings, however, he had decided to retreat back to the far side of the room.

Sometimes she wondered exactly what the boys thought. What were their theories? How did they explain what was happening all around them? Many of them may not have even noticed, she reflected silently, thinking that the first seventeen years of tacit male privilege may have been enough to completely blind them to the new realities in the city.

If so, that was fine with her. So long as they behaved themselves, it didn’t really matter what they thought, not yet anyway.

“Good morning, ladies and boys,” she said, speaking to the class once it was finally time to begin. “Before we start talking about the reading, I wanted to start class off with a general discussion. It’s going to be very broad, so I encourage you all to come up with creative points.”

Julia marched over to the whiteboard, grabbed a pen, and quickly wrote out a simple question.

What are the differences between women and men?

The boy off to the side hadn’t learned his lesson yet because he raised his hand into the air. Julia made a point of looking right at him, only to turn away as she picked out another student. The young woman had dark red hair tied back into a set of pigtails.

Even so, she sat upright, her pen poised in her hand.

“Yes?” Julia asked.

“Well, there are many differences. I think it’s fair to say that women are more emotionally intelligent, patient, and generally stronger.”

The guy off to the side of the room flinched. Julia noticed, although she suppressed most of her grin. Still, he may have been able to see the way her lips twitched upward.

“That’s a very good point,” Julia said. “But can you be more specific? Remember, a key portion of research is making sure that you use concrete terms that can be verified later on.”

“Well, when it comes to emotional intelligence, I think that one is pretty obvious. I mean, haven’t men been complaining about an inability to understand women since pretty much the beginning of time?”

At that, several of her classmates started to snicker.

Julia noticed how the boys remained completely stony faced.

“Fair point,” Professor Dennings said. “Go on.”

“And of course, when it comes to patience, that is pretty obvious too. I mean, if you look at any of the research, it’s very clear that men get frustrated far too easily. This is probably why we had so many wars.”

The boy off to the side still had his hand in the air, although now his knuckles were tight and white as he made a fist.

“Also a fair point,” Julia said.

“And pain tolerance is pretty straightforward to. I’m sure that I have better endurance than any of the guys on campus.”

That elicited several more sniggers from every corner of the room.

“Okay, so maybe you didn’t need to be all that much more specific,” Julia said, making several more of the girls smile.

Julia continued the conversation, taking on one female after another. Finally, she decided that the guy off to the side had suffered long enough. Or rather, it was time for him to learn his lesson. It would probably take a while; he was nothing but a boy, after all.

She pointed in his direction, and he quickly started to speak, but Julia cut him off. “Sorry, what was your name again?” It was a small jab, but had the desired effect. Maybe he would have been strong and articulate if he’d been given the opportunity, but with that one question, she made it abundantly clear that his opinion mattered very little.

“Reese,” he said.

Taking a breath, he got ready to say something else, but she smiled at him. “You mean like the candy?”

Several more of the girls started smiling, like they all shared a special joke.

“Something like that,” he grumbled.

“Okay,” she said. “You may proceed.”

It was clear he could barely keep his temper in check. In fact, she started to wonder what it would be like if he threw a tantrum in front of all of these young women. Clearly, that would prove the point. Men couldn’t be trusted; they didn’t deserve any kind of real independence, not when women made superior leaders.

“I don’t think it’s fair to say that women are better than men. I mean, we are just different.”

“Tell me something, do you believe in equality?”

“Absolutely,” he replied.

“Why?”

“Because people deserve the chance to succeed.”

“The chance?” Julia asked rhetorically, “Yes, I think everyone would agree with you. Everyone deserves a chance to succeed. They deserve an opportunity. But what happens if one side is fundamentally skewed? What if one half of the equation is obviously better or more highly valued than the other?”

Reese pressed his lips together as he tried to think through this, only he betrayed his nervousness by glancing around the rest of the room. Simply being surrounded by a group of women put him at a disadvantage. The fact that his teacher was also female made it that much harder for him to assert himself.

For decades, male professors had complained about their female students, arguing that those young, trailblazing women didn’t have what it took to succeed in serious, academic classes. Of course, the same men always failed to consider what the context did to the performance of their students.

Reese was learning.

“We’re talking about people here, right?”

“We’re talking about women and men,” Julia replied sweetly. “And don’t you think it’s fair to say that there is a key difference between the sexes?”

“No, not really,” he said, but there wasn’t any certainty or confidence in his voice.

Good.

Reese glanced around again, and his cheeks began to glow slightly. He must have noticed the girls around him were waiting for him to fail. Humiliation must have hitched at the corners of his thoughts, but he couldn’t back out, not now.

“Unfortunately, you’re wrong. Women and men are fundamentally different. You can see this physically, psychologically, and neurologically. The hormones in our bodies are different. More than that, we socialize ourselves to be different. Go to any toy store, and you can see exactly which items are designed for the boys and which are meant for the girls.”

“But that’s not the same thing,” he said, turning those words into a complaint.

Clearing her throat, Professor Dennings cut him off again. “Actually, they are. We’re talking about differences. This is why it is fair to ask which one is superior.”

“One person can’t be better than another,” he asserted incorrectly.

At this point, it would have been very easy to laugh at him and dismiss his point. But Professor Dennings was a teacher, so she decided to instruct him. “Are you certain of this?”

“Absolutely!” The boy probably followed the same thoughts he’d been taught since kindergarten.

“Unfortunately, that’s incorrect,” she replied. “It’s really nice to think that every person is equal, but that’s simply not true. Think about it. Where can we see fundamental differences in performance?” Julia addressed that larger question to the rest of the class.

Immediately, several hands went into the air.

One girl began to speak after Professor Dennings nodded in her direction. “Physically, it’s obvious. There are some people who run faster and some who jump higher. I mean, isn’t that the entire point of the Olympics?”

“It is indeed,” Professor Dennings replied.

The boy, flustered but undeterred, kept going, “but that doesn’t mean anyone is better than anyone else!”

“It doesn’t?”

“No!”

“When we talk about a word like ‘better,’ we generally mean that one is superior to another. How else would you determine that except by looking at ability and performance?”

“I, I don’t know, but it’s just true.”

“Young man, you are contradicting yourself,” she said. “Equality means sameness. People are not the same. Women and men are not the same, so the rules are going to be different for them.”

“But that’s not fair!”

“Why not?” Professor Dennings asked. “Just stop and think about it. I understand that people usually imagine equality and fairness to be the same thing. But then, we’re not necessarily talking about equality. We might be talking about equity. We might be talking about ownership.”

These concepts were more advanced, and she hadn’t exactly discussed them with all of her students, yet she still saw some of the young women nodding their heads as they tried to put the pieces together.

“Let me give you another example,” Professor Dennings said. “A pair of my friends are a husband and wife. When they first got together, they thought their relationship was going to be one based off of equality. And yet, they weren’t happy. They couldn’t make any decisions. They couldn’t figure things out. Too often, neither of them would be willing to take a stand because they wanted to be fair. Finally, she decided that she needed to be in charge. Someone had to take control and make the decisions. Equality is a nice concept, but it doesn’t really apply to the real world. There are always going to be power imbalances. They’re always going to be reasons for one person or another to be in charge.

“But that’s not—” the boy started to say.

Julia interrupted him, cutting him off, “It’s not your turn to speak right now.” She probably sounded like a first-grade teacher talking down to a little kid who had shouted out something inappropriate. “Let’s continue.”

The rest of the class went just fine, and Professor Dennings had a wonderful time. Perhaps that was another perk of teaching, she reflected. Autonomy was great because she could direct her lessons in discussions however she liked, so long as she hit the standardized learning outcomes. But there was also something amazing about having these discussions, sifting through ideas, and drawing out complicated conclusions from difficult problems.

Gender was a tangled knot. About six months before, she had read a book which had argued gender didn’t actually exist. That author called it “a shell game” because beneath the notion of gender, there just wasn’t anything.

Professor Dennings appreciated the author and her arguments, but Julia still couldn’t agree. Even if gender was socially constructed, it still existed as a real thing. It could be used, manipulated, modified, and even recognized.

Wiping down the whiteboard, she started thinking about another essay she might write as someone cleared her throat behind her. “Yes?” Julia asked.

The young woman, Stephanie, was one of her quieter students. Like so many other females, she had been taught to be quiet and timid. While the boys could always run around, shout, and bluster their way through the world, Stephanie came from a more conservative household, one that preferred to see girls behave more “properly”.

“I was just wondering if maybe you had been a little bit mean to Dennis,” Stephanie said.

“Who?”

Stephanie looked surprised, only then she started to smirk before smothering the impulse. “Dennis. He was the guy arguing with you about equality.”

“Sorry. Sometimes it’s hard to pay attention to the boys. I mean, he was earnest enough, but I think he still has a lot to learn.”

“Ernest?”

This was one of Julia’s new favorite words. That was the thing about language. It could be modified, shifted, and reoriented. One year, a word might be a complement. The next, it could be an insult. Insults could be censored, taken away from polite discourse, and other terms could be sharpened. “Bossy” was one of the classic examples, if only because it had perpetually been assigned to girls, implying that any female who became aggressive or took control needed to be corrected.

“That’s right,” Julia said. “Ernest. He’s trying hard and doing his best, but he still has a lot to learn.”

Stephanie licked her lips as though she didn’t quite understand.

“It looks like you have a question,” Professor Denning said. With the boys, she used a firm hand. With the girls, she was very encouraging. If any of the guys noticed, they didn’t dare bring it up, probably because they couldn’t prove anything.

“Is that fair?”

“Sometimes the world isn’t based on fairness. Sometimes it’s about what’s best,” Professor Denning said.

“Professor?”

“Yes, Stephanie?”

“Do you think there should be a genuine imbalance in power? I mean, in high school, we always talked about how bad things get when one group completely controls another.”

“Unfortunately, those have always been in patriarchal societies,” Julia replied truthfully. “When you look at the worst genocides and wars, they have always taken place in male-dominated societies.”

“So maybe we should try something new?”

“Maybe we should try something new,” Julia confirmed. “Keep in mind, this isn’t about the idea of a utopia. They’re always going to be problems. They’re pretty much always going to be oppressed segments of society as well. We can try for the best and most just world, but it will never be perfect or ideal.”

“I guess I’m just not sure what to think.”

“Welcome to college.”

Julia assumed that this would be the end of the conversation, but Stephanie bit down on her lower lip.

“My boyfriend has been asking me about my Leadership classes.”

“Oh?” Julia asked.

“I know we aren’t supposed to talk about them, but I was just wondering if maybe I should start implementing some of what I’ve learned.”

Julia grinned. “That sounds like an excellent idea.”


Male Disadvantage, Number 4

Stephanie could feel the adrenaline pumping through her body, which felt strange. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t excitement, not exactly. It was something else. Nervous energy whipped through her skin, just beneath the surface. If she stood still, she could appear completely complacent and placid, yet her stomach twisted slightly, and she kept imagining what would happen next.

She breathed out slowly through her teeth as she thought of Daniel.

When they had first decided to move here, right after high school, she didn’t know exactly what was going to happen. An entire city was being built, and that was amazing, but it also meant so many new changes. At first, Daniel had said they should head to a more traditional college in a regular city. This whole place would be a construction zone, he had argued. But then, she received a full scholarship, and no other university had been willing to match that, so the decision had been made.

Now she looked out around her.

The apartment complexes pretty nice, she reflected. Brand-new, the paint still shined off of the stucco exterior. Not only that, the local maintenance crews always did an amazing job, so the grass was a vivid shade of green and swayed under the breeze.

She stopped for a moment, enjoyed the scenery, and then she marched back to the apartment.

She walked through the door, and then she found her boyfriend in the kitchen. He was making himself a sandwich when she grabbed him by the hand and pulled him close. She yanked as hard as she could. Of course, he was physically stronger than she was, so he could have stopped her at any moment. But he wasn’t expecting this, so he brushed up against her, and she put her hands on his ass and squeezed just as she leaned in and kissed him.

Of course, Daniel’s body responded.

“I’ve been thinking about you a lot,” she told him. Her eyes glittered as she shifted her weight and positioned herself on the tips of her toes. Looking up at him, she made it clear there was something she had in mind.

“Oh?” He stumbled, doing his best to sound flirtatious and taunting, but the uncertainty of his position definitely rang out beneath the surface of that one sound.

Rather than answer, she grabbed his hand and pulled, directing him toward the bedroom. “What’s going on?” Daniel asked, chuckling.

When they got to the bedroom, she put her hands on his shoulders and shoved him. He fell to the mattress, bouncing once before she scrambled on top of him.

Officially, Stephanie and her friends never talked about sex in her Leadership classes. Still, there were those little whispers and conversations before and after class or as they walked between buildings.

Suddenly, all of those furtive discussions came back, and she remembered something important.

Strip him.

She wanted her boyfriend naked.

She pulled off his jacket, then his shirt. Her hands went down to his belt.

“Stephanie?” His voice rang out with something close to panic as she yanked down his trousers and boxers in one movement. Next, she took off his socks so that he was now naked beneath her. At the same time, she remained fully clothed. Oh yeah. This felt good, she thought with a feral grin.

Before he could try to sit up or say anything, she grabbed his wrists and pushed them to the sides of his head. From there, she leaned in and kissed him, her lips brushing over his mouth.

After a few seconds, she pulled back. She needed to be clear and explicit with him. Boys didn’t do well with subtlety. This was just one lesson she had learned, both in the classroom and outside of it. “Daniel, I love you, and I really want to have sex with you right now, but for that to happen, you need to do as you’re told. Understand?”

His eyes got big, and he started to protest, but she pulled one hand away from his wrist and touched a finger to his mouth. “This isn’t a discussion.”

Just like that, she silenced him.

“Don’t say a word. In fact, I’m going to get up and leave if you speak again.”

His eyes got big as he heard those words. No way. He couldn’t really believe it.

And yet, she stared down at him, her expression set and determined. She wasn’t messing around with him. This wasn’t a joke or a game. If he wanted to have sex, it would be on her terms, her way.

Although he couldn’t speak, he still gave a nervous little nod of his head.

To reward him, she held him down, one hand braced against his chest, and with the other, she reached for his shaft.

Boys could always be so easily manipulated, she thought. The idea still felt like a revelation. Stephanie didn’t know why, but she had always been so timid when it came to sex and guys. In fact, she could only do this because of her Female Leadership program. Oh, and it helped that she really cared about her boyfriend. Even so, she knew that certain things had to change because the world was constantly in flux. That was one point Professor Dennings made.

Stroking him gently, her fingers brushed along his scrotum, to the base of his shaft, and then up along his legs. From there, she squeezed him gently, forcing him to arch his back as he moaned.

“You like this, don’t you?” There must’ve been something condescending in her question, but he nodded his head eagerly anyway. He didn’t want her to stop.

It probably helped that Stephanie had been busy with her classes, so she didn’t get a lot of time to spend with her boyfriend. Now he was getting all of the special attention, and he wouldn’t mess it up. He wouldn’t take any unnecessary risks by talking about politics or anything else really.

Good, she thought. She liked having her boy be quiet.

Her boy.

Even the thought was enough to send another spark of heat running through her skin.

She leaned in and kissed him again even as she squeezed his shaft. She toyed with his genitals, stroking him, petting him, playing with him. At the same time, Stephanie studied his body.

Back in high school, she had been nervous around guys, uncertain. But now, she thought of him almost like a science experiment. She wanted to learn what he liked and what he enjoyed. Because that would make it so much easier to control him.

During the break at one of her Female Leadership classes, a friend had snickered something about, “Guys are so easy. All they really care about is sex. If you turn them on, their brains turn to mush!”

Stephanie wanted to believe that men were more complicated than that. She understood that people couldn’t be completely generalized or simplified into stereotypes, but right then and right there, she was poised above him, and she had complete control.

It felt amazing.

She squeezed again before reaching underneath her skirt. She pulled down her tights and her panties. She shifted back and looked down at him.

Daniel opened his mouth, and it was clear he was about to speak. “No,” she said, her voice tight with command. “Don’t say a word. If you speak, I will stop right here and right now.”

Staring back at him hard, she desperately wanted him to remain quiet. After everything they had done, her body was primed and ready. She could feel the heat right between her legs, the slick moisture between her inner thighs.

He pressed his lips together, locked his teeth, and growled like a frustrated predator.

Except he wasn’t the predator anymore. He had become the prey. Even if he didn’t realize it, something had just shifted.

When he obeyed, he surrendered something to his girlfriend.

Stephanie came up quickly, kissing him hard once again.

As she felt the softly firm contours of his lips, she squeezed his shaft again. Then she positioned herself right on top of him, and she scratched at his naked chest. She looked down at him.

“You’re being such a good boy,” she said. “You’re mine.”

You’re mine.

Those words felt so bright as she lowered herself down, taking him inch by inch. She enveloped his shaft, the walls of her pussy tight around his member. “Don’t you dare come,” she said, practically hissing those words.

His eyes flickered with fear. He didn’t know exactly what might happen, but he had learned to respect her authority. How is that possible? How could something like that transpire so quickly?

Stephanie didn’t really understand, but she didn’t care either. She impaled herself on his member and closed her eyes. Back straight, she could feel her nipples harden beneath her bra and dress. Then she lifted herself up slowly, savoring the friction of her body against his.

“Oh, this is amazing. This is the best sex I’ve ever had,” she said.

His lips parted, and Stephanie glanced down at him. That’s all it took, just one glance, and he stopped himself. The words dissipated in his throat.

She started to move faster, working him. With every deliberate movement, she showed him just how good she could make him feel. Heat coalesced into ecstasy as she rode him.

But she wanted more.

She threw herself forward and grabbed his wrists again even as she pumped his shaft between her legs.

She started kissing him again, and he wiggled his hips, bucking up and down.

Good.

He was on his back, right where he belonged.

“This is how we are going to have sex whenever I want it,” she said, breaking off the kiss just long enough to whisper into his ear. It felt like she was programming him even as she prophesized the near future for them.

At any point, Daniel could have disagreed or argued. He could have said that he wanted to talk to her about this. He could have been mature and diplomatic about it.

But he didn’t. His arousal wiped away every real thought, turning him into her plaything. She rode him slowly, enjoying every second. She took what she craved even as he started to whimper beneath her. The reason was obvious; he needed to climax, and he was fighting to resist to those biological impulses.

Stephanie couldn’t help herself; she had to tease him, if only a little bit, “You know, some of my teachers say that men don’t have very good self-control. Is that true, Daniel?” It was sexist and maybe accurate.

She loved it.

She loved him.

Most of all, she loved having him right beneath her.

Because he couldn’t answer, she kissed him again, and then she pulled back. Just as she was about to come, she called out, “Now!” He bucked into her, hard and fast, his hips thrusting upward as he surrendered. He had her permission, and that’s all that counted.

Afterward, Stephanie recognized the permanent change in their relationship.


Male Disadvantage, Number 5

“What did you say to him?” Amy Stellar wished to know as she looked down the table. She and the other sisters of Gamma Gamma Gamma needed to figure out precisely what they were going to do.

“I told him that we would talk about it,” replied the other girl, Shannon White.

Amy licked her bottom lip. She, like all of the other girls, were freshmen here. A few of the students at the new university had transferred in, meaning that they were seniors, juniors, or sophomores, but they were a tiny minority. For the most part, the school was going to start out fresh with a new cadre.

“We can take our concerns to the administration,” said another one of her sorority sisters.

Amy shook her head. “No.”

No? Really?

A boy had decided that he wanted to sneak into their place and steal some of their panties. For decades, that would have been taken as a silly prank. But that guy wasn’t as stealthy or cunning as he liked to believe. When he snuck into their house right on the edge of campus, two girls had been home. More importantly, they were a part of the Leadership program, which meant that they wouldn’t back down from some boy, especially when he decided to violate their territory.

They had caught him, pinning him to the floor. At first, he had snarled like a wild animal, perhaps thinking that he would be able to break free. After all, he was a big strong guy, and these were just dainty coeds.

The girls had held him down for a few minutes before deciding to tie him up. They used some duct tape, wrapping it around his wrists and ankles. By the time they were done, he was completely stuck.

“These aren’t just concerns,” Amy said, addressing her sisterhood. “These boys think they can get away with whatever they want.”

“If we turn him in, he’s going to be in big trouble.”

“He will probably be expelled,” one of the girls said.

“Shannon, why did you tell him that were going to talk this over?” Amy asked after another couple of heartbeats.

Shannon straightened her back as the other girls focused on her. “Because I wanted him to be scared.”

Amy smiled, thinking about one of the greatest cruelties that could be inflicted on a person: uncertainty. Knowing that you are about to be punished is one thing. Knowing that you might be punished is something else entirely, and it’s so much worse, especially when the exact sentence is yet to be determined.

“I think that was a very good idea,” Amy said. Some of her sisters nodded. All of the girls of Gamma Gamma Gamma studied in the Leadership program.

“So do we turn him in?” Amy asked.

The other girls looked back at one another. One of them—a redhead with round cheeks and big eyes—raised her hand. After Amy nodded in her direction, she said, “if we turn him in, he will be an example to all of the other boys. They won’t mess with us.”

“What you think the administration would do to him?”

“Expel him,” said one girl.

“It could be even worse than that,” said another. “Think about it. He trespassed on our private property. He’s not allowed to do that. He can go to jail for this.”

Amy studied her friends and sisters as she considered this. Although classes had only been in session for about a month, the new hierarchy was clear, especially to the girls in the Leadership program. Most of the boys hadn’t figured it out yet, but they were second-class citizens here. For far too long, girls had to wonder exactly what the boys would say or think. But now, the guys were getting nervous, especially when they saw that the administrators were all female. More importantly, they always sided with the girls in pretty much every situation.

Being a boy at this school meant going through each and every day with a significant disadvantage.

Good.

Bringing herself back to the question at hand, Amy asked honestly, “Is that we want? I think you’re right. This boy, what was his name again?”

“Jacob.”

“This boy, Jacob,” Amy said, “would definitely get expelled. And he might be sent to prison. At the very least, he would have to deal with a really expensive and embarrassing legal fight.”

“It sounds like you have something else in mind,” Shannon said, studying their leader.

“Maybe,” Amy said. Truthfully, she hadn’t come to any conclusions herself, but one idea presented itself, and she couldn’t just dismiss it out of hand. “We could try something else.”

“Like what?” Erin asked.

Amy knew that this idea might not be popular among her sisters, but she still wanted to suggest it, especially because the idea triggered something inside of her. Still, she wasn’t a dictator, so she couldn’t order them to do this. “I’m thinking of a tribunal.”

“You want to put him on trial?”

“He messed with us, and there have to be consequences,” Amy said firmly. “We can give him an option. If he wants, we can send him off to the administration, and lots of bad stuff can happen. Or we can punish him ourselves and make sure that he sets a good example for all of the other boys.”

Silence descended on the room. It probably only lasted for a couple of seconds, but it seemed much longer to Amy.

“That’s a really interesting idea,” murmured one of the girls.

“Think about it,” Amy said, thinking back to her Leadership classes. “If we want men to take us seriously, we need to show them that we have power. If he just disappears, the other boys might not even realize he’s been punished. But if we humiliate him? If we can actually tame him so that he won’t ever try anything like this again, then we will have real power.”

“We have him trussed up like a cow,” said one of the girls. The twang her voice made it clear she was probably from one of the agricultural states. “That’s going to be humiliating for him.”

“Does it matter if we humiliate him? It’s not like he’s going to tell anyone about this,” said another girl.

“If we are punishing him, and if we are the tribunal, that means we get to decide exactly how it works.” Amy thought about this. She could feel the heat course through her body. In her Leadership classes, she often fantasized about taking control of large organizations.

Back in high school, Amy had worked at a fast food place. Her manager had been a filthy, sexist pig, the kind of guy who assumed that a girl should only work in retail to be a pretty face. When it came to promoting his employees, he always skipped over Amy. She considered a lawsuit, only to disregard the idea because she knew no one would care about some high school kid working a minimum wage job.

Still, she remembered that frustration, the rage and fury as it smoldered just below her heart. Now it came back, only it somehow felt good because she could make this boy pay for his mistakes. At the same time, she considered something else. He could be a threat.

This guy thought it would be just fine to break into a house, violate girls’ privacy and property, then sneak off, probably to brag to all of his friends. He was exactly the kind of guy who would object to women, both now and in the future.

“If we have him expelled from the school, he’s not going to learn his lesson, not really. Even with a criminal record, he’s just going to think that girls are here to please him. He’ll be the kind of guy who gets angry and goes off to strip joint so that he can feel better than the women who work there.”

The other young women started nodding their heads. Maybe they hadn’t come quite as far as Amy, but they saw the sense in all of this.

“But it’s not my decision. Ladies, what you want to do? Should we just turn him over or do we give him a chance?”

One by one, the girls started to raise their hands to declare their positions, so Amy started counting.

Jacob couldn’t believe this.

Every few seconds, he pulled and twisted against the duct tape wrapped around his ankles and wrists. He tried to stretch his hands, to get his fingers into the right position so that he might be able to tear at the edge of the tape to free himself. But those girls had done a good job, so he couldn’t actually get up or really move around.

Worse, he suspected that the girls had decided to tease him. After they wrestled him to the ground, taped him up, and made sure that he couldn’t get away, they dragged him over to one of the closets and shoved him inside. Practically laughing at him, one of the same girls took out her phone, turned on the flashlight application, and set it down on the carpeted floor of the closet.

The device was right there!

Right away, he picked up the device, only she had locked the screen. Without a password, he wasn’t going to be able to get in. So theoretically, he had everything he needed to call for help, but that wasn’t going to happen.

He felt like an idiot.

At the same time, he kept getting angry. This was his fault. Somewhere deep down, he understood that perfectly well. Nothing had compelled him to sneak into a sorority house to steal some panties, but he wanted to show off to all of the other guys.

He could tell that they resented the women of this new city. Seriously, why were all of their teachers women? Why were all of the administrators female too? That didn’t make any sense. At most universities, there would be men and women in positions of power.

This had come up in a couple of conversations, but Jacob never liked the answers. Even when he pointed to the new city Council, it was almost entirely run by women. There was just one man, some guy named Matthew Something Or Other. Still, that was apparently good enough for everyone else to think there was some fair representation.

It was bullshit.

And now, he had tried to sneak into this house, and he was going to show everyone, but he was actually tied up and locked in a closet like some animal or something.

As he thought about all of this, his anger –,he pulled and twisted, fighting as hard as he could, yet he couldn’t tear through those layers of duct tape.

Eventually, he had to give up. Panting, he felt like a wild bull.

What were they going to do to him?

That question, most of all, pissed him off, probably because it also terrified him. He worked so hard to go to college. He had taken the standardized exams, written admissions essays, and filled out the applications. And here he was, just a month into his college career, and he might get expelled at any moment.

Jacob didn’t expect any mercy from the administrators. If anything, they would probably use him as an example. “See, boys? When you break the rules, you get punished.” Those imagined words kept running through his head.

He had been an idiot.

Jacob should spend his time coming up with some coherent strategy for what he was going to do, only then the door opened, and bright light flashed in front of his face. Not only that, he saw almost a dozen girls in the bedroom. They were there, their backs straight, their arms crossed over their chests.

One young woman, a girl with a few freckles, pale skin, and dark straight hair, stood above him. “Jacob, don’t say anything yet. I’m going to give you a choice. We can turn you over to the administration, and they’ll do whatever they want with you, or you can accept a punishment from us. What’s it going to be?”

The pack of sorority sisters stared down at their captive.

Like so many other young men, Jacob hated admitting that he could be scared of anything, let alone a group of girls. Under normal circumstances, he might have seen them in the dining halls or out on one of the streets, and his eyes would have roamed over their bodies. He would have instinctively judged them, picking out which one he thought was cutest or hottest. It would’ve been easy to study their breasts, to think of their asses, to yearn for the chance to touch them.

But now, a very different sensation coursed through his body: fear. It clutched him, gripping virtually every inch of his body. He felt that tingling run through his skin, and he did everything he could to hide his nervousness.

Worse, his body seemed to betray him. Seriously, it felt like his lower lip wanted to start shaking. At the same time, he meant to stand up and stare at these females, but he couldn’t. He remained on his butt, poised below them.

Under normal circumstances, these girls wouldn’t have been intimidating, but now they had numbers and height on their side.

“What do you want?” Jacob forced himself to ask. His voice cracked slightly, but he could only hope that they didn’t notice.

One of the girls stepped forward. “We’re going to have a conversation,” she said. Then, with an almost casual wave of her hand, she motioned to her sorority sisters. Following the signal, they grabbed him.

The girls stepped into the closet, yanked him out by his arms, and he had to hop forward. He felt like an idiot as he did so, but at least he could still speak. “This would be a lot easier if you took the tape off of me.”

“I’m sure it would be,” said the girl.

She turned around and started to walk away. Another one of the sorority girls put her hand on the small of his back and nudged him forward. She was careful not to shove too hard, or he would fall to the floor.

Exhaling a flash of irritation through his nostrils, Jacob jumped forward, a few inches at a time. The girls circled him, walking like prison guards.

They brought him out of the bedroom and into the large living room. That’s where the first girl stood.

“My name is Amy, and I’m going to be the judge this evening. Before we begin, we need to have a little conversation about what’s going to happen to you.”

“What, what do you mean?” Jacob flinched as he stuttered.

“We’ve been talking it over, Jacob, and we decided to give you a choice. We can hand you over to the administration. I’m sure they will have you expelled from the school. Or you can face The Tribunal.”

“Excuse me?” He did his best to load his voice with disdain. Even so, he didn’t think it worked, not when there were all of these lovely girls glaring at him. It was strange. They had long, shiny and bouncy hair. Their lips were glossed, making them shine. Usually, they would have been so beautiful, but now they frightened him way more than he wanted to think about.

How is that possible?

“What’s wrong, boy? Was that too hard for you?”

Boy. She turned the word into an insult.

Amy tried again, “You can face the punishment from the administration, or you can accept whatever we are going to do to you. What’s it going to be?”

Tentatively, Jacob pulled against the duct tape holding his arms and legs together. In his fantasies, he wanted to tear free and escape. The front door was just on the other side of the room, so he could have burst out onto the porch, jumped to the concrete walkway heading back to campus, and sprinted to freedom.

But that wasn’t going to happen. As much as he hated to admit it, he couldn’t break free. They had him. Worse, they knew it.

“If I agree to your little trial thing, you’re not going to tell the administrators?”

“Exactly.”

Jacob took a breath. “How do I know you’ll keep your word?”

Amy glanced at the other girls. “We aren’t liars,” she said simply. “But if you want proof, you won’t get any.” With that honest brutality, she seemed to be telling the truth.

Then again, Jacob didn’t really know how to read girls, especially in a situation like this.

“What will you decide?”

The girl smiled at him. That only ratcheted up the fear coursing through his veins. “Oh no,” Amy answered. “That’s not how it works. With the Tribunal, you will get the chance to defend yourself. But we will determine what your punishment will ultimately be.”

“That doesn’t sound fair.”

“This isn’t about fairness, Jacob. This is about justice.” She smiled at him, almost sweetly. She revealed her teeth, which made him look away.

Inhaling and exhaling, he could feel his nostrils flare out. At the same time, he tried to decide what he was going to do. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, his bunched fists ready to attack, but there was nothing he could to, not while they had him tied up in tape.

Physical strength could not get him out of this, but maybe he could convince them to let him go. For second, he wanted to believe they were nothing but dumb sorority girls, bimbos who probably went to college for an excuse to drink, party, and wear short skirts. Besides, he already knew the administration would expel him.

“Fine,” he said.

“Good,” Amy said. She nodded toward the other girls. Two of them pulled out pairs of scissors. They strode up to him, and he tried not to react, yet the light glinted off of those blades. They shoved him down onto one of the couches. One girl went for the tape around his legs. The other went for the tape on his wrists. They cut through it, freeing him.

When Jacob tried to stand up, one of the girls put her hand on his chest and shoved him back down. “Oh no. Stay right where you are,” Amy commanded.

Even as heat coursed along the curves of his cheeks, he remained seated, though he straightened his back as he glared at her. Jacob didn’t enjoy following her commands, but most of the girls stepped aside. They started to whisper to one another.

And that’s when he understood.

These girls had no idea what they were actually doing.

The thought made him smirk, only he still had the girls standing above him, each one a guardian.

He didn’t want to take them seriously, but then he realized something. They were the same young women who had wrestled him to the floor and taped him up when he had first tried to sneak into the sorority house in the first place.

They were probably going to put some makeup on his face or something. It would be some small humiliation to make these girls feel better. Maybe they would force him to apologize. But really, this whole Tribunal thing would be nothing but a joke.

Or so he thought.

“Okay. How do we start?” Jacob demanded.

Amy came up to him. She glanced at her fellow sorority sisters. “I think we can keep this fairly simple,” she said. The other girls nodded, probably because they had already discussed this and come up with their plans. “We don’t need a lot of procedure or anything all that special. You get a chance to defend yourself and explain what you did. After that, I will respond, and then maybe you can ask for forgiveness.”

Yeah, right. Jacob had resisted the urge to snort at that last part. Forgiveness? This was college, and he was a guy, and they were girls. It wasn’t a big deal. Just because he wanted to sneak into their house and steal some of their panties, that didn’t mean it was a real crime or anything.

Lots of guys thought this way.

It was just a prank, a joke, and if anyone got offended by the violation of their privacy, it was just because they didn’t have a sense of humor. That argument had been circulating on the Internet for decades. It echoed once again behind his eyes.

“How much time do you want?” Amy asked. She still stood above him.

Apparently, she got to act as the judge. He wondered if she would also be the jury and executioner as well. Suppressing those thoughts, he told himself that these were just some silly girls, so he didn’t need to worry too much.

“Look, I’m sorry your feelings got hurt,” he said.

One of the girls inhaled sharply.

Amy shook her head.

“What?” Jacob demanded. “I’m apologizing!”

“You are, but not really,” she said.

“What does that mean?” Jacob demanded. “I said I was sorry.”

“True,” she allowed, “but you also did it in the most obnoxious way possible. Seriously, Jacob. When you say you’re sorry because our feelings got hurt, you make it sound like it just sort of happened.”

“Screw you,” he muttered.

“I can still send you back to the administrators. What you think of that? You want to be expelled? You want to get arrested?”

“Arrested?”

“You broke into our house. That’s not acceptable. More than that, it’s an actual crime.” She shook her head. This time, it was her turn to murmur something. It sounded a lot like, “Boys.” She uttered that one word with gallons of disdain.

“Fine. I’m sorry. Is that what you want to hear?”

“I think we want to hear that you have learned your lesson.”

“Fine. I’ve learned my lesson.”

“And what is that?”

For just a second, he thought about saying something about how he learned that shouldn’t get caught. Of course, the girls wouldn’t have liked that at all.

Reminding himself that they could still mess with him, he inhaled, taking a breath before continuing, “I messed up, okay? I shouldn’t have tried to sneak in here. That was a mistake. That was a very dumb mistake.” Unspoken, he let it hang on the air that it was only a bad idea because the girls had stopped him.

“Ladies, is that okay?”

They narrowed their eyes. They shook their heads.

“I don’t think it’s okay. You might not understand this, Jacob, but this isn’t just a game. It’s not a playground. When you see a girl, she is not there for your enjoyment or amusement. If you say something to her, she doesn’t have to respond. If you hit on her, she doesn’t have to be grateful,” Amy said. These were only freshman, but they all had been harassed at one point or another. Just as likely, they had read about what other women had put up with, either in college or clubs, out with their friends or at parties.

“Here’s the thing you really don’t understand, Jacob. This is our home. You violated a very special boundary. When we come here, we’re supposed to be safe. A guy like you isn’t supposed to be able to just break in without any consequences.”

With that, she rolled her shoulders back. “I think he needs something strict and sincere. I think he needs to be paddled.”

Jacob blinked, not at all horrified, mostly because his brain didn’t catch up.

Paddled?

The girls glanced at one another, apparently confused. They had discussed what they were going to do, except this must not have been the conclusion they reached. “We have a paddle,” she continued. “And I’m thinking that a boy like Jacob is only going to learn his lesson if he really feels it. An apology isn’t good enough. Some minor humiliation isn’t good enough. He needs something strict and severe. He needs to actually learn his lesson.” Then she smirked down at him. “You’re not scared, are you?”

He wasn’t.

A paddling sounded like a joke.

Sometimes, the guys might joke about how girls would spank one another. Of course, that idea usually fell in the same category as girls putting makeup on one another or practicing kissing during their slumber parties and pillow fights.

“Do your worst,” he said, holding out his hands, palms up.

“Oh, we will,” Amy promised.

They allowed him to stand up. Amy glanced toward one of her friends, who quickly scurried off. In the meantime, the leader of the sorority girls began to circle him. Jacob remained upright with his back straight.

“You don’t think this is a big deal, but I think I can make you cry,” she said.

This time, he really did snort. “No way,” he said.

“Yeah, you’re going to be begging me,” she said with a satisfied nod to herself.

“Never,” he replied. “Not going to happen.”

Amy smirked at him.

By this point, one of the girls came back, and she was holding something: a long, wooden paddle. It looked as though it has been solidly built. Just as interestingly, it had the Greek letters for their sorority emblazoned along the flattened edge.

“We got this from another chapter,” she said. “I think this is going to be perfect for you, Jacob.”

As she strolled over to the other couch, she let the paddle swing from side to side. He watched the golden wood move in its tight arc. Then she sat down, and she tapped her hands to her lap.

“What?” Jacob asked. Of course, he understood what those pats were supposed to mean, only he couldn’t bring himself to act.

“Get across my lap,” ordered Amy.

His eyes went wide, his brows rising upward too. “You have got to be kidding,” he said, his voice loaded with confusion. There was no way she actually expected him to get across her lap, right? It was just silly.

“Get across my lap,” she ordered again.

When he heard those words repeated, Jacob glanced at the other young women. He kept expecting one of them to step forward and to tell him he didn’t have to do this.

As his heart started to beat faster, he didn’t know what to do or say. His lips moved, only words refused to come out.

Amy made it much, much worse. “Oh, and be sure to take off your pants.”

“No!” he snapped back at her. If she really thought that he was going to take off his pants and stretch over her legs, she had another think coming.

With every second, he kept thinking that some other girl would explain all of this away. She would say that they were just joking around or something. And yet, his heart kicked behind his ribs, and he kept waiting, but the young women were watching him, studying him. Maybe a few of them glanced at him, yet no one stepped forward to contradict her.

“It’s either this or you get expelled. Oh, and don’t forget the possibility of jail.”

Jacob still didn’t move.

“Ladies, I think he might just need some help,” Amy said, nodding toward her companions.

When he didn’t move to protest, they grabbed him by his arms, pulling them to the left and right. Another girl stepped forward, and she lifted up the edge of his shirt to get access to his belt and zipper.

His pants loosened just a few seconds later, only to fall down around his ankles. From there, the girls giggled. Another one yanked down his boxers, letting them fall over his trousers.

And when the girls were done, they looked at him.

“Now,” Amy ordered.

The other girls released him, and another reached down, smacking his naked ass. The pain jolted him into moving, so he stepped toward her.

Amy was beautiful. Amy was gorgeous. Amy should have been the kind of girl that he could have seduced.

And yet, he was standing right there, and another girl shoved him forward. He felt the soft hands against his shoulder blades just before he fell forward. Amy chuckled. It felt as though some the air had been knocked out of his lungs. The world spun around him, only then he tensed up as he felt the cold paddle against the curve of his ass.

“If you want, you can try to apologize again,” Amy said. She made it sound like he might have had a chance for mercy.

Still stubborn or maybe just confused by all of this, Jacob chose not to make any sounds. Pressing his lips together, he braced himself. After all, he knew that this was going to hurt. It was going to sting, but he could handle it. He told himself again and again he could handle it.

