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This was one of the moments in his life when he knew he was making a mistake. It was an error, one he had made several times before. He did it again and again as he tried to hide from that toxic sense of failure. It hovered there at the pit of his stomach. As a man, he considered himself to be honorable, maybe even chivalrous. Unlike other guys, Harvey had never prided himself on taking huge risks or chasing after absurd goals. But this…this would be different.

As a businessman, he had gone to see different movies over the course of his life. He thought of reckless CEOs, incompetent consultants, and obnoxious hedge fund managers. In so many of those films, these leaders ended up in trouble. If they were lucky, they just lost their assets. More often than not, they went to prison. These were the kinds of men who thought the rules didn't apply to them, and they were wrong. Government agents usually proved it. And if they didn't, market pressures could crush them just as easily.

It turned out that doing a bunch of drugs or chasing after strippers was a bad idea.

Business, it turned out, didn't make a good movie. Instead, business leaders needed to be solemn and capable. They weren't supposed to chase after the newest innovation just because it was different. Instead, they had to make carefully calculated decisions based off of the needs of a variety of different groups.

Then again, maybe that was why he had failed so hard.

Sometimes, he tortured himself by trying to think of what he should have done differently. Occasionally, he wandered online and scrolled across so many different pages as he searched for some explanation. He tried to understand where he had messed up. He searched for one specific choice he had made.

Business didn't work like that, unfortunately. It was always the amalgamation of a seemingly infinite number of decisions.

Besides, it didn't matter.

His business was gone.

He had failed.

It didn't matter what he "would have done differently".

Still, there was that other possibility. There was this instinct that hovered at the back of his brain.

He thought of the women of the world, just as he thought of the last couple of business conferences he had attended. When he had first started his company, he would talk to his colleagues in the industry, and they were all men. Occasionally, he would see a woman at one of those conferences, but she would usually be a girlfriend or a wife who is tagging along. Perhaps she would be an administrative assistant who was getting rewarded with some time out of the office for her hard work or diligence.

Little by little, those conferences changed. Just a few years ago, they had a female keynote speaker for the first time. Harvey had listened to her speech. He had sat there at one of those tables off to the side, and he had done his best to chop through the rubbery chicken as she spoke.

Even though she shared some very useful and interesting insights, he had still done his best to focus on his meal.

Year-by-year, the faces of the conferences changed. The news continued to grind, and sales were up, but so many companies were failing. New players had appeared.

In his industry, virtually every CEO was now a woman.

And he remembered sitting there in his office, late one night with the lights off as he faced the bright and jagged glow of his screen. He had stared at his monitor, his hand poised over his mouse as he searched for an alternative. At first, he had hoped for some kind of strategic partnership, maybe an investment from an outside firm. He had good people at this company, and he wanted to believe that they could make it work.

Inevitably, however, he saw that so many of the "new" competitors came with a very specific vision of the world. Simply to torment himself, he considered the new arrivals in his field along with the top players, all of which happened to be led by women. He checked out their LinkedIn profiles, their homepages, and he saw one woman's smiling face after another. Younger or older, they all looked ambitious. They all looked hungry, like they were coming for his company.

If he couldn't find a strategic partnership, then maybe he could sell.

It had to be a male owned firm. He smirked to himself, thinking that it sounded like some social justice BS. He wasn't supposed to worry about those different dynamics of gender politics. But there he was, in his office, desperate for some final strategy. Even if he had to leave the company altogether, he would do it.

That night, he had given up, turning off his computer and leaving the office. At home, Kathy tried to make him feel better. As always, Harvey did his best to hide his feelings. He didn't want to talk to her; he didn't want to expose his weakness or the inevitable failure that he could see coming.

At this point, it was just a matter of time. They hadn't been profitable for several quarters, and the losses were mounting. Their vendors were asking for more, their competitors were undercutting them, and he knew that the numbers simply wouldn't add up.

That next day, it happened.

He remembered walking into the office, sitting down at his computer, and checking his email. There was that first announcement from his board of directors. They represented various shareholders, including the employees and staff.

There had been an offer.

It came from one of their competitors.

It was owned by Lizette Courier. He knew her name. Worse, he saw the offer.

There was no way they could turn it down.

And so it happened, step-by-step. It almost felt like a dance or some kind of ritual. He received the congratulations for the offer. This was very generous on Courier's part, especially since she probably could have just starved his company into oblivion, bought up the husk, sold off the pieces, and moved on after a profitable venture. She, however, had decided to be generous. She had decided to be kind, especially for the sake of his employees.

After he received those congratulations, the next message arrived.

His services were no longer required.

And yet, he had been able to walk away with something. The payday meant that he could retire. For so long, he had never been willing to entertain that idea, but now, it no longer looked like a choice.

And so he stayed home, he stared at different screens without really processing information, and he contemplated how it had all gone so wrong.

It wasn't just that one woman's fault, he knew.

Elsewhere in the world, other guys probably would have been enraged with her. They would have fixated on one female and tried to figure out how they could get some kind of revenge. For his part, Harvey wasn't that naïve. He wasn't interested in wrecking his own life. Then again, he didn't know how to repair the damage either.

He had poured so much of himself into that company. Like so many Americans, he had defined himself with what he did for a living. If he didn't go to the office, what would that make him?

Worse, it had never felt like a choice.

Each morning, he woke up, and nibbled on the inside of his mouth. His wife, Kathy, still got up early. She had things to do. She wanted to go see her friends, to volunteer, and to enjoy herself. Not only that, she seemed to be planning something on her own. He should have asked what she was doing; he should have tried to figure it out because he wanted to be a good husband.

Somehow, he couldn't make himself worry about that. There was that pit in his stomach, and he didn't know what to do about it.

Little by little, however, a new instinct seemed to awaken. There was that frustrating disappointment at the bottom of his gut, yet he started to experience something else as well.

Since Kathy got up early, that left him alone in their bedroom. He wasn't sure exactly when it happened, but he reached down into his pants, and he slid his fingers along the underside of his boxers. He found his shaft, and maybe he thought he was just going to relieve some of the pressure; he thought he could enjoy one burst of biological bliss. In his fantasy, he was supposed to think about some alluring actress or sexy model. Instead, he thought of that one woman: Lizette Courier.

He knew he would never see her again, yet he wanted to fantasize about taking control. He wanted to fantasize about striding into her office, growling at her, putting her in her place, and reminding her that real men did business. She was just some girl who got lucky (after all, he desperately wanted to believe it was just a matter of misfortune rather than the choices he made). He was going to fantasize about grabbing her, shoving her up against the wall, leaning in, kissing her, and making her succumb to his charms. He wanted to seduce her, to overpower her, and make her feel small, dainty, feminine and powerless all at the same time.

He would be the one to take control!

Even if it was just in his fantasy, he would be able to show her who she was and where she belonged.

Intellectually, he knew what he was supposed to want. He understood how the women were taking over, just as he knew it was their fault. He thought of the conversations with the board, their "deeply concerned" expressions as he talked about the various numbers and metrics, plus something else. It was this hint of pity as though he didn't understand how the world was changing around him.

Perhaps he hadn't.

