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   Wrong Again 
 
      
 
    “Wake up!” 
 
    Their eyes popped open as they heard those commands. All down the dormitory hallway, young women slammed their palms on the doors, waking up in the boys in their rooms. 
 
    “It’s happening,” said Tyler. 
 
    Kyle opened his eyes like the others. He heard the command again, “Wake up. Wake up and get out here right now!” 
 
    The boys groaned, yawned, and asked one another questions. Sure, there had been rumors about strange ceremonies and bizarre rituals at Bella Springs University, but those were just stories people passed around online or whispered when there weren’t any girls around, right? 
 
    Kyle didn’t believe it. 
 
    He went to the door. Just before he could open it himself, it swung inward, bumping against his shoulder. There was a girl in a dark red skirt and black blouse. She had her hair tied back into a severe bun, and she glared at him. “Get dressed. You have five minutes. If you aren’t ready to go, then you will be expelled. Understand?” 
 
    Kyle reached out, but the young woman had already turned away. Now she was unlocking another door on the other side of the hall. Another disheveled, confused looking boy heard those same words. 
 
    This is insane,” Kyle muttered. 
 
    “It’s college,” said one of his roommates. 
 
    Tyler shook his head, “I don’t think so. I mean, my sister told me things when I enrolled here. I didn’t believe them. Seriously, this could be the Sister Ceremony.” 
 
    “That’s nothing but an urban legend,” said Mark, Kyle’s other roommate. 
 
    “It doesn’t really matter,” Kyle said. “One way or another, we have to get dressed. We don’t want to get expelled over something like this.” 
 
    “Do you really think they could expel us?” 
 
    “No way,” Kyle said. But if he really believed those words, then why did he scramble to get his jeans and T-shirt on? 
 
      
 
    Bella Springs University. Like the rest of the city, it was almost entirely brand-new. The college hadn’t even graduated its first class. 
 
    When Kyle first enrolled, he didn’t know precisely what to expect, but it hadn’t been this. Yeah, the brand-new buildings were pretty impressive and predictable with their glass façades and the various statues all around campus. He loved the expansive lawns, tall buildings, and the random works of art. 
 
    Statues of famous and powerful women from history seemed to pop up almost everywhere. They were meant to, although the boys were almost always accompanied by a woman. 
 
    Kyle overheard some guys saying that this was a specific design choice. For his part, Kyle didn’t really believe it. He understood that, throughout history, women had been put at a disadvantage, so it made sense someone decided to give the females a little bit more attention. That was fine with him. 
 
    After all, there were so many stupid conspiracy theories. He may have only been a freshman, but he still heard those whispers. Lots of guys wondered if maybe the college had been specifically designed to encourage female leadership. Nothing was written down officially. And yet, why were all of the computer science and engineering majors female? There had to be at least one guy in one of those programs, right? 
 
    It wasn’t like the school specifically selected boys and pushed them into the arts, was it? 
 
    No. No way. Kyle refused to believe it. 
 
    But then, he didn’t think random girls could wake him up in the middle of the night either. By the time he made it outside, he realized it was actually significantly later than he first expected. The horizon already started to glow a warm shade of pink as he and the other boys were escorted from their dormitory and toward the Student Union. 
 
    Kyle noticed a girl from one of his classes. He quickly walked over to her and asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “It’s the Sister Ceremony,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Wait, what? That’s real?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” she said. “This is going to be really good for you boys.” 
 
    “But it’s not a real ceremony, it’s not what people say, is it?” 
 
    His classmate shrugged. “I don’t know,” she confessed. “I’ve never done this before. I’m a freshman just like you.” When she flashed him a smile, Kyle didn’t really believe her. Was she lying? Maybe. Was she messing with him? It certainly seemed like it, but he didn’t dare accuse her of anything. 
 
    The confused mass of boys made their way into the Student Union, past the cafeteria, and into a large auditorium. There were more girls here, all of whom wore the same dark red skirts and black blouses. 
 
    The girls had no problem ordering the boys around. They directed each male down one aisle or another. 
 
    Several of the boys pulled out their cell phones, and girls came up to them. “Give it to me,” said each female. 
 
    The boys looked around, confused. This was college, and they had every right to hold onto their devices. Didn’t they? 
 
    Kyle didn’t think any of these girls would really be able to confiscate a phone, but then he was proven wrong. 
 
    “If you don’t give it to me right now, young man, I can have you expelled.” 
 
    “This is such BS,” said the guy. But then he gave up his device. The girl took it, stuffed it in her pocket, and walked off. She wore a condescending, triumphant grin. Clearly, she enjoyed having this kind of authority over a boy. 
 
    Kyle remained quiet. 
 
    This didn’t make any sense. 
 
    Within minutes, another girl came by, and she began to demand their phones. Those boys, like Kyle, who hadn’t already given up their devices suddenly had to fish them from their pockets and hand them over. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “It’s the Sister Ceremony,” said the girl with the plastic bin. She took his phone. 
 
    “Come on. That can’t be real,” he said again, but with less certainty this time. 
 
    This girl must’ve been a little bit older, maybe a sophomore or junior. She grinned at him, revealing her teeth, and said, “Keep telling yourself that.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t be here. I don’t have a sister,” he replied. 
 
    “Just stay in your seat like a good boy.” 
 