She lifted the paddle, and the girls all looked back at one another, perhaps amazed that this was really happening. So many of them have been harassed or had to fight at one point or another. But finally, a boy had been truly subjugated. More than that, he was totally at their mercy, and they could do whatever they wanted. This felt like everything they had learned about in their Leadership classes, only brought to the real world.

This wasn’t theoretical. This wasn’t academic.

“You deserve this,” Amy declared as she tensed her muscles and brought the paddle down. It came in a quick, sharp arc. The golden wood blurred with speed right before it crashed into his backside. Heat flashed along his skin. He imagined that he could feel a red line over his backside.

“That was nice,” Amy said.

She looked up at her sisters.

With his eyes still clenched shut, Jacob didn’t know what to do. His heart kept pounding, and his breathing had turned deep and rapid as he gulped down air. But then, he started to hear something, something that made him flinch, though only for a moment or two.

Applause.

No way. He didn’t quite believe it, yet did the girls around him were actually clapping!

That seemed completely wrong to him, but it was true.

He lifted his head and looked up at the young women. They were smiling, almost gleefully. He wanted to complain, to tell them to stop, only he forced himself to remain silent. He knew that if he engaged with them, he’d only encourage them.

Without saying another word, Amy quickly lifted the paddle again. Breathing in and out from between his teeth, Jacob told himself that he could handle it. He endured one paddling, so another wouldn’t be any worse.

Jacob was wrong.

Amy was getting better at this, so she managed to improve her angle and bring more force to bear. When the paddle swung down, whistling against the air, it struck, and the pain first ran along his skin. His nerves crying out as this hot girl bludgeoned them.

“Are you ready to apologize? Are you ready at this time?”

“If you have to hit me to make me apologize, it won’t count,” he growled at her. Maybe those words sounded more juvenile than he intended, but he still meant them.

A few of the girls murmured, maybe in agreement. Amy, however, had her own answer. “You bring up an interesting point. But then, women have been abused for centuries. It’s only been in the last couple of decades that we have been treated like actual people. Men have never felt bad about getting women to comply through force or violence. Why should we?”

Jacob opened his mouth, only his tormentor didn’t give him the opportunity to respond. She swung down again, harder this time.

Another clap echoed against the walls as she struck.

This time, he didn’t even get a few seconds to recover. She pulled her arm back, and then she struck. Hot agony surged through him all over again. His eyes watered, and he yearned to get up, to try to grab her or even pull the paddle from her grip.

He was no longer taped, but that didn’t mean he was actually free. These girls could grab him whenever they wanted. They could make him pay.

Hating the reality of his situation, he forced himself to remain still even as he endured his punishment.

“How many more?” Amy called out, and he thought he should answer, only stopped himself, realizing this girl wasn’t talking to him.

“Just a few more?”

“No. He needs a lot more than that,” declared another female.

“Five more?”

“Ten?” asked someone else.

Jacob pushed his fingers into his palms again as his knuckles turned white with the pressure.

These girls shouldn’t have been able to do this to him. They shouldn’t have been able to blackmail him. But they could, and nothing he said would stop it.

Actually, that wasn’t true. At any moment, he could have demanded to be sent to the administrators. But then, the punishments he had already endured would become completely meaningless.

Jacob couldn’t stand that thought.

“Fifteen more?”

“Oh, that’s too much.”

“Let’s just play it by ear,” Amy finally declared to all of the other girls.

He tensed up and hoped that one of the young women might make things easier for him. But no one spoke up; no one wanted to send this boy.

With a subvocalized growl, he waited.

Amy obliged, touching the paddle to his rear before she cocked her arm back. She savored another moment of power. After this, she was going to need to go touch herself, she realized. There was something so intoxicating about having this helpless boy spread out beneath her, ready for her punishment. It wasn’t just the infliction of pain, however. It was the authority and power.

Amy, like so many leaders before her, realized just how potent it could feel to wield this kind of command.

She could do whatever she wanted, she realized.

With that thought in mind, she swung the paddle down repeatedly, letting the staccato rhythm fill the air. At one point, she looked around, only to see that her sorority sisters were equally entranced by all of this.

The spell only shattered when he finally broke. “Stop! Stop it! I, I can’t take anymore!”

“Apologize,” Amy demanded.

“I, I’m so sorry! I’m sorry I tried to break into your house. You’re right. You’re right about everything!”

“Oh, I like that. Say that last part again,” Amy demanded.

Jacob didn’t know exactly when his defenses shattered or when he decided that he was willing to give up his dignity to prevent another storm of pain from rushing through his body. But at this point, his eyes were wet, and he could barely see clearly.

Still, he gave these girls what they wanted.

“You’re right. You’re right about everything.” He repeated those words stoically, automatically, almost as though his voice had been replaced by a recording.

Amy knew this next part could have sounded juvenile or childish, yet she didn’t care. She wanted to hear him say something else as well. “Now tell me that girls are better than boys.”

His eyes got big, and he wanted to turn around to look at her. But down on his stomach, that just wasn’t an option.

The other girls, however, could still see that look of frightened frustration on his face.

He didn’t want to do it. He didn’t want to say it. But really, he had no choice, especially because his shoulders bunched up when she touched of the paddle to his backside. At this point, his ass had turned a bright shade of red. Not only that, it felt hot to the touch.

“Do it,” she commanded.

Simply because he couldn’t stop her, Amy reached down and grabbed his ass. She squeezed it. At the same time, she thought of a PE class she had taken back in high school. Some arrogant boy had strode up to her. He’d been teasing her and almost flirting with her. But at some point, he decided to grab her buttocks just before he ran away.

Amy hadn’t known whether or not the teachers would take this seriously, so she didn’t say anything to him. Of course, the next time he tried, she slapped him across the face.

Now she could punish another boy.

“Say it,” she commanded, her voice sharp and dignified.

“Girls, girls are better than boys,” he answered, his voice trembling and mostly quiet.

“Not good enough,” Amy snarled. “Tell me that girls are better than boys. Tell me that girls are superior in every way.”

When he hesitated, she raised at the paddle and brought it down even harder. Another explosion of pain burst over his nerves, making every inch of his skin cry out.

“Tell us the truth,” she added.

Jacob gasped one, two, three times in quick succession before his lips started to move again. “Please, I’m telling the truth. Women are better than men. You’re stronger, smarter, and better in every other way. You’re superior!”

Silence.

Jacob was still gasping, doing his best to get a hold of himself, yet he couldn’t succeed, not really.

The girls still surrounded him. More importantly, they knew that they had broken something within him.

“Good boy. Now, I’m going to let you up, but only so that you can stand and tell us again.”

She pulled her hands away from the hapless male.

“Oh,” Amy said as well, making it sound like an afterthought. “Go ahead and pull up your pants while you’re at it.”

Shifting tentatively, as though he thought these girls might drag him back down at any moment, he stood up. He pulled up his boxers and his pants. He tightened his belt again and tried to look up, only he just couldn’t bring himself to meet the gazes of any of these women.

“What would you like to say?” Amy inquired.

“You, you’re my superior.”

“Actually, I don’t like you standing,” Amy amended. “Get down on your knees, crawl over to each of us, and say that again.”

“You have to be kidding me,” he started to say, only to cut off the words midsentence.

Amy lifted one eyebrow. As she did so, she made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t interested in his defiance. He could still miss this all up. Any moment, they could call the administration, and there were so many witnesses. No matter what Jacob said, no one would believe him.

That frustrating sense of powerlessness surged through his body.

The girls had their arms crossed over their chests. More than that, there was something about the set, firm expressions on their beautiful faces that made his defiance wilt away.

His knees bent and buckled. He fell to the floor in front of a redhaired girl.

“You’re my superior,” he said to her.

Jacob started to turn away, only Amy snapped her fingers, forcing him to freeze. “Oh, no,” she said, her voice haughty and imperious. “You aren’t getting off that easy. Kiss her shoes.”

He spun around. Still braced on his knees, Jacob looked over at her like he thought that Amy might be joking or something. But she wasn’t. She meant it, every word.

“Kiss her shoes,” Amy repeated. Somehow, he suspected that she enjoyed speaking those words because she really did breathe her control and power with every breath.

Jacob turned back to the other girl. She had on a pair of white sneakers. They weren’t anything special. They weren’t particularly dirty either. He shouldn’t have been disgusted, but it was the symbolism, he realized. If he did this, it would mean surrendering. These girls would win.

But hadn’t they already?

That unnerving thought made it hard for him to fight any of this.

He leaned down and kissed her shoes. He could smell the leather, all as the girl started to giggle. Moments later, he heard the clapping again. They were applauding him! Or maybe they were applauding one another.

Jacob really couldn’t tell, but the sting of humiliation still surged through his body. He hated this, every moment of it.

Eyes watering again, he wanted to argue with them, to plead with them to stop.

But they wouldn’t.

That much was obvious.

“Keep going.” This time, it may have been Amy. It may have been someone else.

Jacob couldn’t tell for sure.

Either way, he crawled over to another girl. He looked up at the redheaded. “You, you’re my superior,” he told her.

“Yes, I am,” replied the redheaded. She smirked down in him. Not only that, she reached down and touched the top of his head, petting him like he was nothing but a dog.

His eyes got big at that, but he couldn’t even summon up the energy to slap her hand away.

If he did, he would definitely get punished even more.

“Continue,” Amy ordered, her tone regal and demanding.

Exhaling through his teeth, he crawled over to the next girl. He kissed her foot as well. “You’re my superior.”

Just as he started to turn away, the girl reached down and grabbed his chin. Her fingers pushed down into his cheeks. He could feel her nails. And even if this didn’t hurt, he still felt the surge of embarrassment.

No guy was supposed to go through this. No man was supposed to be subjugated by a female…and yet, Jacob had messed up. Now he was paying the price.

“That’s right,” said the girl gripping his chin. “I am your superior. And don’t you forget it.”

The other girls cheered, clapping and whistling.

All the while, Jacob tried to pull his head free from her grip. She wouldn’t release him, not for another three seconds, each of which felt elongated and stretched out, as though these females had the ability to slow down time itself.

“Keep going. Keep going!” laughed another of the girls.

He moved over to the next female, only to see that she wore a pair of open toed sandals. The black leather caught the light as he stared down.

Somehow, this seemed worse.

But because he had no choice, Jacob leaned in, and he kissed the top of her foot, just the way the sorority sisters expected and demanded.

“You’re my superior,” he told this young woman.

“That’s right, I am,” said the young woman in front of him. Apparently drunk on power, all of the other girls started to giggle. One by one, he went around, kissed their feet, acknowledged his inferiority, and surrendered something.

Jacob didn’t know exactly how to articulate it. He couldn’t explain precisely what these girls were taking from him. And yet, it was obvious that he was losing something. Nothing would ever be the same for him again.

And then he glanced upward. He had been on his hands and knees, so it was easy not to look up around at the girls.

But now, he saw something.

One of the girls had a phone out. The camera lens was pointed in his direction.

For the first time in his life, the color drained away from his cheeks as this chill spread through his body.

“What, what are you doing?” Jacob demanded to know.

The girl looked at him, she smiled, and then she said, “Oh, don’t worry about it. I’m just making a little recording.”

“No,” he said.

He jumped up onto his feet, and he reached out, thinking he would snatch in the device away from this girl.

The young woman, a blonde with blue eyes and long, straight hair, stepped back. But that wasn’t the worst part. Jacob didn’t pay attention to the other girls. Even though they had enjoyed themselves with him, they were still paying attention, so was easy enough for them to grab him by his arms. They shoved him down against one of the couches, bending him over.

They didn’t know precisely what they were doing, yet that hardly mattered because there are so many of them. When one girl put her hand against the back of his head, another on his back, and two more grabbed his arms, he was held down to the sheer force of numbers if nothing else.

Jacob yanked, twisted, and pulled. He fought as hard as he could, straining.

“Oh, and you had been making such good progress, Jacob. I guess you really do need to be paddled some more.”

“No!”

“Oh, yes,” Amy said, speaking to the entire group now. “This boy needs to be punished. When I saw him on his hands and knees, I thought he had finally started to learn his lesson. Maybe he finally started to understand what it meant to be powerless. But I guess he still needs another dose of punishment.”

She grabbed the paddle, only this time she didn’t savor the moment. Instead, she was brutal and efficient as she brought it down, striking at his backside over and over again.

Suddenly lost in a sea of agony, he tried to pull away, but these girls held him down.

Between the smacks at his rear end, he could hear them laughing, giggling, and cheering. “How’s that feel?” one of the girls taunted.

Another called out, “Yeah, that’s what you get. You don’t stand up around us. We’re better than you!”

“Girls are better than boys! Girls are better than boys!” they called out, turning those words into a chant.

Torn between the pain and the frustration, Jacob didn’t know what he was supposed to do. He lost himself. For the first time in his life, he was completely and utterly powerless. He had never experienced anything like this before. He had never been enveloped in so much frustration.

And then it stopped.

He didn’t move.

The girls released him, one by one, and Amy leaned down. Her voice was soft, yet it still penetrated deep into his psyche. “You’re a boy, so it’s probably going to take you a while to figure this out, but you need to understand that it’s a woman’s world now. The future is female.” She patted him on the back of his head. “Now get out.”


Male Disadvantage, Number 6

Tony really liked his last name: Ravenswood. It sounded like something out of a fantasy novel or maybe some regency romance. As he grew up, he had liked to think of himself as some young prince. Someday, it would be revealed that he was the king of a forgotten kingdom or some tiny country no one had ever heard of, but he would be in charge, and that would be awesome.

Then he went to work for Farber Industries.

Strangely enough, after he sent in his resume, they asked for pictures.

When he first got the request, he had looked down at his phone, studying the email. He thought this had to be some kind of joke or something. Why would they want to know what he looked like? How could that possibly be relevant?

And yet, he reread the message several times, and he knew he wanted the gig because it paid well, so he found a couple of shots his friends had taken and sent them in.

When he arrived at the headquarters for Farber Industries, he stared up at the enormous building. He had lived in New York for a long time, but most of the buildings he had inhabited had been a lot smaller and less impressive. More than that, when he looked around the street, he saw that everyone wore expensive suits and dresses. Their closets must of been worth more than what he would make in a year—or more. Probably more.

Gulping, he looked down at himself. He had on a pair of black, department store trousers, a white dress shirt, and black sneakers.

Yeah, he probably wasn’t going to get this job, he told himself.

That was the first time Tony Ravenswood felt this kind of anxiety. Through most of his life, he had been able to float through his schooling and a couple of different jobs after college. He didn’t know exactly what he wanted to do. Somehow, his degree in Communication Studies hadn’t led to a particularly lucrative position at any major company.

Instead, he worked as a server in a couple of different bars downtown. The tips had always been good, but he didn’t like the noise or late nights. He needed to get started in an “adult” job. So there he was.

When he walked into the lobby, he felt the heat of the guards who stared at him, probably wondering what he was doing there. Maybe they thought he was there to sell magazine subscriptions or something equally ridiculous.

One of the guards came up to him. “Can I help you?” Those words should have been polite enough, but they were loaded with disdain.

“I, I have a job interview. I’m here for the assistant position.”

“Which one?” the guard asked. For the first time, Tony noticed she was armed. A pistol glistened right there on the guard’s waist.

Tony didn’t know at first. Confused, he fumbled and pulled out his phone before glancing down at the screen. Fortunately, he already had the email up. The confirmation was right there. “Stacey Farber?”

“Stacey Farber?” The guard glanced over at the station where another two individuals in the same uniform were waiting.

“Uh, yeah. I think so.”

The guard swept his eyes up and down Tony’s frame. “Interesting. I guess she has a thing for the light-haired guys,” she mumbled.

Tony probably wasn’t supposed to hear that, but he still felt this little stab of anxiety.

“Go to that elevator bank. Take it to the top floor. There will be someone there waiting for you.”

“Thanks,” Tony said.

As he turned away, Tony did his best to appear utterly nonchalant, like none of this affected him. Yeah, he went to gigantic skyscrapers all the time. He dealt with powerful women and men every day. Yeah, right…Only when he was certain none of the guards could see him, he puffed out his cheeks and sighed as his heart finally started to slow.

He rode the elevator all the way to the top, and that’s where he found a young woman in a short, formal skirt and a pale red blouse. She had a tablet computer tucked under one arm, and she nodded for him to follow immediately as the elevator doors began to slide open.

“Tony Ravenswood?”

“Yes. That’s me,” he said.

If she noticed the faux confidence in his voice, she didn’t comment on it.

The young woman brought him through a pair of double doors at once, and then he heard a distinct, powerfully female voice call out, “Come in.”

His guide had already turned around and started walking away.

Tony stepped across the threshold into an enormous office. He looked out at the couches, the huge desk, and the multiple screens mounted on the walls. Not only that, his eyes took in the New York City skyline, and something inside of him clenched. It was beautiful. He had never seen a view like this before.

It had to be one of the best in the entire city.

A different thought occurred to him. Every square foot of this office space probably represented more money than he could make in a year—maybe five years. It was strange to think that a square of industrial carpeting could be more valuable than he was.

“Hello. My name is Tony Ravenswood. I’m here to interview for the assistant position.”

“Stand still,” came the precise order.

Tightening his grip around his resume, he could hear and feel the paper crinkle, but then his apparent interviewer got up from her desk. She strode over to him, moving quickly and confidently. He kept his eyes aimed forward, like he didn’t want to attract the attention of some predator, but he still stole a glance in her direction.

She had dark red hair pulled back into a French braid. She wore a simple black dress, one with pockets and a gray vest over her chest. Shimmering tights covered her long legs, and she wore a pair of black heels that caught the light, almost like a pair of leather sculptures.

“Tony,” she said, a note of playfulness in her voice.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

“Ma’am?”

Oh no. He started to wonder if maybe she would take that as an insult. This woman obviously wasn’t particularly old, definitely not even in her forties, but he also understood that people could be sensitive, so he wondered if maybe he needed to apologize.

“I, I just thought it would be more appropriate,” he said to her.

“Good boy,” she said. She circled him, her eyes moving along his body, and he felt like he was some kind of investment or a purchase to be made. Hell, he may as well have been a piece of meat.

When he glanced back at her, he noted the excitement in her eyes. She was definitely enjoying herself.

“Come over to my desk,” she commanded. It almost sounded like she snapped her fingers.

He followed after her and saw a tablet on the desk, only this one was larger than what his guide had carried. “This is a nondisclosure agreement. Please read and sign it if you would like to interview for the position.”

As he focused on the digital document before him, Tony didn’t know exactly what he should have looked for. Right away, he saw all of the legal texts. The different clauses combined together, becoming almost gibberish.

“I’m sorry if that’s too complicated for you,” Stacey said, only she didn’t sound as though she was mocking him. Instead, she simply recognized that this young man wouldn’t have a background in law, so he might not understand precisely what he was doing.

“It’s fine,” he said.

“You’re a brave boy. I like that,” she said.

Did he pick up on a note of condescension?

Almost assuredly.

Even as he bristled a little bit, Tony decided that he could take it. After all, he reminded himself of just how lucrative this position could be. And even if he had never been an assistant before, he thought he might be able to work hard for this woman, especially if it meant that kind of paycheck.

It was always a fun question: what would he be willing to put up with in exchange for enough money? His friends had wandered around bars on a couple occasions, drinking, considering the different possibilities.

One of his friends, Tyson, had been pretty hammered when he glanced around at his buddies and asked, “So how about if you got sexually harassed? How much money would it take before you would let some lady pinch you and squeeze you and call you demeaning names?”

They had all laughed at that.

Most of Tony’s friends had made it abundantly clear: no amount of money would be worth that sort of humiliation. They were men, after all. They had dignity!

Still, Tony didn’t like the prices of living in New York. So now, he wondered exactly what this woman was doing. At the same time, he could feel his pulse quicken because he was bent forward as he read the document. She stood close, maybe a little bit uncomfortably close.

“If you want me to explain anything to you, I can.”

“I did have one question,” he said as his eyes glided over the legal text. Unfortunately, Tony had no idea what he was supposed to be deciphering. Sure, each word was absolutely written in English, except when they were put together to form sentences, they suddenly became meaningless and incoherent.

“What’s that?”

“Are you actually the CEO of this company?”

“Yes,” she said.

“And you decided to bother interviewing me? Don’t you have other people who do that?”

“Actually, there’s a very good reason why I wanted to interview you myself,” she said. Her voice rippled with different possibilities.

“Can I ask what that is?”

“Only if you sign the NDA.”

He swiped his finger along the screen, watching as the text blurred past him. From one line to the next, he pretended to read. In the meantime, he could still feel her proximity. She had moved out of his peripheral vision, but he still imagined he could feel her there, close.

She was almost hovering, like she couldn’t wait to swoop in.

“As you’re reading, can you tell me about yourself?”

“I’m just a normal guy.” Stupid, he thought. He needed to remember that this was a job interview, but something about this beautiful woman unnerved him. Maybe it was her power or her confidence. Maybe it was the fact that she studied him like a toy she might decide to buy.

He tried to shake those thoughts off, but he didn’t want to be too obvious.

“I think you can do better than that, Tony.”

Breathing out slowly, he explained, “When I say I’m just a normal guy, I mean that I don’t have any special skills or talents. I like to think I’m good at getting along with people, I can handle organizing complicated tasks, and I stay cool under pressure. But I’m not going to build any new software. I won’t write the next Great American novel or anything.”

“You’re humble,” she said, sounding a little bit surprise.

“Yeah, I guess you could say that.”

“You shouldn’t be afraid of your humility. That’s a good thing. I think far too many men have inflated opinions of themselves. So tell me, how would you feel working under a woman?”

“That wouldn’t be a problem,” he said.

He started to scan faster, mostly because he knew that he was just wasting his time and hers. If he didn’t understand what he was signing, he needed to pick. What he just turned around and walked away because the NDA didn’t make any sense? Or would he stay, signing over some of his rights, if only to find out what this woman really expected?

Why not?

Deciding that this would be a fun game, he swiped all the way down to the end of the document, and he quickly signed his name with his finger.

“Good boy,” she said.

She pushed the tablet aside before looking right at him. “I think you have a lot of potential. But here’s the thing. I’m not just interested in a secretary. I want a boy who will understand his place.”

“What would that be?”

She came closer and closer. In her high heels, she was just a little bit taller than him, which forced him to incline his head if he wanted to look into her eyes.

They were a dark shade of green, he realized.

“I’m interested in a subordinate. I want a man who’s going to understand his place.”

Tony kept his mouth shut at this point, mostly because he didn’t quite understand precisely what she wanted, and it seemed like she wasn’t done explaining it either. The seconds ticked by, and he was tempted, so freaking tempted, to say something.

She smirked. “Good boy. You just passed the test.”

“Really?”

“Yes. A lot of guys think that they can talk their way through anything. They don’t know how to be quiet. They don’t recognize that sometimes they don’t actually have anything good or useful to say.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, thinking that agreement would pretty much always be a good strategy.

She smirked at him again. “You don’t mind working for a woman?”

“No, ma’am,” he said.

“And what are your feelings on gender politics?”

Gender politics? When he really thought about it, he didn’t think he had any.

“Let me be clear with you, Tony. If I hire you, you will be my subordinate. You will do whatever I say. And I should be very clear with you. I will want more than simple, professional services. You look like the kind of boy who could please me, but I want to make sure that you know how to have fun. Do you know how to have fun, Tony?”

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth. He thought he knew what she meant, but he didn’t dare ask for exact clarification. “Like I said. I can get along with people.”

“So if I told you that I wanted to play a little game, one that involves you on your knees, would you do it? Would you be willing to entertain your boss by crawling on the floor?”

His eyes widened, and when he looked over at her, he expected to see her smirk or maybe start laughing. But she didn’t. Sure, her eyes were crinkled with amusement, but she didn’t give him any indication that this was a joke.

“Yeah, I guess I would do it.”

“Prove it.” Stacy surprised herself as she said those words. Seriously, she didn’t think she would push this boy this hard this fast. She liked the way he looked. When she had spotted his photo among the dozens of applicants, she had stopped, thinking that he would be perfect.

Because really, she wanted an assistant who would look good, would be pleasant, the kind of assistant could smile and make her feel better after a long day of meetings and arguments.

Sure enough, he gulped, stepped back, and then he lowered himself down on his knees.

As he looked up at her with his adorably big eyes, Stacy reached down and touched him for the first time. Her fingers brushed through his hair, and he seemed to shiver.

“How do you feel about sexual harassment?”

“I, I don’t understand.”

“If I give you this job, they’re going to be certain expectations.” Stacy allowed the implications to drift onto the air.

“You want to use me.”

“I want to own you,” she said simply. “For way too long, men have been bossing women around, telling them what to do, humiliating them. Now, I’m in charge. I have the money and the power, and you want this position. Do you want to stay there, on your knees, at my feet? Do want to be my boy toy?” Perhaps she didn’t exactly like those last words, but they seemed apt.

Tony considered this for a few seconds. “I, I think I do.”

“Beg for the job.”

His lips parted. Maybe that was going too far, but then he steeled his resolve, hardened his features, and then he breathed out for only a moment before starting, “please, can I please have this job? Please, ma’am?”

“Oh, Tony. My boy, you can do better than that.”

My boy. She enjoyed that phrase. It came with the exact level of condescension she thought he deserved. At the same time, she told herself that she was doing something nice for him. Sure, this would involve a little bit of humiliation, but he can take it. He was a big boy. And if she actually hired him, then he should be grateful because she was going to pay him reasonably well.

“Please, may I please be your assistant? Please, I want you to hire me. Please, I’ll do whatever you want,” he said, only to stop.

He recognized the problem immediately, but it was too late. He had already uttered those words, and he couldn’t take them back.

“Anything?”

He gulped. “I’ll do my best to please you,” he said.

“Oh, I’m sure you will,” she said. “Kiss my shoes.”

His eyes got big.

“Do it right now or get out,” she said simply, making sure that she snapped through his resistance.

Sure enough, Tony leaned down, and he kissed both of her feet, lips barely brushing over the smooth leather. But it was good enough because it proved her point. More importantly, it taught Tony something about himself.

“I’m going to walk around my office, and you’re going to crawl at my side.”

This time, it wasn’t a request.

She strolled over to the bookshelves. As she did so, she could see his form just at the very edge of her vision. And just as she wanted, he crawled. He moved along on his knuckles and knees, subordinate, obedient, eager to do whatever she wanted.

When she got to the bookshelf, she reached up, and she pulled off a black, leather collar. She let it dangle from her fingertips. “You know what this is?”

“It looks like a dog collar.”

“That’s because it is a dog collar,” she said. “Albeit, a very high end a dog collar. If I put this on you, that means you’re going to become my assistant. In front of everyone else, you’ll be a good boy, fetching coffee, picking up my laundry, handling all of those small little annoyances the come with modern life. But when I snap my fingers and order you in here, you’ll do whatever I want you to do to be my plaything. What you think of that?”

She looked down at him, studying him. There were other, more ambitious young men out there who would have tried to use this information. He would have gone online or to some tabloid talk show for the opportunity to slander her name.

Thus far, no one had been able to do it. She had lawyers, public information firms, and lobbying groups, all of whom made it impossible for some solitary boy to really damage her reputation.

People like to think that the Internet leveled out all information, enabling everyone to have a voice. That was silly. The Internet just reflected the real world, meaning that money could shape public opinion, just as it could rewrite the digital landscape.

“Would you like me to put this around your neck right now?”

As he looked up at her, he didn’t know what to do or say. All of his fantasies had involved situations just like this, although Tony had imagined himself as the man standing up tall and strong and looking down at some obedient blonde or redheaded girl.

“Please collar me, ma’am.”

“I don’t like ma’am,” she said. “From now on, you will address me as your Mistress.”

Mistress.

The word sounded exotic, almost medieval.

“Yes…Mistress.”

“Define the word for me.”

He blinked a couple of times, confused. Define it?

He licked his lips. When he glanced up at her, he saw that her features were set and serious. She wasn’t teasing him, not this time. She expected an answer.

Breathing out slowly, he said, “If you are my mistress, that means you own me. I will belong to you from now on. I will be your employee, but that means I will have to do whatever you say. You’re in charge.”

“And if I decide to lock this collar around your neck?”

When he peeked up her again, he saw the hint of a smile, so he wanted to believe that she was only joking now. Even so, he didn’t want to make any mistakes. “Mistress, if you lock the collar around my neck, it will mean that you own me.”

“That’s right,” she said, patting him on the head. “Now strip for me. I haven’t decided whether or not I’m going to hire you.”

What?

She put a leather band around his neck and forced him to address her as Mistress, but she still hadn’t made up her mind? That didn’t seem fair!

Tony suppressed any urge to speak, however. He already knew that she would be disappointed if he tried to assert himself, so he breathed out slowly and began to pull off his shirt. He removed his belt, his pants, shoes and finally his socks. Soon, he was down to nothing but his boxers. Fortunately, he wore a pair of black, silk underwear, so he felt just a little bit better.

“Naked, Tony,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. As he spoke, it felt as though he had lost something. Not just clothing, but something else, something intangible.

He pulled off his boxers, and then he sat up straight. He remained on his knees, however.

“I’m impressed. I didn’t think you would be willing to do all of this quite so fast.”

Tony didn’t know what to say to that.

“Does that mean you recognize that I am better than you?”

Blinking once, he didn’t know.

“Oh yes,” she teased, her voice an almost feline purr. “Just think about it. I have this entire Corporation, I keep them all to myself. Soon, I’m going to have my own city as well. I will be able to rule however I see fit. And you? You’re going to be my obedient slave boy. Isn’t that right, Tony?”

He opened his mouth and thought of his answer. But really, there were only two words she expect to hear from a boy like him, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Now, I have emails I need to answer. Follow me.”

She walked back toward her enormous, mahogany desk. As he began to follow, he started to stand up. That was a mistake. His superior glanced back at him, only to shake her head slightly.

At once, he took the hint and remained on his knees. Then he started to crawl, just the way she liked.

Behind her desk, she reached up and pulled down her tights. She also removed her panties, taking them off in one swift movement.

Sitting down gracefully, she positioned herself on the edge of the seat. She spread her legs, so her new assistant looked up. Naked, he felt like he was nothing but her plaything, a toy to be used. He was there for her amusement and nothing else.

“Get over here, boy,” she ordered, beckoning him with the curve of her finger. He crawled, knowing full well what he would be expected to do.

In so many fantasies, he was supposed to be the one seated at the desk, ready for a blow job while some hapless secretary went down on him. But there he was, ready to lick or suck and serve however she wished.

Strangely enough, he felt as though he liked this. He didn’t know if being close to her triggered something within him. He had never experienced real power before, and this woman was a billionaire, someone who could probably call up the President of the United States. Just being close felt like an aphrodisiac. He may have only been her assistant, but he would have the chance to witness something—someone—amazing.

That’s why he leaned his head in, and he felt her hand there at the back of his skull. She nudged him down and took what she wanted.

Obediently and without question, he started to look at her opening. Just like so many other men were learning, Tony realized that that it was better if he surrendered. It was best if he gave this woman what she craved. His tongue glided up and down her crevice. She nudged harder, her palm firm against the back of his head. She set the rhythm, making sure he knew exactly how to pleasure her.

And then she pulled her hand away, but he continued with that same tempo.

“You did a good job, Tony. At this rate, you’ll get an excellent evaluation.”

Did that mean she was going to hire him?

Tony didn’t dare pull away for fear of disappointing her. Instead, he continued to eat her out, his lips and tongue busy. He licked, sliding up and down, then left and right. He found her clit and worshiped it with the tip of his tongue.

All the while, he could feel the desires pumping through his body. Tony may not have wanted to think about it, but he was getting hard, so desperately hard. He could feel his erection push out against the air. With every second, it felt like hot fires burned just beneath his surface, and every taste of her slit meant throwing fire on those flames.

“I might decide to have sex with you, Tony,” she said in an offhand way.

With her hands free, she started to type something. It could’ve been a report, nonsense, or some email vital to her company. Tony didn’t know. Down on his knees, he didn’t get to see what this woman was doing.

“That feels very good. I’m impressed. You have some very good oral skills. I see you learned a lot when you majored in Communication Studies,” she said, chuckling at him.

If Tony was offended, he couldn’t say anything. Still, there was that little snap of humiliation through his frame. His shoulders bunched up for a moment, yet he never stopped, nor did he slow down.

“Good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. You like this, don’t you? You know that’s where you belong.”

Stacey Farber started to chuckle. She had dealt with so many men. Over the years, she knew that many of them probably confronted her and tried to stand in front of her ambitions because they were jealous. Maybe they understood that she was better than they were. She was smarter, stronger, and more calculating. She was the kind of woman who could see through puzzles and diplomatic problems. She knew people, engineering, and numbers.

Other men succeeded based on bluster, overconfidence, and inheritances. Sometimes, they just had good friends, or they happened to be in the right place at the right time. That sort of thing seldom happened to women, if only because the tacit assumptions about leadership and power always meant that men had the advantage.

No more. Not here. Not in her office.

She glanced down at this boy, and he had his eyes closed as he continued to bob his head forward. Licking her gently, he worshiped her with everything he had.

She felt this incredible affection for him. He was like a pet, she thought.

Fortunately for her, that’s precisely what she wanted.

Running her fingers against the grain of his hair, she reached down for the back of his neck. She gently fingered his collar, touching it with the tip of her digit. She liked the smooth leather. But more than that, she loved what it represented.

“You belong on your knees, Tony. You might get to be my assistant, but basically you’re going to be a trophy.”

He would be the trophy boy, attractive, pliant, and eager to serve.

“You know, I’m probably going to have to put you on a workout routine. What do you think of that? I want you to be perfect for me.”

He didn’t say anything; he couldn’t, not while his tongue and mouth were otherwise occupied, yet he bobbed his head, which almost made it seem like he was nodding. That was close enough to agreement as far as Stacey was concerned. Smiling at the boy, she knew so many men had enjoyed these kinds of perks. First in the twentieth century and all the way to this one, males had been able to take whatever they wanted.

It was her turn.

“You’re going to work out, and I’m going to check you out. I’m going to inspect your body. When the collar’s around your neck, it means you belong to me. Everything about you belongs to me. Understand?”

He made a sound, one that seemed like acquiescence to her ears.

Good enough.

“Faster,” she commanded.

She put her hand on the back of his head again, took a firm grip on his hair, and she worked his face forward and back, his tongue gliding in and out.

“Oh yes. That’s right. Show me you are an inferior boy. Show me are nothing but a silly male.” As she grinned through those words, she closed her eyes, raised her chin, and embraced the mounting heat. With every second, it felt like she might climax.

Then she let the orgasm ripple through her body.

An explosion of ecstasy lanced from her core out into her extremities. Her toes curled, her fingers tightened, and she cried out. She made so much noise that people on the first floor should have been able to hear her, except she had made sure her office was soundproofed.

Pulling him back, she looked down at her new servant. His lips remained slick with her juices, and his cock looked so desperately hard. There was something glassy and eager in his eyes. Perfect. He wasn’t trying to think for himself. Even as his body vibrated with arousal, he knew better than to make any requests or demands.

“Would you like me to ride you, Tony?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please, I would love that.”

“Carefully take every item off of my desk.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

She rolled her chair back, so he sprang to his feet.

As she remained seated, Tony scrambled to obey her bidding. He started to remove one item after another, clearing off the mahogany table. As he did so, she furtively reached out, opening her desk drawer. She pulled out a set of handcuffs connected by a long chain. She smiled a, thinking of how good he was going to look with those locks around his wrists.

It took him several minutes, but he finished. Each and every item that had occupied a space on her desk was now safely on the floor.

“Lay down,” she commanded.

As she stood, she let him see the cuffs and chains. He knew what this would mean. She intended to restrain him, to make him utterly helpless, on his back and trapped.

And yet, he didn’t balk. Instead, he bowed his head down and replied with an obedient, “Yes Mistress.” He climbed up onto the mahogany desk and guessed what she wanted. He raised his hands over his head.

She looped the long chains behind the desk’s legs. Then she brought the cuffs back up, and she locked them to his wrists, clicking the left one, then the right.

She pushed the clamps down, trapping him. The cuffs tightened a little bit at a time until she was satisfied.

“You’re helpless now, aren’t you?”

Tony nervously licked his lips. He probably didn’t wish to admit this, but his Mistress had asked him a question.

“Yes,” he breathed out.

She brushed her fingers along his thigh, listened to his answer, cocked her head back and slapped his leg. Little red welts began to appear.

“What was that?”

“Yes, Mistress!” He said, panting to get the words out as fast as possible.

“There’s a good boy.” She smiled down at him as she pulled herself up onto the large desk. When she first purchased of this monstrosity, she had done it for one reason. It intimidated and impressed everyone who came here. Now, she was going to really love it since she would get the chance to fuck this boy.

For so long, Stacey had played by their rules. In college, she had been deferential and polite with her professors. When she started her company, she worked hard to be everything her investors imagined.

But now, she could do whatever she wanted with this young man, and she didn’t care what anyone else did or said. Sweeping her gaze along his body, she especially liked the nervous energy he gave off.

“When I saw your picture and read your resume, I could tell that you wanted to be enslaved.”

“How, how could you know something like that, Mistress? I never imagined this was what you wanted.”

It was true.

Sure, he had seen a few procedural crime dramas that involved dominant women, but he had never pictured himself on a billionaire’s desk, his body strapped down and naked. Breathing out, he realized something.

Even if he enjoyed this, he couldn’t stop her. There was nothing he could do.

The look in her eyes made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t interested in talking to him or negotiating with him. Her fingers moved over the contours of his skin, and she pinched at different spots, feeling his muscles.

“You’re quite a specimen, Tony.”

Specimen.

To her, he was nothing but an animal, a toy, a plaything.

It was going to be up to her to train and domesticate him, but it looked as though he was already halfway there. Then again, he didn’t understand what else his job would entail. She smiled at the thought, thinking of how much more control she could seize.

At this point, she decided to kiss him. Her mouth went down against his. At the same time, she stroked his sides, her nails gently scratching at his flanks. Then she caressed his shaft, teasing him, making him whimper and moan.

“I’m sorry,” he said after she broke off the kiss.

“Oh, you will be,” she said.

Sitting up straight, she reached down and touched him. She teased him.

“Want to hear something terrifying?”

“What, what is it, Mistress?”

“I don’t have anywhere else I need to be right now. I cleared all of today to interview you.”

When he gulped, he felt the tension of the collar around his neck.

His eyes got big, and maybe he didn’t want to believe her, but he had no choice. When he pulled against the cuffs, he realized something. Those were genuine chains. These weren’t some toy she picked up at a novelty shop, so they didn’t come with releases. If she decided to keep him chained to her desk, he wouldn’t be able to free himself, not unless he suddenly developed miraculous strength, and he didn’t think that was going to happen anytime soon.

She touched his nipples, stroking them. They hardened under her attention.

From there, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. With another squeeze, she made it feel like he might be able to climax at any moment. Only then she took her hand away.

“Beg. Beg to give yourself to me.”

“Please, Mistress. Please, take me. I want to be yours. I want to belong to you. Please, let me be your assistant.”

“Just my assistant?”

“Your assistant, your servant, your slave.”

Slave.

“Should you be my slave because I’m better than you? Because I’m smarter than you and stronger than you?” Stacey asked. She never got tired of posing this question, especially because she already knew what the answer would be.

“Yes, Mistress. You’re better than me.” Like many other men out in the world, he would learn to yield and accept her rightful authority.

That’s why she climbed on top of him, lowered herself down, and she started to ride him. Inch by inch, she took him between her legs.

Slowly, she started to sit up. Straightening her back, she looked down at him again. “You can try to get away if you want.”

With a quick nod of his head, he didn’t know what he truly craved, but he hoped he read her correctly, so he pulled against chains, making them jingle, making them jangle. He stretched as far as he could, but most of the slak was taken up by the desk, which meant that he was stuck, just the way she liked.