Harvey hated thinking about that idea. Seriously, he was a businessman! Not only that, he understood the importance of adaptation. Only this time, he didn't know what to do, especially because he had those limits…

In particular, he thought about starting his career, that one issue with one vendor, the sales representative he had sent, and just how pretty she had been…

At this point, Harvey had done a remarkable job of shoving her out of his head. He didn't remember her name. That felt like an achievement. And yet, he could still remember her blonde hair, smooth and straight. He had no trouble recalling the crystal blue of her eyes, the sharp angle of her nose, her full lips and her big breasts. He remembered being in his office (much smaller back then) and having this petite woman gently knock on the door.

Immediately, he had recognized her as beautiful and hot and gorgeous and every other adjective that could get a guy in trouble. Not only that, she had been so flirtatious, telling him that she was there just to ask a few questions. Then, little by little, they talked about the order she needed for her boss, and the numbers kept going down.

He still couldn't remember exactly what had happened or how she had so casually and easily manipulated him. Harvey wanted some kind of concrete explanation; he wanted to be able to come up with a definitive answer. He wished there had been one moment when she had made her move.

But that wasn't how it had worked.

She had been subtle. She had taken her time. Maybe he had been on his guard in those first couple of seconds, but then she started asking questions, and she giggled, and maybe she even reached up, wrapping locks of her golden yellow hair around her fingertip. She had reminded him of the hot girls, the beautiful cheerleaders, and the sexy sorority sisters he had encountered over the course of his life. As a guy, he had experienced those moments when a woman would come into his life for a few seconds or minutes, and he would want her. He would want her so badly. It would be purely biological. Consciously, he could tell himself that he didn't know these women. But with the sales representative, she took her time. She placed her hand on his shoulder. She leaned in, and he hadn't been able to notice how that angle made it so easy for him to stare down her blouse…

Once she left, he finally figured out what she had done. Even then, it took several hours!

He had talked through several contracts with the representative, and she had looked so shy, so nervous, and so incredibly happy when he agreed to her terms. This girl had practically hypnotized him, stripping away everything he knew about his business. Only hours later, when he handed off the paperwork to one of his subordinates, did he realize what he had done. His employee had checked in and asked, "Hey, boss. I just wanted to check up on the new contracts. The numbers looked pretty low." Immediately, he asked to see them again. Then he scanned across the numbers, and they looked vaguely familiar, and he realized what he had done. This chest had tightened, and the colir drained away from his face.

She had played him…

Harvey couldn't even get mad about it. After all, he knew it was his own stupid fault. This was business; it wasn't a place for friendship or even ethics. Occasionally, he heard other businessmen talk about how they wanted to make the world a better place. Ultimately, Harvey was more of a realist and a pragmatist. He recognized the truth. They were in this to make money. And even if he didn't think of himself as a particularly noxious or vicious competitor, he saw it all as a game. As such, he had to be pretty sanguine when it came to these kinds of tactics.

It had been his fault.

And yet, he could still sense that core of desire deep within his body. He hated it; he hated knowing that a pretty blonde girl could walk into his office, sauntering ahead in a short skirt with a tight blouse. She could lean forward, and he would be ensnared. She wouldn't be smarter than him. She would just know how to flirt. That would be enough to trigger something deep within his psyche.

Whatever he thought about that, Harvey shook his head from side to side and tried to remember that it was just one decision. Besides, his company had survived that loss of revenue. Signing those contracts had been an asinine move, yet he had moved on.

Or so, he had wanted to believe…

After that, he never really trusted women, not at work anyway. He still had a good relationship with his wife. At the office holiday parties, some of his staff would bring their girlfriends or wives. Occasionally, a female assistant would be hired. For the most part, however, he tried to stay away from the opposite sex.

Women were dangerous. That was how he saw them.

At first, it was easy.

In fact, it was effortless.

Harvey hadn't needed to try. It wasn't as though he had engaged in some kind of political maneuver. This wasn't a conscious decision on his part. Instead, he simply went to those he thought he could trust. Individuals he could trust were obviously going to be people like himself: men.

During the first couple of years, it worked. He struck deals, fulfilled contracts, and generated some pretty healthy profit margins. As the years rolled on, however, he came back to that other truth. The CEOs he had once known and done business with started to retire or were replaced. Companies failed, and new ones started. These fresh competitors, however, weren't like the old ones. At first, women rarely appeared at the meetings. Usually, Harvey had assumed they were assistants. But then, they became junior executives, later senior executives, and finally they were the CEOs.

It was happening all around him! At first, he would sometimes notice, shrug, and do his best to think that this was good. He wasn't a sexist. He didn't believe in female inferiority or anything like that. He just didn't want to do business with them.

He didn't trust them.

And then came that night in his office when he was staring at the numbers and searching for an alternative, only to realize that he had been completely encircled.

Women were everywhere. They had taken over his corner of the corporate world. Years ago, that would have been completely impossible to imagine. Even now, he occasionally saw think pieces on a lack of female representation in different industries. Whenever his eyes would glide over those headlines, he wouldn't be able to keep himself from chuckling, shaking his head, and muttering something like, "That isn’t how it works for me!"

And now, he was in his bed, and he wanted to think of those women. He wanted to fantasize about controlling them. As a man, it should have been easy. Guys were instinctively predatory, right? They were supposed to be able to push their way through the world and take whatever they wanted or needed. He didn't think of himself as a biologist or an anthropologist, yet that idea was still there. He had absorbed it somewhere along the course of his childhood, and now he refused to let it go.

Again and again, he searched for that right woman. As far as he was concerned, that had to be the problem. That was why his fantasies refused to coalesce into that rush of ecstasy.

He wanted to glide his hand along his shaft; he wanted to squeeze and to feel the rush of anticipation. His heart was supposed to hammer with delight, and heat should have splashed down along his face because he wanted to arch his back, to lift his hips, and to grunt like some wild animal.

Instead, he remained frustrated.

Harvey hadn't been able to think of the right woman. He contemplated different pop stars, actresses, and even characters from different movies. He tried to find the right idea or image, the correct fantasy.

Instead, he could hear someone giggling.

At first, he instinctively thought it was that sales representative from before. Right then, he had his eyes closed, and he pictured himself back at the office (because that was always so easy to remember). Instead of that sales representative who had tricked him, Harvey found himself facing an executive. He remembered seeing her at one of the meetings, but he didn't know her name. As far as he knew, she hadn't even spoken to him.

Even so, Harvey recognized her because she had those bright blue eyes, that smooth blonde hair, and there was something about the way she wore her outfit: it was that blazer, that blouse, the red ribbon and the pencil skirt. She had only taken notes. Maybe she had conferred with her colleagues at several points. But this woman was exquisitely beautiful and dangerously competent at the same time.

As a younger man, Harvey had somehow absorbed the idea that women could either be attractive or capable. It was a binary. To his masculine imagination, combining the two attributes had always seemed utterly infeasible. He wasn't even sure why. It was just this idea. A woman could be one or the other. That was it. That was how it was supposed to work. Again, it wasn't a conscious decision. More importantly, no woman ever would have confronted him, if only because he was never going to actively defend that idea. For him, it was just something he believed without examining.

Since he wasn’t a woman, it was easy to put them into those little boxes without asking himself why he did it.

But now, he started to think of that woman again. He started to think of what would have happened at that meeting if she had asked to speak to him alone. The words from this fantasy echoed inside of his head.

"Harvey," she would say. "I want to speak with you."

"Sure thing," he would have answered as the others shuffled out of the room. The woman would have waited for the door to close again, and they would be alone.

"I don't approve of your performance," she would say. "You're going to have to behave better."

"Behave? You can talk to me like this," he imagined himself answering.