    Kyle gave a snide shake of his head, crossed his arms, and leaned back in his chair. This had to start soon, and then he would figure out what was going on. 
 
      
 
    Throughout history, women found themselves at a disadvantage. Women had higher pitched voices, they were shorter, and they generally lacked the education and social gravitas needed to assert themselves. Through most of American history, women had to defer to masculine authority. 
 
    Kyle understood all of this, and he believed it was wrong. That was one reason why he had picked Bella Springs University in the first place. Sure, he had heard some of the rumors, but he didn’t really believe them. A college where women were given leadership positions while boys were treated as second-class citizens? 
 
    No way. 
 
    Besides, the University offered him a really good tuition rate. 
 
    It couldn’t be a trap. Right? 
 
    Kyle glared up toward the stage. 
 
    After a few minutes, he noticed that the girls had withdrawn. One boy got up, and he headed toward the door, but it refused to budge. 
 
    He didn’t really think they could be locked in here. He was wrong again. 
 
    The trapped males walked around, remained seated, or whispered back and forth. 
 
    Eventually, the lights shut off. Darkness swallowed up the entire auditorium until one beam of light cut down across the stage. 
 
    A young woman stepped out, and she was dressed just like the others. Even so, she had a nearly regal bearing. Holding up a microphone, she called out, “Good morning, boys.” 
 
    The young men stared up at her. 
 
    “I said, good morning. I expect you all to reply in kind.” 
 
    There were a few halfhearted answers of, “Good morning.” 
 
    The young woman clicked her tongue and shook her head as she walked back and forth. She slid her gaze across the audience, not that she would be able to see them past the harsh illumination of her spotlight. 
 
    Still, her eyes settled on Kyle for a moment, and his insides clenched. She probably had that effect on most of the young men in the auditorium. “My name is Samantha, and I’m going to be your guide to this Sister Ceremony.” 
 
    These girls weren’t anywhere near as smart as they thought if they expected Kyle to participate. For one, he didn’t have a sister! Second, the Sister Ceremony only applied to boys whose sisters actually attended the college, right? 
 
    That’s what Kyle had heard, and he never imagined the possibility that the girls intentionally seeded the rumor mill with inaccurate information. 
 
    Samantha smiled out of the group, “I want you to know that I’m very impressed with you boys. First off, few men are brave enough to attend a campus like this one. Did you know that ninety-percent of our student population is female?” 
 
    There were whispers as the boys discussed this. 
 
    “It’s true,” Samantha said. “You see, our college is very forward-looking. We will establish a new order, one where women are charged with leadership while boys are taught to obey.” 
 
    The boys were still looking back and forth at one another. They couldn’t really see much in the gloom, but Kyle knew his face reflected that same confusion. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about this too much. Our entire city is built upon a belief that women are now ready to assume the mantle of leadership.” 
 
    More murmurs. More questions. 
 
    Her voice cut across the air as she continued, “This is right and natural. At some point, maybe men deserved to rule because survival depended on physical strength, but that is no longer the case. In fact, women are better multitaskers and are far more empathetic.” 
 
    A couple of guys murmured their assent. Others were groaning or angrily commenting on why she was wrong. 
 
    “But today is a special day because we are going to show you just how the world can really work. Once you accept your place as a subordinate, you’re going to be so much happier. It’s taking place across Bella Springs, and eventually, female supremacy will seize control of the entire world. Certain ideas simply need to dominate, and that’s what you will find here. You boys are lucky. You get to learn about this before so many other men.” 
 
    She stopped, smiled, and called out, “Can I have Austin Reeves come up here?” 
 
    Silence descended for a few seconds. A second spotlight shot down into the audience, only it started to scan until it fell upon one boy who nervously rose to his feet. 
 
    “Come on up here, Austin,” Samantha instructed. As he made his way forward, she leaned out and looked out at the rest of the audience. “As I’m sure you already figured out, the doors are locked. More importantly, this assembly is mandatory. I’m sure you have all heard of the Sister Ceremony. The rumors were true, you will be punished, and you will start to learn your place. Now, if you try anything inappropriate, you will be expelled. Not only that, the women who run Bella Springs University have a great deal of power and authority. Trust me. If you get kicked out of here, you will not attend another college. You won’t be allowed to have any sort of education. Oh, and they will bury you in lawsuits.” 
 
    “That’s not possible!” Someone shouted those words. 
 
    Samantha glanced over at the disembodied voice and she said, “Are you really willing to take that risk? You know how the world works. Ours is a society that is dominated by money and wealth. Bella Springs is Stacy Farber’s personal project. And what is she again? Oh, that’s right. She is a billionaire.” 
 
    Kyle heard the words, and he tried to push them aside. 
 
    Then he glanced over. By this point, his eyes had started to adjust to the deep shadows, so he saw some of the girls. 
 
    “Oh,” Samantha said, snapped her fingers just as Austin made his way up onto the stage, “The girls here all have shock batons.” She grinned, winked out at the audience, and touched a finger to her lips. “Don’t tell anyone, okay?” She made this sound like some silly prank… 
 
    Kyle glanced over and he saw one girl walking up and down the center aisle. Sure enough, she twirled a baton in the palm of her hand. He had no idea whether or not he could truly be electrified, not until she realized she had many of the boys looking at her. That’s when she pressed a button, and he saw the flair of blue electricity at the tip of her instrument. 
 