“I can do whatever I want with you, Tony. And right now, I’m going to make sure you come hard.” With that, she moved up and down. The friction of their body sent heat spiraling through his skin. He arched his back, panted and moaned, desperate for more.

“I’m going to break you, Tony. I’m going to turn you into the perfect slave boy. You’re going to think of nothing but pleasing me. Every morning, you’re going to wake up, and you’re going to wonder what you can do to satisfy my needs.”

As she said those words, she reveled in the friction of their bodies moving against one another. He squirmed beneath her, helpless like a bug trapped, and she savored his body. As she impaled herself on his member, she knew that she was using him like a sex toy. He became little more than a human dildo there for her amusement.

Going faster now, he started to panic. She still looked down at him, however. “Just face it, Tony. You don’t stand a chance!” As she called out those words, she laughed at him.

The ecstasy mounted, igniting, exploding through her. She had already enjoyed one orgasm, but that hardly dulled the intensity of the second one. Not only that, she spared a glance down at him, and she saw his lips tremble and his body shake beneath her. He pumped up into her, thrusting as much as he could.

And when she was finally finished, she pulled away. He was spent and exhausted, his eyes closed. He had shown up, thinking he would sit through an interview or something. But now his heart was still pounding. She could tell because she touched her fingers to his chest. She sensed that staccato rhythm, almost like a frantic set of earthquakes just beneath the surface of his skin.

“Poor boy,” she said.

And for a moment, Stacey almost felt bad for him.

Carefully and quietly, she reached back for one of her drawers. She pulled out the item, dismantling it with the same care. She set the lock, the tube, and the plastic ring to the side.

Speaking to him, she adopted a soothing tone of voice.

“You look totally spent, Tony. Don’t worry. That’s okay. I’m going to make sure that you get lots of time to recover.”

He had no idea that she had resisted the temptation to laugh at him. But that would ruin the surprise.

She slipped the ring underneath his scrotum. As she did so, she kept waiting for him to twitch or react. At the very least, he should have raised his head to see what she was doing. Instead, he remained there on his back, his muscles slack, his eyes closed. She slipped the tube over his shaft, and she inserted the connectors. Finally, she picked up the small, square lock. She slipped it into the opening, pushed it down, and she heard that click.

Click.

Tony picked up on that sound and he raised his head. Blinking, he looked down along the length of his body. His lips moved, but he couldn’t quite speak, not at first. When he finally found his voice, he asked, “What was that?”

“Your chastity lock.”

“My what?”

Rather than respond, she grabbed the key to the cuffs, inserted it, and turned. The restraints fell away, freeing Tony. Even so, he didn’t move right away.

“I don’t like the idea of you being allowed to touch yourself or play with yourself or even have sex with other women. So from now on, you’re going to wear this. I’ll let you out from time to time, but only when the desire suits me.”

He opened his mouth, and he clearly wanted to say something. But after a few seconds of staring up at this woman, his defiance melted away. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Now get dressed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You know, I think I’m hungry. Will you go get me something to eat?”

His “interview” had happened more than a year before the first plans were made for her city. During this time, he listened to different conversations. Most of the time, Stacey would entertain one business associate or another. Sometimes, she met with certain, high ranking women within the government. As she worked late on the initial plans for her new city, Tony listened to all of it.

At the same time, he knew that the men in this place would be subjugated, just as he had been. And yet, he was grateful for the opportunity. He was lucky.

For the most part.

As he stood off to the side, quiet and unobtrusive, he waited for either woman to give him a command. So far, he’d refreshed their drinks several times. Like an obedient housewife from a previous generation, he was there to help and serve, to be seen but not heard.

Finally, Stacey and her colleague hugged. The woman left them alone, so Tony hoped that this would be his opportunity. “Mistress?”

“What is it, Tony?” She glanced over at him like he was a beloved plaything, her doll or her dog.

“I was wondering if you’d like me to serve you this evening?”

Stacey immediately recognized what he really wanted. She strolled over to him, her high heels clicking against the floor. She touched the underside of his chin, forcing him to look up at her. He tried to match her gaze, only he failed within the span of a few seconds.

“Maybe,” she answered. Feeling playful, she looked at him again. “How hard do you want to work?”

“I’ll do whatever you want, Mistress,” Tony promised. His eyes sparkled with desire.

And with good reason.

Although he kept his exterior professional, inside, he seethed with need. They both knew it; although he did his best to hide it, Tony desperately wanted an orgasm. Eight days. It had been eight days since his last climax. And although he knew that there were other men out there who endured much worse, it felt as though his libido had been trapped and squeezed. That’s why, every time he saw his employer, he felt as though he might start panting like some ravenous dog.

“I know you will,” she said, reaching up and stroking his cheek.

“Always, Mistress,” he said, bowing slightly.

When she first saw his picture, she thought that she had seen something in him, the potential to become an obedient, male slave. Some men genuinely were incapable of submitting. That was fine with her. They could be controlled through other means.

But this boy knew his place. He had an intuitive sense for where he belonged.

So as she stroked his cheek, he closed his eyes and reveled in her touch. Between his legs, his shaft tried to harden, only to feel the plastic boundaries of his cage. “Does this is turn you on?” Stacey asked unnecessarily.

“Yes, Mistress. It feels so, so good.”

“I thought it would,” she said.

Her hand drifted along his chest, to his stomach, then finally between his legs.

Turning to him, she unzipped his pants and slid her fingers into his boxers. She did all of this without asking for permission. Why would she? She owned him, after all.

As he stared ahead, then down at her, then back ahead again, he didn’t know what to do. She enjoyed his uncertainty because it gave her an additional kind of control. Her fingers moved along his inner thighs, petting his legs, then his scrotum.

He shivered, growling and moaning at the same time.

“Be quiet,” she ordered.

At once, Tony went silent. He didn’t make a sound as she continued to stroke him mercilessly.

“I think I need a massage,” she said as she gently caressed his scrotum. Her fingers moved slightly, dancing over his sensitive skin. At the same time, the smoldering needs that had seared him so many times suddenly sparked into an inferno.

His Mistress touched him in all the ways he enjoyed. Although she didn’t technically need to do it, Stacey had paid attention to her office slave boy. She had learned about him, watching his reactions, memorizing the movements he made and the kinds of caresses he enjoyed most. This way, she could taunt him even more effectively.

And it worked.

Oh yes, it worked brilliantly.

As he stood there, silent and immobile, Tony tried to ignore the fear growing just below his rib cage. Seriously, this woman could be so cruel, especially if she decided to work him up, only to send him off to accomplish one task or another.

It was true, he made a great deal of money. Other secretaries and assistants would have been so jealous if they knew the exact number. And yet, he worked ridiculously hard, often going through nights and weekends without any kind of break.

Granted, she would touch him and tease him, granting extra bursts of energy born of pure arousal.

Like right now, it felt as though his skin tingled all over.

But then she pulled her hand back, and she squeezed his ass, if only to prove that she could.

“Massage me,” she ordered, lowering her head down.

Tony circled around his Mistress, and he began to stroke the contours of her neck.

Stacey Farber had very particular desires. When she talked about massages, she didn’t want to feel him press down or pinch her. Instead, she wanted the soft, focused caresses of a diligent slave. More than anything, she just wanted to be petted.

Focusing on this woman, he served her to the best of his abilities, tracing little figures with his fingers along the nape of her neck and down to her shoulders. At the same time, he reached up occasionally with one hand and brushed his digits over her hair.

Other women had to beg their husbands or boyfriends to do things like this.

Stacey didn’t.

She could have this young man here whenever she wanted.

“Tell me about your position in this office,” she ordered, if only because she liked the sound of his voice. It was soothing, especially when he surrendered to her so completely.

When she engaged in her negotiations, Stacey had to listen to arrogant men talk about how important their companies, their assets, and their ideas were. That’s why it was always such a relief to hear someone like Tony simply surrender.

“I am your inferior, Mistress. I belong to you.”

“And how would you feel if women took over the entire world?”

“I, I don’t know,” he said honestly, mostly because he had never considered that possibility.

“Oh, really?”

“I’m grateful that I get to belong to you, Mistress,” he said honestly.

Stacey lifted her head for just a moment. His fingers continued to move, but he became entirely rigid, held in place by the deep-seated fear that maybe he had disappointed her. Maybe he had just given the incorrect answer.

“Think about it right now. How would you feel if men became second-class citizens?”

“I don’t think I would like it,” he said.

“Oh? Why not?” Stacey asked, relaxing again.

If he had been talking to anyone else, he would have told her that it was obvious. He didn’t like the idea of his gender being oppressed. But then, it’s incredibly rare when one individual will betray such a fundamental part of his identity.

“I guess I don’t think it would be fair,” he said.

“But you belong to me? You acknowledge yourself as my slave,” she said.

She kept her head down, yet she could still imagine his lips tightening slightly.

That was the amazing part of her training him, she reflected. Even though he acknowledged his inferiority and he accepted the fact that she could do whatever she wanted with him, he still bristled from time to time. His masculine ego would never entirely allow him to surrender. There would always be that little edge of defiance.

Good.

Tony understood his place, at least consciously. He made the conscious decision to surrender to her, but he would always need to be trained, disciplined, and tormented…just a little bit. Of course, if he ever tried to step out of line, she could punish him more severely.

Inhaling through her nostrils, she relaxed into that reality, the fact that she had so much power here.

“I am your slave, Mistress,” he said uncertainly. He had spoken these words so many times before, but now he seemed to parse through the meaning in a way he hadn’t previously. “But I also know that you’re better than me. When I say that you are my superior, I mean it.”

“That’s good.”

“I can’t say the same for most of the other females out in the world.”

“Most?” Stacey raised an eyebrow even as she kept her head down while her chattel boy caressed her neck and stroked her hair.

“Many. Many women,” he replied to correct himself and stumbling slightly. When he heard her giggle, he let out a quick breath of relief. She was only playing with him. Still, if he didn’t show the right level of nervousness, she could decide that he had grown arrogant and needed to be disciplined.

That had happened on more than one occasion.

“So?”

“So, I can be your slave because I know you’re smarter than me. You’ve achieved much more than I ever will,” he said.

“That’s true,” she replied.

“Mistress, I think it’s easier for me to surrender to you because I know that you are smarter than I am. But it doesn’t seem like it would be fair if you weren’t.”

“Every society needs order and structure. There are always going to be elements of unfairness,” she said. “If I have my way, Female Supremacy will spread.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“If I allowed you to have an orgasm in exchange for becoming a true, second-class citizen, would you say yes?”

His fingers tensed as he petted her, which made her smile. “Poor boy. You don’t know what you would do, do you? You’re so horny and desperate. But I already have your manhood locked up. It belongs to me. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said right away, entirely because it is true.

“Good,” she said. “So tell me. Would you allow all of the other men to be enslaved and turned into pets for women, so long as you could get off?”

“I, I don’t know,” he said, stumbling.

This was where she stood up, turned, and faced him.

Instinctively, he aimed his gaze down toward the floor, only she cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and she leaned in. She kissed him, rubbing her body up against his.

Hot ecstasy and powerful desire pumped through her slave’s body. Only because she had already instructed him to be quiet did he stay silent. If he had been allowed to speak, he would have made all of these delicious little noises.

She continued to kiss him hard and fast, then slow and deliberately.

All the while, her hands roamed over his body. She squeezed his ass, petted his sides, and ran her fingers through his hair. She stimulated him in a dozen different ways, all until that point when she pulled back. “Answer me.”

“Yes. I would turn every other boy into a slave just so you would touch me.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” she said with a smirk. “Because right now, I want to use you.”

“Yes, Mistress. Would you like me to get naked?”

Obvious hope rang through his voice.

As she looked back at him, she smiled indulgently. “Yes. Get naked.”

He stripped quickly and eagerly, pulling off every layer of clothing until he stood before her. Now he only wore his black collar and the chastity cage over his member.

“I’m going to strip as well, and I want you to touch me. I want you to make me feel very, very good.”

Despite his desperation, Stacey didn’t need to rush. Other women out in the world had to deal with overly libidinous men, guys who lost themselves and got selfish. Even if they loved their wives and girlfriends, they might go through some perfunctory foreplay.

Even though Stacey was actually wet from talking to him and teasing him, she still expected more. She removed her dress, her tights, panties and bra. She took off her high-heeled boots and now she stood a little bit shorter than her slave, except that it didn’t matter.

Training and social position meant much more than physical height, she reflected.

“Look at me,” she said simply. As she spoke, she felt a little bit like a feline, and that was fine with her. So long as he remembered his place, there wouldn’t be any problems.

Between his cock cage and collar, Tony wasn’t likely to forget anytime soon. With a gulp, he circled behind her, and he started to stroke her. His fingers brushed along the curves of her buttocks and up to the small of her back. He made her shiver gently.

“That’s good,” she said.

Then she turned and walked away from him. She went over to one of the couches in her office, and she spread herself out on those cushions.

Tony followed eagerly, like a puppy desperate to please his owner.

He kneeled to down beside her, and he continued to stroke her. With one hand, he petted her back. With the other, he caressed her leg. His fingers moved over her ankle, up to her shin. He barely touched her, yet she still enjoyed every sensation.

“Oh, that feels so good. You’re very good at this, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Would you like me to unlock that collar on you?”

He gulped at the thought, nervous about what it might mean.

Tony already endured some of those knowing looks from the men with whom she met. They would see him, only to shake their heads with disdain. Maybe those guys didn’t understand precisely how far Tony had fallen or how thoroughly he had been trained, but they had a sense of his subjugation.

They knew that he was a man who served a woman.

They knew that he was subordinate.

They knew that he would do whatever she wanted. Stacey simply had to snap her fingers, and he would scurry off to obey and please.

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

If she locked the collar on, then he would wear it all the time. Everyone would know that he was owned.

He gulped again, thinking about his service to this woman. “I wish to please you. If it would please you to lock me in a collar, then please do it.”

“Maybe,” she said with an amused shrug.

As his fingers brushed over her skin, she let out a little shiver of pleasure.

For the next few minutes, Stacey relaxed into his touch. She probably enjoyed this most of all, knowing that there was no game.

In virtually every relationship, there is some kind of competition, some push, some pull, some struggle. But with her slave, she didn’t need to worry. Sure, she had to pay him, and he needed punishment from time to time, yet she always felt an advantage. If there was anything resembling a “struggle,” Stacey was destined to win it from the beginning.

And they both knew it.

“On your knees,” she finally said.

Still naked, she sat up, spread her legs, and she reached out for him.

He crawled into position. Sliding her hand along the curves of his head, she pulled his face right between her legs. “Lick, slave,” she demanded.

She always enjoyed getting more than just one orgasm.

Busy with his tongue, he licked eagerly, demonstrating his obedience. He showed her how he could serve and service her. He worked as hard as he could.

It wasn’t long before the first orgasm rippled through her body.

She still wasn’t satisfied.

“Slower,” she commanded as she caught her breath.

He glanced up at her for just a moment before resuming, running his tongue up and down, left and right, in circles and stars over her most sensitive spots.

“Oh, that’s much better. You’re doing a good job,” she said, reveling in the fear that radiated off of his body for one reason.

She had already enjoyed one orgasm. Now she would get a second one. What if she decided that was sufficient for her? What if she was satisfied?

Parts of his body shuddered at the idea. After all, it would be so easy for her to just tell him to stop. If she said that she had finished, she could send him off. He would scurry away to do more filing or double check her schedule.

In fact, Stacey enjoyed that idea. She had done it to him before…

But no, she pushed him away, she shoved him down onto the floor, and then she mounted him. It all happened so fast. Tony could barely register the movements. “I can do whatever I want with you,” she said, chuckling. Her eyes seemed to drill down into him, almost like she saw so much more than he could imagine.

With a feline grin on her face, she ordered, “Don’t move.”

From there, Stacey shot up back onto her feet. She returned to her desk, opened one of the drawers, and she took out a key. When she came back, she let it dangle above him.

She straddled him, dragging the small bit of metal over his chest.

“Is this is what you want, Tony? Do you want me to unlock you?”

“Yes, please. Please, unlock me. Please, I want this so badly!”

“Does it matter what you want?”

He gulped and supplied the correct answer. “No.”

“No, it really doesn’t,” she said, smiling down at her hapless boy.

Still, she used the key, sliding it into the small, brass lock. She opened it. Then, piece by piece, she removed the chastity lock from her office slave. She slid each piece off to the side, and as she took the tube off of his member, he hardened immediately, his erection blossoming before her.

“There is my boy,” she said with a smile.

Positioned over her slave, she grabbed him, taking him. She lowered herself down onto the shaft and enveloped his member. As he felt the walls of her pussy around his shaft, he knew that he was being taken. He was being owned. Again.

“Remember. You do not want to climax without my permission. If you come, you’re going to be in so much trouble,” she said.

His throat muscles tightened, acknowledging all of the fear he felt. Still, he answered, “Yes, Mistress. I understand!” His voice strained with desperation.

Still, she rode him slowly, fucking him like a piece of property. She used him, and he could feel it through every second. At moments like this, he became less than a slave. He was simply her toy, an object to be used.

As the desires coalesced into an unstoppable storm, she abandoned any pretense of self-control. Riding him hard and fast, she pumped him, making it impossible for him to hold out.

And as she forced him to that self-discipline, she looked down into his eyes. “Say it!”

“I, I belong to you!” He panted out, just like a loyal dog. He barked on her command. “I’m yours. I’m all yours! I belong to you and no one else!”

Yes!

She tightened down on him, clenching. And as she did, he surrendered. His shaft pulsated as he came hard. The orgasm exploded through her body, racing over every inch of her skin. She could feel it in her toes and fingertips, at the end of her nose, along her back, everywhere.

And when she finished, she pulled off of him. She grabbed some tissues and wiped down. Then she locked him back in the chastity cage. He could enjoy a few moments of freedom, but no more.


Male Disadvantage, Number 7

“Do we really have to be here?” Mason asked. The frustration crawled through every word, and he glanced over at his wife. Quiet and resentful, he glanced over at Rebecca, and he wondered exactly how things had gotten to this point.

Even as he looked around the rest of the room and saw the condescending wives and their sullen husbands, he kept thinking that Rebecca might change her mind. At the same time, he knew what he could do. It would be easy enough. He just needed to lean in, kiss her, and tell her that he loved her. He needed to say something about how he would try harder to make her happy. They could work through this on their own; they didn’t need to talk to any kind of relationship specialist.

Unfortunately, Rebecca disagreed.

“Look, I know that you are frustrated, and I completely understand that, but we have stopped talking to each other,” Rebecca said, each word clipped but patient. “It feels like we are always just talking past one another, and that’s not good for us. Besides, is it like you have anywhere else to be right now?”

His lips parted, like he could hardly believe what he just heard her say.

Ever since they moved to the new city, he had been dependent on her. He didn’t like to think about it. They got married just a few months before, and then she was offered this new job with Farber Industries. Mason didn’t know exactly what his wife did, but she went out, she came home, and that left him with an entire day with nothing to do.

Sure, he had sent out dozens of resumes, hoping that he might be able to find some work.

He hadn’t received any real interest from employers, not even an interview.

As his frustration mounted, he knew he sounded different. His wife would come home, tired but excited. She would want to make out, to kiss him, to have sex. She would want to push him down onto the bed and to ride him hard.

Mason couldn’t stand it.

Day after day, he puttered around the house, cleaning and cooking like some sort of househusband. What the hell? He had advanced degrees. He was an educated man, so he was supposed to be able to get a job. And yet, there was just nothing.

Then, just last week, he had decided to try something else. After his wife came home and he put dinner on the table, he watched as she started to eat. “I was thinking,” he said, “Maybe we should try to move somewhere else.”

“What? Why would we do that?” Rebecca made the idea sound completely insane.

“Because I can’t find any work here,” he said.

Rebecca slowly put the fork and knife back on the table. The silverware clinked ominously as she looked at him. “Mason, I really appreciate everything you’ve done around the house, and I know that you’re frustrated by your inability to find a job. Why do you even need one?”

He blinked, confused.

“Why do I need a job?” Mason repeated the words, almost as though he really believed she needed the clarification.

“Yeah,” she agreed. “Seriously, why do you need a job? I make plenty of money, and this way you get to relax. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“I want to work.”

“But why?” Rebecca asked, heedless of his mounting frustration.

“Because I’m a man, and I demand the right to take care of myself.”

She didn’t seem at all worried about him. “But honey, this way, you can take care of the house. You’re doing such a good job, so you really don’t need to go out. And I make plenty of money. Is there something you want me to buy you? Is that what this is about?” She smiled at him, her eyes glimmering with excitement.

“No. That’s not what this is about,” he snarled. “I worked really hard to get my degrees. I should be able to put them to use!”

“You can tell me all about your ideas and theories. I’d love to hear them,” she said.

Was she patronizing him? Yes. Yes, she was patronizing him!

Unable to control himself, he stood up. As he did so, he pushed his chair back and he glared at her.

“Mason, sit down. You’re being melodramatic.” With that, she picked up her fork and knife, she cut through the steak, and she pulled off a bite.

He stared at her; his expression had morphed into hot glowering.

“Sit,” she said again.

He found himself falling back into his seat, if only because he didn’t want to stomp off like some petulant child.

“Look, I’m going to make this very clear. I’m not happy here, so we need to figure something out.”

“Okay,” she had said.

After that, Mason waited because he needed to believe that his wife would give him what he wanted. Several days went by, each one tense and filled with jagged silences. He continued to cook her meals, but he remained quiet and sullen. He kept waiting for her to say something, to apologize, to acknowledge that maybe they needed to leave the city.

Instead, at dinner, she looked right across the table at him. “Mason, I’ve decided what we need to do.”

“What’s that?” He did his best to remain neutral but hopeful.

“We need to see a counselor.”

So now Rebecca and Mason sat there in the office, waiting.

Finally, the secretary called out their names. The couple got up, and Mason felt the instinct to reach out and take his wife’s hand, just as he had done countless times before. Only then he stopped himself. He thought of how angry he had been and how much he hated the stupid city. More than that, he loathed that they “needed to talk to” some stranger.

Thinking this whole thing would be a waste of time, he followed his wife into the office.

Seated behind a black desk, there was a woman with glasses. She had her hair tied back into a simple ponytail, and her white blouse seemed relaxed yet professional. “Rebecca,” she said standing and holding out her hand first to his wife. They shook. Next, the therapist looked back to Mason. “Hello. My name is Leah Cartwright. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“And you,” Rebecca said.

Although Mason shook her hand, he remained quiet as he sat down.

Even though he knew it was obvious and childish, he still pulled his arms up to his chest.

Leah leaned forward and touched her fingertips together. “Now, I’ve had the opportunity to speak a lot with Rebecca here. She has made some very fascinating points, and I think she would like to share some more today. But for right now, Mason, I would like you to talk to your wife.”

“And what should I say?”

“Tell her how you feel.”

“I feel like this is a waste of time.”

“If you don’t want to be here, you can leave,” Leah said, motioning toward the door.

For a few seconds, he was thoroughly tempted, especially when he wondered how it would make his wife feel to see him get up and just leave. But if he did that, he would only be giving her further proof that he had become overly emotional or whatever.

“So you’re still here,” Leah said. “That’s good. That means you want to explore your feelings and work with your wife.”

“Okay. You really want to know how I feel?”

“Yes,” she said.

“I feel like my wife doesn’t really care about me anymore. I feel like she doesn’t value my feelings or opinions anymore. She just wants me to stay around our house so that I can cook and clean for her. She just wants me to be her servant!”

As he finished, he could feel the heat coursing along his cheeks, down his neck, and into his chest. He was almost panting. Not only that, he had raised his voice.

“That must be very frustrating for you. Rebecca, how do you think you can respond?”

Rebecca nudged her chair slightly closer. Their knees touched as she reached out and took his hands in hers. She gave him a gentle, reassuring squeeze, “Mason, I love you more than anything else. You are the most important part of my life, but I’m happy here. I love my job, the challenges I face every day, the problems I get to solve. I understand that you’re frustrated, but I don’t think we can leave.”

“What if you had to choose between the job and me?”

“Ultimatums are very dangerous,” said the therapist. “Rebecca, maybe it’s time for you to go get your husband a glass of water?”

The phrasing sounded strange to Mason, but he didn’t realize what kind of facility this really was. To him, it just looked like any other medical office.

“I can do that,” Rebecca said. She got up slowly. She gave her husband another long look before she disappeared back through the door.

“Tell me how you really feel about your wife.”

“Like I said before, I’m just incredibly frustrated. I hate how she wants me to cook and clean for her. I’m not some stupid housewife!”

“Housewife? Why would you use that phrasing?”

“I didn’t mean anything by it.”

Leah leaned forward slightly. With the desk between them, this meeting felt like an employer talking down to a subordinate, not a therapist and her patient. “Mason, do you consider yourself to be a misogynist?”

“A misogynist? Like do I hate women?”

“Yes.”

Mason waited, thinking that this was supposed to be the start of some sort of joke. No! Of course he didn’t think of himself as a misogynist.

“Definitely not,” he said.

“And yet, it bothers you to take on a more traditionally feminine role? Is that right?”

“I worked hard to get my education.”

“And why did you get that education in the first place?”

“To make money,” he started to say.

Leah looked at him and raised an eyebrow. “But from what I understand, your wife makes plenty of money for both of you. In fact, if you leave, there’s a good chance she will have to take a substantial pay cut, meaning the two of you will likely bring in less overall even though both of you are working. How is that logical?”

“It’s my choice,” he insisted. As he did so, his fingers pushed down into his palms. He made fists, not that he would ever lose control.

“Of course it’s your choice, sweetie,” she said. Sweetie. Somehow, it seemed as though all of the women in the city liked using that one condescending term to address every male they encountered. “But that’s not the point. We’re talking about a logical decision here. Do you really think it would be logical for the two of you to leave, especially considering how unhappy you would make your wife?”

“What are you suggesting?”

“I’m suggesting that maybe you should reevaluate your priorities. There is nothing wrong with contributing to your relationship by cooking and cleaning and handling the domestic workload. In fact, some people might argue that would be very honorable for a man.”

“I’m not interested in being honorable,” he said. “I want to do something meaningful.”

“Helping your wife is meaningful,” Leah said.

As he stared across the desk, Mason started to realize something.

This woman had absolutely zero interest in really talking to him. Instead, she just wanted to convince him that she was right.

“Now, before your wife comes in here, I have a suggestion for you. I think that you should apologize to her, promise that you’ll be a good boy, and do whatever she says.”

Mason blinked as he heard those words. Part of his brain actively rebelled, almost as though he couldn’t put the different sentences together. Because really, there was no way she suggested that he give up so completely, was there?

And yet, Leah waited for the next few seconds, clearly eager to hear what he had to say.

“No. No way,” he said, utterly disgusted with the prospect. His feelings were valid! He had every right to work!

“Okay,” she said simply. “I think we’re going to have to find another way forward.”

Just then, Rebecca came back, and she held out a glass of water for her husband.

As he took it, he started to set it on the desk. “Your wife brought you a gift. Maybe you should drink some.” Leah made it sound like it would be rude not to.

Exhaling slowly through his nostrils, he reminded himself that he needed to be at least a little bit diplomatic. If this was somehow important or if it sent some message, then he needed to be cognizant of that. Picking up the glass, he took one sip, then another.

It was just water, nothing special, a little bit chilled and nothing else.

“Now, I think you should apologize to your wife for dragging her out here.”

“What?”

“We are here because of your feelings. If you really can’t understand why it’s better for your wife to work while you do as she says, then there is something wrong, but it’s not the fault of your relationship, Mason. It’s your fault.”

This time, he couldn’t help himself. He stood up. And just as he did so, the world started to wobble on its axis. His legs bent slightly, and had to reach out his hand to grab the chair.

Neither Rebecca nor Leah moved.

“Look, I don’t know who you think you are, but you can’t just tell me how I should deal with my wife. I have rights. I have responsibilities. I am not some stupid househusband, and I’m not just going to let you tell me what to do!”

“Actually,” Leah said. “You will. And you know why?”

He blinked a couple of times. His vision had started to blur. Worse, he held onto the chair, but only because that was solid. It felt as though the room quaked beneath him. Everything seemed to twist and turn. If he let go of the chair, he figured he would stumble and fall within the span of a couple of seconds.

“This is something a lot of people don’t understand,” she explained, “But many things can happen behind closed doors, especially at a hospital. Out there, in the city, we need to be much more subtle. But here, we can be explicit. We can make sure that boys like you learn how to behave and obey. We can make you obey.”

“Screw you!” Mason snarled. Pushing himself away from the chair, he strode toward the door. He tried to take one step, then another, only his knees bent, and he fell hard. He lost consciousness before his arms even touched the floor.

Mason tried to open his eyes, only everything seemed so bright. The light glared down at him, apparently from every direction at once. Sharp and white, the illumination made it impossible for him to get any sense of what had happened.

He tried to sit up, to rub his eyes, to do something or anything. His arms wouldn’t budge from their spots by his chest, and his legs seemed stuck. As he squirmed around, he could feel the thin mattress beneath him give way.

Breathing out slowly, he forced his eyelids up. Slowly, his pupils adjusted to the sharp light. He was in a small, white room. There was a sink off to the side, counters, and several cabinets. Mounted to the wall, a TV was off.

As he turned his head from side to side, he looked toward the door. Then he looked down along his body.

He had on a pair of white pants and something else over his torso. At first, he really didn’t understand what had happened or what he was wearing. But as he kicked and tugged with his legs, he felt the straps around his ankles. He was strapped down to the bed.

When he tried to work his arms free, he could only feel the tension in his sleeves. They refused to budge, just like the straps keeping his legs pinned to the thin mattress.

“Hello?” Mason started to call out.

For a second or two, he imagined that there had been some kind of accident. The last thing he could clearly remember was being in the therapist’s office with Rebecca. Had he gotten so angry that he stormed out, only to march through the street and get hit by a car or something?

No.

He remembered the glass of water. He remembered taking a sip.

Then what?

The world had shifted around him, wobbling and bobbing. He had been so upset that he tried to leave, only he collapsed.

Did he have a heart attack or something?

No, that couldn’t be it. He was healthy; he worked out every day.

“What’s going on?” Mason demanded.

As if by magic, the door opened, and a young woman walked in. She was pushing some kind of cart, and it was loaded up with different sheets, blankets, syringes, and bottles.

“Hello, Mason,” said the woman. She had on a white dress with a matching jacket. Her outfit was snug, and he immediately thought of a traditional nurses uniform.

“What’s going on? Where am I?”

“Someone is a talkative boy,” said the nurse. “Don’t worry. You’re safe.”

“That’s not what I asked,” he snarled.

“And if you can’t maintain a positive attitude, I’m going to have to leave you here until you can calm down. And if you can’t calm down, I’m going to have to give you something to help you relax. Is that what you want?”

The girl looked inexperienced, maybe two or three years younger than he was.

“Look, do you think you could maybe just let me up?”

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” she said. “But I am here to check up on you. I’m just here to collect some information before you can see the doctor.”

“A doctor? Why?”

“It’s probably better for you to discuss it with her,” said the nurse.

“Can you at least tell me who you are?”

“My name is Cindy Dockery. But you can call me Nurse Dockery,” said the girl as she pulled a thermometer off of her cart. She removed one side and poked it down toward his mouth.

“I don’t have a cold or anything,” he started to say. Once he opened his mouth, she took the opportunity to slide it between his lips.

It was embarrassing, but she stuck it right under his tongue, and then she held it there. “Don’t move,” she said. “Trust me. You don’t want me to have to take your temperature the other way.”

Other way? What other way? Only then he figured out what she meant and why she was giggling, and the color drained away from his cheeks.

Forcing himself to remain calm, Mason told himself that he was going to go through her readings, and when she finished, he could talk to her and maybe get some information.

“Very nice,” she said, withdrawing the thermometer from his mouth. She reached over, grabbed the tablet, and made a couple of entries. “Now, how have you been feeling lately?”

“Fine.”

“And how do you feel about women?”

“What?”

“Oh, sweetie, it’s a simple question. How do you feel about women?”

“Fine, I guess?” What kind of question was that anyway.

“Interesting,” she said as she started to type in some notes.

“Nurse Dockery, I think there has been some kind of mistake here.” He licked his lips, not exactly sure how to proceed. Tentatively, he pulled against his bonds again, imagining that they would come loose if he tried a little bit harder. “Is this a hospital or something?”

“Yes, it is,” she said, her eyes still aimed down at the small screen.

“There’s nothing wrong with me. I’m perfectly healthy.”

“But from what I see here in your chart, you were admitted by your wife. Apparently, she has some pretty serious concerns about your mental health.”

“My wife? My mental health?”

“Mason, you need to remain calm. Remember what I said before? I don’t want to have to start off your first day by getting your medicine or a punishment.”

“You don’t get punish me,” he growled back at her. As he did so, he tried to launch himself out of the bed, only to feel the straitjacket tight around his torso and the straps over his waist and legs.

“Are you sure about that?” Nurse Dockery wanted to know. The young woman smiled at him, only there was something extremely dangerous in the curve of her lips. “I mean, you do look pretty helpless right now.”

There was no way a nurse was supposed to be able to speak this way, but Mason still didn’t know what he could do to stop her.

Stepping away from her cart, Nurse Dockery held her hands behind her back. With her dress tight around her chest and waist, she strolled over to him. She leaned down, revealing some of her cleavage.

She came closer and closer until it felt like she might even kiss him.

But that was the point. She wanted to make him nervous, and she succeeded. She wanted to demonstrate she could get close, and there was nothing he could do to stop her.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. The doctor will be here soon, and she will get started on treating you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with me,” he said, only the insistence didn’t change anything.

“Yes, there is. But don’t worry. We are going to fix you.” She leaned down and winked. “If you’re not careful, we might have to fix you, literally.”

He tried to sputter, to think of something to say, but the words abandoned him as the young woman laughed and left him alone.

This was crazy—absolutely insane. There was no way he belonged here. And yet, none of those thoughts mattered as he pulled against the restraints holding him down. The heavy fabric didn’t tear or stretch as he pulled, straining his muscles with every drop of energy he possessed.

Bucking and thrashing about, hoping that maybe he could escape while Nurse Dockery was gone, he thought as hard as he could. Pretty soon, his skin turned hot underneath the straps and white, flannel pants. The straitjacket didn’t break. He didn’t hear a single seam rip. Now a sheet of sweat glistened along his brow, but he still hadn’t accomplished anything.

Breathing out slowly, he wondered about one point that Nurse Dockery had said to him: his wife had admitted him.

Could that really be true?

No. No way.

Even if they had been fighting, she wouldn’t actually have him sent to a hospital. Would she?

No.

They were messing with his head. In a worst-case scenario, maybe they had convinced her that this was for the best. Or maybe they had lied to her. Yeah, that had to be it.

Seething with frustration, he wanted to get up and move. Like so many other guys, fear and anger quickly morphed into the need to hit or break something. Trapped in his straitjacket and strapped to the bed, he couldn’t channel any of those frustrations into actual movement.

He was stuck.

Finally, the door opened again.

For a moment, Mason thought about shouting. He wanted to let loose all of the visceral frustration pounding through his body. But that he saw the young woman stroll over to his bedside. Dressed in a white lab coat over black pants and an emerald green top, she had a tablet computer tucked under one arm.

She pulled it out and looked down at him, her expression a mix of condescension and pity. “Hello there, sweetie,” she said.

Mason fought hard not to flinch when he heard that word. More and more, it felt like a slur, like some insult women would direct at men whenever they wanted to assert their superiority. But she wasn’t his superior, he told himself. She was just some random woman, and she didn’t have the right to do this.

“Where am I?”

“You’re in the hospital,” she said.

“Okay. Then why am I here?” With every question, he figured she would start talking down to him or get started right away.

Data. Information. He could use those things. Realizing he needed to think tactically, Mason hoped she might give him something useful. “You’re here because your wife is very concerned about you. Both she and her therapist agree that you have been having a lot of trouble adjusting.”

“Last time I checked, that doesn’t warrant a trip to the hospital. And it definitely doesn’t warrant this level of restraint,” he said, nodding down to the straitjacket.

Although he tried to hide it, simply being restrained was incredibly humiliating. He had never thought about it before, yet being powerless while everyone else could stroll around felt like this horrible loss of status. It churned his insides and made his skin hot.

“I’m sorry about that,” said the doctor.

“Do you think you could let me out of them then?”

“Will you behave?”

For a second, he hesitated, freezing up as the frustration surged back through his body. It took all of his self-control to remain impassive, like that question wasn’t ridiculously insulting.

“Yeah, I’ll behave,” he said.

“I’m glad to hear it, but I think for right now, it would be best if you stay bundled up.”

“Please, I don’t like being tied up this way.”

“I’m sure you don’t, but that’s okay. If you need stress relief, I can send Nurse Dockery in here to take care of you.”

“Take care of me?” What does that mean?”

“Don’t worry. You’ll enjoy it. You see, your wife has some concerns about you.”

As he tried to focus, he swallowed and decided to go with her line of conversation. “Okay. What is she concerned about?”

“She thinks you are not very happy.”

“I’m not,” he growled.

“She also thinks that you have lost the ability to compromise. She’s worried about your inflexibility.”

“My inflexibility?” Mason scoffed. “Seriously? Is that what she said?”

“And your therapist is concerned about your latent misogyny.”

He heard the words, and he understood precisely what they meant, but he still tensed up. Mason wasn’t a raging feminist or anything, but a misogynist? Never.

“This is insane. Look, can I talk to a lawyer?”

“No, sweetie. I’m afraid that’s not how it works. You see, when a doctor decides that you need treatment, that means you go to the hospital, and you stay there until you get better.”

“What if there’s nothing wrong with me?” As he spoke, he could feel the bonds loosened on his temper. The expression swirled hot beneath his skin, so he pulled tentatively against his straps as he worked to keep the doctor from noticing.

“If there was nothing wrong with you, then you wouldn’t be in a hospital,” she said. She seemed so confident with her circular logic. “But anyway, we need to discuss your treatment. First off, I think you should tell me why you’re here. Can you do that?”

“Apparently my wife and therapist admitted me,” he said, barely gretting through the words.

“That’s correct,” she said. “And why are they concerned about you?”

Hadn’t they literally just talked about this? Yes, he knew. But maybe she was trying to mess with him.

“Can I call someone?”

“Who would you like to call?”

My friends. My wife. A former coworker. Anyone! Mason didn’t say anything along those lines, yet the words were right there. “That’s really none of your concern.

“Actually, as your doctor, it is my concern. You see, I’m responsible for you, Mason.”

“Just let me call someone,” he said, feeling the last of his control begin to fray.

“No. I don’t think I’m going to do that. Instead, it would be much more productive for us to talk about your treatment.”

“I don’t need any treatment. I’m not a misogynist!”

“Then why do you want to take your wife away from the job she enjoys so much?”

Really? Were they really still talking about that?

Mason should’ve thought about this more clearly, but he stumbled into his next idea, “Fine. I won’t make her move. Okay? I’ve learned my lesson. You can let me up now.”

“Oh, I wish it was as easy as that. But I need to believe that you understand why it’s important for her to do her job and for you to do yours.”

“I don’t have a job,” he said, letting some of the bitterness spill out into those words.

“Of course, you have a job,” she said. “The two of you are a partnership.” The doctor sounded truly convinced of this. “She works, earns money, and contributes to the outside world. In the meantime, you take care of her. Isn’t that what you said with your therapist? You cook and you clean and you help her succeed. That’s a partnership.”

“I’m supposed to be able to do things on my own!” It sounded so childishly obvious to him, but the doctor just watched him, her expression remaining impassively concerned.

As he growled, Mason tried to launch himself forward again. His medical restraints held down, ensuring that he couldn’t cause any trouble for himself or others. Like it or not, he was stuck right there.