Only then, she would stride forward, she would invade his personal space, she would grab his shirt, and she would yank. She would be able to throw him off balance. It wouldn't even be raw, physical strength. It wouldn’t have to be. She could just look into his eyes, and his defiance would melt away. "Face it, Harvey. You're not strong enough or smart enough to survive in this world. We’re going to pick your company apart. We're already circling, and we are going to bring you down. You know it. We know it. You might as well just save everyone some time and get on your knees and beg for mercy."

Inside of his head, the words sounded stilted, like he wasn't sure that was how a woman would really speak. Then again, it didn't matter because the desires surged through his body. His balls tingled, and his shaft stiffened!

Pretty soon, he was stroking himself, and this wild rush of an orgasm exploded through his body and spurted up against the inside of his underwear. Panting there on his back, Harvey had twitched a couple of times, grateful for the rush of satisfaction. It had been enough to make him forget about his professional woes.

After that, he hadn't been able to ignore that feeling. At several points, Harvey tried to go back to those traditional fantasies. He wanted to think of some girl with long brown hair, maybe a coquettish redhead, or some other girl with big and bouncy breasts. Instead, his mind started drifting more and more toward a different kind of woman.

First, he thought of that unnamed executive.

Later, Harvey lost himself to fantasies of women who were capable of owning him. He thought of how they could trick him, how they could tie him down, and how they could own him so thoroughly. It felt as though he had discovered this new vulnerability, and some perverse sense of curiosity compelled him to poke at it with one fantasy session after another.

Eventually, however, he didn’t just want to touch himself in those stolen moments when his wife had left to go hang out with her friends or to tackle some chores.

Instead, Harvey found himself scrolling on his phone, and then he found her.

The moment he saw her, he knew that she was going to be the one. This woman was going to be perfect for him…

He was only looking down at a set of pixels on his phone, yet his fingers had tightened around the device, turning his knuckles white. He had stared, and the desperation had pounded through him immediately. To make matters worse, Harvey had been on the couch while his wife watched TV. He had been scrolling through his phone, pretending to check out his feed or maybe some random game.

Only now, the heat had rushed up along the contours of his neck. He glanced back at his wife; Kathy still had her eyes aimed at the screen.

He had started nibbling on the inside of his mouth. He needed to get away…just for a little while.

No, he told himself. He wasn't going to be that kind of guy. So instead, he turned off his phone, and he did his best to think about his life and where he wished to go next. Then again, after losing his company, he didn't know what he had left. He couldn't imagine starting a new business. That first time had been utterly exhausting; he remembered working day after day without any kind of break or respite. At the same time, he considered what he knew and how his industry has changed.

Whether he wanted to admit it or not, he was now surrounded by smart, dangerous, and beautifully aggressive young women, all of whom were ready to crush him.

Other guys would have clung to some naïve sense of their own innate superiority (Marty was already talking about starting a new venture). Harvey, however, was wise enough to read the numbers. If he started a new company, he would have failed. He could have taken all of his savings and thrown into some new enterprise, only to watch it evaporate.

Harvey grimaced, and he shook his head. Instead, he tried to focus on spending time there on the couch with his wife. They watched TV, and yet he kept thinking about…

...Mistress Michelle...

There was just something about her name. It wasn't only that, of course. His eyes had started to scan across the text, and now he felt like some overly excited teenage boy. He couldn't help it! This morphed into a return to adolescence. He wanted to check out her profile again; he needed to run his eyes across every comment she had written, every picture she had posted.

When he had some privacy, he did exactly that. He grabbed the device, went back to her website, and waited for the information to load. As he stood there in the middle of the living room, he worried that maybe she would have decided to terminate her business. Or maybe her website had gotten pulled down for one reason or another (the government seemed to be pretty aggressively going after any website tagged "adult"). Despite those fears, the images glowed up at him from his phone.

There was one image right there at the center of her page that ensnared him. She was standing against a wall with one knee bent while she had her foot raised and pressed against the surface behind her. She wore sleek tights, a pleated skirt, and that shining black corset. She had her hair tied back into a pair of thick, blonde braids. They curved down along the sides of her head like horns. And yet, there was something about the angles of her face and her flirtatious smile.

When he had first stumbled across her website, Harvey had been surprised by the force of his attraction. Then again, that happened sometimes. There were lots of girls online who were cute or attractive or sexy for so many different reasons.

But Mistress Michelle was different. He had found himself staring down at her.

More importantly, he could pay her. He could tell her what he wanted and what to do, and they could play these games. Technically, he’d surrender. And yet, he’d still be in control.

Then he had smirked, thinking there would be no way he would ever see a woman like her. If nothing else, she was probably in some other part of the country, and that would be enough to keep her strictly in the realms of fantasy.

Only then, he tapped on the Appointments link. Within moments, he saw that she operated in a nearby city. It was only about a thirty minute drive...

"Fuck," he'd whispered to himself. Normally, Harvey wasn't the kind of guy who indulged in a lot of profanity, but now his heart hammered faster, his lungs tightened, and he knew what he wanted to do.

He knew what he had to do.

He made the appointment. He filled out her questionnaire, he typed in the information, and he started writing. His thumbs started along his screen as he filled it with every data point she could possibly want. Most of all, he told her the truth.

Harvey explained what he craved. He made it clear what she had to do to please him.

Harvey hadn't expected that. If he had stopped and thought about it, then he would have assumed that he would be judicious, polite, and circumspect. He would take his time, and he would try to learn as much as he could about this woman. Instead, he confessed those secret desires. He talked about how badly he wanted to surrender (and how). He talked about his mounting sense of inferiority and that fear that seemed to hide somewhere behind his heart. Along with every pulse, he could look around, and he could see the women surrounding him. He could understand their superiority. With this in mind, he told Mistress Michelle exactly how she could please him.

Once he finished writing, he looked down at those messy paragraphs.

Theoretically, he could have stopped right there, highlighted the text, and deleted all of it. He didn't have to actually submit this to her.

And yet, his thumb had hovered above the icon there at the bottom of his screen. Then he did it.

A polite note answered him, informing him that Mistress Michelle looked forward to reviewing his application and would get back to him shortly.

For the next few hours, he had done his best to forget about her. It was supposed to be easy. Back before those girls had decided to expel him from his own company, Harvey had always been busy. There were emails, text messages, and dozens of different decisions that needed to be made on a daily basis. At this point, however, he didn't need to worry quite so much. Technically, there were a couple of chores around the house that required his attention, so he focused on them. For the most part, he managed to distract himself.

And yet, every time his phone buzzed or chimed for his attention, he grabbed it, surreptitiously pulling it out and looking down to see if it was a message from her.

Several hours went by. He got several false alarms. Each time, the adrenaline shot through his veins. He couldn't help it! Even when Harvey tried to be practical, he didn't completely succeed. He told himself that she wasn't going to be as beautiful in real life as she was on her website. Not only that, he needed to remember that she was doing this for a paycheck. It was a service. It wasn't going to be what he wanted or needed. Despite his explicit instructions, he doubted she could really satisfy him.

Those ideas all sounded very rational. Consciously, he did his best to cling to them.

Somehow, it wasn't enough. It was never enough.

But then he saw the message from her, and she said she would like to speak with him.

Speak with him?

He wrote back a response, and she politely informed him that he didn't have anyone who could vouch for him. As such, they would need to speak on the phone first, meet later, and then she would decide what she wanted to do with him.