    Kyle never would have believed this. And that’s why he was wrong again. 
 
    Someone got angry. Someone got aggressive. 
 
    A big guy with broad shoulders jumped to his feet. He marched up to the girl with the baton, but she didn’t hesitate. Before he could do anything more than snarl some vague, incoherent threat, she jabbed him right in the stomach with the tip of her baton. The electrodes brightened with another flash of blue before the electricity exploded into his body. He dropped. 
 
    “Boys,” called out that young woman, “This is what happens if you misbehave. Now sit down right now. You’re already in enough trouble.” 
 
    On stage, Samantha chuckled, “You should definitely listen to Amanda. She knows what she’s talking about.” 
 
    There were a few reluctant boys, but they all sat back down. 
 
      
 
    Confident that she could control the males in the room, Samantha turned back to Austin who had been standing there like some servant. 
 
    “Austin, do you have a little sister?” 
 
    “Yes?” He obviously sounded nervous as she held the microphone in front of him. 
 
    “And how old is your little sister?” 
 
    “She’s seventeen,” he said. 
 
    “So you’re a year older?” 
 
    “I am,” he replied. 
 
    “Well, have you been a good brother?” 
 
    “I guess?” 
 
    Austin looked so nervous. His cheeks were bright red under the harsh glare of the spotlight, and he kept glancing around as though he expected something to pop out at any moment. 
 
    “Care to try again? You don’t really sound sure of yourself.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, stiffening his back and hardening his resolve. “I’ve always done my best to be a good brother.” 
 
    Samantha hissed through her teeth, “Oh, I don’t think that’s what she says.” 
 
    Another spotlight appeared, this one filled by a girl in a black dress. She waved at the assembled boys. 
 
    In the background, another pair of girls brought out a chair and set it down behind Samantha. A chair? Really? What was that for? 
 
    Samantha turned back to the boy. “If you could say anything to your sister right now, what would it be? How would you apologize?” 
 
    “I, uh, don’t know?” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Samantha said, giving him one last chance. 
 
    “I’ve been a good brother.” 
 
    “Get on your knees,” she said. 
 
    Austin didn’t know what to do; that much was obvious, especially since he had been chosen first. He looked out at the crowd, mumbled something, and that’s when a girl snuck up on him. 
 
    He never saw the tip of the baton, and the audience was too stunned to call out a warning. He dropped to his knees just as another girl stepped onto the stage. “This is your little sister, Vanessa, and I think she would like to talk to you.” 
 
    Samantha handed off the microphone. Vanessa only looked a little bit younger than Austin, but she still tilted her head to the side and smirked as she asked, “Do you really think you are a good big brother?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    She interrupted him, “You know what, I don’t even want to hear it.” 
 
    He looked out toward the audience, as though he expected some of the men to help him. 
 
    Like the other males in the auditorium, Kyle was frozen in place. He couldn’t rise up. He didn’t know what he could do or say to make this stop. 
 
    “Ladies,” Vanessa said, addressing the women who stood off to the sides, “My brother here loved to pick on me when I was a little girl. He would take my toys, break them, and even chase me around the house.” She shook her head from side to side. “And now, I’m really grateful that I get the opportunity to punish him for it. But first, Austin, I’m going to give you the chance to apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
    Vanessa threw her head back and laughed. 
 
    As Kyle watched all of this, he held onto the armrests and pushed his fingers down against of the plastic shells. His knuckles turned white, but at least he didn’t need to worry about this kind of abject humiliation. These girls thought they were so smart, but they didn’t really know how the world works. He didn’t have a sister, so it wasn’t like they could call someone out to tease him. 
 
    He held onto this one fundamental truth. He didn’t know it yet, but he was wrong again. 
 
      
 
    Vanessa looked over at her big brother and said, “Last chance. Try to apologize, and I want you to mean it. I mean, you look really cute on your knees, but that’s not good enough.” 
 
    Austin glanced down as though he hadn’t realized he was in this subjugated position before his little sister. 
 
    Vanessa held out her hand, and one of the females stepped up and put something in her palm. It took Kyle a few seconds to realize what it was. Another whispered murmur washed over the audience of young men. 
 
    That girl now held a paddle. Not only that, she gently tapped it against the palm of her hand as she looked down at her big brother. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said faster this time. “I’m sorry if I was a jerk. I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings.” 
 
    “If?” Vanessa snorted. “What is it with boys? Why are they always so, so terrible at apologizing?” 
 
    From her side of the stage, Samantha called out, “They’re arrogant. They can’t help themselves. They have been in charge for way too long.” She grinned again, “But that’s going to change right now. To all the boys in the room, you need to learn to obey. That’s why we have the Sister Ceremony in the first place.” 
 
    Vanessa walked over to the chair, she sat down with her back straight and her knees bent. Then she tapped her lap. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” Austin asked. 
 
    Samantha giggled and said, “I think your little sister wants you to crawl over to her and get on her lap.” 
 
    Sure enough, Vanessa still held the paddle in the palm of her hand. 
 
    No. No way. 
 