The doctor certainly enjoyed his helplessness.

“Don’t worry. We are going to get you fixed right up. Now, this is going to be difficult for you, but everyone here is rooting for you. We’re going to help you, Mason. Doesn’t that sound good?”

“What if I don’t want your help?”

“This isn’t about what you want,” she said. “This is about what you need. And you need strong women to help you learn to behave. You need to learn that the world is very different, your expectations are wrong, and your feelings need to be changed. It’s okay. It’s going to be a challenge, but I know you can do it. Yes, I do.”

“Just let me go. Please, if you just let me go, I can disappear. You won’t have to see me ever again.”

“But Mason, I love my job and I love helping people just like you. You men simply need to be taught how to behave. With the right medicine, it’s a lot easier.” She nodded her head down and up.

“What’s your name?” As he asked, he thought that he might be able to use this information against her.

After all, they would have to let him go eventually, right? Then he could run to some medical board or whatever governmental organization oversaw medical practitioners.

If she worried about any of this, she didn’t let it show on her lovely face. “My name is Doctor Lilly Foster.”

“I’m not going to forget that,” he said.

“I’m sure you won’t.” She patted him on the arm before turning around. As she left, she glanced over her shoulder one more time. “I’m going to have a conference with your wife. Is there anything you’d like me to tell her?”

“Tell her to get me out of here!”

“You want me to tell her that you love her and that you can’t wait to get better? Okay. I can do that,” she said.

His eyes got big, he revealed his teeth as his lips curled back, and he started thrashing again. He pulled, bucked, and tried to kick his way free, yet none of it worked. Doctor Foster knew that it wouldn’t. He was trapped, it wasn’t going anywhere. She’ll most felt sorry for him, only Doctor Foster knew that he would be a lot happier after they finished his treatment.

They all were.

The doctor, Lilly Foster, strolled through the hallway. With a little swagger in her step, she gripped the tablet computer behind her back. She felt the swish and sway of her lab coat. It almost billowed around her, and she reveled in the power and authority she felt here.

When she first learned about this new approach to male mental health, she didn’t know exactly what to think. After all, it sounded a little bit insane. For so long, the medical community had assumed that men were capable of making their own decisions. But what if they weren’t?

Obviously, there were no large clinical studies of these questions, primarily because such a thing would be illegal.

But Lily knew that there were times when the law wasn’t fast enough to keep up with science. And really, if her patients would be better off under the strict conditions, didn’t that mean she had a moral obligation to give them what they needed, even if it wasn’t what they wanted? Theoretically, that was supposed to be the difficult question she had to address, yet the answer seemed easy enough to Lily and at the other women who worked in the hospital.

They had been recruited by Stacey Farber, the research funded, and their ideas brought out into the open. Granted, they haven’t announced most of their techniques, and it would take several years before they could, but she didn’t need to hide what she was doing.

When she first heard about this idea of a hospital subscribing to a philosophy of Female Supremacy, she had thought it wouldn’t work. And yet, Stacey Farber promised her and the other doctors that she had the political firepower to make it happen. And so now, she strolled happily down one corridor until she made it to her office.

She opened the door and stepped inside.

A young woman was already seated.

“Hello, Rebecca. How are you doing?”

“I’m well,” she said, apparently serene.

Lily took a seat on her side of the desk, and she leaned forward. “Well, I spoke with your husband. Right now, he’s a little bit confused and disoriented, but that’s to be expected.”

“I can imagine,” replied Rebecca.

Sometimes, when Lily dealt with women who had their husbands admitted to the facility, she had to make a clear argument for why they need to be there. In this case, Lily began to suspect that Rebecca believed in their goals.

For this reason, Doctor Foster probably didn’t need to be terribly circumspect.

“My husband has always been incredibly stubborn. I understand that he has his beliefs and perspectives or whatever, but I think it’s time for him to learn to be more flexible.”

“There’s something else,” Lily said.

“What’s that?”

“He insists that he doesn’t have any frustration and resentment aimed at women. To be completely honest, I don’t think that this is true, and I think that we need to focus on that. I know you discussed this with his therapist, but it’s very important that we work through his issues. I would like you to give me full authorization to take care of him, implementing whatever treatments I see fit.”

“So that means you won’t need his consent?”

Lily hesitated for a moment, wondering if this woman would really be able to go that far. Other wives needed to be convinced.

“That’s correct,” she finally said.

“Okay. Do whatever you need to do.”

“Oh, and that reminds me, there’s something your husband wanted me to tell you.”

“Yes?”

“He wanted me to tell you that he loves you and that he can’t wait to get better,” Doctor Foster said.

“I bet.”

So far, they had only talked to him, but Mason didn’t know how long that would last. Eventually, these “doctors” and “nurses” would want to treat him, right? Because he didn’t know what that might entail, he had to get out of there.

Squirming, he fought hard, summoning up all of his strength. Focusing his resolve, he breathed in and out, oxygenating his lungs before yanking with everything he had.

It wasn’t enough.

His eyes started to water, and he couldn’t even brush aside the tears.

Mason wasn’t supposed to get this frustrated. He wasn’t supposed to get this upset. And yet, the fury continued to eat away at his self-control, right until the moment when the door opened again.

Nurse Dockery strolled into the room.

“Hello,” she said. “The doctor’s going to come back and talk to you in a little bit, but she told me that you require some stimulation first. Apparently, she’s worried about excess frustration on your part. She thinks that might be leading to some of your apparent misogyny.”

“I’m not a misogynist, I don’t hate women, and I don’t need to be here,” he growled.

“Oh sweetie, you don’t need to tell me.”

“But maybe you could talk to her,” he said.

Nurse Dockery opened one of the counter drawers, and she took out a pair of white, latex gloves. Snapping them onto her right hand, then her left, she strolled over to the bed.

“What, what are you doing?”

She reached down, her fingers gliding toward his crotch.

“You think I’m pretty?” Nurse Dockery asked.

“What?” What did that have to do with anything? How could she ask? Besides the fact that it was totally unprofessional, he didn’t understand why his captor would bother.

“It’s okay if you don’t,” Nurse Dockery responded without addressing his question. “If you need to, just close your eyes and think about someone else.”

“What are you doing?”

She reached toward his white, hospital issued pants, and she pushed into his fly. There wasn’t even a zipper there. Underneath the layers of thin fabric, she found his shaft. She stroked him lightly, just a few brushes of her fingertips over his base, and his body reacted.

His erection pushed up, and she quickly pulled his member out from the opening. Then she wrapped her hand around it.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot the condom. We wouldn’t want you to make a mess,” she said.

With his arms still stuck in the straitjacket, Mason glared down at his erection. “Look, I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but you need to stop this right now.”

“Orgasms are healthy for young men. They are a part of the therapeutic process,” Nurse Dockery said. Although he heard those words, he still couldn’t believe anything she said. She came back, ripped through the cover on the condom, and then she brought it down, sliding over his member.

He felt the material squeeze against his shaft, and it almost felt good.

Only then she took him in her hand again. “This is going to happen, Mason. You might as well enjoy yourself.”

Gritting his teeth, he glared at her. “I’m not going to come!”

“Yes, you will,” she said, flagrantly disregarding everything he said. “You know why? Because you’re a boy. Because you can’t control yourself. And because you want this.”

“No, I don’t!” He insisted, punctuating every sound by pushing and pulling against his fabric prison. He kept trying, but his efforts weren’t enough to rip through the material. The straitjacket remained tight against his limbs, and the straps kept his legs spread.

“Just relax. Maybe should think about some pretty girl in a bikini. Would you like that? She could have on a bright red bikini, and she’s on the beach, motioning for you to come over and say hi to her.”

Mason did his best to ignore those words. He knew that she was just teasing him. In fact, he opened his eyes and glimpsed her for only a second, yet it was enough to read the condescending smirk on the nurse’s pretty face.

“Are you going to say hello to her? Go ahead, Mason. Say hello to the pretty girl.”

As she taunted him, Nurse Dockery continued to play with him. With manual stimulation, she kept him there on the edge of an orgasm. She knew that he was fighting her with everything he possessed; he tried to keep his thoughts away from her voice. And yet, he imagined that girl.

“You know, she’s a very nice girl. She might be smarter than you, but I think she would be willing to kiss you. Would you like that, Mason? Would you like the pretty girl in a bikini on the beach to kiss you?” Her tone remained playful, yet there was an almost theatrical quality to every word, as though she had rehearsed and uttered these phrases again and again, probably for other patients.

Mason seethed. More than that, he told himself that he wasn’t a patient, and he wouldn’t be. If you were a patient, that would mean there was something actually wrong with him. No matter what these girls said, he was still his own man, and he wasn’t going to let his wife or any of these so-called “medical professionals” affect him.

And yet, the girl kept stimulating him, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm.

Using all of her training and skill, she touched him and teased him until he lost control. With another firm squeeze, she moved her hand down and up, over and over again. The rhythm overwhelmed his defenses, forcing him to climax. He could feel it, that shuddering pleasure pulsing through his body.

And when she was done, she peeled the condom off of his penis, and then she took out some cool, crisp wipes. She cleaned him off, all while he groaned. With his eyes closed, Mason didn’t want to see any of this, yet he still couldn’t block out the sweet tones of her voice. “There we go. Don’t you feel a lot better now? You see, when I came in here, you were struggling and so upset. But now you’re relaxed. Maybe this will teach you to do as you’re told. If a girl says something to you, you need to listen to her. There’s a very good chance she’s smarter than you.”

He tried to swing his head from side to side, but he felt exhausted by what just happened.

Only then he looked up in time to see the nurse as she started to pull down his pants, exposing his thighs.

“What—what are you doing?”

“You’re going to need some medicine before you talk to the doctor,” Nurse Dockery replied. Sure enough, she had a syringe out. She’d already removed the cap, so now she used a small, antiseptic pad to clean off a portion of his leg.

“No. Don’t do it. Don’t you dare do it!” Sitting up, Mason could hardly believe what was happening. After all, he was a guy. He never imagined that someone would perform a medical procedure on him without his consent. As a man, he never imagined what it might be like to lose control of his body.

And yet, Nurse Dockery didn’t stop. Why would she? As far as she was concerned, this was precisely what he needed.

She understood that other medical professionals would have disagreed. And yet, so many people didn’t really understand how Female Supremacy worked. They didn’t realize that these young men needed to be changed and transformed, trained and reeducated.

That’s why she stuck him with the syringe. At the same time, she talked down to him, “It’s okay. Oh, I know it stings a little bit, but it’s just a bad pinching sensation. Just relax and let the medicine do its work. It’s going to help you feel better. Yes, it will!”

Pressing down on the plunger with the pad of her thumb, she injected him with the medicine. The chemicals ran into his bloodstream. Soon, they would travel to every inch of his body. They would affect his mind and his muscles, turning him into a much more malleable creature.

“Now, I’m going to be back in a little while. Just relax and let the medicine do its work.”

Nurse Dockery headed for the exit, but before she went, she picked up in the tablet computer, found the right audio file, and then she hit play.

Back in college, Mason had taken a psychology class. It was just an introductory course to fill one of the many general education requirements. Still, he had enjoyed the class. He learned a lot about the scientific method, approaches to research, and some of the common misconceptions about psychology and the human mind.

One point that always stuck out at him was how subliminal messaging didn’t really work. If a human mind couldn’t actually make out a set of words, the sounds wouldn’t really cause any sort of impact. It was the same with playing a song backwards.

That’s why he didn’t understand the point of this music as it started to play. He could hear the piano notes drift out onto the air, each one relatively quiet but still distinctly audible.

Chewing down on the corner of his mouth, Mason started to wonder if he should try to get out again. Nurse Dockery had already closed the door, so she was gone. He couldn’t tell if he had heard a lock engage or anything. For all he knew, he just had to walk through the door. Obviously, his clothing would him mark as a patient. First, he had to escape the restraints holding him down to the bed, then the straitjacket.

Then what would he do?

After another couple of minutes, his frustration burst into another angry struggle. He twisted and yanked, yet it still didn’t do any good. As hard as he worked, he just couldn’t rip through those bonds. The nurses and doctors here had done a good job, ordering materials that would keep him and the other patients trapped.

Clenching his eyes shut, he felt this warmth begin to suffuse his body. It felt nice. It felt good. It felt easy.

When he first woke up, this anxiety had nagged at him, telling him that he had to try harder. But now, especially with the music playing, it felt like he could just relax.

The drugs.

It had to be the medicine flowing through his body now.

He shook his head, as though he could literally dislodge the impulses now running through his body.

Unfortunately for him, that wasn’t going to work. He thought about crying out for help, but he doubted any of the employees here would do anything for him. No, they wanted to keep him as a prisoner. To them, he was just a patient, one who needed this. They didn’t see him as a man capable of making his own decisions.

Pressing his teeth down into his bottom lip, Mason wondered what he could do.

Then he started to hear the voice. Female and authoritative but also calm and soothing, it vaguely reminded him of kindergarten. When he was five, his teacher had been young and pretty, the kind of woman who did very well with little kids. And even if she was new to the classroom, she still wielded authority with ease. Now he felt just as small.

“You don’t need to struggle or fight. You don’t need to work hard. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.”

For the first couple of seconds, he barely registered those words. But then, he blinked, he looked around, and he realized it was coming from the same tablet. The piano music continued to play, but the words flowed out as well.

“You don’t need to struggle or fight. You don’t need to think for yourself. Just do as you’re told. There’s a woman in your life who loves you and cares about you, and she wants to tell you what to do. Obey. Obey her. Do as you’re told.”

At first, a big grin spread across his lips. Really? Did they think they were going to brainwash him with those kinds of words?

“You don’t need to struggle or fight. You don’t need to think for yourself. Be good and obedient. Obey your wife or your girlfriend. Remember, women are smarter than you. Girls are better than you. That’s okay. You don’t need to feel bad about this. Just accept it. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.”

Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.

The repetitions beat down into his psyche. They seemed to pummel against his head, especially as the relaxation continued to spread through his body.

Fighting to focus, he clenched his fingers into fists, at least for a couple of seconds.

“You don’t need to feel bad about this. Just accept it. Understand who and what you are. Be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. Accept her authority. She knows what’s best for you. You should obey her. Be a good husband and boyfriend for her. Do as you’re told. Make her feel good. Her authority is important to you.”

“No, it’s not!” Mason snarled back at the disembodied voice coming from the tablet. The music continued to play, and those words, so soothing and authoritative, hit the air and slipped into his thoughts.

As hard as Mason worked, he couldn’t remain tense or upset. With the drugs running through his system, he settled down again. Pretty soon, he let his thoughts follow along with the words coming from the tablet.

Yes, it was a female voice, but that only meant he was supposed to pay more attention. He was supposed to do whatever she said and listen to her.

Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.

Those commands seemed so easy. More than that, they seemed like the right thing to do.

“Things work best when you do as you’re told. You don’t want to fight or argue. That’s very rude. Rude boys need to be punished. You don’t want to be punished. You want to do as you’re told. Remember, being a boy means that you are inferior. There’s nothing wrong with this. There’s a structure to the world. Women are in charge, and boys need to obey.”

Focusing again, he managed to shake his head from side to side. He started to speak, insisting that he wasn’t anyone’s inferior. He didn’t belong to his wife, and he didn’t have to do whatever she said.

But the preprogrammed music and voice continued to work, the sounds hitting his eardrums again and again and again.

“Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told. You want to be a good boy for your wife. You want to make this woman happy. If you do whatever she says, that will make her happy, which will make you happy as well.”

Another thought occurred to him: Happy wife, happy life. It was a stupid cliché, something guys occasionally muttered whenever they thought they were indulging their wives.

But now, it took on a different tone.

“Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told,” came the refrain again.

Mason didn’t want to listen, yet he still couldn’t push the words away. More and more, he settled into the sounds, letting them wash over him.

He consoled himself with one thought: no matter what these women did to him, he was still going to be his own man. He would still be able to think for himself.

The door opened again, and Doctor Lily Foster turned off the music.

Even after it dissipated from the air, those words still seemed to repeat behind his eyes. Just be handsome, smile, and do as you’re told.

Moment by moment, however, he managed to shake off those echoes. He didn’t need to listen or pay attention.

“How are we feeling?” Doctor Foster wished to know.

“I don’t know what you think you’re going to accomplish, but it’s not going to work. You can’t brainwash me!”

“Is that what you think are trying to do?”

“Obviously,” he said. Thinking that maybe he could try to negotiate with her again, he said, “I know that you want to mess with my head, but it’s not going to work. So maybe you should just let me go right now. If you do, I swear I’m not going to tell anyone about this place. Please, just let me go.” He tried not to sound pathetic, but he couldn’t quite help himself. The desperation rang through every syllable.

Doctor Foster adjusted her glasses before reaching down. She put her hand on his cheek. “It’s okay. I know that you’re scared. Just tell me what you learned, and maybe I can have one of the nurses bring you a reward. Would you like that? Would you like a reward?”

“What I want is for you to let me go,” he said again, just barely able to control himself.

“I’m sorry, but it’s only been a couple of days. You aren’t ready to leave yet.”

“What?”

As the drugs ran through his body, he had lost track of time. That much was obvious, but only a few minutes had gone by, right?

Only then, Mason glanced over at the window, and he expected to see sunlight streaming through. No. Instead, the windows were dark, each one a rectangular pool of dark glass.

“What, what time is it?”

Lily pulled out her phone and checked the time, “It’s almost eight.”

As far as Mason could recall, their appointment with the therapist had been at one o’clock. “This is a trick, isn’t it?”

“Nope,” said the doctor simply. “It isn’t a trick.”

She turned the phone to face him, and that’s when he saw the date.

Two days. Two full days had gone by, plus an extra couple of hours. Again, something inside of his head screamed out, saying that this was a trick. Because really, his “therapy” only seemed to last for a couple of minutes at most.

“This isn’t fair,” he said, pulling on his restraints. As he did so, he could feel the hunger sweep through him.

“Don’t worry. The nurse will be by with some food for you. I’m going to need to give you another injection, however.”

The hunger seemed to chew at his insides, but Mason wasn’t about to ask for any favors. He didn’t want to give this woman the satisfaction of seeing him in need.

She pulled up a wheeled stool and sat down. Still holding onto the tablet computer, she opened up his file. “Now, tell me, what did you think of your first session?”

“I hated it,” he said.

“That’s fine. We’re going to try something else tomorrow. I find that a combination of different therapies is the best way to deal with young men such as yourself.”

“You’re not going to brainwash me.”

“We aren’t trying to brainwash you. We are trying to make sure that you learn how to behave yourself. The world is a very different place, and your misogyny is making it harder for you to adapt.”

“I’m not a misogynist,” he said, although he managed to keep his voice level this time. Feeling emptied out, he didn’t know if that was a function of his fatigue, the drugs, his hunger, or maybe a combination of everything.

“And yet, you’re not willing to serve your wife. Is that correct?”

“You’re trying to turn me into her servant, her slave,” Mason said.

Next, he waited for some sort of denial. He expected the doctor to shake her head, laugh, or tell him that he was mistaken. “Misogyny can take many different forms, Mason. It doesn’t have to simply be a hatred of women. Maybe you think there are certain societal structures we should follow, many of which are themselves sexist or prejudiced. That could also count as a type of misogyny.”

“You’re not going to get away with this,” he said.

“Are you getting upset? Do you need another shot?”

Tensing up, he froze in place. He didn’t want to say anything, but he realized that silence would be counted as defiance, which would certainly invite another round of shots. “No. I don’t need any more shots,” he forced himself to say.

“Do you think it’s honorable to serve someone you love?” Doctor Foster wanted to know.

“I shouldn’t have to serve anyone,” he said.

“Didn’t you promise to honor and obey your wife when you got married?”

He looked at her, his expression sharp. “No. Of course not.” Honor and obey? That kind of language might have been used in previous decades, but he knew they didn’t include any vows like that.

“Actually, you did,” she said. “We talked to Rebecca, and she said that you did indeed promise to honor and obey her. Why are you trying to renege on that promise? That was a very important, don’t you think?”

“That’s not true.” Mason couldn’t tell if his doctor or his wife was lying, but he was certain that he never uttered those words. He never stood in front of his friends and family and promised to obey his new wife! That was crazy!

“It’s true.”

“No, it’s not,” he said, gritting his teeth as he growled through those sounds.

“You’re getting upset,” she said. “Are you feeling particularly emotional right now?”

“I’m not getting upset,” he said.

“Calm down, Mason. Just relax. We are having a conversation. That’s all this is.”

“This is a conversation where I’m being held captive!”

Just like that, she got up, and she walked toward the door. “I’m going to make sure that Nurse Dockery comes back to give you your next shot. You’ll rest for a while, and then she will feed you. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Without waiting for an answer, she disappeared through the door.

Strapped down and helpless in a hospital bed, he didn’t know what to do. And yet, some of those old thoughts kept spinning around inside of his head. He could smile, obey, and do as he was told. He could be an obedient boy.

Every time his thoughts seemed to drift in that direction, he locked his teeth and bit down on his bottom lip, anything to distract himself from those treacherous ideas.

Never.

If these women wanted to brainwash him and turn him into some sort of slave, he wouldn’t succumb!

He didn’t know how long it would take, but he would fight back.

Then the nurse came through the door, and she already had the syringe in her hand. She pulled down his pants, exposing his thigh. She touched of the needle to his skin, pressed it in, they felt that little prick of pain.

“There. That’s not too bad, right?” Nurse Dockery said. “Oh, and I know that you didn’t really behave yourself, but I think Doctor Foster wants you to enjoy another reward. You’ve been through a lot over the last couple of days.”

She snapped on another pair of latex gloves.

“No. Not again. Don’t do it. Please, don’t do it,” he said, his voice becoming strained as she reached into the folds of his pants and took out his shaft. Just like before, she used a condom, sliding it over his erection.

“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” she said, obviously lying. “It’s just a medical procedure, and it’s for your own good.”

“Wait, this is supposed to be a reward, right?”

As she stroked his member, bring him closer to release, she nodded her head. “That’s right.”

“Then can I turn it down? Can I say thank you but no, I don’t want you to get me off right now?” That felt so bizarre, especially as he thought of his wife. He was married, and he wanted to think this was infidelity, only he somehow suspected that Rebecca signed off on this particular humiliation.

“No. I’m sorry, you can’t turn this down. You see, when a medical professional prescribes a particular course of treatment, you have to go through it, no matter how much you don’t want it. It’s for your own good.”

As he heard those words, he pulled against his straitjacket, doing everything he could to get away, but it still wasn’t enough. That meant she had access to his body, and she could force him to climax. Pretty soon, he shuddered again, filling the condom as he blew his load.

She cleaned him off, wiped him down, and pulled his pants back into place. From there, the nurse stripped off of her latex gloves, threw them away, and patted him on the head.

“Now, are you hungry?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Good.”

With that, she turned around and walked away. He opened his mouth and inhaled, wondering if he should try to stop her. At the last moment, he decided that he didn’t want to.

Left alone once again, he wondered precisely what the fresh injection would do to him. He didn’t feel any different. This time, the relaxation didn’t set in. Although he hated knowing that there was some kind of chemical running through his blood stream, he was grateful that he could think clearly.

Then she came back, and she looked down at him. She had a tray out, and she tilted her head to the side. “You know, there are some boys who are really hard patients. They fight every step of the way. They won’t eat or anything. I don’t think you’re going to be that kind of boy, are you?”

Perversely, he was tempted to say yes. He would fight her every step. He would resist with everything he had. And yet, he saw the chicken nuggets and carrot strips. His stomach growled, and he told himself that he needed the energy, so he should play along with her game. If he ate, he could keep up his strength.

Eventually, these people would mess up. There would be some kind of mistake, which he could exploit. Then he could get out of this insane city.

“I’m not that kind of boy,” he said.

“And you know that if you want to eat, you have to behave yourself, right?”

“Yes.”

That should have been it, but Nurse Dockery wasn’t done. “You’re going to be an obedient boy?”

“Yes,” he said.

“That’s good because I want to let you out of your restraints.”

His breath caught momentarily when he heard that. If she let him out of the restraints, he would definitely be able to overpower her and escape…

Realizing this, he decided he would agree with anything she wanted. Anything—no matter how humiliating or degrading. He didn’t care if he had to appear to give her exactly what she wanted. He would do it.

“Say it. Tell me you’re going to be an obedient boy.”

He exhaled slowly, forcing himself to remain reasonably sedate. He still waited for the effects of the drugs, but he didn’t notice anything different. His thoughts didn’t swirl uncontrollably, nor did he feel that overwhelming sense of relaxation like last time.

As such, it was easy enough to give her what she wanted, “I’m going to be an obedient boy.”

“And are obedient boys happier?”

“Yes,” he said.

“No. You have to say it,” she told him.

For a moment, he didn’t quite understand, only then he realized what she wanted. He hated acquiescing, but he kept thinking of the restraints tight around his chest and ankles. “Yes, obedient boys are happier.”

Obedient boys. She made the male half of the human race sound like dogs.

“That’s good to hear. So I want you to be happy, so I want you to be obedient,” Nurse Dockery said, reaching down and patting him on the head. She looked down at him, expectant.

That’s because Nurse Dockery expected him to say something. “Thank you,” he finally told her.

“You see, that wasn’t so hard, now was it? You like being an obedient boy. You just can’t help yourself. It feels good, don’t you think?”

“Yes. It feels good to be obedient.”

She clapped her hands together.

“Just look at all of the progress you’re making. I’m so proud of you!”

Hoping to get this over with this fast as possible, he continued to play along, “Thank you, Nurse Dockery.”

“You see. You’re even learning to address your superiors properly.”

“What?”

“Well, haven’t you figured it out yet? Women are better and smarter and stronger than men, so it makes sense you should respect our authority. When you work with a nurse or a doctor or a police officer or a judge or anyone else, really, you need to respect her. You need to be appropriately humble and deferential.”

He listened to each and every word, only it took more and more self-control not to lash out. Sure, he couldn’t kick or punch his way free, but there were so many words he could have snarled back at her. And in doing so, he would have sacrificed every iota of progress he had made.

Before, Mason had wondered exactly what kind of mistake they might make. Then it occurred to him. They were arrogant. The girls here, just like Nurse Dockery, really believed that he was some helpless creature who needed to be controlled and owned.

Okay. Fine. If that’s what she needed and wanted to believe, that he could use that against her. She was going to underestimate him time and again because she actually believed in this insane ideology.

“You’re right. Women are better. I should be humble and deferential,” he told her, making those words sound like a confession or a revelation.

“Oh, I’m very, very proud of you.” She clapped her hands together, reached down, and she loosened the restraints around his right ankle, followed immediately by his left.

Suddenly, he could lift his feet off of the mattress.

Next, she freed him from the straps holding his torso down to the bed.

After that, she stepped back and seemed to wait.

Mason didn’t quite understand what he was supposed to do. Feeling a lot like a turtle trapped on its back, he didn’t have much balance, not with his arm strapped across his torso.

“Come on,” said Nurse Dockery. Practically hopping, she stepped back.

For his part, Mason didn’t sit up right away.

“What’s wrong, Mason?”

“I don’t think I can get up in this thing.”

With a patient shake of her head, she reached down and grabbed him, forcing him into a sitting position.

And once he was upright, he glanced over at the tray again. He didn’t understand what was going to happen, not until she picked up one of the carrot sticks and brought it toward his mouth.

“Can’t I feed myself?”

“That’s a privilege you’re going to have to earn, Mason.”

At first, he kept his mouth shut. Staring hard at her, he could hardly believe what he was hearing. A privilege? How could eating possibly be a privilege? But then he started to understand. If she allowed him to feed himself, that would give him a modicum of self-control and dignity. Such things might be allowed, but only under strictly prescribed circumstances. She wanted him helpless; they all wanted him to feel as though he were completely dependent on the women in this hospital.

He could fight. If he did, he was pretty sure he would lose. That’s why he opened his mouth, and he took the first carrot stick. He chewed it, crunching through the orange vegetation, and he swallowed. As he gulped it down, he did feel as though he had lost something, but Nurse Dockery seemed happy.

Next, she picked up a nugget and brought it to his mouth. Simultaneously, she reached up and patted his head.

“There, that’s not so bad, is it? And after this, you get to go see the doctor again. She’s going to give you another treatment. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“What sort of treatment?” Mason asked between bites.

“Oh, it’s a very special form of electroshock therapy,” she said.

She brought another nugget up to his mouth, only his lips remained shut and frozen. “What?” Mason asked, the word falling from his mouth.

“Yeah, it’s special form of electroshock therapy.”

“But, but that’s illegal.”

“Oh, no it’s not, not here,” she said with a wave of her hand. “You see, Doctor Foster has been doing a lot of research on behavioral modification, and she knows that this is the best way to train boys who are defiant. You see, they need the right incentives. That’s why we take control of your body, Mason. We show you just how helpless you really are.”

He could feel the deluge of defiance crash into his mental defenses. Somehow, he kept his mouth shut, he didn’t say anything. A dozen different answers swarmed through his head, each one more visceral and aggressive than the last. But still, he couldn’t say anything. If he spoke to this girl, he would be punished. If he defied her, he would lose the little bit of trust he had earned.

“Trust me,” she said with a smile, “it’s going to be so good for you. You want to learn to be an obedient boy, don’t you?”

She stared at him, her expression just as expectant as before.

He had to say something, so he gave her what she wanted. “Yes. Yes, I want to be an obedient boy.” If she noticed how mechanical and forced in those words seemed, she didn’t say anything about it.

Instead, the nurse continued to feed him, giving him one nugget or carrot strip at a time.

And when his tray was empty, she patted him on the head, pinched his cheek, and said that he was a good boy. “I’m really impressed with your progress. Now, are you ready to go to your treatment?”

Electroshock.

Those sounds, syllables, and letters buzzed through his head. He remembered old movies that depicted people—usually young women—getting strapped down and punished. Of course, the doctors thought that this was for their own good, but it was nothing but torment.

“Do you think I could have a little while to rest first?” Mason asked.

“Maybe if you beg,” she said.

“What?” He could hardly believe it. Beg? Really? Even though this facility already defied pretty much every expectation he could have had about hospitals, that still seemed insane.

“Yeah, just begging a little bit. You see, it’s good for boys to learn how to beg their wives and bosses for things. You never know when you’re going to need to get down on your knees and plead.”

This is completely insane, he thought again. And yet, if that’s what it took, he could do it.

When he started to shift off of the bed, Nurse Dockery didn’t stop him. He stepped his feet on the floor, and he felt a little bit disoriented, but he assumed that was because he had already spent so much time on his back.

Forcing himself to give this woman what she wanted, he lowered himself down onto his knees. Then he looked up at her.

As he did so, he marveled at the height, power, and confidence she seemed to wield. Under normal circumstances, he would have stood several inches above her. But now that he was on his knees, the world felt different, as though some primal, physical alteration had been made to the universe itself.

“Please, can I have some time to rest?”

Nurse Dockery reached down, brushing her fingers along his cheek and down his neck. “Oh, sweetie, I think you can do a lot better than that.” She coaxed and encouraged him to be the boy the women in this new society expected and craved.

“Please, Nurse Dockery, I would really, really like some time to rest. Please, I don’t think I can handle my next therapy session.” At this point, he couldn’t make himself talk about electroshock. He didn’t know how badly it would hurt, but he knew that these women couldn’t be trusted. That much was obvious.

“Why do you need to rest?” She tilted her head to the side, and it was obvious she had something in mind, a particular answer she wanted him to give her.

He waited a few more seconds, and she opted to give him a hint. “Is it because you’re a weak boy?”

She didn’t just want him to think of himself as obedient. Oh no, these women wanted men to think of themselves as weak too.

If he wanted any chance to get out of his next treatment, or at least to earn himself some time before it happened, Mason had to do this. “Yes. I’m just a weak boy. Please, I know I can be obedient, but I just need some time to rest. Is that okay? Can I have a delay? Please, Nurse Dockery?”

“No, I’m sorry, but you can’t.”

What?

He had played her game, telling her everything she wished to hear.

“Oh, don’t worry. It might be a little bit uncomfortable, but you can handle it. Doctor Foster wouldn’t prescribe anything you couldn’t take.” Then she leaned in and whispered something, “Besides, as long as you do what you’re told, the treatment won’t last for very long.”

“What is it like?”

She adopted this happy, cheerful tone as she explained, “It’s a very simple. We take you into a room, we make sure of your security so that you’re nice and safe. There are going to be straps around your wrists, your waist, your legs, and even your head. Then we put little electrodes all of your body, and we start a conversation. When you tell us the truth, you don’t feel anything. When you tell a lie, you get a little jolt.”

“A little jolt?”

“Yeah, it’s not that big a deal, especially if you were a girl, but for a boy? It can be pretty intense.”

That sounded like an exact contradiction to what she had told him previously.

Mason didn’t bother to point out her inconsistency. It wasn’t like she would care anyway.

“And after a little while, you’re going to see the truth. You’re going to be able to apologize for all of the misogynistic things you’ve done and said and thought.”

They wanted to regulate his thoughts, to fix his personality…as those ideas fit together, clicking into place, Mason realized that he couldn’t do this. He couldn’t handle it!

And at this moment, he realized something. The door wasn’t completely shut. When Nurse Dockery walked in, apparently she didn’t close it all the way, so the handle didn’t engage. If he just kicked against it with his foot, it would swing wide open…so he could escape.

Without considering the possibility this might be a trap, he tensed up for just a moment. There was an instant, maybe half a second, when he could have stopped himself. But he didn’t want to. He allowed the adrenaline to pump through his body. There wasn’t any relaxation this time. Whatever the medicine did to him, it didn’t affect that excitement thrumming through his skin. Because he was a man, and he loved aggression. He allowed his emotions to sweep over him, so he burst forward, rushing toward the door.

Mason made it across the room before the nurse jogged after him.

His shoulder slammed into the door, and he burst out into the corridor beyond. He found himself in a long, white hallway. There were other nurses pushing carts around. When he saw the doors, he realized that there were probably guys just like him being held captive.

For an instant, he considered trying to help them, only then he looked down at his torso. Still trapped in the straitjacket, he wouldn’t be able to do anything.

But he could get out onto the street, maybe to a phone or someone who could help him…

This was still the United States. And even if the conspiracy had reached to the hospital, there was a good chance he would find someone who could and would help him. He had to cling to that hope anyway.

Mason started to run.

As he did, something occurred to him. He wasn’t going as fast as he had expected.

Something was wrong, he realized after a few more seconds. Mason couldn’t explain exactly what was going on, but he made it a few more steps, and then he glanced over his shoulder, and it seemed like Nurse Dockery was right there!

Her hand shot out, and she grabbed him, her fingers locking onto his straitjacket. She yanked once, bringing him to a halt.

He stumbled immediately, only he managed to somehow stay upright.

“Oh, I guess you’re going to need a punishment before we take you to your next session,” Nurse Dockery said, making it sound like she felt bad about this. “And to think, I let you beg for some extra time.” With a shake of her head, she started to drag him back toward the room.

He twisted, desperately trying to break her grip, but he couldn’t do it. The next thing he knew, she shoved him up against the wall. With one hand, she held his chest. With the other, she reached up, gripping his chin and cheeks. Her nails dug down into his skin. “Sweetie, you’re being a very bad boy. Stop it.” The words barked out onto the air, and he needed to pretend he wasn’t intimidated, but that would be a lie.

“You can already tell that I’m stronger than you,” she said.

“That’s not true. You’re just a girl!”

“Just a girl?”

Another nurse walked by, apparently ignoring the scene playing out in front of her.

Refusing to back down, he nodded his head. “Yeah, that’s right,” he said, if only because he needed to attack her.

Relaxing her hold on him, she dropped her fingers away from his cheek. Instead, she turned him around and loosened the restraints on his straitjacket. She pulled it off and tossed the restraint to the floor. It clattered as the buckles hit the linoleum.

Suddenly freed, Mason didn’t know what to do. He glanced at her, and then he glanced up and down the hallway. In the distance, he spotted the exit. It was right there, the green letters glowing invitingly.

“Try it,” she said.

He turned, and he started to walk.

She grabbed him again, only now he let his instincts take a hold of him. Mason tried to shrug her off, but he couldn’t do it. Then her other hand reached out, and she took him by the wrist and yanked him back.

He was supposed to be heavier and stronger than she was. He was a man, and biology should have given him the advantage. But it didn’t. He stumbled, almost losing his balance altogether.

Then he turned to her. He launched himself at her, thinking that if he could hold her down, if only for a few seconds, then maybe he could show her that she be they didn’t stand a chance.

Nurse Dockery was waifish and thin. Sure, she had beautiful breasts and a curved behind, but that wouldn’t make her strong enough to wrestle with him.

Or so he thought.

This girl grabbed him, shoving him down onto the floor. He tried to knock her off, but his hands pressed up against her body, and he couldn’t get any real traction. As hard as he worked and strained, his limbs lacked the necessary power to get her off.

“What’s wrong, sweetie? Are you having some trouble?” She grinned down at him.

Then she got up, and she still held his wrist. He tried to tear his hand away from her, but it felt like her fingers had transformed into iron.

“No, you’re not strong enough. Remember what we talked about before? This is why boys need to be obedient—because they’re weak. You’re weak.”

Just like that, she reached to down, picked up the straitjacket, and she started to drag him down the hallway.

With every step, he tried to keep his feet into the ground, to hold his position.

Grunting with effort, he fought as hard as he could, straining as much as his muscles might allow, but she pulled him along, tugging on him like he was just a misbehaving child. Soon, they were back at the door to his hospital room, and then he crossed the threshold. She put her hand on the back of his neck, shoved him down over the bed, and then she pulled down his pants.

“I don’t like punishing you,” she explained, “but I will spank you when it’s necessary.”

A spanking? Like so many other men in this new city, he didn’t really believe that it could impact him. Children could be spanked, and they would get upset, mostly because they were more sensitive, and they probably worried about what their parents and caretakers thought. As an adult, he could handle it.

Or so he thought.

Nurse Dockery yanked down his pants, revealing the curves of his behind. She put her hand on his butt, she squeezed just once, and then she pulled back, savoring this moment. Like many other women, she enjoyed the rush of power that came from having this young man in such a subordinate position. She was going to spank him; she was going to punish him for his disobedience.

It was precisely what he needed, she thought.

So many young men tried to act like they could behave however they wanted. They didn’t understand the consequences. Fortunately, there were strong women around it to show them that the world had changed, and being a man would be a disadvantage going forward. With a wicked smile on her face, she swung her arm down, clapping her palm against his backside.

The pain exploded along his skin. He howled out before he could even think about what he was doing.

The pain was so, so much more intense than he had ever imagined.

“Just think,” she teased, “I’m not even using a paddle.”

Something like that should have been utterly impossible, but he imagined it. The heat played along his skin, coursing between his nerves just below the surface.

“Just spank you again?”

“No!”

“Yeah, I think I should spank you again,” she said.

He cried out for her to stop. He tried to negotiate with her. He begged and pleaded, his voice echoing off of the walls. But this young woman had already made up her mind. She wasn’t going to let him argue with her. He could say whatever he wanted, but those words would be completely useless.

That didn’t stop him.

Her hand flew down three, four, five, then six more times, and each one brought a fresh storm of pain searing through his body.

He couldn’t think through it. He felt like he was blubbering, but she didn’t stop. If anything, he thought he heard the distant sounds of a young woman laughing. That’s because this was still fun for her.

His backside turned red, and she grinned, appreciating this moment. “Are you ready to apologize?”

“Yes!”

“Say it.”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry I tried to escape!”

“Should boys try to run away from their nurses?”

“No! Never!”

“No,” she agreed. “They shouldn’t try to get away. They shouldn’t try to think for themselves. Sweetie, you are a patient here for a good reason. You need a woman to take care of you. You need someone to make all of your choices for you. Yes, you do.”