In some corner of his mind, he balked. On some level, Harvey wanted to tell her that she was being silly. He was just a regular guy. Then again, this was her business, and she could tell him to do whatever she wanted…

He grimaced, clenched his eyes shut, and massaged the bridge of his nose. Eventually, however, he agreed to her terms.

When it was time to call her, he had pulled out his phone, and he puffed out his cheeks. He made sure to go for a walk before he did this. He was down at the park, and it was empty. Even if he was out in the wide open, he could say whatever he wanted, and no one would be able to overhear this. Only that, there was something nice about the warm sunlight, the cool breeze, and the way the leaves rustled every few seconds.

Then he called her.

"Hello, Harvey," she said, her voice smooth and soft. "Tell me about yourself."

He started speaking. He ignored the sexual stuff at first. Again, he figured she would be the one to ask those questions. In the meantime, he did his best. He talked about his business, his friends, his wife, and everything else. He didn't lie to her even as his mouth kept moving.

"I think you, and I can have a lot of fun together," she said. "Let's meet."

They were going to go out to get a drink. That was it.

She gave him a day at the time. She didn't ask whether or not it would work for him. This was a command and a demand. If he couldn't take it, then he could have walked away right then and there.

He got lucky, and Kathy went out with some of her friends that night. In fact, she had been going out quite a bit. Apparently, she had some kind of project, and he asked about it. Occasionally, she answered, but he didn't really worry about her responses. After he was kicked out of his company, the board had been obliged to buy off his equity, so they had a pretty nice chunk of savings. Their accounts were loaded, so he didn’t worry.

When he went out, he found himself at some trendy bar downtown. Harvey walked through the front door, and he glanced around. Then he saw her. She had a single braid tied from the top of her head down along the length of her back. She glanced over her shoulder. He saw the twinned bangs curve over her forehead. She wore eye shadow, lipstick, and she looked incredible in that dark red dress. He studied the embroidery, the short skirt, and the way the built-in bodice seemed to squeeze against her chest. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he wondered what he was doing.

Mistress Michelle raised her hand and beckoned him to approach with the curve of one finger.

Before he could come up with a decision, Harvey started walking.

"Hello, Harvey," she said. As a part of her vetting process, she had required him to send a picture. And now, Mistress Michelle swept her gaze up and down along this man. She saw his shoes, his pants, and his shirt. Around him, there were younger guys who were clearly dressed to impress the women around them. Capable and more mature, Harvey had refused to play those games.

"Hello," he said. "Can I get you a drink?"

"No," she said. "What you can do is tell me about yourself."

"I thought I already did that in the application?"

"I want to know why you wanted to see me," she said. "Go on. Tell me." That had been part of the process.

Even so, he drew in a breath, held it for a second, and glanced down. "I'm not sure," he said.

"Harvey, you're going to have to do much better than that." As she spoke, she flashed him a playful smile.

He was older than her. She was probably somewhere in her late twenties. Even so, she had no problem smiling right back at him. When she locked her eyes on his face, it was clear that she knew she was in control. This woman had power. He didn't.

Here was the dance they had to play. Since he was paying, he had power. Then again, she was the beautiful girl he itched to impress.

That thought made his stomach drop, like he felt as though the floor might fall out from beneath him at any moment. He licked his bottom lip and said, "Okay." He puffed out his cheeks again. "You're very beautiful."

"Flattery can be fun, but I want the truth."

"I, I…"

She watched him. She waited.

Finally, he said, "I want to know what it feels like to be helpless. I want to know how it feels to be on my knees in front of a woman like you."

"Good boy," she said. "Are you ready to play right now?"

He jerked his head up. For a few seconds there, Harvey had glanced around the bar as he considered the other patrons. But now, Michelle leaned over toward him. Her eyes were bright, and he couldn't help but drink in the sight of the red along her lips. She looked so incredible! Just sitting next to her had become this intense experience. He flashed back to high school and being a freshman to having this senior girl sit down next to him in the lunchroom. She had been wearing her cheerleading uniform, and she had looked so mature and sexy and perfect in every way. At the same time, he had known that he would have never been able to compete with a girl like her. "You look like I can have some fun with you," purred Mistress Michelle.

"Yes. Please," he said.

"That's a good start," she said. "But first, I want to hear you tell me that you're going to be a good and obedient specimen for me. Tell me that you’re ready to serve because you understand your own inferiority." She’d read his mini manifesto and understood how this kind of play had to be part of the game.

The words pummeled into him, one after another. Reflexively, he understood what she meant, yet part of him couldn't put the pieces together. After all, he remembered all of the sexual harassment training programs back at work (his HR specialist had insisted on them even though he hired as few women as possible).

"I, I…"

At this point, he was seated next to her.

She reached over, and she ran her nails along the fabric of his pants. There was almost this electric buzz of desperation that gripped him. His chest tightened, and he didn't know exactly what was going to happen, yet his body reacted. Just as importantly, he said, "I'm going to be a good and obedient specimen for you." He was shocked at how easily the words jumped from his mouth. He didn't have to think about them. He hadn't needed to memorize them. This woman spoke, and he repeated everything she wanted. "I'm ready to serve because I understand my own inferiority."

His own inferiority…

Harvey tried to believe that he didn't really understand what that meant. After all, he was a competent man who had accomplished so much. That first idea materialized behind his eyes, yet now he had to wonder whether or not it was true. (How competent could he be when those women had stolen his company away from him? He had miscalculated, hadn't he? Was he really as smart as he wanted to believe?)

"It's okay if you're confused," she said. "I'm happy to educate you. Pay the bill." Then she got up, she turned around, and she started to walk away. Harvey didn't have time to count. He threw the bills down onto the bar top before he turned and scurried after her.

She extended her hand behind her, and he reached out for her. Mistress Michelle grabbed him, and she escorted him down the street. They didn't go far, less than half a block.

Only now, she escorted him through a locked door, up some stairs, and into a darkened room. Then she turned on the light, and he saw what it was: a dungeon.

"What, what is this place?" Harvey had probably driven down the street countless times before, yet he now saw what could happen here.

"This is my domain," she said. "This is where I'm going to work on you."

"You're going to work on me?"

"That's right," she promised. She stepped closer. He retreated back one step then another. He was taller than her and broader. At that moment, however, she wore high heels, so her eyes were nearly on the same level as his. He gulped, yet it had nothing to do with physical strength. This was charisma and the full force of her personality. He was retreating back, taking one step after another until his shoulder blades bumped up against the wall behind him, and he had nowhere else to run.

"Are you ready?"

"Are you ready?" Mistress Michelle asked him. Her eyes sparkled, and she leaned forward, annihilating the distance between them. Inch by inch disappeared, and it almost felt like she was going to kiss him. She didn't. Instead, this perfectly composed woman puckered her lips, narrowed her eyes, and watched him.

"Yes," he said.

"Good," she replied. "Then strip for me."

"What?"

"Strip for me," she instructed. Again, this was part of the dynamic he had dictated.

His shaft had already hardened. Simply being close to this woman had excited something deep within him. For so long, his desires had remained under control; he knew about his own instincts and urges. Ever since adolescence, they had never really gone away. A part of maturity, however, had meant learning to control his body.

Until now, he had been good at it. Except for that one sales representative, Havey had never chased after women at work. Just as importantly, he had never allowed his urges to distract him from any of his tasks. But now, he didn't know what to do when she was so close.