    Like all of the other boys, Kyle didn’t believe this could really happen. He heard whispers about how this was a violation of their rights, but did that matter? Rights were based on legal codes, and legal codes were written by people. If the women who ran Bella Springs had enough money and enough skilled lawyers, could they make sure this was legal? 
 
    When all the boys enrolled at Bella Springs University, they signed a bunch of documents and contracts? Kyle doubted many of the young men here actually bothered reading through the legal text. Like so many other people, they were accustomed to signing legal documents like terms of service and hoping for the best. 
 
    “Trust me, big brother, you don’t want me to have to drag you up here.” 
 
    Austin licked his lips. He glanced out at the audience one more time as if he hoped for someone to save him. But then he started to crawl. 
 
    No, Kyle thought. He couldn’t do it. But this boy was wrong again because he watched one of his peers surrender to his bratty little sister. 
 
    “Pull down your pants,” Vanessa said. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Austin replied. 
 
    “I can get a shock baton if you want,” Vanessa teased him. 
 
    Austin rose up onto his knees, he unbuttoned his pants, and he pulled them down. 
 
    If Vanessa objected to seeing him half naked, she didn’t say anything. On the contrary, she smiled at him like this was somehow funny. 
 
    With every second, Kyle told himself this would come to some logical conclusion. As far as he believed, these girls couldn’t do this. There had to be some kind of rule in place to stop them from taking control like this. 
 
    And yet, Austin soon found himself spread across his little sister’s lap. 
 
    “I’m going to paddle you now,” Vanessa announced for the benefit of her audience. “And when I’m done, you will apologize and promise to be an obedient brother from now on. Understand?” 
 
    Austin didn’t answer. 
 
    She smacked his ass with the paddle. 
 
    Kyle and the other boys flinched when they heard that clap reverberate through the auditorium. 
 
    “Understand?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Good,” she said. At that moment, Austin tried to say something else. He attempted to speak, but she cut him off with a quick flurry of strikes against his naked buttocks. 
 
    Kyle wished he could close his eyes, but some perverse sense of curiosity forced him to continue watching. He glanced around, and the same seemed to be true for almost every boy in the auditorium. These young men couldn’t help it. 
 
    Deep down, they all wanted to see Austin rebel. He was bigger than his sister. He should have been able to jump to his feet, grab her, and put her in her place. And yet, all of the men in this room were taller and stronger than the females. So why didn’t they rebel? Why didn’t they fight back? 
 
    Kyle expected it. In fact, he told himself that he would follow any of the guys who stood up and said this couldn’t be allowed to continue. And yet, no one stood. No one rose or resisted. The boys just looked on, horrified. 
 
    The paddling finished. 
 
    By this point, Austin’s backside glowed a bright shade of red. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry was a bad brother! I’m sorry I broke your toys. I was a jerk, and I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!” 
 
    Vanessa flashed a wicked grin. “Oh, that’s okay, Austin. Just promise you’ll be a good, obedient brother from now on, and we can forget this ever happened.” 
 
    Yeah, right. Austin would never, ever be able to forget something like this had transpired. His little sister just stripped him of every shred of dignity he once possessed. 
 
    “I…” He gulped and tried again. “I promise, I’m going to be an obedient brother from now on.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. She reached into her pocket, drew out a collar, locked it around his neck, and attached a leash. The young men watched this, yet they couldn’t comprehend what they were seeing. Then she called out loud enough for every male in the chamber to hear, “Crawl, Austin.” Then she led him off of the stage. 
 
    Silence descended. 
 
    Samantha looked out at the young men. “Boys, it’s time for Henry Sanderson to come up.” 
 
      
 
    The boys had to watch, one after another. 
 
    Each session only took a few minutes, especially because the boys got better at pleading and promising they were sorry, yet that hardly made any difference, mostly because plenty of the girls didn’t accept these apologies. 
 
    The boys couldn’t force them to do anything. 
 
    The girls could take their time. Some of them decided to give their big brothers just one paddling. A quick blow might be enough. Other girls, however, took their time. They wanted to make sure his backside was a bright shade of crimson or scarlet. 
 
    Kyle sat back as much as he could and tried not to draw attention to himself. But then, Samantha called out his name, “Kyle Saunders.” 
 
    No. No way. 
 
    He stood, and he did his best to sound appropriately deferential when he called out, “I don’t have a sister.” 
 
    That’s when she stepped out onto the stage. 
 
    He didn’t have a biological sister, but he did have a stepsister. 
 
    Caitlin always carried herself with an almost mythical air, like this girl could easily pass herself off as anywhere between fourteen and twenty-one. She had an impish smile, dimples, and a couple of adorably strategic freckles. At the same time, she knew exactly how to pout or smile. She could wink in just the right way to make men wonder what it might be like to kiss her or wrap their arms around her. Kyle had witnessed her flirt with a few guys, and she literally had them on their knees in front of her once. 
 
    Sure, it had been some kind of game, yet that hardly mattered. When Caitlin walked into a room, boys noticed. It helped that she didn’t just have a sweet face. Between her long legs, slender arms, big breasts, and narrow waist, this girl looked like a model. If she puckered her lips or leaned forward just a little bit, guys noticed. They couldn’t help it. It was like a magnetic pole, and Caitlin knew exactly how to use their attention. She could wrap their minds around her little finger and play with them. 
 
    Even now, Kyle could sense the guys near him sit up. 
 