He didn’t want to believe it or accept it, yet his lips started moving again, especially because he flinched when she brushed her fingertips over his backside.

“Yes! You’re right! I can’t make my own decisions! I’m not smart enough! I’m sorry I tried!”

“That’s right.” She said. “You should be sorry. You owe me a nice long apology.”

Hadn’t he already apologized?”

If so, apparently, it wasn’t good enough. She expected something more.

Although he didn’t really understand, he still made the sounds. His thoughts twisted exactly as she wanted. “I’m so, so sorry! I apologize for trying to get away. That was very bad of me. I never should have tried to escape. I need to be obedient for you. I’m a boy, and I don’t have what it takes to think for myself. No boy does.”

“Very good!” She was laughing now.

“Is that, does that mean I don’t need to be spanked anymore?”

“Of course you need to be spanked some more,” she said. “It’s good for you!”

His eyes widened, and he called out, but the spankings resumed. She brought her hand down over and over again, all while he whimpered and tried to pull away. At this point, he wasn’t even intending to be disobedient. Instead, it just happened. He wasn’t able to control himself, so he fought to pull free, not that it really did any good.

By the time she finished, his backside stung. The pain simmered hot through his body.

“Are you ready for your therapy now?”

Eyes wet, he had to surrender to her. She was a woman, after all, she was his superior, and she was better than him.

“Yes, Nurse Dockery,” he told her.

“Good boy.” She patted him on the head before reaching out and taking his hand.

Mason had held his wife’s hand, but that was it, so having this nurse hold his hand felt really strange. Even so, he didn’t try to pull away, not this time. If he did, he would be disciplined. He didn’t want to face that; he couldn’t. That’s why he let her lead him on.

With every step, he knew that he was getting closer and closer to fresh punishment. The thought horrified him, but he couldn’t think of any way out of this. So he let his thoughts drift off, and he accepted the simple fact that these women were in charge, and they could dictate his future. They could do whatever they wanted with him because he was just a boy.

Just a boy. Those words felt automatic and natural now.

On some level, he understood that they were programming him, and he knew that he was supposed to fight back, but how? What could he possibly do? They had every advantage, it seemed. They were stronger and smarter than he was.

Still, he knew it would be easier to give in, so he let this girl lead him on. He followed her through the hospital, all the way into the next room. And that’s when he saw the table.

When he first awoke, Mason had found himself in a straitjacket and strapped down to a hospital bed. It was padded and comfortable. Now he saw a plastic table with restraints for his hands, his feet, and his torso. Just as she had promised, there were fresh restraints waiting for his head as well. These girls wanted him to feel completely immobilized while they shocked him into submission.

“You’re not going to give me any trouble, are you?” Nurse Dockery asked, her tone sweet.

When he glanced over at the equipment, he shivered. He couldn’t help himself; he tried to understand the different wires, connections, and the other accouterments of male training. Unfortunate for him, he didn’t know very much about electrical engineering, so he couldn’t guess exactly what would happen. All of his knowledge came from movies and TV shows. He suspected that wouldn’t help him very much.

“Get on the table,” Nurse Dockery commanded.

She released him, which made things harder. Although he enjoyed a tiny taste of freedom, he also knew that if he followed her commands, he would be willingly surrendering the last vestiges of control he possessed.

And yet, she reached down and squeezed his behind. Another flash of pain raced through his skin. Maybe it was just a phantom sensation. Maybe his backside still stung brutally. Either way, he scurried forward.

Then he climbed up onto the table, and she strolled over to him, her hand reaching out as she pressed him down.

Just like that, he gave up.

“You’re just a boy,” she said, “there is nothing wrong with that. You should smile, be handsome, and do as you’re told.” Her advice echoed the training from his previous session.

“Please, please don’t do this. Please, you can just let it go. Please, just let me go!”

“I’m sorry, but that’s not my decision to make. If you want early release, you should talk to Doctor Foster.” And just like that, she smiled down at him, making it sound like it was completely normal.

She looped the restraints around his wrists, his ankles, over his chest, and even along his forehead.

“There we go,” she announced, apparently satisfied with her work. “You see, things are so much easier when you just do as you’re told. Why can’t you listen to your wife and obey her?”

“Because I’m not a servant. Because I’m not a slave,” he insisted, growling through those sounds.

“Nope. You’re just a helpless boy, all strapped down and ready for his session.”

Or at least, he would be once she attached the electrodes.

The nurse continued her work, securing them to his thighs, his legs, his arms, and even his temples. When she finished, she stepped back. Obviously, she had needed to adjust his clothing a little bit, so now the wires curled up the fabric, and down to the flesh underneath.

Patting him on the head, she said, “Don’t worry. Doctor Foster will be here in a couple of minutes.”

Nurse Dockery left him alone for the next few minutes. This was all part of the procedure.

The boys in that room needed to take some time to consider their situation. More than that, they had to imagine what was going to happen.

Mason did just that.

As he remained there on the table, spread out and helpless, waiting for someone to walk up and turn on the machinery, he couldn’t help but think of how far he had fallen. Frustration and fear mixed together, eating away at his defiance.

In movies and TV shows, it was always so easy to resist the bad guys. A rebellious young woman or powerful superhero could argue and fight and hold out no matter what.

Mason was just a guy, someone who wanted to get a job and have his own opinion.

These women wanted to take that away from him.

And yet, he had already suffered so much. Why was he still fighting? Why was he still resisting with everything he possessed?

Clenching his eyes shut, he wondered what it would be like to surrender. He could go home to his beautiful wife. And yes, he would have to work hard and obey her, but she would take care of him. She would tell him what to do, how to clean, and what to cook. He would be her servant boy, and she would kiss him and touch him, and it might feel good.

Despite everything, his shaft started to harden again.

No.

He didn’t want to enjoy any of those thoughts. They were rebellious and treacherous, eating away at his ability to be his own person.

But then he glanced over at the machine again. He wondered exactly how it was going to feel to have the electricity course through his body, lighting up pain receptors throughout his skin.

It was going to be bad, he thought.

Hot moisture gathered at the corners of his eyes. Mason did his best to fight back those tears, but these women were brutal and merciless. They teased him and taunted him. More than that, they kept him off balance by forcing him to enjoy certain parts of his captivity. He couldn’t help but think about Nurse Dockery, her pretty smile, and the way she touched him.

Exhaling through his teeth, he decided that he had to hold out. He didn’t know what it would take or if they could really do it, but there had to be some way.

It was just a matter of time.

Of course, both Nurse Dockery and Doctor Foster had the same thought: it was only a matter of time before this boy broke down and surrendered to his rightful place in society, on his knees, ready and eager to serve his owner—his wife.

Trapped on the table, he decided that maybe he could pull his way free. He didn’t think of any reason why this time would be different, yet Mason had to make the attempt. If he simply stayed there on his back, he would be surrendering.

So he squirmed, wiggling his legs, rotating his fists, and doing everything he could to try to slip free from just one of those medical shackles.

He was still squirming helplessly when the door opened, not that he heard it this time.

Doctor Foster appeared over him. “What are you doing?”

“Getting free,” he said.

“No, you’re not. You’re wiggling and wasting your strength.” She smiled down at him. Both she and Nurse Dockery had mastered the condescending grin. It was like they shared a private conversation, something between equals, only she had the maturity and knowledge necessary to understand what was really taking place.

“You’re not going to get away with this,” he said, but that sounded more like a promise to himself.

“Get away with that? Get away with what? We are helping you, Mason.”

“No, you’re not!”

“You can already feel some of the difference, can’t you? You’re starting to question yourself. It’s only been a couple of days, yet you are learning how to behave. That’s progress. You should be proud of yourself. In no time, you’ll be ready to meet with your wife again. Then it will be her decision if we should release you into her custody.”

“Her custody?”

“That’s right,” she said, strolling over to the machinery. Almost as an offhand comment, she said, “as a part of your incarceration here, we have decided to declare you to be medically incompetent. You are no longer capable of making your own legal decisions, so Rebecca will do that for you.”

“No, you can’t just do that!”

“It did involve a little bit of paperwork,” Doctor Foster replied, “But it’s really not that hard. In fact, we’ve had a lot of practice with it recently.” When she smirked at him, the corners of her eyes crinkled. “But don’t you worry about that. Just because you can’t get a drivers license, own property, or make any of your own financial decisions, that doesn’t mean you won’t be useful to your wife.”

“This isn’t happening,” he said, locking his eyes shut.

“You can’t deny the truth, Mason. That’s just not helpful or healthy.”

“What would you know about healthy?”

“I’m a doctor. I’m the medical authority. And more importantly, I know that you need to accept your place. The longer you fight, the more painful and difficult it will be.”

Much to his surprise, she pulled something off of the cart. As a small, black, plastic controller. It looked like something he might use to control a stereo, only she flipped it around, letting them see the different buttons.

He couldn’t read everything, but he recognized some of the symbols. Up. Down. On. Off.

“This is what I’m going to use to punish you when you say something wrong.”

“Like that I’m a person? Like that I have rights?” Mason sneered.

“You have rights. You have the right to obey, the right to love your wife, the right to do whatever she wants.”

“Those aren’t rights!”

“They’re both rights and responsibilities,” Doctor Foster said without any hint of irony in her voice. “That’s what’s most important, Mason. Everyone has a place in society. Yours is with Rebecca. Don’t you want to go home? Would you like to be with her right now? Just picture it. You could be on your knees, giving her a foot massage after she’s gone through a long, hard day at work.”

He locked his teeth together and refused to say anything.

“Well?” Clearly, Doctor Foster wanted a conversation with her captive patient.

Mason refused to indulge her. If she wanted to talk, then he would respond with the silent treatment.

Or so he thought.

She pressed one of the buttons, and electricity surged through the cords, jumping right into the electrodes attached to his body.

If he thought the spanking had been bad it, the electroshock therapy was so much worse. Hot agony sizzled through his skin, flashing along every inch of his body. It felt as though each and every one of his pain receptors cried out at the same time.

When he had been spanked, he could at least think clearly. But now, everything disappeared into a storm of agony.

After a little while, his thoughts seemed to crystallize once again. He could think for himself.

“You didn’t like that, did you?”

Again, he told himself that he could remain quiet. He could keep his mouth shut, thus denying her the conversation she wanted.

Only then, Doctor Foster punished her stubborn patient once again. If this was the kind of treatment he needed, that she would make sure he received it. After all, it was for his own good. In fact, she assumed that he would be thanking her by the end.

She pressed the button and held it down this time.

Another storm of unrelenting torment exploded through his body. The electrodes had been perfectly calculated and calibrated to make sure that they didn’t cause any genuine damage. This is all about sensation and nothing else.

When the electricity finally stopped, he was gasping and panting. With an animalistic frenzy, he had tried to tear his way free from the restraints, but they held him fast. He wasn’t going anywhere, and now they both knew it with absolute certainty.

“You didn’t like that, did you?”

“N…no…” he panted back, nearly breathless.

“That’s what I thought,” Doctor Foster said. “You see, this is designed to make sure that you learn your place. Where’s your place again?”

For a moment, Mason really thought that he could do it. He truly, genuinely believed he could keep his mouth shut again. If he sealed his lips, he would show her that the punishments wouldn’t be enough to force his obedience.

Obedience.

Would that really be so bad? If he surrendered and yielded to his wife, couldn’t he find real happiness as her servant?

He shook his head.

“I’m not going to say it!”

Doctor Foster responded by tapping the button again. With just a light touch, she could unleash the barrage of electrical impulses, each one stabbing down into him.

Arching his back, he tensed as he yanked on his bonds. It still didn’t change anything.

“You poor, poor, stubborn boy. It must be so hard to think you can handle all of this. Because really, you can’t. You are a boy, and that means you need to yield. Whether you do it right now or in ten minutes or an hour, you will succumb.” She spoke with perfect, crystallized confidence. After all, she had already helped plenty of young men, so she understood he would be no different.

“I don’t want your pity.”

“Too bad, because you have it.” She waved to the controller right in front of his face. “You know what this represents? This represents female ingenuity. It represents female supremacy. With this, I can break you, Mason. And that is going to happen. That’s why you’re here. You need to be cured of your delusions.”

If only because he needed to talk to keep her from punishing him again, he had to ask, “What delusions?”

“The delusion of independence, the delusion of free will, the delusion that you should be able to make your decisions. The delusion that your wife isn’t better than you.”

“She’s not!” As he growled that word, he could see her thumb twitch just a little bit as she pressed down on the controller.

Shaking her head, she watched as he locked his teeth together and twitched through the electrical shocks. The storm of sensations made him cry out again, but then it came to an end, and she tilted her head to the side. “You didn’t like that, did you? No, of course not. But it only happens when you misbehave. Now, tell me you want to be cured.”

Mason didn’t even think about it. With his thoughts scrambled, he was certain of only one fact: he didn’t want to be punished again. “Yes. Yes, I want to be cured.”

“Very good,” said the doctor. “Now you just need to agree with everything I tell you. And when you do so, you need to believe it. Can you do that?”

He nodded his head down and up.

“Are you a boy?”

He didn’t like the infantilized implications, yet he still bought his head down and up. “Yes. I’m a boy,” he said, thinking back to the lesson he had learned with Nurse Dockery. When he said something, he couldn’t respond with only one word. He had to restate all of it. That’s what they expected.

“Very good. And as a boy, what does that mean?”

She lifted the controller up as she touched the side of her face. It didn’t look like Doctor Foster was about to press the button anytime soon, but he still answered quickly, giving her exactly what she wanted. “It means an inferior.”

“Can you say that again?”

“I’m a boy. That means I’m inferior.”

She glanced over at the equipment while he spoke.

“That’s the right answer,” she said. “But there’s just one problem.”

“What, what problem?” Mason stuttered.

“You don’t believe it,” she said. “This equipment does a lot more than just punish you.”

Without elaborating, she pressed the button. The signal jumped from her controller to the machine by his table, and another surge of electricity roared through his body. This one seemed to last forever. But then, they always did. Time disappeared, turning into a buzz of hot agony.

“Care to try that again?” Doctor Foster asked. “And this time, think about all of the reasons why you are inferior. Think about why you deserve to be a second-class citizen. Remember, you got married to a great woman, she’s going to take care of you, so you don’t need to feel bad about any of this. You’ve been living a life filled with delusions, Mason. That’s not your fault. You grew up in a society that told one falsehood after another.”

He stared up at her.

Perhaps she could tell that he was paying attention and really listening to every word. As she spoke, he seemed to absorb what she told him. “You’re a boy, and you know that the traditions are all wrong. You’re not supposed to be strong. Physically, you might be able to lift more, but you know what that makes you?”

Timid and tentative, he gave a nervous shake of his head. “That makes you into a beast of burden.”

“A beast of burden,” he whispered.

“That’s right,” she said, patting him on the head because she could tell he was finally starting to make some progress.

Mason had no idea how many days or weeks or even months transpired. Outside of the hospital, the world could have ended, and he wouldn’t have known it. Without access to a TV or a phone, he didn’t have any way to understand what was going on.

For the most part, Nurse Dockery and Doctor Foster took care of him. Occasionally, others would check in on him, but those women didn’t speak to him, so he didn’t try to respond.

When he behaved himself, he was allowed to spend some time in the Day Room. While there, he could peruse certain books, all of which looked brand-new. Unfortunately, they also happened to be stories about young men surrendering their independence to powerful women. In those stories, the guys always needed to be rescued…or worse, they had to be trained. Each and every time, however, the males tried too hard. The women were always right.

It was another set of pathologies, he thought.

They were giving him another worldview.

When he first realized this, he got angry. But after another couple of sessions, both listening to the hypnotic music and the electroshock, Mason stopped worrying about it. If anything, he enjoyed the books.

As a child, he learned about damsels in distress.

Now, he read stories about princes in peril.

The medical professionals around him monitored his progress. They had conversations with him.

Then, one day, while Mason was curled up in the corner with his book, Doctor Foster approached. He worried that this would be another session, only the woman in the lab coat smiled at him. “How are you feeling, Mason?”

“I’m good,” he said. Then, for some reason, he felt compelled to add, “I’m feeling very obedient right now.”

“That’s good.”

Before being admitted to the hospital, he never would have thought of “obedience” as an emotional state. But it was. It really was.

“Is it time for another session?”

“Not right now. But I do have something else in mind for you. Follow me,” said the doctor. At once, he dropped his book and scurried after her.

Like so many of the other young men at the hospital, when he followed a woman, Mason dropped a few steps behind her, and he kept his head down.

She took him into a large conference room, and she pointed to one of the seats. He sat obediently, and then she asked him another question, “Do you think you are better now?”

“I guess so?”

“You don’t sound certain,” Doctor Foster said to him.

He licked his lips, wondering if this was another test of his mental health. Unfortunately, he couldn’t always predict exactly what the doctors or nurses wanted to hear, so he tried to be honest. That usually worked out best for him, especially since he had given up on ever acting like a man again.

A man? No. He was a boy. Boys were inferior. Males needed to be subjugated. It was good for him when he surrendered.

Some small hitch lingered at the back of his brain, like this persistent defiance, but he always stifled of those impulses. Because he didn’t want to be strapped down or punished again, he told them what they wished to hear because those words had started to feel true over the course of his treatment.

“I guess I’m not certain because I don’t get to make that decision,” he said. “You’re the doctor, so shouldn’t you be the person to tell me what is good or bad and whether or not I’m doing well?” When he looked up at her, his eyes were big with both concern and confusion.

“Good boy,” she replied. “I have someone here who would like to see you.”

She strolled over to the door, opened it, and that’s when she reappeared.

Rebecca.

She looked like something out of a fantasy. She had her hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, and she wore a cardigan with her jeans.

“Hi there, Mason,” she said with a quick wave of her hand. “How are you doing?”

“I’m good,” he said, suddenly sitting up straight. Of course, he had talked about Rebecca a lot with Doctor Foster, but now that his wife had returned, he didn’t know precisely what to do.

“You too can have as much time as you need,” said Doctor Foster. She didn’t leave the room, but she did step back, and his wife approached him. She took a seat in front of him, and she reached out, touching his hand. “How are you feeling, sweetie?”

At this moment, he should have started begging her and pleading with her to escape. With one signature, she could have freed him from the hospital. But he was a boy, and that wasn’t his place. “I’m feeling okay, I guess. I’m learning a lot.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“I think I’ve gotten over a lot of my misconceptions,” he said.

“That’s really good. Can you tell me about them?” As Rebecca asked, she looked concerned, but there was still a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

“I, I don’t think that I should be able to make my own decisions, and I know that it’s dumb for me to want to get a job. I mean, maybe if you ask me to work, I can, but I should only do it with your permission, Rebecca.”

Rebecca glanced over her shoulder and looked at the doctor. The two women smiled at one another, which still made him nervous.

“Oh, and why is that?”

“Because you are my wife, and I love you. When we got married, I promised to honor and obey you.” Some small part of him might have still insisted that wasn’t true, but it didn’t matter because these women were in charge. It was their society, and he was nothing but a boy.

“Yes, you did it,” Rebecca agreed. “But maybe you should get down on your knees and tell me again?”

Something inside of him tensed, only to be suppressed instantly. He remembered how it felt to be strapped down, his arms and legs spread, shackles around his wrists and ankles. Then came the shocks.

Hoping to avoid that fate again, he looked at his wife before lowering himself down onto his knees. He bowed his head down and began to speak, “Rebecca, I promise to honor and obey you as my wife. I’m your husband, and that means I should respect you and your authority at all times. I promise, I’m going to do the best I can to be your husband, your boy, your servant.”

Leaning down, she touched the underside of his chin and nudged his gaze back up toward her beautiful eyes. “My slave?”

He hesitated for just a second. But there was something about her expression and the certainty loaded in her gaze. Within a couple of heartbeats, he gave in, “yes. Your slave. I promise to be your slave. I promise to be your obedient slave.”

“That’s wonderful,” she said.

Doctor Foster took this to be some sort of invitation because she strolled back over to the table and sat down beside Rebecca. “What do you think of our progress?”

“I think he’s doing really, really well!”

When both Doctor Foster and Rebecca smiled, Mason thought he should too. This was another facet to the program: as a boy, he should smile and be pleasant, especially when around women.

“I’m glad to hear it. We have been working hard with Mason here. Isn’t that right, Mason?”

“Yes, that’s right. Working very hard.”

“And what have you been doing?” Rebecca asked. She leaned back in her seat. Apparently very comfortable, she kept her eyes aimed at Mason as she tried to read through his emotions and responses.

“I’ve been confronting all of my problems, Rebecca,” he said. As he used her name, he felt a little thrill of excitement because he was so close to his wife once again. It may have been days or weeks, but he wanted to see her again. In fact, he enjoyed his position on his knees before her.

“I’m glad to hear it,” she said, brushing her fingers through his hair.

“These moments are always really good, but you still have a couple of decisions to make,” Doctor Foster said.

“That’s right. You wanted to discuss his progress with me,” said Rebecca.

Mason listened, confused by this. He was a good and obedient boy, right? If so, then shouldn’t his wife want to take him home? Then again, he knew that this was a decision to be made by the women, and they probably wouldn’t be interested in his input.

“I think he has done remarkably well, and I’m sure you would like to spend some time alone with him, but there are still other decisions to be made.”

“Like what?”

“Well, some women like to have their husbands permanently modified.”

“And what could that entail?” Rebecca sounded simply curious. The two women could discuss his body and of the alterations they might make, and there was nothing he could do about it. He may not have been wearing a straitjacket, but he still had a variety of medicines running through his blood stream, all of which would make it impossible for him to escape.

“Some women like to have their boys tattooed and permanently marked. Others like to install microchips, either for tracking or behavioral modification,” Doctor Foster said. “If I recall correctly, that was something you wanted to discuss further.”

A chip? Like a microchip?

For a second, Mason could feel the anger swell within his chest, only then he reminded himself that he belonged to his wife, so he shouldn’t complain.

“That’s right. We have been working with subdermal microchips. The experiments are still relatively new, but I think we have made some incredible progress, and they’re definitely ready for implantation. Mason here would be the first boy to receive something like that.”

“Fascinating,” said Rebecca. “You said behavioral modification?”

“Your husband has been going through electroshock therapy. The microchip is an extension of that. It can be programmed with GPS coordinates, so he will be prevented from leaving a certain geographical area. For example, if you didn’t want him to leave the house without your permission, you could make the chip activate whenever he steps onto the street.”

Mason’s eyes got wide. Nurse Dockery had teased him about something like this, but he didn’t really believe it was possible. She had taunted him, talking about invisible fences, the kinds that kept dogs in their yards, but he didn’t really believe it.

“And of course, you can get an app on your phone to activate the chip whenever you feel like it.”

“I could be handy,” Rebecca said. “What do you think of that, Mason?”

“It’s your decision,” he said instantly and automatically. This boy knew better than to express his opinions. Even when a woman asked for it, she probably wasn’t really interested in what he thought.

“Yes, it is,” she said.

“There are other kinds of fixes as well,” said Doctor Foster. She glanced over at Mason who felt the color drain away from his cheeks. His body got cold. He knew exactly what she meant.

“Maybe,” said Rebecca, only Mason couldn’t pierce her tone of voice. He couldn’t tell whether or not she was serious or just wished to tease him.

“In any case, would you like to spend some time with him? I’m sure, once you’re alone, you’ll be able to get a sense for what kinds of other treatments you would like him to go through.”

“Absolutely,” said Rebecca. She stood up, looked down at her husband, and then she reached into her pocket. As she did so, she pulled out a neatly folded, black leather band and a matching strip of fabric. The light glinted along the edges, but it took him a second to realize what she was holding.

A collar. A leash.

No one had told him about this before, but he had been trained. He knew what his wife wanted, so he was determined to give it to her. Sitting up, he straightened his back and raised his chin, exposing his throat and making it easy for her to collar and leash him.

“Good boy,” said Rebecca as she secured each piece.

He felt the clasp click into place before she tugged on the leash and guided him out of the conference room.

A few feet ahead, Doctor Foster and Rebecca talked about him. They whispered and occasionally glanced over their shoulders. Snickering, like high school girls sharing a private joke, they kept their voices down and made sure that he couldn’t hear them.

Following along, he felt exactly like a pet. He was a plaything, something to be owned.

And yet, he couldn’t bring himself to complain.

He was a boy, so it was his job to be pleasant, handsome, and obedient. Those thoughts reverberated behind his eyes, and he didn’t want to question them. Whenever he did that, he got in trouble.

Doctor Foster brought them up to another door, and she unlocked it with a swipe of her key card. When Mason glanced in, he was surprised. It looked a little bit like a hotel room, he thought.

There was a king sized bed with clean sheets, a couple of chairs set off to the side, and a TV mounted on the wall. There were even sets of dressers, plus an alcove that probably opened up to an attached bathroom.

“Take all the time you need,” Doctor Foster said. The words were clearly addressed to Rebecca.

“Go inside,” Rebecca commanded.

At once and without hesitation, Mason strode forward into the room. He did his best to appear unconcerned, although he could feel the eyes of the two women upon him. They were studying him, watching him.

In that way, he was a little bit like a show dog.

He walked several feet into the room, only to turn around. He waited, aiming his eyes down toward the floor. With his gaze downcast, he could hear the two women whispering back and forth, but their hushed tones didn’t carry any meaning for him.

Then again, he wondered if he should be trying to eavesdrop at all. He was just a boy, after all.

“Just look at you,” Rebecca said after the doctor strolled away. She walked closer to him, and she still held the leash, he noted with a stab of chagrin.

As his wife started to circle him, he really did feel like an object, a toy, a plaything there for her amusement.

“What have they been doing to you?”

“Training me,” he said, only to flinch because that probably wasn’t the word Doctor Foster or Nurse Dockery would have used. Those two women would have said they were curing him, so he corrected himself. “They’ve been helping me with my delusions.”

“And what delusions are those?”

Hadn’t they already talked about this? Hadn’t they already gone over this?

Mason couldn’t really be certain, but he knew one thing for sure. Repetition was apparently the key to his treatment, which meant Rebecca just wanted to “help” him.

“I thought that I should be able to get a job if I wanted one. Clearly, I was mistaken.”

“Is that all?”

“I also suffered from latent misogyny and the misconception that we should be equals.”

“Equality? Between women and men?” Still circling him like a predator enjoying the fear radiating from her prey, Rebecca taunted him with one question after another.

“Yeah, I thought that women and men should be equal.”

“Should they be?”

“No,” he said.

“Why not?”

She came to a stop in front of him, stroked his cheek, and forced him to look up at her.

“Because women are better than men. Because you are better than me,” he said. It was true. She would always make more money. Especially here in this society, he knew that he would be her servant…her slave.

“I’m glad to hear you’ve been making so much progress.”

“Rebecca?”

“What is it, Mason?” While his voice seemed to creak out, timid and small, she spoke indulgently, as though she had every right to be there. Clearly, confidence flowed through her body, and it could be heard in her voice just as easily.

“What, what are you going to do with me?”

“Now, that is the question, isn’t it?” Rebecca said. “I mean, I could have that chip implanted in your body. That would certainly be interesting, don’t you think?”

His throat clenched, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. He wanted to tell her not to do it, to tell her that he didn’t need it. But to do so would have been incredibly presumptuous because he was just a boy and he was her husband, so he had to trust her. She wielded the authority, and he supported her. An important part of support meant obedience.

“I, I don’t know,” he said.

“Trust me. It would be very interesting. I could just push a button and you would feel so much more obedient.”

“Yes,” he said. “I’m sure you’re right.” Whenever he spoke with Nurse Dockery or Doctor Foster, he knew that was usually the correct answer. Of course, if he was connected to one of the machines, they might be able to monitor his blood pressure to determine whether or not he was lying.

“Besides, I’m worried about the long-term implications of your training here.” As she said those words, he didn’t even think about interrupting. “I mean, what happens if you start to backslide?”

“I don’t know if that could happen,” he said. “But I know that I will do whatever you want.”

“I suppose I could always bring you back,” she said.

His neck stiffened and he jerked his gaze up toward her, like he needed to see whether or not she was laughing at him.

Clearly, the look of fear that spread across his face definitely amused her. His wife chuckled before grabbing his leash again and tugging him toward the bed. “Let’s see what you can do.”

“How would you like me to serve you?” When he first heard that phrase in his hypnotic programming treatments, he thought it sounded obnoxiously obsequious and subservient. And yet, that was the entire point. He needed to demonstrate, both with his words and his deeds, that he understood his place.

“I’m going to take off my top, and you are going to give me a nice long massage.”

“Yes, please. I would love to give you a massage,” he said.

Rebecca stepped over to the bed, she climbed up on top of it. From there, she started to slip out of her cardigan. Next, she took off her undershirt, and her bra was revealed after that. He studied the curves of her body, although he wasn’t sure if he was supposed to look or not.

“It’s okay, sweetie. I’m your wife. You can check me out, as long as you do so respectfully.”

“I, I understand,” he said. “I will always respect you and your authority.”

“There’s a good boy.”

“But I did have a question,” he said.

“What is it, Mason?”

“How would you like me to address you?”

Rebecca blinked once, confused for a few seconds. But then, a big smile spread across her lips. When it came to the gender dynamics between women and men, men were clearly becoming subordinate. Rebecca didn’t know how far this went through the rest of the city dynamics, but it was clear that plenty of relationships had changed. That’s why she had heard some men address their wives or girlfriends as Miss, Ma’am, or even Mistress.

It seemed her husband believed he should do the same thing.

Almost as an instinctive reaction, she wanted to tell him that he didn’t need to worry about that. He could just call her by her first name. But then she stopped herself. Was that sufficiently respectful? Would it be good for him?

Because when Rebecca saw her husband is now, she didn’t think of him as a real person. Oh no. He was a human, sure enough, but because of his sex and gender, he was severely limited. She needed to take that into account when she dealt with him. Somehow, it seemed surprisingly easy to think of men as being less than capable. So maybe she needed to give him structure and to set firm limits for him.

The thought made her smile, and then she went with her instincts, “You may address me as Mistress when we are alone. Understand?”

He nodded his head, “Yes, Mistress.”

“And Mason?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Would you address me however I wanted you to?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said instantly.

“If I wanted you to call me your Goddess, you would do it?”

“Yes. I can call you Goddess if you like.”

At this point, Rebecca just couldn’t help herself. She threw her head back, and she started laughing. To think, this had been her stubborn, almost condescending husband. It had been one thing that had both infuriated and detracted her when they first got together: he had been so confident. But of course, but she found it interesting and dynamic when they first got together but soon became irritating. She liked it much better this way.

And that’s why she grabbed him, pulling him into a deep kiss.

For a couple of seconds, he didn’t know precisely what she wanted, but then he leaned into her, molding his body against hers. She could feel her nipples harden as heat began to gather right between her legs.

At the same time, she knew that her husband enjoyed this. He hardened, his erection pressing against her leg.

Grabbing him, she pulled him down onto the mattress. He fell, and then she scrambled on top, straddling him.

“Lick my nipples,” she ordered.

Whenever they made love, it had always been infuriating because there were certain things she had always wanted more of, but she hadn’t been able to ask him. On those rare occasions when she tried to give him hints, he seemed to ignore them. Maybe he did this on purpose, or maybe she had been too oblique. Either way, she didn’t have that problem now.

His lips wrapped around her nipple, and he sucked gently, his tongue flicking and flitting over that sensitive flesh.

As she looked down at him, she felt this overwhelming sense of power. She could do whatever she wanted with this boy, her husband, her slave. Those different words and titles whirled through her head.

She pulled back. “Did you like that, Mistress?” In his voice, there is nothing but the eager determination to please her.

“Yes. I liked that. I liked it a lot,” she promised him.

Then she lowered her other breast down toward his mouth, and he started sucking again, moving his tongue in neat, take little circles.

Sensations coursed through her body, hot and powerful.

At the same time, she reached down for his erection. At first, she only meant to touch him through the soft fabric of his hospital uniform. But then, she could feel the folds of the material, and then she was touching his shaft. She rubbed him, teasing him until he started to moan.

Withdrawing her touch, she looked down into his eyes, and she wondered precisely how he would react. For a couple of seconds, she anticipated this moment where he would growl or grunt or just complain. After all, what kind of training could survive the male libido?

His, it seemed.

Mason didn’t argue or even look disappointed. He stopped making sounds, but his eyes were closed, and he continued to eagerly lick and suck at her nipple, just as she had commanded.

Deciding to give him another test, she pulled away, and then she lowered herself down onto the mattress, her back aimed at the ceiling. “Pet me,” she ordered.

He scrambled up onto his knees, and he immediately began to caress her, just as he had been taught. Mason may have been selfish when he tried to think for himself, but he had always paid attention to this one facet of their relationship. He knew exactly what she liked, so he stroked the contours of her neck, his fingers brushing down toward her shoulders before slipping around to her flanks. Then he went back to her neck, and he touched her with random little patterns that she couldn’t predict.

“Oh, that feels good,” she said. “You’re doing a very good job.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress.

Honestly, Rebecca couldn’t decide whether or not she really enjoyed that term. As the feminine of Master, it certainly came with some lovely implications. Like so many other women, she didn’t know the precise moment when she had decided she wanted to enslave her husband, but it was clearly here, and she had no intention of going back to a relationship where he argued and fussed all the time. If he had to be cured of his masculine ego, then fine. Fortunately, her insurance covered these treatments.

For the next few seconds, Rebecca enjoyed herself. She tried to relax, only she couldn’t entirely ignore the buzzing of arousal at the back of her brain. The desires simmered, but his light touches didn’t help her settle down. On the contrary, they turned her on, adding fresh waves of desire to her already powerful yearning.

She rolled over, grabbed him, and pulled him down. With her fingers on the back of his neck, she brought him into a deep kiss. Their lips teased one another, their tongues dancing.

Relaxation and arousal battled for control of her psyche.

This felt amazing, she thought. And yet, she pictured herself on top of him, riding him slowly, taking her time. She was definitely wet by this point.

Deciding she wanted something else, she pushed him away, sat up, and looked at him. Braced on his hands and knees now, with the collar around his neck and the leash dangling below, he looked just like a pet.

“Strip. I want to completely naked right now,” she said, her voice taking on the authoritative tones of a woman who knew she could not be disobeyed.

Mason made his obedience obvious as he pulled off his shirt, his pants, and his underwear. Soon, he was naked except for the collar. When he started to reach for it, she shook her head. “Now. If I ever put a collar on you, you don’t try to take it off. You know why?”

“Why?”

“Because the collar isn’t clothing. You know what the collar is, Mason?”

Tentatively, he shook his head. “No, Mistress. I don’t know the collar is.”

She loved the way he rephrased everything she said. It made it abundantly clear that he both understood what she was saying and also that he listened to her. So many men had trouble with that.

“It’s a status symbol, sweetie,” she said.

That’s when she grabbed him by his shoulders and shoved him back to the mattress. He bounced just a little bit as she positioned herself over him. She pulled his arms up to the sides of his head, and she started to stroke him. “Don’t move,” she ordered.

“I won’t move, Mistress,” he promised. He sounded so solemn, like this was the most important task he could imagine.

Good.

Mason, through his treatments, had learned to take everything she said very seriously. When a woman gave him in order, especially his wife, he had to do it.

Failure simply wasn’t an option, since excuses wouldn’t be tolerated. He had learned that while being strapped down or tied up in his straitjacket.

“I love how responsive you are,” she said, her fingers brushing along his body, first his legs, then his erection once again. He tensed up, but he didn’t try to pull away from his pose.

“I can’t help it,” he said. “I’ve been trained.”

“Yes, you have,” she agreed.

Rebecca unzipped her jeans and pulled them off. Shimmying out of the denim, she threw her pants to the floor along with her panties. Then, without any kind of announcement, she positioned herself right over his face. Lowering herself down, she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back, making it easier for his lips to make contact with her slit.

“Serve me,” she said.

On top of him like this, Rebecca reveled in the fact that there could be no misunderstanding. With him on his back and her pussy above him, she made it clear that she owned him. The rankings were obvious, and she savored every moment of this, right until that point when he started to lick her.

His tongue flicked out, tentative and nervous at first, but then she assured him that he was doing a good job, so he started to work harder, his tongue moving faster.

“Wow,” she said, breathing through the word. “I feel so, so good.” It was true.

Hot, satisfied passion began to flow through her body. It was building up toward a crescendo, so she ordered him to slow down.

At once, he obeyed.

His tongue moved at a sedate, deliberate pace, sliding up and down. He worked his appendage deep into her, but he took his time.

Oh, that felt amazing, she thought. As passion coalesced through her body, she leaned to down a little bit more, making it easier for him to service her.

“Keep going. Faster now,” she said.

Obediently, he sped up.

She grinned to herself, thinking that this felt a lot like having a human sex toy. She probably wasn’t alone in that thought. Women throughout the city were probably thinking about how much fun it was to have a boy she could control so completely.

Torn between waiting and enjoying herself or letting a gasp rush through her body, she considered another facet to female superiority. If she climaxed, she could do it again. It wasn’t like when she made love with Mason previously. Often, by the time he came, he would suddenly be tired or lackluster in his performance.

She doubted that would be the case now, she reflected.

She thought about testing him but then disregarded the thought. Oh no, she wanted to enjoy herself right then and there. That’s why Rebecca moved her hips just a little bit. As he licked, she told him to go faster again. His training kicked in, and he complied with her every demandant expectation.

“Yes. Just like that. Keep going. Faster. Faster now,” she growled.

He served her as he had never done before. Even when Mason had licked at her previously, it hadn’t been anything like this. The desires pounded through her body, building up to a crescendo the quickly exploded through her skin. The arousal echoed and bounced within her as she arched her back and stared up at the ceiling, her eyes wide yet unseeing.

She panted, screamed, and then it came to an end.

She pulled him close and she fell back to the mattress, so he rested his cheek against her shoulder. As she wrapped her arms around him, she considered precisely what that meant.

“I own you, don’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress. You own me. I belong to you, and will to my best to serve you and make you happy.”

“There’s a good boy,” she said.

As Rebecca held him, she felt a twinge of guilt. As with so many other women, she had been conditioned and socialized over the course of her life to think that she had to be a “good girl”. But what did that mean precisely?

Disregarding the idea, she pulled back, looked down at his erection, and she grabbed him, her fingers tight, though not painfully so, around his member. She teased him again, touching him gently, her fingers brushing over his body. She gave him another squeeze, and she watched as he reacted.

Yes, he has definitely become her toy, especially at this moment.

“I’m enjoying owning you,” she said.

“I’m glad, Mistress,” he said. Although his tone seemed somewhat vacant, Rebecca couldn’t make herself care. So many young women had been forced into relationships where they made one sacrifice after another. It was time for Mason to pay.

She positioned herself above him, put her hands on his chest, and she lowered herself down. “You belong to me. And you’re going to feel it. When you come, I want you to tell me how much you love me and how much you want to be owned by me. I want you to beg for that collar.”

Rebecca had no idea where those commands came from, yet they bubbled up inside of her head, and when she spoke them, they felt true. Absolutely, completely true.

Soon, she was on top of him, impaled on his cock. She enveloped him, feeling the walls of her slit tight around his shaft.

For the next couple of seconds, she just looked down at him.

He gazed back, waiting and expectant, eager and obedient.

She started to ride him, lifting herself up and lowering herself back down. As she did so, the friction between their bodies sent sparks of pleasure running through her. Damn it. This felt so incredible!

Rebecca practically bounced up and down on his shaft. She savored every movement as he slid in, then almost out, then deep inside again. The pleasure pounded and raced through her skin, building up to a second crescendo. Then she stopped.

She was panting at this point, and she looked down at her enslaved husband.

“Have you been cured?”

He gave the right answer, “I don’t know. I’m not a doctor. That’s not my decision to make, Mistress.”

She grinned, reached to down and touched the tip of his nose. His face was flushed, and she knew how badly he wanted to climax, but he didn’t think of himself. Those primal desires had been shoved aside and made subservient to his need to please her and serve her.