"What's wrong?" Mistress Michelle taunted him. "Are you confused? You don't know how to obey? Is that it?" Her eyes sparkled. She didn't bring up some threat about spanking him or whipping him. Instead, she just watched, and that was enough.

His defiance melted away; he could feel his resistance break moment by moment. His hands rose to the base of his neck, and he worked that first button, then another one after it. As he moved, she watched him.

Just as importantly, he could sense the difference between them. Throughout his life, he had encountered beautiful women; they were the gorgeously alluring creatures who could draw him in with a smile, a giggle, or just a few words here or there. Throughout his life, he had wondered what would happen if women figured out just how much influence they could have on the male half of humanity.

Now he found out.

Mistress Michelle watched him, and she saw him shrug off his shirt. Instinctively, he tightened the muscles down along his abdomen.

The fact that he had removed his shirt simply wasn't enough for her. "Keep going," she commanded. The words hit the air, languid and soft, tantalizing and domineering all at the same time. Harvey knew he had to obey.

Still, he tried to hold out. Harvey wasn't even sure exactly why he did his best to resist, yet he gulped and tightened his arms. His elbow shoved against his rib cage as his fingers pressed into the palms of his hands. Only then, she stepped forward, and he wanted to retreat back. There was nowhere else for him to go.

He scrambled at once, loosening his belt and sliding it free. Next, he kicked away his shoes while simultaneously pulling down his pants and boxers.

Within moments, he was naked in front of her.

"Stand in the middle of the room," she ordered, raising her hand. Still in that dark red dress that perfectly matched her lipstick, she watched him.

With his body pressed up against the wall, Harvey felt as though he had some kind of defense. There was something he could lean on. In the middle of the room, he would be completely and utterly vulnerable. That was the point.

The young woman watched. She waited. Every second seemed to tear through his defiance until he took that first tentative step forward, then another and another after that. Soon, he was locked there, his back straight and shoulders down in the middle of the room. He did his best not to notice the racks covered by whips, paddles, cuffs, and other exotic instruments. He didn't want to notice the candles, the lights, or the other restraints. He saw a cage in the corner of the room. It was an actual cage, one large enough for a man such as himself…

Then she stepped forward, and he could hear those footsteps as her heels clicked down against the surface beneath them. She came up behind him, and she scratched at his backside just as she had done to his pants earlier that evening. She started to circle him. "What, what are you going to do?"

"Silence," she said. Just like that, Harvey felt as though he had been muzzled. Harvey knew he was supposed to be able to speak. He was a man. He had his rights!

If so, they disappeared in her presence. Her simple proximity was enough to leave him powerless and vulnerable.

She circled him and inspected him. He understood that was what was happening.

He remained rigid, his shaft up and stiff. Casually, she stroked different parts of his body. "Hold your hands behind your back," she ordered.

He obeyed. He remained upright, but then he suspected she only wanted him in this position to make it easier for her to reach out and touch different parts of him. She stroked his neck, his chest, and then she stopped right in front of him. "Don't look away," she said. Casually, she reached down with one hand, and she caressed his balls!

He couldn't believe it! His entire body tightened, and wild excitement surged through him. His heart hammered, his blood thundered, and he needed to step away.

Something stopped him.

His thoughts turned sluggish even as time seemed to speed up. Then she reached for him. With her free hand, she squeezed his shaft. She stroked and massaged his member. He couldn't believe this was happening.

"Why does this excite you?"

"Because you're in control," he breathed out. In that instant, he forgot how to lie.

"Should I be?"

For some fraction of a second, he yearned to argue and insist that he was supposed to be able to make his own decisions. And yet, Harvey was ensnared. He could feel it. There may not have been any restraints around his wrists or ankles, but a woman like Mistress Michelle didn't need them. In fact, he started thinking of the women back at work, the ones he had competed against.

They had defeated him.

On any daily, monthly or annual basis, they had defeated him. They made more money. They signed better contracts. They were his superior.

For so long, he had held onto this notion that he was capable of making his own decisions. And maybe he was competent here or there. From some other perspective, maybe he knew what he was doing. And yet, this was completely different, especially because Mistress Michelle didn't let go of him. Not only that, he couldn't look away! By her command, he had to look right back into her eyes.

At that moment, he knew this wasn't hypnosis. Instead, it was something far more powerful. It was a weakness he carried in his blood; it was written into the very strands of his DNA!

He was breathing faster, and he wanted to close his eyes, yet he couldn't.

Finally, it felt like he couldn't possibly hold out.

That was the instant when she drew her hands back.

He slumped forward, almost stumbling. She stepped out of his way.

"On your knees," she said, reaching up and grabbing his shoulders.

When she pushed, he yielded. More importantly, he could feel something unlock. Later on, he would question that sensation. He would do his best to justify it, to rationalize it, and to think of different excuses. (Harvey, after all, was a capable man. He had run his business, and he wasn't supposed to yield to a beautiful woman! He couldn't allow himself that kind of weakness!)

Only now, Harvey raised his head, and he stared at her tights, the curves of her thighs, the hem of her skirt, and her corset. He saw her gorgeous hair and those beautifully sharp features. This woman was amazing, he knew. Just as importantly, he had come here, fully aware of what she would be able to do to him.

Harvey wasn't even sure why he played with this kind of fire; he couldn't explain this fascination with this kind of danger.

He was being foolish. He was being reckless.

Despite understanding all of this, he looked up at her.

"That's where you belong," she told him. "Say it."

"I, I don't know if I can," he answered. Then she stepped forward again, and she leaned down, extending her arm and brushing her fingers along the contours of her neck before grabbing his chin. She forced him to lift his gaze and to meet hers. Right as that happened, something inside of him tightened. He didn't know how to explain it. The moisture dissipated from his mouth, and he tried to shape the words except they stubbornly refused to to form.

"Harvey, you can feel it. I know you can. I can see it in your eyes. There are some men who come to see me because they think they can conquer me. There are other men who come to see me because they have these fantasies, yet they don't really understand who and what they are. They follow their most superficial instincts, which tell them that they want to be with a beautiful woman like me. They think they can get whatever they want with their subservience. You, however, are different."

Drawing in a breath, Harvey wanted to tell this woman that she couldn't possibly know that about him; she didn't know him! And yet, he had been so honest with his application…

"I…" Simply being unable to speak was a new experience for him. He bit down, locking his teeth together. He tried to protect some sliver of his dignity. Even so, he understood how this worked; he knew what she could do. He could feel it. There was that potential hanging in the air; Mistress Michelle exuded it wherever she went. Just by turning, smiling, or stepping closer, she could own him.

It was such a strange sensation, especially because it should have scared him. And it did. Even so, he was still drawn toward her; he still yearned for her approval. He needed to please her! Harvey couldn't explain where that idea came from, especially when that singular feeling seemed to contradict everything else he should’ve believed.

Online, he found other men who were just like him; they were guys who looked out into the world, and they saw how things were changing. Things were getting worse. This new vision of feminism? This new reality where women were running their own companies and outcompeting the men? It wasn't right! And even if he couldn't articulate exactly what was going wrong, he could see it coming. He understood how the world was broken!

"Say it," she commanded.

His uncertainty didn't go away, but Harvey still gave her exactly what she desired.

"I belong on my knees."

"Why?"

"I don't know," he said.