    They didn’t realize they were doing it. They didn’t understand just how much power this young woman had over them. 
 
    When he saw her, the color drained away from his cheeks. Kyle saw her as she stepped toward the middle of the stage. Her high heels clicked against of the wooden planks, and she put her hands on her hips for just a moment. 
 
    Kyle didn’t move. Then she beckoned him forward with the curve of one finger. 
 
    Kyle still didn’t move, not until Caitlin called out, “Get up here, Kyle. You don’t want to make me mad.” 
 
    That was obviously true, yet he still remained frozen in place. 
 
    “Last chance, big brother.” 
 
    Big brother. She taunted him with that title. 
 
    Something inside of him broke, he rose to his feet, and he marched between the seats and into the center aisle. Then he made his way up the steps onto the stage. 
 
    She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her. “Get on your knees.” 
 
    Kyle had to try something else, so he leaned forward and whispered to her, “Please, you don’t have to do this. Look, if you’re mad about something, we can talk about it in private.” 
 
    Caitlin looked right into his eyes. Under the bright shine of the spotlight, she seemed almost angelic. Her skin practically glowed, and she studied him for several seconds. That’s when he realized she wore makeup. 
 
    This shouldn’t have affected Kyle because he was her stepbrother, and he wasn’t supposed to notice the curves of her breasts or the gorgeous contours of her legs. One time they went to the beach, he had to fight hard to keep from studying his stepsister in her bikini. The hot red of that tight fabric against her breasts, but, in between her legs wasn’t supposed to draw his focus. 
 
    The same held true now; her lips practically shined with a darker shade of dangerous red. A little bit of eye shadow made her irises that much brighter. 
 
    “Get on your knees, boy.” 
 
    Boy. 
 
    When he first arrived at Bella Springs University, a couple of girls called him “boy”. But when they said it, the word seemed playful and teasing, like a new version of flirting. When she called him “boy,” she made it clear he was a second-class citizen, an animal, property… 
 
    She stripped him of his status. 
 
    She made him into something to be owned… 
 
    That’s what this was about, Kyle finally realized. The other boys who had already come up here learned that lesson the hard way. 
 
    He looked at his stepsister. “I’m not going to do it,” he told her. “I’m not going to play this game. Just take me off of the stage, and we can talk about this.” 
 
    That’s when she crouched down for just a moment. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t figure out what she had planned, not until her fingers tightened around the baton. She lifted it up, pressed her thumb to the button, and looked right into his eyes. 
 
    “On your knees,” she ordered. “On your knees right now, boy.” 
 
    His throat clenched, he swallowed back some of the excessive moisture in his mouth, but he still didn’t move. 
 
    Deep down, he didn’t believe his stepsister would really do this. He couldn’t accept any kind of scenario where a petite girl like Caitlin would be able to overpower him. His disbelief didn’t last long, not when she had the baton in her hand. 
 
    He stared at her hard, focused and unwilling to believe she could actually use it. 
 
    As far as he was concerned, Caitlin was a cute girl with blonde hair, blue eyes, and a great body. She wouldn’t have the will for something like this. 
 
    He was wrong again. 
 
    She jabbed him hard right in the stomach. At the same time, she pressed the button on the electrified baton. The energy flashed through the machine, through the electrodes, and into his body. 
 
    Hot pain sizzled and roiled through him. It caught him off guard, knocking him down to his knees. Out in the audience, other boys who were also being subjugated and educated watched as one of their own fell after getting punished by his stepsister. 
 
    Forgetting about everyone else, Kyle looked up at her. At this point, she twirled the baton in her hand, spinning it in front of him. “Do you want another dose?” 
 
    He started to shake his head. 
 
    “I think you do,” she replied, poking him again. Another blast of electricity rocketed through his body, making him cry out. 
 
    His shout of dismay echoed against the auditorium’s cavernous walls. 
 
    “Now, are you ready to apologize?” Caitlin called out. Her voice washed over every boy and girl in the auditorium. They all heard her. They all recognized her confidence and authority. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    She jabbed him, and he flinched, but she didn’t push the button this time. “Louder and clearer,” she commanded. A little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth because she enjoyed watching him twitch. Like so many other girls, she could enjoy seeing that flash of fear across his face. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I’m ready to apologize.” 
 
    With her arms crossed over her chest, she looked down at him. “Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I was a brat. I’m sorry I have been a terrible stepbrother. I didn’t give you the consideration you deserved.” The words tumbled from his mouth, but Kyle wasn’t even sure exactly what he was saying. He had never been especially cruel to her, as far as he knew. 
 
    So what did this girl want? As far as he could tell, he didn’t have anything to apologize for. When their parents got together, Kyle mostly left her alone… 
 
    “Pathetic,” she said with a sneer and shake of her head. “Just pathetic!” 
 
    “I’m—” 
 
    Caitlin jabbed him, pushed of the button, and sent another blast of electricity racing through his body. It felt as though every patch of skin was suddenly on fire. It only lasted for a moment, but he kept twitching as she looked down at him. 
 
    When the pain finally stopped, he scrambled back up onto his knees. He looked up along the length of her body. He saw her high heels and of the smooth velvet of her shoes, her beautifully muscled legs, the hem of her skirt, and the smooth silk of her blouse. This girl could have walked into any major corporation and presented herself as an executive, and people would have believed it despite her obvious youth. 
 