“Good boy,” she said. She took her time again, slowly lifting up, then coming back down.

As the seconds ticked by, she started to pump harder and faster, her pussy tightening around his erection.

Pretty soon, she felt like she couldn’t control herself. She threw her head back, panted and fucked her husband hard. The pleasure shot through her, becoming more and more intense until it felt like she couldn’t take any more. She cried out, screaming again.

And when she was done, she looked down at him. He was spent, his shaft used.

She pulled away, and she grabbed some tissues to clean both of them off. When she was done, she got dressed again. For his part, Mason didn’t shift a muscle.

Then she smiled to herself, finally understanding why he didn’t move. “You can get dressed,” she said, contravening her previous command.

“Mason, do you feel like you’ve learned a lot since you came here?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’ve learned a lot.”

“Do you want to come home?”

“I do,” he said.

“But you don’t want to get the chip?”

“I’ll do whatever you want, Mistress. I want to be a good husband for you. I promised to honor and obey you.” That last part took on an almost mechanical note of abject subservience, not that Rebecca minded or objected.

She looked forward to going home to a house where her husband would cook, clean, and be ready to serve her whenever she snapped her fingers.

“Yes, you did,” she said, running her fingers along the top of his head. She enjoyed touching him however she liked.

That’s why she eventually brushed her fingers along the underside of his chin. “Mason, I’ve come to a decision. I’m going to go talk to Doctor Foster, and she’s going to put the chip in you. This way, I won’t need to worry about bringing you back here. You’re always going to be my obedient slave.”

Just like that, she watched as his gaze wavered for a second. It was clear some kind of internal battle was taking place. But that was the entire point. She wanted to see exactly how he would react to this news.

Like the well-trained male he had become, he bobbed his head down and up. “Yes, Mistress.”

At this point, she could have changed her mind. She could have enjoyed the answer she wanted to hear and allowed him some modicum of freedom. But no, she wanted to have him chipped. Rebecca wouldn’t be the only woman to make that decision.

The End


Male Disadvantage, Number 8

Like so many other college students, Ted really needed a job. When he first applied to the university, he assumed going to a new school would demonstrate something about him. After he graduated, he could go to potential employers and talk about his adventurous spirit and willingness to take risks. They would like and appreciate that, right?

While many of his female classmates enjoyed full scholarships, none of the guys seemed to get any help. In fact, he was pretty sure he would leave with mountains of student debt on his back. Fine. Whatever. Throughout his life, people told him that nothing could be more important than a college education, he believed to them.

But still, Ted knew that he should try to pay as many of his bills without going into debt as he could. That’s why he started walking down Main Street. He was looking for a job.

Every time he walked into a shop, he asked to speak to a manager. Inevitably, the women would come out, look him up and down, and tell him that they didn’t need any boys to help them.

Boys?

What the hell was that about?

After a little while, he recognized the pattern. Every manager and shop owner happened to be a woman.

How was that even possible?

Telling himself that these were just retail outlets, he continued to make his way down the block. Finally, he came to a small bakery and walked inside. Holding onto his resumes, he cleared his throat. Fortunately, there weren’t any customers around. “Hello, may I speak to the manager?”

The woman was younger than he expected, probably about his age. She could have easily been in college, but she smiled and said, “I’m the owner. How can I help you, sweetie?”

Sweetie? He had been called that so many times today. He didn’t particularly like it, but he was looking for a job, so he wasn’t about to let his irritation shine through.

“My name is Ted, and I’m looking for a job. Is there any chance you’re hiring? I have my resume here.”

The young woman had dark brown hair tied back into a simple ponytail. She wore an apron covered in flour, and her glasses were just a little bit smudged as well.

“Interesting,” she said, taking the resume and setting aside without glancing at it.

Instead, she looked at him. There was something lascivious in her gaze.

“Why don’t you come back here?” She lifted up the bar separating the potential customers from the employees.

Feeling excited but nervous, he stepped behind the counter, and she swept her eyes up and down his body. “Not bad,” she said. “Not bad at all.”

“I have experience working in retail and sales,” he said. That was only partially true. He had sold chocolate bars door to door back in high school as part of the fundraiser. But still, when he went online, all of the articles said that he needed to play up his strengths. Considering he was just a freshman in college, he didn’t have a lot of experience to draw upon, so he had to do his best with what he had.

“That’s nice, sweetie,” she said. Then she tilted her head to the side. “You know, that shirt does little bit baggy. Could you take it off for me?”

He was wearing a dress shirt, and it was tucked in, but after hours of walking around, it had become significantly looser.

Still, he had to ask, “What?” The question fell from Ted’s mouth, dropping onto the air like a ball of lead.

“Oh, please tell me that you aren’t afraid of showing a little bit of skin,” she said, making any reluctance on his part sound completely absurd.

“You want me shirtless?”

“That’s what I said,” she said, smiling indulgently, like he was testing her patience but she could handle it since he was just a boy.

“Do I have to?”

“Well, do you want the job?”

“Why, why do I need to take off my shirt?”

“Let me be very clear about this,” she said, “I run a retail establishment. It’s all about customer service. Almost all of the customers come in here are very well-paid women who are powerful, and they like to see pretty boys. I think you could do nicely here. I’m sure you would make some nice tips, especially if you were willing to flirt a bit, but you need to show them the goods.”

He heard those words, though he could hardly believe them. Sure, he knew about restaurants that use the exact same business model, only they put women on display. Cute girls would run around in abbreviated tops or snug shorts, and husbands and fathers would go there.

Thinking that he could probably handle this, he decided to be brave.

He was a college student, after all, Ted told himself that he could handle this. He quickly unbuttoned his shirt, shrugged it off, and pulled it away. He set it on the counter before removing his undershirt as well.

The owner reached out and pinched his side. Instinctively, he stucked in his stomach and tensed his abdominal muscles.

“Not bad,” she said. “Turn around for me.”

“Why?”

“Sweetie, you might be pretty, but that doesn’t mean you should ask questions.”

Bristling, he could hardly believe everything she said, but he wanted a job, and he hadn’t had any luck at any of the other establishments. Breathing out slowly, he puffed his cheeks and turned around, just the way she wanted.

That’s when he felt the pinching right at his backside. She squeezed on his firm, round behind. “Very nice,” she said. “I’m a baker, so I know a lot of about buns!”

He spun around and knocked her hand away.

“Hey, sweetie, it was just a joke,” she said, making it sound like he would be crazy to be offended.

“Is that what you are really going to do to me every day?”

“Sweetie, it’s not a big deal. I was just playing around. I do that sometimes,” said the baker. He must’ve appeared angry or upset because she tilted her head to the side, “Hey, don’t be offended. It’s really not a big deal. And you know, I think you have a lot of potential. So if you ask very nicely, I think I could give you a job here on a trial basis. Would you like that?”

Hesitating, Ted didn’t know what to do right away. But then he told himself that he needed to be completely rational. If he wanted a job, this might be his only option.

“Yeah, I think I would.”

“Say please,” she ordered.

He took a breath and got ready to obey this next, demeaning order. It wasn’t the first, and it wouldn’t be the last.


Male Disadvantage, Number 9: The Tribunal

Oh no.

“If you like, you can disregard this option and go straight to the police,” said the young woman in front of him, “but I’m sure you will find that they will be harsh with you. Very harsh.

Oh no.

Oh no.

Oh hell no.

As those thoughts bounced around behind his eyes, he stared straight ahead without saying anything.

Surrounded by girls in every direction, Mike didn’t know what to say. They gave him an option, it was relatively straightforward. Go to the police and accept his punishment or face the Tribunal. He had heard all about Amy Stellar, and he knew exactly how she ran her impromptu court.

“Look, can’t you just let me go with a warning?” Mike asked. Even as the words left his lips, he felt like an idiot. He was supposed to be a man, so he should have had some dignity. Instead, he practically whimpered through those sounds.

Clearly, the young women in front of him were not impressed.

“Mike, how long have we known each other?”

“Since the beginning of the semester,” he said to the woman who had asked. Jenna, a freshman like him, had dark brown hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. That style somehow made her cheekbones seem higher and more severe, like she was a model or a princess, so it was her right to look down on anyone around her.

Especially boys like Mike.

“That’s right,” she agreed, her tone rife with condescension. “We have known each other since the beginning of the semester. And in all of that time, I’ve watched you act out. You make inappropriate jokes, and you sail through things. And now, you just told a girl that she should suck your dick.” She blinked, yet her expression remained tight with aggravation.

Since arriving in college, the young women here had learned and evolved. But unlike the students at the other universities scattered around the country, Jenna and the others had developed a much finer sense of appropriate behavior. Boys weren’t supposed to joke about that sort of thing. For too long, guys had gotten away with misogynistic humor. Well, that was going to stop.

“Please, if you report me, I don’t know what they’re going to do,” he said.

“That’s part of the process,” Jenna pointed out to him. “You don’t get to know exactly what kind of punishment they will dictate for you. Maybe you have to wear a bright pink collar from a pet store, or maybe you get stripped and put on display for a couple of hours. From what I understand, the stocks are very good for correcting bad behavior boys.”

Bad behavior and boys. She may as well have been talking about a child or a pet.

Mike twitched slightly.

He was surrounded. He needed to remember that fact. Even so, he could feel his animal instincts cry out for him to strike.

No.

Nothing could be worse than that.

He had made a mistake with these girls, muttering something. Worse, one of them had actually overheard.

But still, they didn’t have any proof, so perhaps he could talk his way out of this? Yeah, that was his best option.

Doing his best to smooth out his voice, he looked right at Jenna, “Please, we have been friends. I mean, we aren’t super close or anything, but I like you and I respect you. Please, just let me go. I swear, nothing like this will ever happen again.”

“No,” she agreed. “It won’t. And it’s not going to happen because you are going to the police or you’re going to The Tribunal.” She smiled, her expression saccharine sweet, “What’s it going to be?” Jenna made it sound like a very easy choice to make.

“No. Please!”

The girls around him smirked. Clearly, they understood that they had every advantage here.

That wasn’t right or fair, yet he didn’t complain. After all, he knew that whining about the current system would not earn him any favors with these groups.

“What if I just pay you?”

Jenna arched an eyebrow. “Really? That’s the best you can do?” Before she even finished asking, the other girls laughed at him.

“Sweetie, you don’t have enough money for something like that. Besides, this is about your behavior. It’s about making sure you learn to act appropriately.”

“I’m not going to make any more mistakes,” he insisted again.

“Nope. You’re not going to make any more mistakes because you are going to pick. What’s it going to be?”

Really, he only had one choice. Unless he wanted to face jail time and a criminal record, he had to go through the University. That meant accepting the authority of Amy Stellar and her tribunal.

“The Tribunal,” he said.

The girls around him actually started to applaud. They couldn’t wait to see their leader assign judgment to this young man.

The girls touched him a lot as they escorted him back across campus to the sorority house. At several points, he tentatively tried to pull away, wondering exactly how it would feel, only to have these girls tighten their grip on his arms, shoulders, and wrists. Enveloped by that college girl clique, he would never get away.

The escorted him to the edge of campus and the sorority house. They knocked on the doors, which promptly opened for them.

“We have a boy here who needs to go before The Tribunal.” Under other circumstances, those words would have seemed unnecessarily ostentatious. But here, it made perfect sense. Surrounded by tastefully feminine decor, Mike had to wait for his fate to be decided.

The girls talked amongst themselves, making plans.

“Amy isn’t here right now, and she won’t be back for a couple of hours.”

“Then what should we do with him?” Jenna asked, pointing her thumb in his direction.

“We have a cage for the boys.”

What? A cage?

Mike actually started to snort, thinking this was some sort of joke. But then the girls dragged him toward another door, one which led down a stairwell. They brought him into the basement. Sure enough, a cage waited for him. They opened the top and pointed for him to get inside.

He opened his mouth, hoping that maybe he could argue or convince them that this really wasn’t necessary. One glance at the females around him made it clear that they weren’t going to compromise on this issue. If he argued, he would waste time and any chance of mercy or sympathy.

Suppressing a sigh, he lowered himself into the cage. Moments later, he heard the metal grate slammed down over his head. The girls locked it in place before starting to discuss what kind of tea they wanted while they waited for Amy to return.

Moments later, the door closed, and Mike found himself trapped in a basement, caged as he waited for them to come back.

Closing his eyes, he rested his head against the bars as he tried to think of something he could do or say to make this stop. How had he messed up like this?

He stopped worrying.

Really, that was it. He stopped being afraid of the girls and what they might do to him. Consequently, he slipped up, said something inappropriate, and now he was paying for it.

Locking his teeth together, he exhaled slowly and pulled on the bars. This wasn’t fair. He wasn’t supposed to be worried about what the girls were going to think of him. Technically, it was college. Only his professors should have really mattered to him.

Pulling on the bars, he strained his muscles, yet the cage refused to budge, not with his weight pushing down against the floor.

He shook harder, wishing that he could bend or break these things, but that wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t a superhero, and he wasn’t smart enough to try to find some engineering flaw either. Like it or not, he was stuck and trapped, just the way they wanted.

All the while, he was going to have to think about what Amy Stellar might decide.

He had heard stories.

Some boys had been sentenced to mandatory volunteering, which usually meant following one or more girls around and serving her every need. Functionally, those guys became slaves.

But then there were the spankings, the strippings, and the other acts of public humiliation.

Mike been there when the first guy was put on display. They pulled down his pants, paddled him, and he eventually had to beg for the chance to get out.

Would they do something like that Mike? Finally, he hear the door at the top of the stairs open, and then there were dozens of footsteps.

In his cage, he was basically forced down onto his hands and knees, but he still raised his head as much as he could. He looked up at the young woman standing in front of the crowd. Just a few feet back, Jenna stood behind her. Of course, she wore a smug little grin, probably because she knew she could get whatever she wanted here.

If there was a debate or an argument between a boy and a girl, the girl would pretty much always win.

This campus, just like the rest of the city, belonged to them. Unfortunately, so many of the boys had realized that this fact far too late.

The girls came to a stop. Much to Mike’s surprise, they didn’t say anything. Jenna stepped around the girl in front of her, crouched, and looked right between the bars separating them. “Would you like out? Would you like out, sweetie?”

“Yes, please,” he said. Playing nice tasted bitter, but he had no choice.

“Tell us you’re going to behave yourself.”

“I’m going to behave myself.”

“And you won’t say anything rude or inappropriate?”

He shouldn’t have had to go through this entire process, but they wanted to test him, to see if they could mock and deride him without having him lash out. Of course, if he lost control of his temper, that would be fine for them too because it would give them even more reason to punish their latest prey.

“I won’t say anything rude or inappropriate,” Mike said.

The girls opened the cage, and motioned for him to get out.

As he stood, he could feel the tension and stiffness in his muscles.

The girls didn’t waste any time. The grabbed his wrists and shoulders. They shoved him to the floor. Knees bent, he collapsed in front of one girl.

“My name is Amy Stellar, and I’m going to determine your punishment. But before I do, I want you to tell me your side of the story.”

Pressing his lips together, he thought about this. He was surprised that they wanted to hear from him at all. According to the rumors, these girls just issued dictates, enforced to their punishments, and they never gave the guys an opportunity to defend themselves.

“I got a little bit upset, and I muttered something under my breath. I’m really sorry that Jenna heard me.”

“And what did you say?”

“I don’t even remember,” he said, which was mostly the truth.

Standing beside Amy, Jenna listened to all of this.

“Would you like to apologize to her anyway?”

“Yes,” he said, hoping that this might be the end of it.

Amy nodded for him to proceed.

“Jenna, I’m really sorry about what I said . To be honest, I just wasn’t paying attention. If I was rude or inappropriate, that was completely my fault, and I’m hoping that my apology will make things better.”

He glanced up and around at the girls. From the redhead to the blonde, the black haired girl, to the brunette, he couldn’t decipher their expressions. Whether they believed him or thought this was a waste of time, he just couldn’t tell. Perhaps these girls had practiced their enigmatic expressions, or maybe he just didn’t know much about girls in general. Either way, he tried to ignore the adrenaline pumping through his veins. His fight or flight reactions kept nudging him to do something physical, which would only be a mistake.

If he tried to run, they would grab it and force down onto his back.

There were just too many.

If he tried to fight, the consequences would be even worse.

“Jenna, would you like to tell us your side of the story?” Amy said.

“Yes,” Jenna declared as she stepped forward.

When Mike spoke up, he sounded meek, as though he wasn’t used to talking in front of groups of people. But for her part, Jenna seemed completely confident. It made sense. She had been living in a world where people expected her to speak up and to assert herself. She was female, after all. That was just one advantage to being a girl.

“Mike and I were hanging out, and I decided to tease him a little bit. It wasn’t anything too bad. He should have been able to take it. I know the guys can be sensitive sometimes, but he got upset, and he told me to suck his dick.”

“Do you think he has learned his lesson? Or do you think he needs to be punished?”

Jenna glanced down at Mike. Rather than answer Amy’s question directly, she gave him one of her own, “What do you think? Have you learned your lesson?”

Eagerly, he bobbed his head down and up. “Yes! I, I won’t make that mistake again.”

“Which mistake?”

“I won’t speak out of turn,” he said quickly, yet some of the certainty had leaked from his voice.

“That’s really good to hear,” she said. “But I’m not sure I can believe you. What kind of assurances you have for us?”

“I’ve learned my lesson,” he repeated.

“And yeah, that sounds really nice, but I’m still not sure,” Jenna said. “Maybe I would feel better if I knew that you had been spanked in the quad. Do you think that would make us believe you?”

Mike had to come up with something. He imagined how it would feel to be in the stocks, his neck and wrists bound by the solid wood. The girls would circle him, pointing and laughing, and he wouldn’t be able to stop them. They could do whatever they wanted with him.

Worse, Mike wasn’t lucky like some of the boys. He didn’t have a girlfriend who might come up and rescue him. At best, he could hope that Jenna might decide to change her mind.

Doing his best to speak with a dry mouth, he said, “can I try to convince you?”

Her eyes sparkled.

“Go ahead,” Jenna said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

Breathing out slowly, he lowered himself down right in front of Jenna. All of these girls watching, he knew that they approved. As far as they were concerned, a boy should never be on his feet in front of a woman. Males might have been naturally taller, but that was just another reason for them to kneel or crawl in front of their superiors.

Once he was positioned on his knees in front of her, he bowed forward again. Lowering his gaze, he spoke, “I’m really, really sorry I spoke out of turn. I know that I have messed up. I won’t make that mistake again. I’m never going to mess up this way again. I don’t ever want to end up before The Tribunal ever again.”

Amy snickered. “Oh, are you scared, sweetie?”

He glanced over at the other girl. Their eyes met for a moment before he dropped his focus back to the floor. “Yes. I’m really nervous in front of you all.”

Apparently, that was the right answer because she gave him a warm, almost welcoming smile.

“What are you most scared of?” Amy wanted to know.

Jenna seemed equally intrigued by the question.

If he tried to lie, he assumed they would be able to tell. Over the last couple of weeks, these young women had grown especially adept at reading the men around them. They could often tell when a guy tried to deceive them. That’s why he reached out slowly and told the truth, “I’m really worried you’re going to give me a spanking in front of everyone.”

“A spanking? Or maybe a paddling?” Amy said.

He didn’t shrug. That could have been taken as disrespectful. Instead, he said very honestly, “Either one.”

“Pain does help,” Amy said with a nod. “It’s always so funny when you get to see some guy show up, and he thinks he’s so big and strong. He’s a real bad ass.” Mocking all of those hapless males, Amy raised a hand and made a fist. “But once they are in the stocks, they don’t last too long. When their bottoms turn red, they definitely start to learn their lessons.”

“Is that we are going to have to do with him?” Jenna asked. She made it sound like a rhetorical question.

“Maybe. I still want to hear your recommendation,” Amy told the other girl.

“Kiss my shoes,” she said, nodding down to the boy before her.

Jenna must’ve known that she had every single possible advantage under the circumstances, but she still wanted to see him surrender.

He breathed out slowly, bowed down even further, and then he touched his lips to the soft velvet over her slip-on heels. His lips brushed the material, and it was so soft. At the same time, he could pick up on the scent of leather.

“There’s a good boy,” Jenna said, condescending with every compliment. “That’s right. You feel better now, don’t you? You don’t want to say anything vulgar. You want to be a good boy.”

“Yes,” he agreed. Even getting out that one word slashed at his dignity and self-respect, but he felt as though he had no choice.

“Do boys belong on their knees?”

“Yes,” he said.

“And where else do they belong?”

Outside of Bella Springs, males generally assumed that they could go where they wanted and do whatever they wanted. There were so few positions in society that they couldn’t occupy. Some came with more respect or money than others, but their options were almost never limited. Now, Jenna and her friends wanted to put him on some very specific limits. “Men belong wherever you want us,” he said.

“And where do you think I would want you?”

“Cleaning your dorm room?” Mike suggested.

“Oh, that’s a good idea.”

The girls continued to look down at him. Clearly, they expected more.

They wanted his ideas, which wasn’t fair because they could use them against him!

Exhaling through his teeth, Mike still knew that he had to say something. If he didn’t, they would definitely put him in the stocks. Or maybe they would strip him naked, march him through all of the different buildings on campus, and let random girls paddle and spank him. It had been done before.

Worse, Mike never learned what that guy’s infraction had been. Maybe he had done something really bad. Or maybe not. Perhaps the girls just wanted to use him as an example. They could make an example out of Mike as well.

Understanding this, the young man looked up at Jennifer just for a moment. “I could carry your books for you,” he said. “I can do whatever you want.”

“Are you suggesting that you make up for your disrespect by serving me?” Jenna asked.

No!

The idea of having to follow her around and perform any activity she wished horrified him. Worse, he knew that if he had to serve her, then there would be so many more opportunities to screw up again. If he lost his temper or even if she just accused him of something, Jenna could get him right back on his knees before the Tribunal, and he would not be able to stop her.

“I don’t know,” he finally said, mostly because Mike didn’t see any good answers.

“No, you don’t know. You don’t know because you’re just a boy.”

Jenna turned back to the other girls of The Tribunal. “I think that’s the most important point here, don’t you all?”

The girls nodded, but Mike didn’t really understand.

“Mike here has a lot of potential. I think he could be a very sweet, very humble, and very obedient boy. But he needs someone to oversee his behavior. Left alone, he’s obviously not capable of making his own decisions.”

She glanced down at him. “Mike, do you have a girlfriend?”

He didn’t, and she knew that very well, but she wanted to hear him say it.

“No,” he finally replied, his voice low and quiet.

“Really? You don’t have a girlfriend?”

She was just mocking him now.

“No,” he had to answer again, “I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Any female family members in Bella Springs who can oversee your behavior?” she asked. Mike was an adult! Almost nineteen, he didn’t need some woman telling him what to do!

“No,” he had to say. With every breath, he knew that he supported her argument. To make matters worse, he glimpsed some of the girls nodding their heads, as though they really believed this would be good for him.

Mike didn’t want to believe it, yet he could see it in their faces.; Some of these girls actually thought that male submission was good for them. Perhaps they considered all of the historical evidence as part of the different mistakes men had made over the millennia while in charge.

Having made her point, Jenna turned back to the other young women, “I think his punishment should be service. I think he should have to spend the next week as my servant. I know this has worked well for some of the other guys. It would probably help this boy too.”

“How do you feel about that?”

Mike decided to take a risk. Or rather, he didn’t think about it. Instead, he just let the words spill out, “I don’t want to be a servant.”

“Clearly, you are very reluctant,” Amy said. Her tone became solemn, like she was a judge getting ready to pass sentence on him. Unofficially, that was exactly who she had become.

Taking a breath, Amy continued, “I know that this is hard for you. So many boys haven’t been able to adjust to the way things work in Bella Springs. You still think that you should be in charge. Or maybe you just assume that women are inferior.”

“No!”

“I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

Chastised, Mike shut his mouth. He couldn’t make that mistake again. Of all of the women in the city, he could not piss off Amy Stellar. For a second, he wanted to apologize, only to remember that he would have to speak to do so. Clearly, she wanted him to be quiet.

Silent. He had to stay silent.

“I think he’s going to be stubborn no matter what,” Jenna said.

Amy glanced over at the other girl. Did they share a look? Was there some hidden message conveyed between the two girls?

Mike couldn’t know one way or another. Instead, he did his best to listen even as his heart kept pounding wildly in his chest. He had barely moved, but anxiety and adrenaline mixed together in his bloodstream.

“Mike, this is going to be hard on you, but it’s going to be good for you. You need to trust us. We know what we’re doing.” Under other circumstances, he would have laughed right at her. She was a college student just like him. Why should Mike have to rely on her for her judgment? Why would he have to do whatever she said?

Obviously, he suppressed those questions. Another outburst would only get him in deeper trouble.

With an obedient nod of his head, he pretended that he agreed with everything Amy told him.

“Now I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately, and I’ve come up with a new kind of punishment. Other women have been using it privately for a very long time, but I think this will work well for you.” She snapped her fingers, and one girl scurried off.

“Mike, do you know what makes men misbehave?”

He shook his head.

“Honestly, neither do we. I think it’s going to be a very long time before anyone can establish whether or not male mistakes are caused by social issues or biological problems. Either way, it’s important that we help you.”

Something inside of him twitched when he heard that last part. Help? They wanted him on his knees. They wanted him obedient and silent, ready to serve their every whim. They didn’t want to help him. They wanted him to be transformed into a slave.

Of course, when he thought about that, Mike had to come to one obvious conclusion.

These girls were succeeding.

All across the city, the men of Bella Springs seemed to surrender a little more every day.

And if he wanted to avoid some severe punishment, he would have to do the same.

“There we are,” Amy announced as the young woman who had left came back. She carried a small box, and she took it over to Mike. She set it down on the floor in front of him.

Amy opened her mouth slightly and ran her tongue along her teeth. “Go ahead, Mike. Open it.”

This felt like a vicious Christmas. Tentatively and slowly, he worked his way through the tape and cardboard. He didn’t really want to know what he would find inside, but the girls seemed patient, probably because they looked forward to that moment when he finally understood what his punishment would be.

Once he opened the box, he found a smaller package inside. He picked it up and he saw the picture on the front. It looked like some downward curved tube with a lock. What was it?

Then he read the words printed in neat font at the top of the cardboard package.

T-843 Chastity Lock.

A chastity lock? What did that mean?

Mike glanced over at Amy.

“You’re going to get a demonstration,” she said reassuringly. But then she looked around the rest of the room. “Ladies, I think it’s time for Mike to take his pants off so that he can get properly acquainted with this toy.”

“What?” Mike asked, only it was too late. The pack of girls around him descended. They grabbed his arms and his shoulders, his legs and his ankles. They shoved down to the basement floor, holding him and pinning him.

Instinctively, he tried to free himself. For a second, it felt like he might have been able to do so when his wrist yanked back, slipping free from one girl’s hold. Only then, another two girls reached out and grabbed him, their fingers tight around his arm. They shoved down. Even as he threw his head from side to side, he saw the aggression etched into their lovely faces.

These girls wanted him, and they could do whatever they like.

After that, they stripped him, working his belt free from his jeans. They pulled down his pants and his boxers. They stripped him of those layers of fabric until he was naked from the waist down.

“Oh, it looks like he likes this,” Jenna said, her voice filled with disgust.

“That happens sometimes. Funny. These boys always go on and on about how they should be respected and have their freedom, but the moment it’s taken away, they get excited.”

Mike wanted to disagree and argue, only he couldn’t. He could feel the tension run through his erection, from the base of the shaft all the way to the tip.

“Should we get some ice?” Jenna asked.

Ice? On his cock?

No!

“I think we should give him the choice,” Amy said. Her eyes lit with a special kind of cruelty, she looked down at the helpless boy beneath her. “What’s it going to be, Mike? We need to make sure the you are nice and small and soft. I think there are two ways we can do this. Just like Jenna said, we can apply some ice to your groin, which will make you shrink. Or we can give you what you really want. Of course, you’ll still be held down and totally powerless,” she finished.

Mike didn’t understand.

“Yes, one of us will give you a hand job,” Jenna clarified for him.

“But why?”

Of course, these girls had an answer. It was good for them, that he didn’t like it. “Because it’s important for you to understand that your genitals aren’t a source of power, Mike. That’s a mistake so many guys make. You think that because of this appendage, you should be able to do whatever you want. But no. It’s not a source of strength. It’s the source of weakness. It gives you away, and it is proof that a woman should make every important decision.”

He opened his mouth, inhaled, and he wanted to say that this was all nonsense. But he couldn’t do it.

The heat from the girls’ hands seemed to soak into his body. At the same time, he remained taut with arousal. “Just use the ice,” he finally said because he understood.

“No,” Jenna replied. “We’re going to touch you. We’re going to make sure you enjoy this,” she said.

And that’s when he really understood. There were holding him down, making him helpless, and they would force him to enjoy it. They would make it feel good. Later on, he might even imagine this moment again, holding onto the recollections like they were a good thing even as they meant he had to surrender.

“Britney, why don’t you do it?” Amy asked as she nodded down toward his erect member.

One of the girls released her grip on his shoulder, and she came up between his legs. She smiled down at him.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll make sure you come hard.”

He looked at this girl, a female he didn’t even know, and now she was going to touch him in the most intimate way possible.

Panic gripped him, but the girls expected this. They pressed their weight down into his arms and legs. They made sure that he might be able to squirm just a tiny bit, but that was all. Mike was trapped, and he felt it with every pound of pressure, every palm and finger holding him down.

The new girl, Britney, smiled down at him. She had long, shining blonde hair that trailed down her back. Her straight bangs caught the light as she smirked. The corners of her bright blue eyes seemed to crinkle again.

Rather than be disgusted at the prospect of touching this boy, she seemed eager. Perhaps she knew that it was a key step in breaking him, and nothing could be more important than that.

Still held down by the gang of girls, he struggled as hard as he could.

But moments later, the inevitable happened. He felt her fingers glide from the underside of his scrotum up to his balls, then over his member. She wrapped her fingers around him.

“Just relax, sweetie. It will all be over soon, and then you’ll feel so much better.” Britney sounded as though she really believed this.

“No. Don’t do it. You can’t!”

Obviously, they could. They could do whatever they wanted with him. And they proved it.

As the girls pressed down on him, making sure he couldn’t get away, Britney began to rub to him. With the palm of her hand, she gave him the sensations he so desperately wanted, despite every word to the contrary. He could say whatever he liked, but the females had their way with him. They touched him and to stroked him, played with him. Britney continued to stimulate him.

And pretty soon, he couldn’t hold back.

Perhaps this girl had done it before.

In any case, she forced him to climax. The pleasure exploded through his body, and he felt that pulsating in her hand. His member seemed to vibrate and shutter even as the orgasm swept through him.

For just a moment, he forgot about the girls and the fact that he was being held down. He forgot about the fact that this happened against his will.

But then it was done, and the girls looked at the white, milky mess spread over his stomach.

“Boys are gross,” someone said.

Another girl pulled out a box of wet wipes, and they cleaned him off.

Within seconds, his member became flaccid, drooping down. And that’s when another girl opened up the box. It was Jenna. She took out the chastity cage, considered it for a few seconds, and then she slipped his penis into the plastic tube.

Feeling drunk on his orgasm, Mike tried to shake his head again. “No. Don’t do it. Please, I don’t want to wear a chastity lock!”

“This isn’t about what you want,” Amy said, just as she had reiterated to many boys before this one. “This is about what you need.”

Abandoning every semblance of dignity, he cried out, “No! This isn’t what I need. Please, I don’t need this! Please, please don’t make me wear that thing!”

But it was too late. Piece by piece, the cock lock was assembled, trapping his member and making sure that he wouldn’t be able to get hard without permission.

“Now,” Amy said, “this is what’s going to happen. I am going to hold onto the key to this lock. This way, you can rest assured that you won’t be able to have an orgasm unless you please me. In order to please me, you are going to follow Jenna around like a good little puppy boy, and you will do whatever she wants. If she tells you to stand on one foot, you’ll do it. If she tells you to carry her books, you’ll do that too. Don’t disobey or question her. She is in charge, and you obey. Understand?”

The girls relaxed their grip on him, but he could still feel their presence. At any moment, they could snap back into position, pinning him with ease. There were just too many of them.

Or maybe they were smarter than him.

“I, I understand,” he finally said.

The next week was difficult. It was brutally difficult.

Jenna had plenty of chores for him to complete. In addition to making it clear that she expected him to get good grades in all of his classes, she also wanted him to do her laundry, clean her room, and carry her books. Fortunately, their schedules fit together pretty well. He could take his classes, then run off to see her and follow. He hated every second of it. Worse, there was so much stress.

He couldn’t even do anything about it.

When he was with Jenna, he had to remain quiet unless a girl spoke to him. She made that very clear from the beginning.

“If you ever want to play with yourself again, you’re going to do precisely what I want. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” he said. Sullen silence would have been met with a punishment.

She threatened him all the time, making it clear that one word from her would be enough to make sure Amy kept him in chastity.

Like so many other guys, he might have been able to get through this if he had been allowed to touch himself. Masturbating could have been an amazing stress reliever.

Instead, he felt the weight of the chastity cage with every step he took.

Seven days.

It should not have been impossible. It should not have been incredibly difficult. And yet, he still had to work hard to make sure that he didn’t irritate or annoy his Mistress. Because yes, that’s how Jenna insisted that he addressed her. Apparently, that term was becoming much more common in Bella Springs.

But the worst part was the desperation.

At eighteen, Mike was a reasonably virile guy. He saw girls all over campus, and they were cute. Even though he needed to be respectful, he could still imagine moments where he might be able to reach out and touch one of them. Or kiss one of them. At moments like that, he needed to exhale slowly and to center himself. If Jenna realized what he was thinking about it, she might be annoyed with him. She might ask Amy to add some extra time to his sentence.

These girls could make up the rules as they went along, so he had to behave.

It didn’t help that Jenna knew exactly what he was thinking, so she delighted in tormenting him. At one point, she had him follow her back to her dorm room. At first, she didn’t think she was going to do this, but he was safely locked up, and she really wanted some relief. She had just gone through a couple of difficult exams, so now she decided to treat herself.

She stripped down, removing every garment. Naked, she stood in front of him.

Then she lowered herself down onto her bed, and she used his hands as though they were her own. With her eyes closed, she commanded him to touch her breasts first. His fingers brushed along her nipples and over the contours of her soft globes. With every second, she relaxed into his touch. At the same time, his frustration only mounted.

Of course, his body responded. She was a cute, nubile girl and completely naked in front of him. Laid out, she looked so vulnerable and beautiful at the same time.

Of course, he couldn’t do anything!

With his manhood firmly trapped under lock and key, he could only obey.

“You know, I’ve been with a couple of boys, but none of them have been as eager as you. I think Bella Springs is a wonderful place. Here, they really know how to please women. Isn’t that right, Mike?”

“If you say so,” he murmured as he continued to fondle her breasts. It felt so good, and he should have considered himself to be lucky, yet the frustration was driving him insane. He had never been this horny before!

With every second, the arousal continued to grow deep within his body, spreading out. He could feel it like an itch lodged deep within his core.

“Slow down,” she commanded. “

Of course, he followed her command. He barely touched her, and his fingers lightly played along her skin, just the way she expected.

“Oh, you feel so good. You’re doing such a good job, sweetie.”

“I’m glad you approve,” he said without any hint of sarcasm.

With a nervous gulp, he had to ask, “Mistress?”

“What is it, Mike?”

Although he was not allowed to use her name, she could use his whenever she liked. Each and every time she did so, it marked the difference in their statuses. Like so many other young women, she enjoyed basking in that one simple reality. In the city, she was better. In Bella Springs, she enjoyed every advantage.

“Do you think you could ask Amy to let me out of the cage sooner?”

Her eyes opened and languidly drifted over toward his face. She basked in his dismay. “And why would I do that, Mike?”

At this point, he should have backpedaled and apologized for being presumptuous. Instead, he felt compelled to continue trying, “please, I can’t take this anymore. I can’t sleep, I can barely eat, and I’ve done everything you wanted. Please, please just ask her to shorten my sentence? You could do that. Please, show me some mercy?” His voice trailed off as he looked up at her.

“Use your tongue on me, and I’ll think about it,” she said, spreading her legs.

Like so many other boys in Bella Springs, Mike learned that most of these women thought his tongue was for bringing them pleasure, not actually speaking.

Still, he did as she asked, crawling down between her legs and lapping at her pussy until she climaxed one, two, three times. After that, he looked at her with big, adorable eyes, but she didn’t say anything about possibly talking to Amy Stellar.

Finally, the week came to an end, and he found himself on his knees before the unofficial court.

Down on his knees, he at least wore his pants for the moment.

“How do you feel?” Amy asked as she circled him. Her eyes moved along his cheeks, up to his gaze. He continued to stare down at the basement floor. “Obedient,” he told her truthfully.

“Why’s that?”

“Because I have been thoroughly punished.”

“And?”

“And I have spent the last week serving Jenna, just the way you want it. I’ve done everything she asked.”

“Like what?” Amy asked. Of course, she had already been keeping tabs on him, so she knew perfectly well. But his little speech wasn’t for her benefit or even the other girls in the basement. No. This was for Mike himself. He needed to acknowledge his status and position. He needed to reiterate it again and again and again. Repetition was the key to teaching a boy his place.

“Say that you want this, don’t you?” Amy reached to down into her pocket, and she pulled out the key to his lock. When he saw it, his eyes got big, and his hand even twitched. Part of him wanted to reach up and try to grab it from her grasp. But he was still surrounded by a pack of girls. If he did anything like that, they would take him down again. Obviously, he would need to be spanked for that kind of disobedient behavior.

“I would very much like it, yes,” he said, hoping that his tone was appropriately subservient.

“Don’t worry, Mike. I’m not going to keep your key,” she said. Instead, she tossed it into the air. Eyes wide, he watched us that small piece of metal sailed away from Amy and right into Jenna’s waiting hand.

“Oh, look at that. I guess I own you now,” Jenna said.

Mike turned back to Amy. “No! Please, please don’t give her the key!”

“Too late,” said the hot judge with a shrug.

Realizing he might only have a second before Jenna truly understood the power she now possessed, he turned to her. In front of all of these girls, he begged, “Please, can I have the key? Please, don’t make me wear this thing any longer! I just can’t take it!”

“Haven’t I been good? Haven’t I been in obedient, eager servant for you?”

“You have,” she allowed.

“Please, please give me the key!”

“If I keep it, are you going to feel desperate? Are you going to wake up every morning, thinking about how frustrating it is to be a boy?”

Almost instantly, he answered, “Yes!”

He answered honestly, yet it was still a mistake because her eyes glittered with delight. “Oh, that sounds just too good to pass up. I mean, just look at you. You’re all helpless and desperate, and you’ll do whatever I want. How could I possibly give something like that up?”

Jenna started to shake her head.

Although Mike did everything he could to protest, she had already made up her mind.

“But maybe if you ask very, very nicely right now, I will have these girls hold you down, and I will touch you, and maybe I will let you have an orgasm. Maybe.”

Mike looked around the room. Sure enough, all of the girls were laughing again. They loved this turn of events. Each and every female in that basement had learned how to be cruel and sadistic. They had all learned to channel their frustrations at misogyny and toxic masculinity to take over.

Now that they have the power, they were going to relish it every chance they got.

Breathing in and out, he didn’t want to be held down, naked and helpless before these girls, not again. It had already happened once, and that should have been enough.

Still, this might be his only chance. Besides, it was a game that Jenna clearly wanted to play. As such, he could try to hold out and maintain some semblance of dignity. But in doing so, he would irritate her, and she might keep the key away from him for another week. Or longer.

No, he couldn’t do it. He just couldn’t, he told himself. If he had to go that long without an orgasm, he would actually go insane. Or, that’s what the aching in his balls told him.