"Okay," she replied. "Let's consider that, shall we?" When she spoke right there, Mistress Michelle used to the easy cadence of a therapist who intended to help a patient work through a difficult concept. Distantly, he was aware of the fact that lots of his friends or even his family probably would have insisted that he needed a therapist rather than a dominatrix. And yet, his body remained tight with this arousal. He didn't know how to control it. He couldn't simply shove aside those urges as he watched her walk to the other side of the chamber.

"Come here," she said.

He started to stand.

"No," Mistress Michelle raised a hand and wagged her finger from side to side. "That isn't how this works. That isn't what you are going to do for me."

Right away, he understood what she meant. Pressing his lips together into a furtive line, he contemplated his immediate future. Then, as his chest tightened, Harvey could feel it. So many men understood that sensation; when that lust permeated their bodies, they got dumb. They couldn't think clearly. If he had been back in a conference room and wearing a suit as he stood in front of his colleagues, he would have been able to speak clearly. He would have been able to defend himself.

Right then and there, Harvey understood how he had to behave himself for her. On some level, he poked and prodded at those instincts. He tried to disarm those urges, yet he couldn't do it, which was why he started to crawl. Under her watchful gaze, he made his way across the floor, pushing his knuckles and knees against the smooth and solid surface beneath him. He crawled, and he was naked, and she watched him. This young woman enjoyed the show. There was that little smirk at the corner of her mouth while she teased him with her presence.

"Stand," she said next.

He rose to his feet. Then she grabbed him, shoving him against the wall. She lifted his right arm first, and then he turned and saw the waiting manacles. Bolted to the wall, those metal restraints waited for him on their hinges. If she brought the cuffs together, they would lock; he would be trapped with his hands raised and his arms stuck in position.

Technically, Harvey was probably strong enough to stop her.

"Relax. I'm going to restrain you," she said. Again, that softly chiding tone hit him. The words washed over him, and then he heard the sound of the first mechanism click into place.

This woman had just restrained his right arm. Then she grabbed his left, and she did the same thing. She restrained his wrist, trapping both of his arms there just a few inches above his head with his elbows bent. He felt almost like he was supposed to flex his biceps.

"Very good," she said. "Now spread your legs."

When Harvey glanced down, he saw another set of matching restraints waiting for him. These looked a little bit bigger; they were designed to accommodate his ankles.

"What, what are you going to do to me?"

"I'm going to teach you," she said.

"I'm older than you," he said. "I don't think there's anything you can teach me."

"Harvey…" Mistress Michelle said with the gentle chiding of a teacher who had just heard a particularly silly guess from one of her favorite students. "You might be more mature than me, but I'm a woman, and you're a man. That means I'm always going to understand the world in a way you never can."

Opening his mouth to answer, he longed to say something practical and realistic. He needed to remind her of his expertise and experience. He had built a company! People had listened to him!

...He had also failed. Despite his formerly vaunted heights of success, Harvey was smart enough to understand his own errors. Maybe he couldn't name the specific problems here or there, but he wasn't naïve enough to believe that he had actually failed due to luck alone. If he had maneuvered his company differently, then maybe he still would have had his office.

Most of all, he remembered walking into those meetings. The first time he had organized his team together, hot adrenaline had pulsed through his body. He remembered that dry mouth, his hammering pulse, and the difficulty breathing. Seriously, just regulating his respiration had proven to be far more difficult than he ever would have expected. It was a meeting, he had tried to tell himself. And yet, it was also his meeting. Those people relied on him; they depended on him. He couldn't let himself forget any of those points.

And now, he was naked and restrained in front of this young woman. She was blonde and beautiful and standing there in front of him. More importantly, she stepped forward again, and she touched him. Her fingers scratched along his thighs, up his hips, over his flanks and down again. At the same time, she stood right there in front of him. With just a few inches separating them. It would have been so easy for her to lean forward to kiss him.

She didn't.

This woman had something else in mind.

"You understand that, don't you? Maybe you can't see the world as well as I do, but you understand."

"I don't," he answered, biting down, locking his jaw, clenching his eyes shut, and tentatively jerking his head from side to side. There were those quick little movements of his chin as she chuckled again. "I have more experience. I know what I'm doing!"

That was when she brushed her fingers along his cheek. Then she looked down into his eyes. "Maybe. Maybe you have more experience. Maybe you’re more mature. But guess what? You're still held back by the limitations of your sex."

He was about to answer, only then Mistress Michelle dropped her tantalizing touch to his cock again. Wild excitement surged through his body. He could feel it there at his center. It flashed out, especially down and along the contours of his length. She touched him and teased him. She stroked him.

He had never been so vulnerable! He had never been so helpless or thirsty.

He couldn't help but think about those days studying Excel sheets while comprehending the truth: his company was going to fail. Unless he sold out to his competitors, he was going to fail completely! And now, he clenched his eyes shut as her hand continued to glide over his member. She showed him the true meaning of helplessness even as she forced him to enjoy it!

Harvey tried to comprehend what this meant; he was fighting so hard to put his thoughts in order.

He tried. He failed. The excitement continued to pound into him as it surged! His nerves sang out, and he tightened his grip.

Worse, he tried to pull away from the restraints. He needed to fight those shackles.

Despite his best efforts, he still remained to spread out, his arms raised, and his legs parted. She had easy access to his cock and his balls. She could stroke him and touch him and teased him however she liked.

Mistress Michelle took advantage of his vulnerability...for a little while.

Then she stepped back, and he dropped his head forward. He had his eyes shut. More than anything else, Harvey needed that orgasm. He needed to feel the rush of completion as she squeezed and stroked, coaxing every drop of pleasure from his body. That was what he needed and expected!

As each moment rolled by, however, he began to realize she had something else in mind. Then he lifted his head, and he saw that she had walked across the chamber. She was on the other side of her private dungeon now, and she opened a cabinet. He couldn't see what was inside, not from this angle, but he opened his mouth, and he was ready to try to call out to her.

Something stopped him.

Clearly, she wasn't interested in speaking with her captive. In that instant, he was her prisoner. No, he corrected himself. Harvey wasn't her prisoner; he had become her slave.

After all, Harvey had willingly slid his arms and legs into those restraints. He'd surrendered his freedom to this beautiful woman. With his heart beating faster now, he tugged against the shackles. He pulled and twisted, working his limbs as he fought to free himself. He did his best, yet he couldn't get away! He couldn't get free!

More than that, he had dictated how they’d play…

"What's wrong? You want me to touch you right now? Is that what you need?"

"Yes!" Harvey practically roared that answer. He wasn't like some of the other men he knew. He wasn't like those guys who needed to bluster. He had never relied on raw arrogance or aggression to get what he wanted and needed. But at that moment, with the desires of swirling and spinning through his body, he couldn't think clearly. At first, he clenched his eyes shut. Then he stared at her. He locked his keys on her pretty face as he tried to intimidate her. As a man, he did this automatically and instinctively without even questioning it. He was supposed to be bigger and stronger.

Even so, she was the one who stood there.

She was close again, so deliciously close…

Every time he breathed in, he caught the aroma of her perfume. It was sweeter than he would have expected, and it made his mouth water.

She just had to touch his…

If she had reached down and squeezed, he knew he could have been able to climax almost immediately. The pleasure would have flooded through his body, so he could have thanked her and left. Instead, she was teasing him…

"Just finish this," he said.

"You don't give orders here," she said. "You're not the boss."

He had been the boss. He had been in charge. He had been able to command those around him. Granted, he had never been cruel or dictatorial with his authority, yet Harvey had understood what it meant to take control! Only now, he had volunteered for this. He had surrendered himself to her authority, and now Mistress Michelle enjoyed herself.