    “Tell me you’re sorry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he replied right away. 
 
    “You know what you’re apologizing for?” 
 
    He closed his eyes and shook his head, “No.” 
 
    She leaned down and dropped her voice to a whisper so only he could hear her, “Apologize for being a boy. Apologize for your natural inferiority.” 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he looked up at her as she straightened her back again. Daintily, she swung the tip of the baton around as she enjoyed waiting for him. Still, he knew her patience would run out eventually, so he had to get this right. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for my inferiority.” 
 
    “Not good enough,” she said. 
 
    He flinched before she even lifted the baton. But after another couple of seconds, he opened one eye, then the other. Caitlin strolled back across the stage and over to the chair where the other girls had sat. 
 
    He knew what was coming next. He would be forced to drop his pants and crawl across her lap. 
 
    When he looked across the stage, his eyes met hers, and he gave a quick, frantic shake of his head. Silently, he tried to plead with her: Please, don’t make me do it. Please, you can’t! 
 
    If she understood it, she didn’t care. 
 
    “Come here,” she said as she picked up the paddle. “You know what you have to do.” 
 
    If he didn’t crawl over to her, she would grab the baton and shock him again and again. If he tried to run away, he might get expelled. 
 
    Would it be worth it? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Maybe the women ruled this campus, but they couldn’t have this kind of power everywhere, could they? Surely, there would be other campuses where the female agenda hadn’t yet taken over. 
 
    With all of this in mind, he rose to his feet, and he took one step closer toward his stepsister. 
 
    Caitlin grinned at him, her eyes shining with wild ecstasy as she anticipated the moment of getting to paddle this boy. He might have been bigger and stronger, but she was female, and that meant she was in charge. She was his superior and always would be. This lesson would take a long time for the boys to truly absorb, but that was the point of the Sister Ceremony; they could get started here and now. 
 
    He took another step and hesitated. 
 
    No. 
 
    He couldn’t do this. He wouldn’t do this. 
 
    Wrong again, Kyle made up his mind, and he darted across the stage. He ran for the exit. He made it to the short stairwell that led toward the exit before two girls stepped in front of him. He didn’t know their names, but it hardly mattered. They both had the same type of baton in hand as they looked right at him. 
 
    “It up back on stage, one of them chided. “You don’t want to be punished by anyone other than your sister, do you?” 
 
    Kyle didn’t have any kind of plan, but he told himself he was a man. He was bigger and stronger. Men had ruled for thousands of years, and it wasn’t about to stop here or now. That’s why he tried to step right between them. He assumed that they wouldn’t have the will power or strength to use the batons on him. 
 
    He was wrong again. 
 
    They both jabbed him. They both fried the disobedient boy before them. His knees buckled, and he fell. 
 
    One of the girls grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. “Get back on stage right now, or we will make sure you regret it.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t make any sort of conscious decision. Instead, he scrambled back up onto the stage as ordered. 
 
    A couple of the girls out in the audience started cheering and hooting when they saw him crawl back up. 
 
    Caitlin just glanced over at him and tapped her lap. “Come over here, boy.” 
 
    Boy. 
 
    They turned those three letters into an insult. 
 
    But still, he crawled across the stage, and it was only when she put out her hand to stop him that he froze. “Drop your pants and underwear,” she called out, loud enough for every single person in the auditorium to hear her. 
 
    With an audible gulp, he obeyed. He loosened his belt, pulled down his pants and boxers and he crawled across her lap. She held out her hand, and one of the other female students handed her the paddle. 
 
    “Now, I’m sure you think this won’t be a big deal because of how I’ve already punished you, but let’s see if I can make sure you feel this.” 
 
    “That’s not—” Kyle started to say, but then he felt the bite of the paddle for the first time. 
 
    She swung it down, striking hard against his backside. His buttocks started to shift to a shade of pink almost immediately. 
 
    Caitlin, fully aware of her audience, let out a boisterous laugh, “Oh, that’s perfect. I love this shade of pink! But you know what I love even more than pink? Red!” 
 
    Kyle attempted to brace himself. 
 
    At first, he truly wished to believe that a paddling would hurt less than the electrical shocks from the tip of her baton. And yet, she brought her arm down hard, the solid wood connected, and he felt the wild burst of pain. It focused right there against his backside, only to splash out into the rest of his body. 
 
    He bit down and refused to make a sound. 
 
    He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of hearing him cry out after he got paddled. 
 
    “Tell everyone here that you’re inferior.” 
 
    He shook his head from side to side. 
 
    Yeah, she could pull out the baton again, but he didn’t think she would make that choice. For once, he was right. 
 
    She paddled him again. She struck hard and fast, making sure the walloping sting shot through his body. 
 
    “Tell everyone here that you’re inferior because you’re a boy.” 
 
    “No,” he growled back. 
 
    She paddled him five times in quick succession. The flat piece of wood jumped from the left side of his body to the right as she picked different spots. She was playing with him, he knew, yet it hardly mattered. 
 
    “Tell everyone here that you’re inferior because you’re a boy,” she ordered again. 
 
    “I won’t!” Kyle called out. 
 
    Some of the other boys had been defiant, but not like this. 
 
    Then again, Kyle was the only male who actually tried to run off. 
 