“Please, please hold me down,” he said.

“Oh, that didn’t really sound good enough.”

“Please, Mistress! I’ll do whatever you want!”

“Isn’t that funny? You keep making that promise because you think it’s what I want to hear, but you just prove our point for us,” Jenna said.

Glancing downward, Mike tried to process everything she said, yet his thoughts seemed to slow, like they simply couldn’t keep up with everything. “I mean, just look at you. Right now, I would say you are behaving perfectly for a boy. You’re on your knees and eager to obey. You’re ready to follow through on any command. I’m pretty sure I could tell you to empty your wallet right now, and you’d do it for me.”

“Yes!”

“And that’s why I should keep you in your cage,” Mike,” Jenna said to him. “If we want you to be a docile boy, then you should stay locked up. All the time.”

Those last words stabbed into him. It felt as though he had been slapped across the face or punched right in the gut.

“Please, please don’t do this,” he said.

“Well, do you want us to hold you down? Because that’s the only relief you’re going to get.”

“Yes. Please. Please just hold me down. Please, hold me down and touch me. I don’t care if I don’t get to do it myself because I belong to you. I understand that. You have my key, so you have me. I’m going to be your slave. I will do whatever you want. I will follow all of your commands. I won’t hesitate. Please, I’ve learned my lesson!”

Jenna didn’t say anything. He kept his eyes down, so she just nodded at the other girls.

Moving like a well-trained army, the sorority sisters reached out, grabbing him by his limbs, neck, forehead, and torso. They pushed him down to the cold basement floor.

One of the girls, Mike couldn’t even tell which one, loosened his pants and pulled them down. His boxers followed a second later.

“Oh, that’s so funny! There’s something so special and wonderful about seeing a boy all locked up in a chastity cage.”

Amy stood off to the side and added, “I can’t believe that men thought that women should wear something like this. Chastity belts? Why? We know how to control ourselves. The chastity belt on a woman is nothing but a symbol of his insecurity. But when a woman puts a lock on a boy? Oh, that situation is so much different.”

The others seemed to listen even as Jenna held up the key right in front of his eyes.

Mike didn’t want to believe it or think about it, yet the sight of that small piece of metal dangling in front of his face mesmerized him.

Without even thinking about it, he tried to tear his hand free so that he might be able to snatch the key from her.

The sorority girls held down without any trouble at all, just as they had done before.

“No, no,” Jenna said with a shake of her head.

“I’m sorry!” Mike immediately panted.

“I suppose you are,” Jenna said.

From there, she proceeded to unlock him. She removed the small padlock, slipping in the key and turning it. When it popped open, Mike thought that he might lose control right there. Four days, he had been thinking about sex. He knew that it was foolish, yet the fantasy was the best he could get. Without access to his genitals, he lost something primal and important.

“Are you fantasizing? Are you fantasizing right now?” Jenna asked, easily able to guess his thoughts. Considering he was a boy, that meant he was predictable.

“Yes,” he admitted.

The girls holding him down smiled at one another. They loved seeing guys stripped of every defense, both physical and psychological.

“Tell us, what are your favorite fantasies? What are you thinking about right now?”

Mike wanted to believe that he had the courage to imagine Jenna tied down and helpless, with their positions reversed. He wanted to think that she was so desperate for sex that she would do or say anything. But that wasn’t true. Those weren’t of the images playing behind his eyelids. Oh no. Instead, Mike just imagined this girl pulling off her tights, removing her panties, and climbing on top of him. Even in his fantasy, he knew that he couldn’t escape. In those dreams, he remained helpless, still held down, but he would get to feel her most intimate spots.

“I keep thinking about how it would feel if you had sex with me,” he confessed.

“Oh, that is a good fantasy,” she said as she pulled the chastity cage off of him.

Jenna leaned down, and she began to stroke him, just as she did before. Wrapping her lithe fingers around his most sensitive appendage, she stroked him, almost bringing him to completion within the first few seconds. Then she loosened her grip, withdrew her touch, and she watched as he arched his back. Like some frantic animal, Mike attempted to tear himself free from the collective grip of the girls around him.

He didn’t stand a chance. There were too many of them, and they were too strong.

Before he could say anything, she reached down again, illustrating that most important point. As she touched him, she made sure that he understood he was helpless, totally powerless. Meanwhile, she could do whatever she liked with him. She stroked the underside of his balls, making him moan. All the while, the girls around him studied him, learning his movements and twitches.

“You poor, poor boy. You obviously want this very, very badly. Would you be willing to do anything for an orgasm?”

“Yes!”

“I know,” she said, grinning down into his eyes. She squeezed again, bringing him right to the edge of release. Then she loosened her grip again, making him cry out. He shouted at the top of his lungs, and the sounds bounced off of the walls, but they didn’t have any other effect.

These girls wouldn’t and couldn’t be intimidated by a man.

Not anymore.

“You poor, poor boy,” she said again. “I’m sorry, but I’m not going to have sex with you. Maybe I will get you get off. But only if you can tell me exactly what I want to hear in one sentence.”

His thoughts cleared momentarily, Mike pressed his lips together, he gulped, and then he tried. “I’m going to be an obedient and eager slave for you.”

There. He said it.

The girls around him laughed.

Jenna squeezed him again, bringing him close, so desperately close to the relief he needed. He tried to lock his hips up, like he might be able to grind his member up along her hand. In doing so, maybe he could get off without her permission.

Only she released him, withdrew her hand, and then she looked right down at him. “Nope. Sorry, that’s not what I wanted to hear.”

Jenna glanced over at some of the other girls. “Can you go get us a bowl of ice, please?”

Two girls got up and left the room.

Ice? Why did they need ice?

Jenna returned her attention to him, “You want to guess again?”

“Girls are better than boys. Girls are smarter and stronger and they deserve to rule,” he told her.

“All of that might be true, but that’s not what I wanted to hear either,” she said.

Mere seconds later, the two young women came back, and they had a red, plastic bowl filled with ice.

Still positioned between his spread legs, Jenna pulled out one cube. She held it up between two fingers.

When he saw that a frozen water, his entire body tensed.

“No. Don’t do it. Please, don’t do it!” Just as when he had begged previously, Jenna ignored him. She had no reason to listen to this helpless boy. He had nothing to offer except for his struggles.

Sure enough, he fought as hard as he could. Like some wild beast, he channeled every iota of strength he possessed into his muscles as he tried to rip himself away from the cadre of females holding him down. But still, the blondes, brunettes, and redheads kept him pinned without any real effort. Using their hands and their knees, they locked him down, so he could maybe squirm a few inches in any direction, but that was all.

Seconds later, he felt the stab of cold as she ran the cube of ice along his erection.

“I don’t think you’re going to be able to stay hard for very long,” she said. “And then I’m sure you can guess what happens next.”

He could. He didn’t want to think about it, yet he already knew precisely what she had in mind.

Struggling to maintain his erection now, he stared up at this beautiful girl. “No, please. Please! Just let me touch myself a little bit! Or you can do it, or I can just rub myself on a pillow or something!”

“That’s gross,” Jenna said. “Seriously, you make it sound like you’re a dog or something.”

With steady movements, she rubbed of the piece of ice up and down his link until he became completely flaccid.

“No,” he moaned, dragging out that one word.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. This is going to be good for you. I’m only going to keep you in chastity for a week or so, you know, assuming you behave,” she teased.

“I can’t take another week!”

Jenna didn’t seem to be listening to him. She picked up the chastity cage, slipped his member into the plastic case, and then she brought the ring up around the base of his scrotum. She locked it on with another click of the padlock. And when she was done, she looked down at him.

Jenna didn’t need to do this, but she was feeling feisty and playful. As the other girls held down, she leaned in and kissed him hard. She rubbed her breasts against his chest.

Of course, he moaned again, and when she pulled back, she promised, “Don’t worry. You’ll get plenty of chances to please me. But right now, you’re staying in the cage. You understand?”

If he acted out, she would add more time to his sentence. It wasn’t Amy Stellar who decided how long he would remain locked up. No, it was the girl who never really liked him in the first place, who punished him the first chance she got.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. “I, I understand.”

She patted him on the head. “There’s a good boy.”

By the time the sorority sisters let him up, the last shreds of his independence had vanished, replaced by the knowledge that she owned his sex, so she owned him.

The End


Male Disadvantage, Number 10: Slumber Party Slave

Her Leadership classes had taught her a lot, especially the importance of confidence. Even though she wasn’t dealing with a boy, Julia knew that she needed to focus on that one lesson in particular.

“Mom?” Julia said.

She found her mother seated in the living room, her legs crossed. Dressed in a white blouse and a matching tennis skirt, she had her tablet placed neatly on her lap. As she scanned through the different deals, she wondered exactly what she might purchase next. There were plenty of options, especially for a woman of her means.

“What is it, Julia?”

Like many other wealthy females, Darcy Tilson had decided to move to Bella Springs because she knew what the agenda really was. As she had read through the different proposals, she picked out the threads of meaning, little hints.

This would be a city where women could rule.

The thought had excited and intrigued her. Besides, even if this experiment failed, she was wealthy enough that losing a house wouldn’t be a terribly big deal.

More than that, Darcy absolutely loved how her daughter had shined over the last couple of months. Even though she was only about halfway through her first semester as a college freshman, Julia had grown immensely. Whether she was dealing with boys or girls, she always took control now. She was growing, and she would be able to take over Tilson Industries someday.

In fact, Darcy could already see her daughter’s ploys right there.

“Corey is coming to visit, isn’t he?”

“He is,” Darcy confirmed.

If she really thought about it, she wasn’t exactly sure how she would start her son’s transformation. He needed to be trained.

She hated to think about it, but Corey just had too much of his father in him.

Douglas, Darcy’s ex-husband, had been misogynistic player, the kind of man who thought that women could be used and discarded. Unfortunately, Corey had always looked up to his father, meaning that he couldn’t visualize women as people. They were girls in bikinis, strippers, and smirking sisters. If the girl wasn’t hot and willing to go down on him, Corey didn’t care about her. And when it came to respect, he didn’t even understand the idea. He thought that women should be ready to cook and clean and get down on their knees.

Darcy shook her head, disappointed. Clearly, she had messed up somewhere along the way, but it was hard. A boy with a lot of money could be easily corrupted.

Maybe Julia knew exactly what her mom was thinking because she didn’t ask about why she was shaking her head. Instead, Julia took a breath, and she said, “I want to work with him.”

“Your brother is older than you, theoretically more mature.”

Julia smiled at that second part. “He’s older than me, but he’s definitely not more mature. I’m just asking for the chance to show him that things can be better.”

“He won’t listen to you.”

“I know. And I don’t expect him to. I think I’m going to have to work on him.”

Darcy considered her daughter for the next couple of seconds. Of course, she had heard rumors about what had happened at the school, how the boys were being subjugated, punished, and reeducated.

Could her daughter, just a freshman, take care of her older brother?

“Are you sure you’re up to this?” Darcy asked after several seconds of consideration.

Julia didn’t hesitate. “Yes. And I have a plan.”

In all honesty, Corey really didn’t know what he was doing in coming to this place. Okay, so the idea of an entirely new city was kind of cool. There would probably be some interesting startups, maybe a few good places to eat. But still, he wasn’t that interested, especially when he could have spent his time off in Las Vegas or maybe LA. Oh yeah, the girls in LA were incredibly sexy. All of those eager to please models definitely had a lot to offer.

Worse, he was going to go spend time with his mom and sister.

Maybe he could sneak away after a few days, he told himself.

Corey drove into town, surprised at first by the smoothness of the road. It was a full freeway, yet he was the only car traveling into the city.

At first, he worried the whole place would be some refugee camp or something. He almost imagined tents but then, after little more than an hour of driving, he saw the first skyscrapers poke out of the horizon. Although he didn’t understand exactly how a place like this could have been constructed so quickly, he nodded his head, apparently impressed with Bella Springs.

Following the GPS on his phone, he maneuvered his way between the different, brand-new subdivisions. Eventually, he found one of the nicer neighborhoods.

His mom’s house looked exactly as he had seen it in the photos. Big and white with a wraparound porch and plenty of gables, it looked like something out of a storybook.

With a shake of his head, he thought he would have preferred a nice, modern condominium, someplace where he could bring girls. Then again, he did have a credit card, so if he needed to rent a suite somewhere, he could do it.

Somewhere online, Corey had seen a note that there were actually more women in Bella Springs than men. If so, he could definitely clean up.

It helped that Corey was attractive. With his dark hair, angular features, and tall physique, he was the kind of guy plenty of girls instinctively wanted to impress. Plus, he had money. With hardly any effort, he could take girls out to nice restaurants, clubs, and even on the occasional vacation. Panties fell pretty quickly when he could give the girl anything she liked.

As he got out of his car, he grabbed his bag and pulled it over one shoulder.

He took the steps two at a time, enjoying the simple movement. He had spent way too much time in a car or airplane.

Rather than knock, he demonstrated his usual confidence and walked right in. “Hey!” Corrie called out to whoever might be home.

Skipping down the steps from the second floor, his sister appeared.

Julia.

She had grown up quite a bit in the last two years.

“Hey,” she said, throwing out her arms.

Corey felt strange looking at her. Sure, they had talked on the phone a few times, and they had even shared a few text message conversations. But still, he hadn’t really taken much time to see her. With her short, straight blonde hair, she looked cute. With a sinking feeling, he realized that that a lot of his friends would want to hit on her if they had the chance. Fortunately, he could be a big brother, protective and willing to throw a punch to defend her.

“Where’s mom?”

“She went away for the weekend,” Julia said. “So I was hoping we could hang out.”

“Hang out?”

“What? You don’t want to spend time with your little sister?” She tilted her head to the side and smiled at him.

They had never been terribly close, but there was something in her gaze that seemed different. He tried to study her and figure out precisely what had changed, only her hands shot out, and she grabbed him by the wrist. “Hey, I was hoping I could ask for a favor.”

“What?” She seemed to be all over the place.

“So yeah, I was going to have some of my friends over tonight. You know, something of a sleep over. I was thinking maybe you would like to hang out with us.”

Corey didn’t allow his emotions to shift on his face, but his insides definitely got hot at the prospect.

His sister was cute, which meant her friends probably were as well. Not only that, they would be freshman, easy to manipulate and influence. Pretending this would be a sacrifice on his part, he said, “For you, I think I can probably be persuaded.”

“Thanks!” She threw her arms around him and squeezed him tight. They hadn’t hugged like this in a long time, he thought.

He grinned, grateful that she couldn’t see his face. Julia did the exact same thing because she already knew how tonight would go.

“Hey, you want to make us sandwiches or something?” Julia asked her brother.

“Cook?”

“Just a couple of sandwiches,” Julia said with a wave of her hand.

“Hey, I’m the guest here, so shouldn’t you be the one cooking for me?” Corey asked.

Of course, even if he had lived in that lovely home, he wouldn’t have offered. In fact, he would have done his absolute best to come up with some reason why she, the girl, should cook.

“You really don’t want to do it, do you?” With a little pout on her cute face, she put her hands on her hips.

“I’m a guy. It’s not really my thing.”

“Eating isn’t really your thing?”

“Be a good sister and go to the kitchen,” he said.

When she heard those words, her eyes got big. Ever since she moved to Bella Springs, no male had dared to address her like that.

Hissing through her teeth, she turned around and marched back into the kitchen. She gathered up the things she would need to make him a pair of sandwiches. But as she worked, she went through her other plans. Maybe she had been reluctant before. But not anymore. Now she knew precisely what her brother needed. She and her friends would make sure he got it.

Despite her aggravation, Julia and Corey actually got along pretty well for the rest of the afternoon. They watched some TV, played on their phones, and chatted a little bit.

Theoretically, he was supposed to be a senior in college, although he had failed quite a few of his classes. That happened, he reassured her, when a guy was as popular as he was.

For her part, Julia got to talk about how much she had learned, how she was excelling in her Leadership Classes. Only one other young woman, someone named Mia, had higher scores in the program.

After a while, however, he decided to excuse himself. Without even saying thank you for making him lunch, Corey headed off to the guest room.

As she watched her go, she took out her phone and started to text her friends. She double checked that they would be able to come over tonight. Within moments, both Megan and Serena confirmed.

Fairly confident in her plan, Julia still got up and headed back into her bedroom. She opened up her closet, and she took out the tote bag.

She smirked for a second, thinking about something she had overheard from one of her teachers. It had been a side conversation, something that was unofficial and took place after class. The teacher joked about how, when she had been in college herself, her friends hadn’t been able to go to any bars. They were too young. So instead, they frequented quite a few sex shops. They liked to look at the different toys and joke about what they might do. Of course, both the teacher and most of her friends had been virgins at the time.

Julia, on the other hand, had simply gone online.

Like many of the other young women in Bella Springs, she wanted to try something.

For too long, sex had been viewed as something for men. Girls might be cajoled into it, but true feminine pleasure was usually a secondary concern. In fact, plenty of the boys just assumed that girls would get off after a few thrusts.

Those boys were immature and selfish.

Julia wanted to try something else.

That’s why she pulled out the tote bag, opened it up, and examined the different implements.

She had duct tape, handcuffs, a special harness, dildos, paddles, and even a male chastity cage. Oh, and at the bottom, she found something very special, a dark blue collar emblazoned with the pictures of dog bones.

Julia smiled to herself, thinking about how snug and embarrassing such an item would be on a boy.

And yes, there are guys out there who definitely needed to be trained.

Breathing out slowly, she went back to her computer and started on some homework. She allowed herself to drift off into her work because tonight, she was going to have a lot of fun.

“Hey, Julia, when are your friends coming over?”

Julia could practically hear the predatory glee in her brother’s voice. It was obvious that he wanted to meet Megan and Serena.

“They’re going to come over in an hour or so,” she said, glancing down at the corner when she heard those words, she almost wanted to believe her screen.

“Great. What you guys going to do?”

“Just some girly stuff,” she said. “You know, relax and chat a lot.”

“No, I don’t believe you,” he said.

Right away, she felt something tighten in her chest. “What do you mean?”

“Come on,” he said. “You guys are a bunch of girls. It’s not like you are going to be discussing politics or anything. You are probably going to do each other’s makeup, gossip over boys, and maybe a few celebrity crushes or something.”

Corey made sure that his voice rang out with unadulterated disdain.

As she listened to his little tirade, Julia tensed up.

“You really don’t think much of women, do you?”

“I can respect women,” he replied with a shrug. “But most girls are pretty immature.”

“You ever think you behave like a sexist?”

“It’s not sexist if it’s true,” Corey told her with a grin.

The really infuriating part was that Julia knew plenty of girls would let him get away with that sort of language. It was a fringe benefit of being cute and hot.

“My friends are going to be here in a little while, and I should get dressed. Do you mind?” She glanced at the doorway, and he smiled at her.

“Girls are weird,” he said. “Guys don’t worry about looking good for each other. I swear, if girls didn’t spend so much time on their hair and makeup, they might be able to accomplish something useful.

“ Do you really believe that?”

“Yeah, why wouldn’t I?” Corey asked, sounding genuinely confused.

“Get out. I really need to get ready,” she said.

With a patronizing shrug, he turned around and walked away.

Julia turned her attention back to the tote bag. She pulled out the handcuffs, and she reconsidered whether or not she actually wanted to do this.

Thinking of her brother’s sexist words, she nodded to herself. “Absolutely.”

And just a little while later, the doorbell rang. Her friends had arrived.

Corey had a plan. Instinctively, he knew that he needed to show up at the right time. If he just happened to be hanging around, the girls might sense some kind of desperation on him, and that couldn’t be tolerated, not ever. Maybe it sounded trite, but he needed to be appropriately aloof and unimpressed with these girls. That’s why he relaxed in his bedroom for a little while, only then something happened that he didn’t expect or anticipate.

Someone knocked on the door to his bedroom. When he went to answer it, he thought that it would just be his little sister asking for a piece of advice or something. If he really thought about it, he didn’t know exactly what he should have been expecting. But as he opened the door, he found all three of them standing there.

“Hey, so Megan, Serena and I were having a little conversation, and we wanted to know something.

“What’s that?” Corey asked. He did his best to appear completely nonchalant, like he didn’t care about their presence. And yet, he still felt just a little bit intimidated. All three of these girls were very attractive. Sure, his sister was just his sister, but Serena and Megan looked like choice young women, the kinds of girls who could absolutely get any guy they wanted.

He was going to have to play this just right. And if he had a really good night, he might be able to get into bed with both of them. Yeah, he absolutely enjoyed it that thought.

“How do you feel about women?”

“I love women,” he said.

“But you also think that women deserve equal rights and equal pay, don’t you?”

As she looked at her brother, she knew he would mess this up. He just couldn’t help himself.

Despite her suspicions, he quickly answered, “if a woman does the same job as a man, then she definitely deserves the same pay.” For a second, that actually sounded like a good, honest, and fair response. But then he just had to go and keep talking.

“The problem is that women don’t usually do the same job. They usually can’t handle it, so they go complain when they don’t get a raise. That’s why you have so many women who can’t make as much money as the men around them”

Serena and Megan both glanced at his sister. Sure enough, he had played this just right. They didn’t look offended or irritated, even though Julia was absolutely embarrassed by her brother’s comment.

Instead, they smiled back at one another.

Oh yeah, Corey thought. These were the kind of girls who might have liked to complain about gender equality or fairness or whatever in their college classes. But when it came to sex and the stuff that really mattered, these girls knew what they wanted.

He leaned against the side of the door frame, and he started to smile at them. He had different little conversational tricks he might use to entice them.

“Are we going to do this?” Julia asked.

“Absolutely!” One of the other girls said.

And that’s when they grabbed him.

Corey had no idea what was happening, not at first. He just knew that both Megan and Serena reached out for him. They took a hold of his wrists, pulled him out of the room, he figured this was some sort of game, so he didn’t fight back.

They brought him out into the living room, and he jokingly asked, “Hey, what are you doing? There wasn’t any real panic in his voice, not even when they shoved him down onto his knees. One of the girls reached into her pocket and pulled out a blindfold. As far as a guy like Corey was concerned, this was perfectly natural. Girls did tricks all the time. It was just funny it wasn’t something he actually had to worry about. He definitely wasn’t scared.

“Corey, you are really hot,” said one of the girls. He thought he recognized her voice as belonging to Serena. If so, he definitely liked the way she sounded. With a blindfold around his eyes, he couldn’t see anything, and he didn’t even resist when they grabbed his wrists and pulled them behind his back.

“Just because you are attractive, that doesn’t mean you should get to say or do whatever you want. Even hot guys should be held to a higher standard.”

“Hey, I just want to have some fun,” he said.

But then, the girls didn’t say anything.

He tried to pull his hands against the restraints, thinking that it would be easy enough to free himself. It wasn’t.

After just a couple of seconds, he realized something.

This wasn’t a prank. It wasn’t some kind of joke. Instead, his sister and her friends had actually restrained him.

He was a guy. He wasn’t supposed to be helpless or powerless in front of a woman. The idea was more disturbing than he wanted to admit.

“Hey, we’re just having some fun, right?” He expected one of them to agree immediately or to giggle or chortle. Instead, they responded with an ominous silence.

Corey didn’t like that. He didn’t like that at all.

“Don’t worry,” said the other girl. It had to be Megan. In his mind’s eye, he remembered exactly what she looked like: a brunette with dark eyes, round cheeks, and long, wavy hair. She looked cute, like the girl next door, although he liked to imagine he might be able to seduce her into doing some rather unladylike activities. In spite of the restraints, he still felt his shaft twitch.

Corey tried to tell himself that none of this really impacted him. Again, these girls were just playing a game. It was a silly prank, so he could ignore it.

But then, they shoved him down onto his back.

His wrists twisted painfully, but he still refused to make any kind of sound.

“Tonight, we are going to have some fun with you, Corey. This is going to be our little simpler party, and you are going to be our servant,” Megan said to him.

“What do you think about that?” Serena asked. “How do you feel about obeying a bunch of girls tonight?”

He should have recognized the seriousness in their voices, but he was still an arrogant boy, and he hadn’t been trained at all. In fact, this was going to be a good experience for these young women. For the last few months, they had lived in a world dominated by females. It was time that they had the opportunity to deal with a reticent boy who carried so many misconceptions and prejudices.

“Yeah, right. Not going to happen,” he said, turning those words into a promise.

But then, the girls grabbed him, rolled him onto his back, and they reached out for the tote bag.

Serena found a paddle she liked first.

She took it out, smacked her palm, and when he heard that sound, his eyes tightened. He didn’t whimper or anything, but the girls could tell that he was scared.

Good.

He needed to be.

“What was that?” Corey asked.

“This?” Serena asked, her tone light and teasing. She struck the palm of her hand again, letting that sound snap out into the air.

“This is how we’re going to train you.”

The girls glanced back at one another. All three of them were on the verge of giggling uncontrollably, but he couldn’t see that. Instead, he heard the mockery, and the resolution. These girls were resolved, and they wouldn’t be stopped. He must have known that.

With a gulp, he said, “I think you had your fun. Let me out.”

“What do you think, girls?” Julia asked. “Have we had our fun?”

“We haven’t even gotten started yet!”

Because he still couldn’t see what they were doing, Corey had no idea what was about to happen. They grabbed him, rolled him over onto his back again, and then he felt their hands move over his belt. They loosened it, pulled it free, and eventually yanked down his pants.

“Hey! Stop that!” Corey cried out. Even as the words left his lips, he felt foolish.

He was supposed to be bigger and stronger than these young women. They were barely out of high school!

But they pulled down his pants, yanking the trousers away from his shoes. Moments later, they took his boxers down as well.

Hot aggravation shot through his body, and he tried to kick his way free.

One girl grabbed his right foot. Another took his left. They shoved him down, rolled him over, and then Serena came up with the paddle.

When she touched the cruel, smooth wood to his backside, he tensed up immediately.

“Don’t do it. Don’t you dare do it!”

“Do what?” Serena teased.

Just as he opened his mouth and got ready to say something, his little sister’s friend raised the paddle, left it there poised in the air as though this was some incredible moment which needed to be commemorated, and then she swung down hard, channeling all of her strength into her limb.

The other girls giggled as the paddle crashed down, smacking hard into his unprotected flesh.

He heard the sound, felt the flurry of pain, and he cried out. He didn’t mean to make a sound, but it was just ripped from his throat, automatic, instinctive, and irresistible.

“Stop that!” Corey shouted at the girls.

“Stop what?” Serena teased.

Obviously, everyone in that room knew exactly what he meant, these girls could pretend otherwise. That’s why she touched the paddle to his other buttock, she pulled it up, and then she swung the paddle down. When it struck again, he hissed through his teeth. His eyes started to water beneath the blindfold.

“You can’t do this!” Corey insisted.

“Can’t we?” Megan asked.

The three girls watched as the older brother got punished.

These young women had spent a lot of time in their Leadership classes, so they knew that men needed to be owned and molded. They knew that these guys could get arrogant and conceited if left to their own devices. A paddling could help him quite a bit.

Really, they just gave him what he needed. This was good for him. They were doing him a favor.

Okay, so they didn’t really believe all of that, but the justifications were there, and they were having so much fun.

For so long, these girls had been harassed and teased by the boys all around them. From kindergarten when a guy could tug on their pigtails all the way through high school when boys would call them names, these girls were tired of the disrespect.

So now, they watched as one of their friends paddled this guy.

Braced on his stomach, he pulled on his restraints, yet they didn’t budge.

“Tonight, Corey, we are all having a slumber party here, and we need a servant to take care of us and to see to our needs. Would you like that? Would you like to be our servant boy?”

“You can go to hell!” Corey snapped back at these girls.

“Such language,” Serena said. She pretended to be disappointed even as a broad grin curled along her lips. The defiance was fun. It made breaking him more of a challenge.

Tightening her grip on the paddle, she swung down one, two, three more times in quick succession. And by the time she paused again, the curves of his ass had turned a bright shade of red.

“For the rest of the night, you are going to be obedient and behaved. Because if you aren’t, we will do this you all over again.”

An idea flashed behind his eyes. Maybe if he could talk to these girls, he might be able to get them to change their minds. He didn’t need anything to really change. He just had to get them to release him for a little bit.

Only then, his little sister said, “Corey, I want you to know something. We have your phone.”

“So?”

“We have your phone, which means we have your contact list, your email, and access to all of your social networks.”

Right away, he understood what she meant, yet he still held out hope that she wouldn’t push her newfound advantage.

“I don’t care,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?”

“You don’t have my password. You can’t get in!”

“Actually, I do have your password. You always use the same password, you silly, silly boy.”

Silly, silly boy. He was her older brother, so Julia wasn’t supposed to talk to him like that! Even as the frustration mounted within his body, he got ready to attack. There were a dozen different insults he could unleash upon her.

Before Corey had the chance, Serena decided he needed another dose of punishment. Swinging the paddle down, she struck two, then four, then six more times. His eyes watered behind the blindfold, and he thrashed about as these young women watched.

It was so much fun!

For Megan and Serena, they saw this nubile young man helpless before them. For Julia, she could see her big brother humiliated. How many times had he teased her for being short, for being a girl, for getting bad grades? How many times had he drilled into her confidence, just because he could?

But now, Julia and her friends enjoyed every advantage.

“Your password is 8852,” Julia finally said.

No. No way.

These girls shouldn’t have been able to figure it out.

“How?” Corey demanded.

Even half naked, blindfolded, and tied up, he managed to sound indignant, as though his little sister owed him an apology.

“Don’t worry about that,” Julia said, reaching down and touching the top of his head. He shook, like a dog that wanted to dislodge a mosquito, but she continued to pet him and run her fingers through his hair. She could touch him however she wanted, and he couldn’t stop her. That was an important lesson for a boy like Corey to learn.

“All you need to know,” his little sister continued, “is that I have control of who you are online. I could start sending any number of messages, all of which would destroy your reputation. And I know you really care about how people think of you. Isn’t that right, Corey?”

Her voice seemed to puncture something deep within his psyche.

For so long, Corey had been handsome and powerful wherever he went. It was easy for him. Girls wanted him, guys envied him, and people in power respected him.

Somehow, his little sister had taken control.

When he didn’t say anything, Serena took that as an invitation to punish him some more. She probably just wanted an excuse because she enjoyed slamming the paddle down against his unprotected rear end. Or maybe she liked the way the color danced along his buttocks. He did have a very cute ass, thought Serena.

“What, what do you want?” Corey finally asked.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Julia teased.

Serena added, “Yeah, I thought you were smart. I thought you would have been able to figure it out all on your own.”

Megan continued the taunting, “Aren’t you supposed to be one of those smart boys?”

Locking his teeth together, he waited, thinking that they would eventually tell him.

One of the girls grabbed his hair and pulled his head up, ostensibly so he could listen more closely, “Corey, you want you to be our servant boy tonight. We want to know that you will be a perfect toy. We want to know that you will follow every single command.”

“I won’t!”

They corrected him by punishing him.

Without needing to be told to, Serena continued the spanking, bringing the paddle down over and over again.

After several more blows, Corey knew that he couldn’t hold out.

Ultimately, he would do whatever these girls wanted.

“Fine! Fine!” He practically shouted those words. His voice seemed to bounce off of the walls.

“What was that, slave?” Julia asked.

Slave.

The word cut down into him, not so much for what it meant or represented, but rather because of the girl who had spoken it in the first place.

This was supposed to be his little sister! He was supposed to be able to bully and tease her however he wanted.

When they were little, he routinely mocked her.

But now, he remained on his stomach, his hands trapped behind his back, and her friends could touch him however they wanted.

“I’ll do what you want,” he promised.

“Do you think we can believe him?” Megan asked.

Serena seemed to consider this. She stroked the soft curves of his behind with the paddle. “To be honest, I’m not so sure. Maybe he needs more paddling?”

“You just want to punish him some more,” Megan accused, only something about her lilting tone of voice made it clear she thought that was funny.

“We can believe him,” Julia finally announced. “My brother may be a boy, but he is smart enough to recognize when he has lost. Isn’t that right, Corey?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Now, let’s make sure he really knows how to obey.”

The three girls left him alone for several minutes. The door closed behind them, so Corey was left on his stomach. His backside continued to sting. The sensations seemed to reverberate and pulsate through his body. With every beat of his heart, he could feel another stinging slash through his skin.

They were gone, which meant they were hiding his phone. They didn’t need to make any threats or promises. That much was obvious.

Their house was large enough that he could tear the entire place apart, inch by inch, he still wouldn’t be able to find his device.

What could they do with it?

Unfortunately, dozens of answers peppered his brain. They could take pictures and send them off to some of his girlfriends. They could write inappropriate messages and send them off to his instructors, his mentors, and potential employers.

In short, they could humiliate him and destroy his life.

When the door opened again, Corey didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to, however.

The girls grabbed his blindfold and pulled it up and off of his face. One of them threw it aside, and then they let him out of his bonds. Once he could use his hands again, Corey started to pull his pants back up, only to hear his sister admonish, “No. Take them off. In fact, my friends want you to take everything off.”

“You have got to be kidding,” Corey replied quickly.

“Alas, I’m not,” she said with mock theatricality. “Serena and Megan here think you’re pretty cute, so they want to inspect you.”

“I’m not a piece of meat,” he said.

“Nope,” Serena agreed. “But you are property now. So get to it, slave boy.”

When Corey got up onto his feet, he wanted to feel as though he had reclaimed something important, perhaps some thin veneer of dignity.

“I’m not a slave,” he said.

When Serena lifted up the paddle, he flinched. All three of the girls giggled at him.

As he started to blush, Corey took a breath.

“Your last chance,” Julia said. “I would hate to have to get creative and make some confessions to your ex-girlfriends. Their numbers are still in your phone, aren’t they?”

He had been blushing a moment before, but now he turned white. Because yes, they were. His little sister had access to all of his phone numbers! Corey had never bothered to delete them.

The girls easily read his expression, so they started laughing all over again. As far as they were concerned, this was just too easy! But then, what else could they expect? He was just a boy after all.

“I’ll do what you want,” he said. He hated those words and everything they entailed.

“Strip for us,” Megan said. She wiggled her fingers on the air, as though he needed the visual encouragement.

A fresh wave of hot humiliation ran through his body, but he gave these girls precisely what they wanted. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. Garment by garment, he stripped until he had absolutely nothing on.

And now he stood there, naked and humiliated in front of these girls. For the most part, Juliet did her best not to look. Even so, she had to admit that her brother had a nice enough body.

When Julia glanced over at her friends, she could see the desire burning in their expressions. They loved this. They loved every second of it. For once, they got to objectify a boy.

“Not bad,” Megan said with a nod of her head, “but I think we can do better.”

“I can’t take anything else off,” Corey growled.

The girls glanced at one another before bursting out laughing.

“You know what I hate?” Serena said. “Double standards.” She shook her head from side to side. “It’s just not fair. Guys get to be all hairy, while girls are supposed to be soft and smooth. Well, I’m going to give you about half an hour to go take a shower and shave off all of your body hair.”

His lips parted. “What?”

“You heard her,” Julia said, giggling at the idea. “My friends want you to be nice and smooth. Don’t worry. There’s a new, pink razor waiting for you and everything.”

“I’m not going to shave!”

“Everything from your eyebrows down,” Serena commanded as though he hadn’t said anything at all.

Corey shivered in outrage. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. None of this was right or fair!

Trying one last time, Corey looked back at his little sister. He desperately hoped that she might succumb to some feeling of pity or mercy. “Please, please don’t make me do this. Please, I’m not a girl. I shouldn’t have to shave!”

He had picked the wrong tactics to use. Her expression hardened, and Julia walked right up to him. Despite any unease she may have felt at being close to her naked brother, she jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. As he retreated back, she stepped forward again, snarling, “I don’t care what you think is good or right or true. You’re a boy, you’re going to learn to behave. You’re going to learn to obey!”

Corey had never seen her like this before.

She kept going, “you have half an hour. Get in there right now. If you come out and you are anything less than soft and smooth then I’m going to write the worst text messages I can think of. Then I’ll send them to Monique.”

Monique. His ex-girlfriend.

“No!”

She pointed toward the bathroom. “Go!”

With his head bowed down, he scrambled to obey.

He moved methodically and mechanically. First, he turned on the hot water and listened as the spray hit the sides of the shower. Once the water was warm enough, he stepped inside, and he picked up the bar of soap. He rubbed it between his hands, built up a lather, and spread it along his cheeks, over his arms, and down his chest. Later, he would worry about his legs.

“Oh my God,” he whispered to no one in particular, “Am I really doing this?”

Yes. Yes, he was really doing this.

“I need to be able to stop her,” he said, only there wasn’t any kind of answer.

So he started to shave. He did his face first, if only because that was the easiest. A little bit of stubble headlined his cheeks, but now he removed it. Next, he worked on his chest. He had shaved it once before, as something of a joke for an old girlfriend.

But now he worked, and after he finished his chest, he looked down at his arms.

He had never once shaved his arms. He never imagined that he would need to.

Why? Why did the others girls want to do this to him?”

Because it was all about power, he realized.

To them, it was just a game, and they loved getting to order him around.

“It’s just hair,” he reminded himself. “It will grow back.”

That made him feel a little bit better.

A little bit.

After he finished with his arms, he looked at down between his legs. Corey didn’t have a clock or anything, so he had no idea exactly how much time had already elapsed. He knew that if he took too long, however, the girls would take that as an excuse to punish him. Just the idea was enough to make his buttocks throb all over again.

Focusing on his legs, he started to shave them. It took so much longer than he anticipated.

He didn’t have many minutes left.

Still, he kept at it, working little by little. He used the pink razor, just as his sister had commanded.

Little by little, he shaved virtually every inch of his body. By the end, there was the one spot he didn’t want to have to think about or deal with. But he had no choice.

Corey kept thinking about Monique, his ex-girlfriend. Their breakup had been incredibly acrimonious. It was the kind of fight that makes other people all around them incredibly uncomfortable. They had been out at dinner when he confessed that he had cheated with another girl. She had started shouting.

Corey couldn’t even remember exactly what had been said. But by the time she finished her rant, a couple of other people in the restaurant had started to clap. As far as they were concerned, he was nothing but garbage.

If that girl could get some blackmail material on him, she would use it. More to the point, she would share it with all of her friends. Could a guy like Corey go viral?

If his sister and her friends worked hard enough, definitely.

He literally shook at the prospect.

Finally, he finished. Somehow, he felt exhausted by simply shaving off all of his body hair, yet he had done it. He had succeeded.

Exhaling slowly, he turned off the water and let the droplets run down his body. Hot and tired, he stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and he began to wipe off.

Just a second later, the door into the bathroom opened, and Julia with her two friends appeared.

They held up his phone, took a picture, and he felt the color drain away from his body once again.. “Oh, that looks good,” Julia said.

Corey should have taken this opportunity. He should have pounced on her, grabbing his device. But it was too late. She had already uploaded it to one of her cloud accounts, so she had the photo, even if she lost his phone.

Or maybe there was something about being outnumbered that made him stop. Feeling paralyzed, he remained in front of these girls.

Serena didn’t suffer from that problem. She reached out, grabbed him, and pulled hard. Barely dry, he stumbled forward, and then the girls took him right back into the living room.

Damp and naked, he didn’t know what to do.

“Stand up straight with your hands at your sides. We want to inspect you,” Serena said. Confident in their ability to control Julia’s big brother, the trio began to circle him. They studied him, their hands reaching out to grab and prod at him.

“We going to do whatever we want?” Julia asked, still holding his phone in her hand.

“Yes,” he said.

He had already done so much. Disobedience now felt somehow strange.

“Good,” Megan said with a laugh. “I’ve always wanted a slave!”

The girls giggled some more before Serena stepped up in front of him. “You know, I’ve always wanted to have a naked boy do my toenails. You think you can handle that?”

“Please, can I put some clothing on?”