That was the part he hadn't expected. When he contacted her, he had silently expected her to offer a service. That meant he was still the customer, and he would be the one to decide exactly what happened. Instead, she was toying with him! Genuine helplessness rushed through his body, especially because he didn't know what would have happened if he had ordered her to release him. At least, that was how it felt to him.

He never imagined that this woman was giving him what he wanted because this was exactly what he had described.

Sothen, she lifted something up in front of him.

At first, he didn't recognize the implement. She held it by a soft, padded handle. Then he saw the long, narrow line and the flared flap at the end. "What is that?"

"A riding crop," she said. Then she snapped it down against his right thigh. Pain flashed along his nerves. He blinked, shocked by the onslaught of sensation.

He hissed through his teeth. "You can't do this to me," he growled at her.

"I just did," she said. Then she struck twice more, once on his right thigh, then on his left. "And look at that," Mistress Michelle teased him. "I just did it again."

"I'm not your slave!"

"Are you sure about that?" Mistress Michelle asked as she stepped forward again. Her fingers brushed along the underside of his length. She stroked him with her fingertips, delivering that raw rush of desperation. He sucked in his breath, tightened his stomach, and pushed his buttocks against the cool surface of the wall behind him. Simultaneously, he tried to push and pull away from his restraints. The shackles held him. Bolted to the wall, those metal bands kept him utterly trapped. Nomatter how hard he fought, he wasn't going to be able to break free.

Distantly, he understood this. In some corner of his brain, he could comprehend just how helpless and powerless he had become before the full force of this woman. It wasn't just her domain, her toys or the bonds that helped him. Those accouterments certainly added to her mystique, her confidence, and her explicit authority. Then again, it was something else. It was just the fact that she was a beautiful woman. At the same time, he still couldn't escape that reality. He had gone into the business world, thrived for so long, made these important decisions, only for his strategy to fail. Back then, he told himself that it was nothing but business. He was doing his job, and maybe he contributed something to the wider world. But now, it was done, and he didn't know how to contend with that reality.

He had come here, perhaps hoping for a distraction.

As he watched, she lifted the tip of the crop again. "Are you ready to surrender to me? Are you ready to acknowledge her inferiority?"

He didn't know where this new flavor of frustration came from, yet he tightened his fingers, pushed his knuckles back against the wall behind him, raised his chin, and glared at her with the full force of his personality. Her captive tried to burn her down with just the heat of her stare, all while that precocious blonde grinned back at him. For her, this was fun. It wasn't just a job; she could instead enjoy his captivity. He accompanied her, and he had yielded to her authority. Maybe there would be the civil outbursts like this one, but she could enjoy the way he squirmed and struggled. She had ordered him to strip, and he obeyed. She had ordered him up against the wall, and he had complied again. Every time this man gave her what she wanted, Mistress Michelle proved the superiority of her sex.

"Because I think you are," she said. "I think you need to surrender to me because you know that you are meant to be a slave."

"No," he growled back at her.

That was when she struck. The tip of her cropped bit down against his right flank, then his left. She went for the sides of his abdomen first. She left little red welts along his skin. Again and again, her toy struck.

Harvey fought hard to believe that it wouldn't really impact him. Those strikes couldn't actually influence him, nor would he worry about the flashes of sensation. His nerves might cry out, but he could handle it. He could take this!

His pretty tormentor raised the crop into the air again, he jerked his head up, and he watched that tip as it hovered there, several inches above her shoulder. "Will you be good for me? Will you be obedient?"

"Yes!"

Despite that full throated declaration of his obedience, she struck anyway. The crop flew down, biting hard against his right side, then his left. She went for his flanks, then his thighs. She made sure to strike again and again, leaving one crisscrossing welt after another. Then it stopped, yet the pain persisted. It seemed to shiver along his body, hovering right there, along his skin.

He slumped forward.

With one hand, she stroked him. With the other, she gripped his jaw. "Go on. Tell me."

Harvey struggled to resist. He didn't think he could do it. His heart pounded faster, and he tried to cling to those old beliefs. He searched for that other version of himself, the one that was strong and capable. He thought of the deals he had negotiated. (Outside of that one failure against a beautiful woman, he had done pretty well for himself.) Harvey fought so hard to remember all of the things that had made him into a competent and capable man.

Despite this, the desire to bow down before her seemed to stretch all across his body. He could feel every instinct within him strain for the chance to drop down to his knees in front of her, to kiss her boots, to nuzzle her legs, and to give her whatever she wanted. As a woman, she was his superior. As a woman, she was better than him.

Then again, this was just a fantasy. It was a game, so he didn't have to truly believe it. They were playing…

Her grip tightened against the underside of his jaw, and her nails dug into his skin. He opened his eyes, and he looked back into her beautiful face. She was playful, cruel, vicious and wicked all at the same time. Those realities slammed down into him, crushing his resistance.

"I, I…"

"Go on," she coaxed him again. She really did sound like a teacher who just wanted to help this man comprehend his place. It was a difficult lesson. Due to the limitations of his sex, he couldn't understand. He had been living under a set of misconceptions for so long. "I know you can do it."

"I, I'm helpless. I'm helpless right now."

"Why is that?"

"You chained me to this wall!"

"And how did I do that?" She didn't grow impatient. On the contrary, he met her gaze again, and he found himself soaking in her confidence. She was a woman who knew exactly what to do with a male like him. No matter what he told himself, he was vulnerable to her. She could touch him and force him to surrender. She knew exactly how to draw him into so many different traps. Each time, she would win, and he would break. He could feel it there at the center of his being. Although he didn't want to admit it, he knew this was the truth. "How did I make that happen? Did I overpower you?"

"I did it voluntarily," he said. At this point, she was still stroking him. Her fingers played along his shaft, gently gliding and squeezing. She ran the pad of her thumb around his opening. She stroked the tip of his member. Then she grabbed him by the base of his length, and he arched his back. "You, you seduced me!"

"I told you to obey, and you did," she said. Now she used both of her hands. She stepped forward, and she was stroking his balls, that special spot right between his legs, and his length. She knew exactly how to touch him, tease him, and manipulate him.

Even as the pleasure flowed through his body, he understood that she was owning him. She had complete control here, and there was nothing he could do to steal it back!

"Just listen to the sounds my voice now," she said. "You're going to listen, and then you're going to talk. Right now, you know who you are. You know where you are. You know that I can make you do whatever I want. I told you to strip, and you got naked for me. I told you to crawl, and you did that. Every time I give you an order, you have to obey. It feels so good when you obey, doesn't it?"

"Yes," he hissed.

"Because you're a man, and it makes you inferior." Her comment almost sounded like a question.

"Yes!"

"What are you?"

"I'm inferior!" Harvey howled out as a part of their game. Right as those words left his mouth, she squeezed again, forcing him to enjoy that rush of ecstasy. It pounded through his body, slamming down, simmering and shooting along every inch of his skin. He had climaxed before, of course. It had never been anything like this! The ecstasy tightened its grip on his chest, his arms and legs. He pushed his head back, his bottom lip trembled, and he moaned. He gasped from one breath to the next as she forced him to climax. She squeezed, massaging and working him. She drained him until it felt as though there was nothing left. Then he slumped forward against his restraints.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you, Mistress," he answered. It was part of the game. It was part of the instructions he had given her.