    Maybe he sensed a genuine frustration from his stepsister; maybe he understood that Caitlin was getting truly annoyed. 
 
    But then, she grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and she leaned in and whispered, “If you don’t break, I’m going to have to take you back to a special room where I can punish you in other ways.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t understand, not until she gently brushed her fingers along the contours of his ass. 
 
    What was she saying? What kind of message did she wished to communicate with him? 
 
    An idea occurred to him, but he refused to acknowledge it. No. No way. It couldn’t be that. 
 
    Could it? 
 
    Realizing he was probably wrong again, Kyle swallowed back his trepidation. 
 
    Without giving him any more time to think about this, she unleashed another flurry. The paddle flew down, connecting hard and fast. With every blow, the pain washed over him. Yes, it originated right at his backside, yet it flashed through his body, rippling into his arms and legs, to the very core of his being. 
 
    “I’m inferior!” Kyle finally called out, breaking for his stepsister. 
 
    Caitlin demonstrated her ability to train a boy. “I’m inferior because I’m a boy. I can’t help it. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything I did. I’m sorry I’m inferior!” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t have to be sorry for that,” she said. “You just have to acknowledge it,” she said with the taunting authority and condescending tone of a babysitter chiding her charge. 
 
    Caitlin continued, “There’s nothing wrong with being inferior, so long as you know how to behave. Do you know how to behave, Kyle?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “And how should you behave?” 
 
    When he didn’t answer right away, she leaned down and whispered just for him to hear, “Promise your obedience.” 
 
    Obedience. 
 
    Instantly, he absolutely hated the word. If he promised obedience, didn’t that make him sound like a dog? Didn’t that make him sound like a pet or an animal? 
 
    Yes, it did, yet that hardly mattered because this girl could have whatever she desired. 
 
    “I promise to be obedient,” he said after several long seconds. During that time, the auditorium remained still, probably because all of the other boys broke so much faster. Not Kyle. Yes, he gave her what she craved, but at least he resisted for a few more seconds, maybe an entire minute. 
 
    He could be proud of that, couldn’t he? 
 
    “Will you be obedient like a dog?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Will you be obedient like a slave?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Like the other girls, she pulled out a collar and tightened it around his neck. 
 
    Then she attached to the leash, and she walked to the edge of the stage before turning about. The girls applauded. The boys who remained in the audience stared on in stony silence, probably because they knew they would face similar fates. 
 
    But if they didn’t like that, it hardly mattered. They were boys, and they needed to be trained. 
 
    She pulled on his leash, and he found himself crawling behind her. 
 
      
 
    Once they stepped off of the stage, Kyle started to stand up again, but she raised the baton over him. “Stay down,” she ordered. 
 
    “What are you talking about? The ceremony’s over,” he told her. 
 
    “Cute,” Caitlin commented. She tugged on his leash and guided him toward the back of the auditorium. He saw the different dressing rooms, and she strode toward the one at the very end of the hallway. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Kyle asked. 
 
    He thought about trying to remove the leash himself, but something held him back. He didn’t think his stepsister would tolerate any bad behavior. 
 
    “You’ll see,” she said as she brought him to that final door. She opened it, stepped inside, and pulled on his leash. He followed after her without knowing exactly what she had in mind. 
 
    “I didn’t like your performance out there,” Caitlin said as she turned on the light. He saw the small bed; worse, his eyes were drawn toward the dangling restraints at each corner. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Tame you,” she said. 
 
    “But I did everything you wanted!” 
 
    “Reluctantly,” she corrected with a disdainful snort. “Obedience doesn’t count if I have to fight you for it. You should just recognize that you’re a boy, you’re inferior, and you will have to do what women tell you. I’m the woman here, so I get to command you. Isn’t that right, Kyle?” 
 
    Again, he hesitated. 
 
    With the easy confidence of a woman who knew she would always win, she grabbed him by his hair, yanked his head back again, and looked right down into his eyes. 
 
    Her irises were sharp, blue, and crystalline. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “You see?” Caitlin asked. “This is exactly what I’m talking about. You behave yourself, but you fight me on it. And that’s why you need to be tamed. To begin, I want you naked right now in front of me.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” he said. “You’re my stepsister!” 
 
    Perhaps he had forgotten about the shock baton in her hand. Caitlin certainly hadn’t because she brought it up and jabbed him right below his rib cage. The electricity sizzled through his body, sapping his strength and knocking him to his knees. 
 
    “Naked. Now,” she ordered. 
 
    His chest tightened, but he began to move just as she expected. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. He was naked within the span of just a few seconds. 
 
    She looked at him, arched an eyebrow, and said, “Not very impressive, are you?” Then she grabbed him by his cheek. Her fingers pushed down into his face, “Oh, don’t worry,” she teased. “It’s okay. Size isn’t what matters for most boys. You know what matters most?” 
 
    He tried to shake his head. 
 
    “Obedience,” she told him. 
 
    Kyle did his best not to blush under her verbal assault, but then she stepped back and said, “Get on the bed. Face down.” 
 
    “Why? What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Tame you,” she said. 
 
    “But what does that mean?” 
 
    “You want to know? Do you really want to know?” purred his stepsister. 
 