Julia glanced at her brother. “Only if you get down on your knees and beg for the privilege first.”

Privilege.

This was something they could give him or take away on a whim.

Recognizing that simple fact, he lowered himself down before these girls.

“Please, may I please wear some clothing? Please, just let me put on some pants or something,” he said to them.

“Wait right here,” Serena said.

She walked over by the door, went outside, and disappeared altogether.

Corey didn’t know what to make of this. A few seconds later, however, Serena came back with his luggage.

“Pull out your underwear, one piece at a time, and hold it up for us to see. We will decide if you have anything cute enough.”

Cute enough?

Corey shivered at the thought, yet he still obeyed. He scrambled over to his luggage, unzipped it, and he started to pull out various boxers.

One was black, another a dark shade of red. The girls judged him, wobbling their heads from side to side, pointing, and whispering back and forth.

Unfortunately, his boxers weren’t pressed, smooth, or even all that neat. They may have been clean, but Corey was a guy, so he never put much thought into his underwear. He never imagined that he would need to impress anyone.

If a girl is going to see him and his boxers, he figured that she was already going to have sex with him, so her thoughts on the matter didn’t really count for much.

Only now, Julia and her two friends considered him. Finally, Megan glanced at him. “I’m sorry, Corey, but I don’t think you have anything cute enough.”

He hated that he had become the toy for their slumber party.

“Please,” he said. “There has to be something that I can wear.”

Immediately, Julia started to giggle. She whispered something to her friends. They all burst out into laughter.

What were they joking about?

It had to be a joke, right? They couldn’t really be serious with whatever they were saying. He held onto those comforting thoughts despite the fact that he knew these girls might get serious at any moment.

Sure enough, Megan started to chew on her bottom lip. “They would be tight, but I think it would work,” Megan said.

“What? What are you talking about?” Corey asked, ashamed of the panic lacing his words.

Finally, Serena strode up to him. She jabbed him in the chest with two fingers. “Corey, Corey, Corey. You really want to wear some underwear? Okay. You’re going to wear Megan’s panties.”

“What?”

Megan was smaller than Corey, but not by that much. It was theoretically possible that her panties might fit him.

He hated those thoughts and everything they represented, but he didn’t see any other alternative. These girls had already made up their minds.

Then, without any hesitation, Megan started to lift up her shirt so that she could unbutton her jeans. She wiggled out of them, revealing her bright pink panties. When he saw the smooth material, his eyes got big. Under other circumstances, he would have been turned on by seeing her undress. She was a cute, sexy girl. Only now, his heart thundered in his chest.

“Don’t worry,” Julia said. “You’re nice and thin and lanky. This way, the panties will probably fit you!”

Within seconds, Megan had taken off her panties, and she held them out to him. He stared at the garment as it dangled from her grip.

“Do I really have to do this?” Corey asked. He looked at each girl in turn. His expression was desperate and pleading.

“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” Serena said with a laugh. “They’re just panties. It doesn’t mean you have lost anything.”

Except that wasn’t true. If he put these on, he would feel like less of a man.

And that was the entire point.

He took the panties from her. He felt their light weight in his hand. Not only that, they were still warm from being so close to Megan. Under other circumstances, he might have been grateful to have anything to wear at all. But now, he pulled them up along the length of his legs, and he felt the silk against his scrotum and his shaft. He shivered as his nipples hardened and his member started to get erect.

“He likes it!”

“No, I don’t!” Corey insisted.

Julia held one hand over her mouth, like she didn’t want her brother to see how she was laughing at him. But still, the abject look of misery on his face didn’t stop her. Moments later, she burst out into another round of laughter.

Oh, this was so much fun. It was delicious, everything she could have wanted!

“Don’t feel bad,” Julia said. “Just because you’re wearing panties, that doesn’t have to mean anything. Besides, it’s your penis that you should really be ashamed of.”

The other girls picked up on this theme easily, “Yeah,” Megan agreed. “I mean, it’s your boy part that really makes you a slave.”

“If you want to be ashamed of something, be ashamed of that,” Serena agreed.

Then, without another word, Julia left of the room. While she was gone, her friends came up to him and started to tell him, “Julia might not want to play with you as much, but we will.”

“Yeah,” Megan agreed. “Just wait until we have you tied down to a bed. We’re going to have some fun right here,” she said, grabbing his cock through the thin layer of her panties.

When Julia came back, she carried a black, leather bag. She sat down on the couch, placed the bag on her lap, and she unzipped it, opening it to reveal her makeup case. Once she did so, she revealed the different cases, tubes, and compacts.

Corey had no idea what he was seeing.

Truthfully, he didn’t know anything about makeup, but he was about to learn, whether he liked it or not. “Pick a color. If you do a good job, I might decide to touch you,” Megan said.

Julia made a face at that.

But if her friends really wanted to tease their slave boy, Julia wasn’t going to interrupt or stop them.

As he looked down at the different options, Corey had no idea what to say.

“I, I have to take some nail polish?”

Serena nodded at him. The smirk made it clear that she loved the uncertainty rippling through his voice. “That’s right,” Serena said. “You think you can do it? Do you think you’re smart enough?”

It wasn’t supposed to be a question of intelligence. Immediately, Corey told himself that it wasn’t anything he couldn’t handle.

He picked out a bright pink nail polish. It seemed to glimmer with little sparkles.

“This one,” he said, holding it up.

“Why?”

“Because I think it would go well with your skin tone,” he said. “Plus, it is very feminine.”

The girls looked at one another.

“That is your favorite color, Megan,” Julia reminded her friend.

Corey didn’t want to reveal any sort of reaction, yet he still exhaled with relief. “It’s just one,” Serena said.

“I don’t care,” Megan replied. “I want to see what the slave can do!” Since she hadn’t put her pants back on, she just walked over to the couch, sat down, and lifted her legs up. “Get over here,” she said, each word aimed right at their slave boy.

Still gripping of the nail polish in his hand, he glanced at the other two girls. He kept hoping that one of them would stop this. They wanted to have a slumber party, right? That’s meant it should have involved eating popcorn or gossiping or something.

But then, with another shiver, he remembered the simple fact that he was their toy. If they wanted to play with him, then they could, and he couldn’t stop them.

He walked over to the spot where she had raised her legs, and he got down on his knees. She eased her feet down onto the footrest and wiggled her toes.

“Remember, you want to make sure you don’t get any of it on my skin. Brush it very slowly, take your time, and show me you can do a good job,” Megan said.

It almost sounded like helpful advice, especially considering he had never done this before.

Corey unscrewed the top of the bottle. From there, he puffed out his cheeks, and he pulled the brush out. He looked at the glob of nail polish. As Megan wiggled her toes again with her legs crossed, he tried to think of how he would do this. After all, he wasn’t an artist. Obviously, he had never applied nail polish before.

Doing his best to keep his hand steady, he started to slide the brush along the nail of her smallest toe. He took his time and worked. Distantly, he knew that the girls were chatting. Apparently, they decided to ignore him because he was just a servant. Even so, he could feel their glances. Every few seconds as they checked on him.

“Not bad,” Megan said after a little while.

He worked his way up her toes, one after another. As he did so, he did his best to ignore the fact that he wore a pair of her panties.

This was so humiliating!

Even so, he continued to work.

“When a girl gives you a compliment, how do you respond?” Julia demanded.

Raising his gaze, he glared at her, but he didn’t answer. He didn’t want to dignify her comment with any sort of response.

Serena wasn’t quite as gentle. She strolled over to him. She still had the paddle. She touched it to his shoulder and dragged it down his naked back.

“Do you mind?” Serena asked.

“Not at all,” Megan replied.

That’s why it was so easy for Serena to grab their slave by his neck and to push him down onto his hands and knees. She swung the paddle, striking at his behind one, two, three, four, five times. Each blow landed in quick succession, sending explosions of pain rocketing through his skin.

He cried out, instantly regretting his defiance.

“Apologize,” Serena ordered.

“I’m sorry!”

“Why are you sorry?”

“I’m sorry I didn’t say thank you. I’m sorry I was rude.”

The girls laughed and one of them said, “You see. Boys can be taught discipline and etiquette.”

Discipline and etiquette. He hated how these girls had twisted those words.

“Get back to work,” Megan ordered, wiggling her toes again.

He raised himself up onto his knees. As he did so, he couldn’t help but feel the difference in their positions. Megan was seated on the couch while Serena and Julia stood around. On the floor and on his knees, he felt utterly subjugated.


Male Disadvantage, Number 11: Newest Arrivals

When they first arrived, it sounded pretty great. To start off, Nina was going to have an incredible job. When Tyler first heard about the terms, including her pay and perks, he could hardly believe it. She had shown him her new contract, and he scanned through the details, utterly amazed. Not only that, Nina insisted on showing her new husband some of the emails she had exchanged with her boss.

As a manager with Farber Industries, Nina was going to have the right balance of independence and oversight. And along the way, should be incredibly well compensated.

It was amazing, especially for a pair of newlyweds.

Granted, this meant Tyler wouldn’t have a job during the first couple of months of their marriage, but he could handle that.

When he first drove into the city, his wife had been behind the wheel. Just as they crossed into the city limits, she glanced over at him. He had his phone in his lap as he double checked the GPS, not that the directions were terribly complicated. One major freeway led to Bella Springs. It was smooth and almost brand-new.

“How’s it going to be for my little house husband?” Nina asked, grinning back at her man.

“As long as I get to be with you, I’m going to have a blast,” he assured her.

“You know, if I’m making the money, that means I wear the pants in the family,” she teased, grinning at him.

“Ha ha,” he answered sarcastically.

“I’m just glad that you are secure enough in your manhood to know that your wife can make all of the money, plus the decisions, and that you can be okay with it.”

“You’re joking,” he said.

“Yeah, of course I’m joking!” But as she spoke, she felt maybe a little twinge of guilt because it almost felt like she was lying.

They pulled up to their brand-new house, a recent the construction just like all of the other homes in their subdivision. It had only been finished a couple of days before. Their furniture had just barely been brought in by the movers.

And sure enough, their realtor stood on the porch, waiting for them.

“How was your drive?” Tanya asked.

Tyler had only met her once, but he didn’t particularly care for the realtor. It wasn’t a big deal or anything, yet there was still something about the way Tonya glanced in his direction, as though he were barely there. Even with her greeting, she directed it right to Nina.

Tyler told himself that he was being paranoid, but the two women walked over to one another, and they exchanged a quick hug.

“The drive was good. It’s crazy how smooth that freeway is,” Nina replied.

“Definitely. But Bella Springs is different. We don’t have all of the older garbage to deal with.”

“Yeah, I can imagine. I’m sure it will accumulate pretty fast though,” Nina answered.

Tyler stood back, wondering if he should pull out his phone. Yes, it would be rude, but if these women didn’t want to acknowledge his presence anyway, he could zone out with his screen without really being rude.

Before he made the decision, however, Tonya glanced over at him. “Excuse me, but have you read through any of the statutes?”

He blinked, somewhat confused for a second.

Tonya redirected her question to his wife. “It’s something you should probably look into,” she said. “The rules here are a little bit different.”

“Are you talking about a homeowners association or something?” Tyler asked.

“There are very specific rules that regulate certain kinds of people,” Tanya told his wife. She pretty much ignored Tyler’s question.

Rolling his eyes, he tried to imagine what her problem could be with him. Over and over again, he had run through the different interactions they had. But for the most part, he couldn’t think of anything. Seriously, they pretty much never actually spoke. From the first time they met, Tonya had directed all of her attention at his wife.

Whatever.

“Tyler, maybe you should start unpacking for your wife?” Tonya suggested. “I think she and I need to have a little conversation out here.”

He blinked a couple of times, shocked by her rudeness. The realtor worked for them! Could she really try to casually order him around?

His own sense of decorum kept him from calling her out on it, so he glanced back at their car.

The movers had brought in pretty much everything, except they still had several bags. “Sure thing,” he said, exchanging a look with his wife.

He headed back to the car, opened the trunk, and he started to gather their bags. As he did so, he glanced over at the two women still chatting on the porch. Strangely enough, they both looked in his direction as well. They seemed to smile, as though they were sharing some secret. At the same time, Tyler started to wonder if they intentionally kept their voices low so he wouldn’t be able to hear them.

If so, what were they talking about?

“How do you feel about all of this? It sounds like you haven’t talked to him,” Tonya said.

“I thought it would be easier once we had already moved in,” Nina replied, careful to mostly whisper. On the other side of the lawn, Tyler gripped two of their tote bags. He would have to come back for the other pieces of luggage.

“Did you read some of those pamphlets?”

“Yeah. I read them,” she said, her voice deepening for a moment. She puffed out her cheeks, exhaling as she considered those words. Of course she had read the pamphlets. In fact, she had read them again and again and again. They had been incredible.

“What did you think?” Tonya asked, although she could already see just how interested her client was. The simple fact that Nina had agreed to take a job with Farber Industries meant that the woman was comfortable with the unique culture of Bella Springs.

Unique culture. That sounded like a euphemism, yet it was certainly apt. Tonya couldn’t imagine any other city operating like Bella Springs, not in the United States anyway.

“I think this is going to be an interesting transition,” she said.

“You don’t have to be quite with me. Have you thought about how you’re going to do it?”

“Shock collar,” she said right away. “Do you see that bag right there?” Nina pointed down across the walkway and lawn. Sure enough, her husband carried a bright blue bag.

“Aggressive,” Tonya said. “I like it.”

“Do you mind if I ask, how is everything going for you? You moved in right after the grand opening, right?”

“Actually, I was here a few weeks before that.” It had only been about eight months, yet Tonya still smiled to herself, as though she were remembering the good old days. “Back then, everything was a lot more subtle. But you could see what kind of effect it had.”

“By the way, if I have any trouble, is there anyone I can call?”

“Either neighborhood or city security,” Tonya answered right away. “Those ladies are tough, and they knew exactly how to deal with irresponsible young men.”

“Is that what you call them?”

“Here, they have certain responsibilities. If they can’t live up to those, I think it’s fair to call them irresponsible,” Tonya said easily. Apparently, she had shared this exact same conversation with plenty of other young women who had moved to the city.

“This is incredible,” she said, thinking about how her husband was going to look with a black leather band wrapped around his neck.

In town, she had noticed a few of the guys in their chokers. Apparently, her husband had been too busy on his phone to realize the men here had a certain kind of dress code. She smirked at the thought.

“Just remember, it’s going to be good for both of you. That’s the important part. Train him, teach him how to behave, and get what you want, but enjoy yourself along the way. Sometimes, women get wrapped up in too many expectations. The joy of our city is simple: you can do and be what you want. You get to enjoy all of the privileges men have had for such a long time.”

“But we’re going to do better with them,” Nina said with a smile.

“Absolutely.”

After he finished loading the house, Tyler glanced over at the women. At this point, he could’ve gone back into the house, made himself some iced tea or grabbed a soda or something. The movers had done an incredible job, including stocking the fridge. But after glancing through its contents, he decided he wanted to go for a walk instead.

Glancing through the front window, he saw Nina and Tonya were still chatting, so he shrugged. He could wander off on his own for a little while.

Going through the side door, he strolled out onto the sidewalk. With his hands in his pockets, he admired the different homes. He knew a lot of people would have complained that they looked too similar. “Cookie-cutter” would have been the generic complaint, but he didn’t mind. They were big, spacious, and modern. He loved the energy efficiency in the solar panels on top.

Those thoughts occupied him just as a car pulled up in front of him.

Two young women got out. They were probably younger than Tyler by a year or two. Actually, they reminded him of college students, only they had on dark blue uniforms. They weren’t cops, he realized immediately. It looked like they probably worked for the homeowners association or something.

“Excuse me, young man,” said the first girl. “Are you lost?”

Crinkling his brows, he looked at the girl, confused. Lost? What was he, some little kid or something?

“No. I’m good,” he said.

“Because you aren’t following the dress code,” said the other girl.

They both wore dark shades, making it impossible to read their eyes. Even so, their expressions seemed neutral, professional, yet there was this underlying hostility that he could just barely read.

Tyler never been in a situation like this before, so he tilted his head to the side and looked around, almost as though he might find some other piece of this social puzzle that would clarify everything.

“Dress code?” Tyler finally asked, thinking about the phrase. He hadn’t really heard it, not since graduating from high school. Even his college didn’t have one.

“Yes,” said the second girl. “The dress code. It’s actually very simple. Even a boy should be able to figure it out.”

His lips parted, separating into a look of confusion. Even a boy? What was that supposed to mean?

The girls walked closer and closer to him. He had only been out for a stroll, except now he found himself retreating back on the sidewalk. The girls reached down for the devices in their holsters.

They wore stun guns. He could see that right away, but he didn’t know what else they might have.

“Look, I think there has been some kind of mistake,” he said.

“Clearly,” one girl agreed.

The other security agent tilted her head at him. “Tell us where you live right now and we can escort you home so that you can be properly chastised for your bad behavior.”

“What are you talking about?” Only one thing made any sense to Tyler: these girls were crazy, they had stolen some kind of security car, and now they were driving around, looking for someone to harass.

It just happened to be him.

“The laws are very clear, sweetie. If you are out on your own, then you need to be in a choker at all times. Its symbolic and important because it makes it clear that you understand your place.”

“My place?”

“I love it when they repeat us,” said one of the girls.

They came closer and closer.

Something inside of him broke.

Up until this point, Tyler had figured this was some sort of joke or something, only now animal instincts took over. Considering he had always lived in nice neighborhoods, he never imagined confronting someone like this, so he didn’t know what to do. That’s why he turned around, and he ran.

He ran hard.

On some level, he felt silly for doing this. They were just a pair of girls!

But seriously, he needed to go back and talk to Nina, or even Tonya. In any case, there would be more than one person around, and he wouldn’t feel so outnumbered. Maybe this would be embarrassing later on, but he didn’t care. He cut across one lane, heading back toward their new house.

That’s when he heard it.

The kicked footsteps of the two girls as they darted after him.

He glanced over his shoulder for just a moment, he saw them. Their ponytails bobbed as they swung their arms and pressed down against the ground. They ran like track stars, cutting the distance between them second by second.

Fresh fear shot through his veins.

One of the girls pulled out her stun gun. She aimed, pulled the trigger, and the wired tips blasted out, flying across the distance between them.

Before his foot could hit the ground again, he felt that jab of metal. His shirt couldn’t protect him. An instant later, hot electricity surged through his body, hitting him, knocking him to the ground. He didn’t even feel the impact. Everything turned to pain until the world went mercifully black.

“This isn’t how I thought it was going to happen, but I guess it will work just as well. He and I can have a nice, long conversation.” Nina’s voice. “I’m sorry about all the trouble, thank you for bringing him home.”

“It’s no problem, ma’am. Actually, this has happened before. One wandered the neighborhood, looking for his wife wasn’t fun, but at least you guys were out on the porch. That simplified matters.”

“You know, he’s going to be really upset when he wakes up.” Tonya’s voice.

“That’s okay. At least this way, he’s going to believe me right away.”

Women laughing.

“Oh yeah,” said a different voice. The pitch was higher, so she sounded a little bit younger. Distantly, he recognized it as belonging to one of the security guards.

Security.

He wanted to open his eyes, to look around and figure out what was going on, but hearing those women talk made him nervous for some reason. He wanted to clench up, curl into a ball, and to hide.

His wife was there, however, so he should have felt safe. He didn’t. There was something in her tone. Condescending and knowing at the same time, she didn’t seem at all concerned by what had happened. What did she know? Had the security guards lied to her?

But then the girls started whispering back and forth to one another, and Tyler couldn’t make out the sounds.

Moments later, he heard footsteps, and the door closed.

“I know you’re awake, sweetie,” she said.

He didn’t move at first. Then he opened his eyes, and he wanted to rub some of the sleep from them. Of course what he had experienced wasn’t exactly sleep.

When he tried to lift his hands, he felt something hold them down. When he tried to move his feet, it was just the same. What was going on here?

Tyler knew he needed to focus on his wife because she had the answers, yet he still felt compelled to lift his head and looked down along his body.

First, he realized that he was naked.

Next, his insides froze and clenched at the same time because he saw the leather shackles wrapped around his ankles. Turning his head, he looked up to the left and right. Sure enough, a matching set of restraints held his hands in the corners of the bed.

They were in the bedroom of their new home, only he wasn’t grabbing his wife or flirting with her. Instead, he had been tied down after getting stunned by a pair of neighborhood security guards. What the hell was going on? As the recollections reformed in his brain, he wanted to disbelieve them, like this had all been some kind of bizarre nightmare or something.

As he looked around, Nina didn’t say anything. Finally, he turned his attention toward her. As he did so, he nearly expected her to be a different person. But there she stood with her dark brown hair pulled back into the ponytail he remembered from before. Her bright eyes were locked on his, and she wore a little quarter-smile. She even had on the same black dress with a white ribbon around her waist.

“Hey there, sweetie,” she said. “How are you feeling?”

He ached all over as though he had just run a marathon. Maybe that was what happened after getting electrocuted by a pair of random girls.

“What, what’s going on?”

“I’m sorry it happened this way. To be honest, I thought we are just going to sit down with a couple glasses of wine and have a conversation.”

“What is going on?” Tyler repeated.

“Are you familiar with female supremacy?”

“Female what?”

Nina giggled. “That’s what I thought. “Okay, so let me explain this to you in terms that you can understand.” She touched a finger to the corner of her mouth before proceeding, “We have moved to Bella Springs, and this is important because the city is very different.”

“Yeah, it was just built by a billionaire or something,” he said. Of course, he had read any number of glowing articles about the new construction.

“That’s all true, but the city also has another purpose. I guess you could call it an experiment.”

“What kind of experiment?”

“An experiment in social engineering. You see, here, there is a distinct division in terms of power based on gender. Out in the rest of the world, we blindly follow history. Our parents did one thing, their parents did something similar, and their grandparents started a system that didn’t make any sense, but it’s what we have inherited. In Bella Springs, things are a little bit more…logical.”

“Look, I don’t know what you think is going on here, but I want you to let me up right now,” Tyler started to growl at her.

She reached down and touched a finger to his lips. “I’m not done.”

His eyes got big. Over the course of their entire relationship, she had never talked to him like that before.

“Now,” she continued, sounding a little bit like a schoolteacher who had reestablished order. “I know this is going to be a difficult transition for you, especially because you have spent so much time in other cities, but this will be good for you. Female supremacy is a noble ideology.”

Narrowing his eyes, he glared at her slightly, but he didn’t bother saying anything, not even after she pulled her finger away from his mouth.

“In this city, there are two kinds of people, women and men. Women operate under most normal laws. Obviously, stuff like theft and murder are still illegal. But when it comes to the boys, the rules are a little bit different. You have dress codes, curfews, that sort of thing. If you want, I can get a list for you. We can probably find it online as well.”

At this point, he couldn’t control himself, “This sounds absolutely insane!”

“Shush,” she said. “Unless you need for me to punish you.”

“Punish me? I’m your husband! You can’t do this to me!”

“Are you sure about that?”

Tyler didn’t know how to respond. Finally, he licked his lips, took a breath, and then he said in a very clear and professional tone, “Nina, I want you to let me up right now. If you don’t, I’m going to—”

“What? What are you going to do? You might not like it yet, Tyler, but I’m the woman of this house, someone in charge. That means you aren’t allowed to drive, own property, or disobey me. And if you do, I am entitled to punish you however I see fit.”

At several points, he tried to speak up, yet her voice seemed to cut through the air, slashing away the detritus of his words.

When she eventually stopped, Nina looked down at him. Then her expression softened. “Oh, sweetie, I know that this is really confusing for you. You’ve spent all this time making your own decisions, but this is going to be good for both of us. You don’t want to be in charge, not really. I know you don’t.”

“You don’t know anything,” he said brazenly.

“I know that you can be trained,” she said.

He stared at her, clearly confused, only this time he didn’t want to ask for any information because that would put him at a disadvantage.

“Want to see?” Nina asked after a few more seconds.

He didn’t, not really, but she had already made up her mind. More importantly, she knew exactly what to do.

Reaching over to the nightstand, she picked up a small controller. It looked like something you might use to open a garage door or maybe turn on some speakers. She wiggled it on the air in front of him and smiled. “Can you feel it? You’re not entirely naked.”

He lifted his head and looked down along his body. His muscles were tensed, but he didn’t have on anything at all, no socks, pants, boxers, or a shirt. But then he gulped, and he felt some strange tension around the base of his throat.

What could it be?

Then he remembered how those girls had said something about a choker.

Oh no.

In this first couple of seconds, he refused to believe it. This psychological wall slammed into place behind his eyes because he couldn’t imagine his wife putting a collar around his neck. But what else could it be? He started to struggle against the restraints. For the first time, his wife had the opportunity to watch her naked husband fight his bonds. Like some primal beast, he struggled, thrashing about. He tried to kick, to punch, tear his way free. He fought with everything he had, channeling every ounce of strength he possessed into his limbs.

It didn’t do any good.

It didn’t have any effect at all, except to arouse his wife.

Of course, she had heard about moments like this. Before moving them to Bella Springs, she had imagined what it would be like to have her husband helpless before her, spread out and vulnerable.

This was so much more intense than she could have ever imagined!

Videos were one thing, but actually seeing it? Hearing him grunt with effort? Watching his skin redden as the blood pumped through his body? It was a delicacy.

When he finished, she pretended to be blasé about all of this. “Are you done?”

“I’m serious! You had better get this off of me right now!”

“I don’t think so,” she answered, lifting up the controller.

As many other women in The Bella Springs had done, she let her husband see the device for just a few seconds before she pressed down on one of the buttons.

Electricity surged through his skin, lighting up the pain receptors throughout his body.

Tyler had never experienced anything like this before. In one moment, he was tense and angry, but in the next, his back arched as his every muscle twitched and spasmed.

When the pain started to dissipate, he blinked rapidly. His eyes watered, blurring his sight. “You’re never going to do that again,” he said.

“Oh? Really?” She pressed the button one, two, three times.

Electricity zapped him, unrelenting and merciless. It slashed into his psyche, ripping apart every thought he possessed. Everything turned into a haze of pain until she climbed up on top of him and looked down into his eyes. “Tyler, this is going to be our life now. You can’t take the collar off. It’s locked on you. And you know what is really amazing? It actually has a satellite feature, meaning that I can punish you anywhere.” She smiled at him, nodded her head, almost as though she could read his thoughts and follow his line of thinking.

He accepted it then he asked her something she didn’t anticipate. “Who are you?”

It was such a simple question to ask, yet she still smiled down at him. “I’m your wife. Outside of the city, that would mean it would be my responsibility to take care of you. People might talk about equality and sharing power, but that’s not how it works, not really. Your friends would praise you if you did what I wanted. That’s not how it works here, Tyler.”

When she said his name, it was loaded with condescension, like she was addressing an inferior.

He blinked, pulled against the shackles, swallowed and felt his collar. As the sensations coursed through his body, he realized she didn’t see him as an equal, not any more.

“I’m your owner now, Tyler. You belong to me. Legally, psychologically, in every way that counts.” She smirked down at him, she merely wanted to laugh.

For the last couple of months, they had worked on moving to Bella Springs.

Like many other young couples, they came for the job opportunities. And just like with other couples, they would discover an entirely new way of life.

“Now, do I need to punish you again, or can you get down on your knees and promise your fidelity and obedience?”

His lips trembled as he started to speak again. “I, I don’t know.”

“Now you’re being very honest with me,” she said. “I’m glad. Because I love you, sweetie, and I don’t want to punish you.”

“And please, just let me out of the collar. We can leave right now!”

This time, she didn’t even seem to consider what he said. Instead, she threw her head back, and she just started laughing. “Leave? Why would I ever want to do that?”

“Because I can’t be happy here!”

“That’s because you don’t understand, not yet. But you will,” she told him.

“Understand? Understand what?”

This time, Nina reached down, and she dragged her fingertips along his body. She stroked his shoulders, the flat of his stomach, his pubis and thighs.

As she touched him, he was embarrassed to realize that his body betrayed him. His shaft to start too harden.

Over and over again, Tyler told himself that he didn’t like any of this, yet his erection made it clear that wasn’t true. On some level, some part of his physiology certainly reacted positively. Then she wrapped her lips around his shaft. She started to stroke him, working him up.

“You’re going to understand that you are a boy, and boys need to be controlled, and you can only be happy when you are thoroughly owned.”

“But that’s not true!” He sounded so vehement, so desperate to convince her.

Outside of the city, these points would have been obvious.

But this was Bella Springs, and the rules were different here.

“Yes, it is,” she said, smiling down at him. She sounded almost sympathetic, like she realized how difficult this would be for her boy. “This is a city of female supremacy, remember? That means women get to enjoy every advantage. Better pay, positions of leadership, a society where women are privileged and men are always at a disadvantage.”

“That’s not fair!”

“Sometimes the world isn’t supposed to be fair, Tyler,” she said. “Like when I let you up, you will do whatever I want. Because if you don’t, I will say a special word, and the collar will activate again. You don’t want that to happen, do you?”

Apparently, the collar didn’t just come with GPS tracking. It also had voice recognition, meaning she could breathe out a word, the sensors would recognize the sound, and then he would be punished. He shivered at the thought, pressing himself down into the mattress like he might be able to hide from the collar that was already locked around his neck.

“This can’t be happening,” he muttered.

“It is happening. This going to be good for us, for both of us, Tyler. I get to be your owner, and you get to be my slave. Just think about it.”

“I am! I already hate it!”

“Are you sure about that?” Nina asked as she continued to tease his body. She rubbed him gently, down and up again and again.

Emotionally and intellectually, he was frustrated. Physiologically, he was aroused.

Tyler had never experienced this kind of contrast or inconsistency before. His body had never seemed so treacherous!

“Tell me you understand. Tell me you’re going to be an obedient slave for me tonight. Promise that you will do whatever your Mistress commands.”

“You aren’t my Mistress! You’re my wife! You have to do what I say!”

Bitter hot anger surged through his body, granting him extra strength. He started to buck and thrash around on the bed once again, making the springs underneath groan. His wife, however, just watched him.

That she picked up the controller, and he snarled at her. He told her not to do it. He told her that there would be consequences if she did it.

She already knew what would happen, so she pushed the button. This time, she held it down with a pad of her thumb, the spiked jabs of electricity exploded through his body, stabbing into him from every direction all at once. He shouted out, desperate to make it stop.

She lifted her thumb off of the button, and he was panting, his eyes clenched shut.

“It won’t cause any damage,” she promised. “It will only help me modify your behavior. Now, are you my slave?”

Sullen and defiant, he kept his lips sealed shut. He didn’t intend to answer; he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of a response.

And yet, because he was silent, he showed her something. Tyler didn’t need to do it, but because he got quiet, that demonstrated an inability to continue to fight. He wasn’t arguing with her, not anymore.

This was just one more step toward his subservience.

She didn’t think it would be a long journey, not until his initial obedience anyway. As she tilted her head to the side, she knew that it would take a long time to completely tame him. But right now, she just wanted him on his knees, ready to acknowledge her authority.

“Now, are you my slave?” Nina repeated.

He glared at her, his expression tight with barely contained anger. He didn’t say anything.

She held up the controller in front of his eyes, which flickered. He kept looking at her, then at the device, then back at her again. As his attention bounced from one spot to the other, she ran her tongue along her teeth. “I guess you need another dose.”

A second before she pushed the button, he yanked against his restraints and called out, “No! Don’t do it!”

He was close to begging. Just not close enough.

She pressed of the button, and the collar came to life again, shooting volts of electricity into his sensitive body. Arching his back, he cried out, shouting, grunting, snarling, and thrashing about. It still didn’t do any good, however. He could fight as hard as he wanted, but he wasn’t escaping those restraints.

“You poor, poor boy. I want to feel bad for you, but this is all your fault.”

“Wha-what?” Tyler struggled to get out.

“Just think about it. I only punish you because you keep defying me. Stop it.” She smirked.

“That’s not true. That’s not fair.”

Because he insisted on contradicting her, she tapped the button again, lightly this time, for less than a second. Even so, he felt the jolt of pain a run through his body.

“Apologize.”

“I’m sorry!” Tyler quickly stammered.

“Good boy. Now, are you my slave?”

Tyler didn’t want to answer, yet his lips started to move. This felt more like a muscle spasm. But instead of just twitching, he told his wife what she really wanted to hear. “Yes.”

He didn’t raise his voice, nor did he sound especially proud of this fact.

“And if I let you up, what are you going to do?”

“I, I don’t know,” he told her truthfully.

“I do,” she said, more than willing to explain it to her enslaved boy. “If I let you up, you’re going to get down on your knees and promise to obey me. You’re going to swear that you will be obedient because I am in charge now.”

“Yes,” he said. “Fine. That’s what I will do.”

“And you remember what I said about your collar?”

“That it’s voice-activated?”

“Exactly. That means even if you got the controller away from me, I could still punish you with just a word. You don’t want me to do that, do you?”

“No!”

Before all of this, Tyler would’ve assumed that he had an incredibly strong will. Like so many other guys, he thought very highly of himself. Unfortunately, his arrogance was misplaced because humans are way more malleable than we like to believe.

“I’m going to kiss you,” she said.

She leaned in, she gently pressed her lips to his. Within seconds, the kiss became firmer. She pressed down harder, and her tongue explored his.

He didn’t want to react, only she grabbed his cock again, squeezing lightly so that he began to moan all over again.

She broke off the kiss, she reached up and freed his right wrist. As she loosened the restraints, he pulled his arm back, and then he looked up at her.

“Go ahead. Try to take it off. We both know you want to,” she said. Nina was right about that, so he grabbed onto his collar. It was snug around his neck. Within seconds, it got worse because he found that the small padlock dangling off to the side. He pulled on the leather. Not only that, he could feel the metallic band underneath. Nothing less than a chainsaw would be able to get this thing off. And if he tried, he would probably hurt himself pretty badly in the process.

He hated to admit it, but he was locked in this piece of training equipment for the moment.

Or until his wife decided to let him out.

Could he convince her?

As she leaned over and loosened his other restraints, he knew the answer. No, she wasn’t going to free him. Nina enjoyed this far too much.

“I think you’re ready. Show me that you know how to obey by getting down on your knees and promising to be obedient.” She turned those words into something of an observation, but also a command.

Naked but freed from the restraint, he started to move. As he did so, Tyler kept indulging his little fantasies where he might be able to jump off of the bed and tackle his wife. Maybe he could push her down to the carpeting and grab the device.

“Faster,” she commanded.

Just a second later, he found himself on his knees in front of her.

He had never imagined he might end up in the sort of position before.

“Just take the collar off of me. Please?”

“That’s not what I want to hear,” she said. “Try again.”

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands.

“You know what I find funny about your resistance? You’re smart boy, Tyler, so you know that you’re not going to be able to win. I can shock you into doing whatever I want. You are a pet now, a slave, and you will obey me. Really, it’s just a question of how hard you want to make this and how much you want to struggle.”

She was right.

He didn’t want to admit it, yet he had no choice. “Please, Mistress, I will be obedient,” he said to her.

“Kiss my shoes,” she ordered.

His eyes widened as his lips parted. No! That defiant thought instantly sprang out behind his eyes, yet he still gave her precisely what she wanted. He bent forward, he pressed his lips down against her shoes. He could smell the leather, and he felt the smooth material along his lips.

“Very good. Now, I’m going to pull off my panties, and I want you to kiss my legs and my inner thighs while you stay on your knees.”

“Do I have to?”

“What do you think?”

His nostrils flared, and he tried to think of something to say, but she touched the underside of his chin. “Yes, you have to,” she finished for him. Apparently, he wasn’t allowed to think. Or maybe his thoughts had simply been rendered irrelevant.

Hitching up her skirt, she pulled off her panties. Then she touched the back of his head and nudged him forward. As he slipped under her skirt, he could feel the heat of her thighs. He nuzzled her, leaning forward.

“Kiss me,” she commanded.

Thinking about the collar and the controller in her hand, he started to kiss her legs.

She pulled her feet apart, just a few inches, yet it was enough to expose her split.

“You know what I want,” she said.

Yes, he did.

Pressing himself forward, he puckered his lips and kissed her pussy. Already, he could taste her excitement.

Moments later, she lifted her skirt, put her hand on his forehead, and pushed him away. She walked over to the bed, laid herself down, and then she beckoned him forward with one curve of her finger. “Get over here,” she said.

Obediently, he started to walk over toward her.

“No, crawl.”

He exhaled through his teeth. Only a few feet stretched between him and the bed, but he still obeyed her. He lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, and he crawled. Then he climbed up onto the bed, and she reached out, placing her hand on the back of his head once again. She wove her fingers through his hair, pulled his face down between her legs, and she felt it as he started to lick her.

Nina had always been lucky in that her husband had never complained about servicing her orally. Even so, this felt very different. At this point, he no longer had a choice, and that made all the difference.

His tongue lapped at her slit, making her nice and wet. She could feel the juices flow between her legs as heat coalesced within her body. Oh yes, that felt incredible. Hot ecstasy began to vibrate and pulse all throughout her body. She tensed up as her nipples hardened and her mouth got dry. Damn it. This felt incredible!

If she had any regrets, it was just this: she wished she could have enslaved her husband along ago.

He licked at her pussy like an obedient slave, servicing her until his lips were wet and her body thrummed with primal need. More! She wanted more!

“Oh, you feel so good. That’s right. Show me that you belong to me,” she ordered. “Show me just how good my life is going to be while you stay in that collar, slave.”

From between her legs, he groaned with dismay, but that only made her laugh. She loved knowing that she could make him do this. She could have an orgasm whenever she liked! She could just snap her fingers in order him into that position, and he would scramble to give her exactly what she wanted!

What could be better than that?

His tongue continued to move, gliding up and down, up and down.

One orgasm rippled through her body, so he tried to pull away. She kept her hand on the back of his head, however. She shoved his face down between her legs once again. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” she reminded him.

Grimacing, he probably thought this was going to be his opportunity to try to negotiate with her or something. He still didn’t understand. He was property. He didn’t get to negotiate.

He would figure it out soon enough, Nina thought to herself. She would see to it.

Just as she was on the cusp of another burst of pleasure, she pulled his head back.

“Get down,” she said.

When he didn’t move fast enough, she wrestled him back to the bed. On his back now, he looked up as his wife straddled him.

She touched his shaft, making sure he was nice and hard. Then she positioned herself above him.

“Don’t you dare try to come without my permission,” she snarled at down at him. She wasn’t angry, but something visceral, animalistic, and very dangerous took a hold of her.

That little look of fear on his face made it very clear that he wouldn’t try to resist her.

Still straddling him, she lowered herself down onto his cock, and she started to ride him. Moving her hips forward and back, her body up and down, she showed him what it meant to be property. “You are mine now, slave. Say it.”

“I’m yours!”

“You’re my toy and my plaything. You’re property now, Tyler.”

“Yes, Mistress! I’m property!”

She pumped him, sliding her pussy up and down the length of his cock as she enveloped him and impaled herself.

She got closer and closer to an orgasm. She didn’t know if it was the physical stimulation, the psychological reward, or a combination of the two. Either way, she couldn’t help herself. She savored the pleasure as it exploded through her body. She clenched herself around him and growled, “Now! Come for me, slave!”

Tyler didn’t stand a chance.

He lost control, and he felt just how good it could be when he surrendered to his wife. His shaft pulsated as the pleasure raced through his body.

He arched his back and surrendered completely.

And when she was done, she pulled off of him and kissed him again. “That was just the start,” she promised. “Welcome to your new life, slave.”

She rested her head on his shoulder, and he wondered if he would ever be able to escape a life of obedience. No, he thought. She was going to train him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her.

She had already won.

The End


Connect with me:

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

My favorite games:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.


Other Works by Anna Ritter

Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction 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 rather 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 now sees 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 a pristine lake, 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 owns his girlfriend, but 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.
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