    Kyle wasn’t sure anymore, but he couldn’t back down either. “Yes…” His voice trailed away. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you, Kyle. I’m going to put on a special harness with a nice big dildo, and I’m going to ride you.” 
 
    “No, you can’t,” he started to say. 
 
    “Wrong again, silly boy.” She swung the baton around. “And even if you managed to get past me, do you think the other girls would be merciful with you? Nope. They would drag you right back in here. And of course, you would still get fucked.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “You really are a dumb boy, aren’t you?” Caitlin asked. “It’s a good thing boys need to be obedient, not intelligent or you’d be in a lot of trouble, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    Kyle bristled, but he didn’t say anything. Perhaps he was finally starting to learn what it meant to be a boy in this new society. 
 
    “Get on the bed right now.” 
 
    Tentatively, he moved to obey. He climbed up onto the mattress, spread his arms and legs, and waited. 
 
    When his sister straddled him, he experienced the heat of her thighs against his flanks. He shivered. He tried not to be turned on by this, but he couldn’t help it. She was a beautiful girl, and her nubile body pressed down on him, triggering those biological responses. 
 
    She grabbed his right wrist and slid it into a leather shackle. She drew it tight, secured the lock, and moved over to his other arm. 
 
    Then she went for his legs. 
 
    Spread out, face down, and completely helpless, he couldn’t go anywhere. 
 
    “I’ll be back in a minute,” she promised. 
 
    Caitlin must’ve been excited because she rushed back just minutes later. He turned his head to the side and saw that she had discarded her skirt. She still wore the same blouse, but now she had on a black set of panties, and a bright red dildo shot out from between her legs. “I really like this. You know why? This dildo pushes up against me too, so I’m going to really get to feel it when I fuck you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do this,” he said. “I can just tell everyone you had sex with me.” 
 
    “This isn’t just about my reputation,” Caitlin said. “It’s also about making sure you learn your lesson. Because I still see it in your eyes. You think we are equals. Are we equal, Kyle?” 
 
    “No. We aren’t,” he said. 
 
    “You’re lying. That’s not what you really believe.” She shook her head with obvious disappointment. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m going to be gentle. I even put lubricant on it and everything.” 
 
    She climbed up on top of him. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “By the way, you can have an orgasm if you want.” 
 
    “Never,” he vowed. 
 
    “Oh? Why not?” She brushed her nails down his back, scratching at him. Electric sensations ran through his body as she taunted him. 
 
    “Because I won’t enjoy this!” 
 
    “I think you will,” Caitlin replied. 
 
    She pulled her hands away, braced one set of fingers on the base of her shaft, and then she aimed for his opening. She lowered herself down inch by inch. 
 
    That’s when he felt the tip of her artificial cock right there against his opening. She pushed down, pressing between his buttocks. He tried to clench, to block her, but that was impossible. This girl could take whatever she wanted from him. 
 
    She pushed down, a little bit at a time. Then she pulled back. She pushed in, then back, working him and forcing his body to relax. 
 
    Then she shoved down hard, thrusting into him. His eyes widened, and his cock hardened. He tried to resist the arousal flaring through his body, but some part of him liked this. 
 
    “You’re hard right now,” she said. 
 
    She could only be guessing, but he didn’t answer right away, and that told his little stepsister everything she needed to know. 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay, Kyle. Just acknowledge the fact that you’re a boy who needs to get fucked from time to time. There’s nothing wrong with that. You could be my obedient little slave. And I’ll reward you with this from time to time, just so you never, ever forget your place!” She was laughing. 
 
    “Please, stop this.” 
 
    “Shush,” she ordered. 
 
    That did it. He stopped talking, which made her laugh. The sounds of her giggles washed over him. 
 
    She pulled back, pushed down, and savored the friction of the dildo as it pushed up against her body. The force made her shiver. Her nipples hardened, and she rammed him again. She kept one hand on the base of her dildo to aim it properly, but she still loved every second of this. 
 
    The pleasure coursed through her, building up. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll stop if you tell me you’re an obedient slave.” 
 
    “I’m an obedient slave!” 
 
    “Keep going,” she panted. 
 
    “I’m a boy, and that makes me your slave. I belong to you,” he said without knowing if that were really true, but it hardly mattered because she had him tied down and helpless. She’d degraded, punished, and paddled him in front of his classmates. 
 
    She pumped down, thrusting hard. She pulled back. “Oh yes,” she said, on the verge of her own orgasm. “You are mine. I’m going to enroll in this college and keep you as my own pet boy. Maybe I’ll let you take your own classes. Maybe not. I guess I’ll just have to decide later,” she said, whispering those words into his ear before she started gasping again. With every hot breath, she brought herself closer and closer to that explosion of pleasure. 
 
    Her toes curled, she shoved down again and made him groan. 
 
    As the tsunami of satisfied ecstasy washed over her, she called out just one word, “Mine!” 
 
    She yanked back and looked down at him. 
 
    Kyle didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You didn’t think you would come, did you?” 
 
    “I thought I could fight it…” 
 
    “Are you wrong? Were you wrong again? Were you wrong about everything?” 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “This is why boys don’t need to think for themselves. They just have to obey.” 
 
    This time, she didn’t expect him to say it because he’d learned his lesson. Of course, this boy had much more to learn, but there would be plenty of time for his lessons. 
 
      
 
    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. 
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