But even as those words left his mouth, he knew that he had dictated all of this. He had written out what he’d wanted, and she’d given it to him. Those feelings might’ve been there, but this wasn’t true or real.

He could get out of his subjugation whenever he wanted…for now.

Every morning, Marty woke up thinking about that one meeting. His transport company had been successful; people listened to him. They respected him. He had set and determined policies that had impacted people’s lives.

Then she wrecked it…

Marty’s office had been a statement, just like everything else about him. His personal domain contained leather chairs, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, and a bar cart with imported whiskey that he never drank before noon…except when he did. Behind his oversized mahogany desk, he leaned back in a $3,000 ergonomic chair that he insisted he didn’t need but bought anyway. A crystal paperweight shaped like a globe sat unused, a gift from a client who still thought the man behind “Marty’s Vintage Shipping Co.” gave a damn about global markets.

He was half-listening to a conference call and had his feet propped up while he scrolled through emails with the disinterest of someone certain he was the smartest person in the room, especially if the room was virtual. Then the door opened. There was no knock, no warning.

Distantly, he was aware of the problems with his company, but he could shrug them off easily enough.

Marty blinked.

She walked in like she owned the building with her heels clicking against the marble tile, a tailored gray suit hugging her figure with subtle power. She had her dark hair tied back in a twist. Not a strand was out of place. Her expression was unreadable, except for the faintest hint of amusement in her eyes.

He frowned. “Do you always enter uninvited or is today special?”

“I figured I’d skip the part where I pretend to respect boundaries you no longer have.” She shut the door behind her, slow and deliberate.

“Cute,” he said, straightening in his chair. “You’re from Grafton Holdings, aren’t you? They send a different suit every week trying to buy me out. Tell them I’m not selling.”

“I’m not here to make offers. I’m here to finish the job.” She placed a manila folder on his desk and sat without asking. “You’re bleeding cash. Your third-quarter earnings report is more fiction than fact, and your competitors—those heavyweights you keep calling amateurs in interviews—just secured the TransAtlantic antique logistics contract. That’s the one you were counting on to save your hide.”

Marty’s jaw tensed. “You’re mistaken.”

“No. I’m not.” She opened the folder, flipping through glossy pages. “I’m Alexandra March. Grafton doesn’t own me; I own them now. As of last week, I’m CEO. You might’ve known that if you didn’t surround yourself with yes-men who think LinkedIn is a dating app.”

He laughed, but it was a forced sound that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Right. You’re telling me you did all of that. What, you climbed the ladder while playing dress-up?”

“I’m telling you,” she said and leaned forward, voice quiet and sharp, “that while you were busy underestimating every woman who’s ever walked into your boardroom, I was acquiring your debts, buying off your clients, and watching your business rot from the inside. You're not the captain of a ship anymore, Marty. You're the driftwood.”

His face flushed, more from disbelief than anger.

“You think I’m scared of some woman in heels telling me how my business works?”

“No,” she said. “I think you’re scared of the fact that I know exactly how it works. Face it, Marty. I know this business better than you. I think you’re scared because you finally realized the only reason you’ve made it this far is because no one took the time to challenge you.”

He stood. He drew in a breath. For a moment, he had to suppress the urge to call her a bitch. “I built this company from scratch. I worked ports, warehouses, and ran crates myself before I had employees. Don’t stand there and talk to me like I’m some spoiled MBA who bought her way in.”

She gave him a look that was part pity, part triumph. “You didn’t build this company. You inherited it from an era when men like you could bluster their way into contracts with a handshake and a whiskey. That world’s gone, Marty. Now it’s numbers, algorithms, and strategic partnerships. It means having a reputation that doesn’t involve being sued for telling a female client she’d ‘do better in a kitchen.’ Does any of that sound familiar?”

Her prey opened his mouth. After a heartbeat, he shut it again.

Adrenaline shot through his veins as he waited for some inspiring strategy to strike. He was supposed to put this girl in her place…except he didn’t know how.

Alexandra rose, slow and controlled. “I’m here with an offer, but don’t mistake it for charity. You can sell me the remainder of your company, assets included, and walk away with enough money to buy yourself a couple of sports cars and a sad bachelor condo in Miami. Or you can cling to this antique-hauling vanity project and die with it. Bankruptcy court is already circling.”

“I’m not desperate,” he snapped.

She raised a brow. “That’s funny. You look desperate.”

At first, he tried to remain still. He was on his feet and glared at her. Then some instinct kicked in, so Marty paced behind the desk with hands in his pockets. His mind churned through options, all of them bad. For months, he’d been losing clients. His insurance premiums had skyrocketed after two badly managed shipments ended in lawsuits. The vintage logistics market had grown, but his slice of it had shrunk. Still, pride and grit had kept him afloat, or so he told himself.

“I’ll give you partial ownership,” he said. “Forty-nine percent. You want to be involved, fine. Help stabilize things. But I stay in charge.”

Alexandra laughed, the sound light, cool, and dismissive. “You’re not in a position to negotiate. Forty-nine percent? Try zero. You’ll sell or you’ll sink.”

He pointed a finger at her. “You think you’ve got it all figured out, don’t you? Big brain, big title, all sharp words and smirks. But I’ve been in this game longer than you’ve been shaving your legs.”

“And yet here I am,” she said, “winning.”

That hit. He turned away and stared out the window as if the view might offer a few answers. Then again, the skyline didn’t care about him anymore.

“You don’t understand what it means to build something,” he said quietly.

“I do,” she replied. “That’s why I know when something needs to be torn down first.”

She placed a signed purchase agreement on the desk. “I’m offering you a golden parachute. You get a payout. I get the company. You leave with your ego bruised but intact enough to tell yourself some story about bad timing or market downturns. The alternative? You go bankrupt in six months, get sued into oblivion, and spend the rest of your life giving bitter interviews to trade magazines that no one reads.”

He stared at the paper. His hands flexed.

It wasn’t supposed to end like this. He was Marty Dorrance, damn it. He'd been on the cover of Transit Wealth. He gave keynote speeches. He'd had drinks with senators. But none of that mattered now. The industry had changed, and he’d refused to change with it.

He’d laughed at digital tracking systems, calling them a fad. He’d ignored analytics, thinking instincts were enough. And worst of all, he’d dismissed every sharp young executive woman who challenged him…not because they were wrong, but because they didn’t look like him.

Alexandra tapped the desk. “Tick-tock.”

“You’ll gut my staff,” he muttered. “You’ll fire people who’ve been with me since the beginning.”

“No,” she said. “I’ll fire the incompetent ones. Keep the smart ones. If you know any of those, feel free to recommend them.”

His eyes narrowed, his chest rising and falling with frustration. But she was right, and he hated her for it. He fumed because she’d taken the time to learn him: his flaws, his patterns, his blind spots. She’d waited for the perfect moment, and now she was enjoying it.

“Fine,” he said, voice low. “I’ll sell. But I want a clause. A non-compete no longer than twelve months. And I want the payment delivered in three tranches, staggered quarterly.”

Alexandra looked amused. “Trying to stay in the game, Marty?”

“I’m planning my next move.”

She considered his request, then nodded. “Deal. But I want all the shipping rights transferred immediately. No foot-dragging. No ‘misplaced’ paperwork. And you’ll make a statement publicly endorsing the transition.”

His lips tightened. “You're enjoying this too much.”

“I like seeing people pay for their arrogance,” she said. “I especially like watching the men who never saw me coming.”

Marty grabbed the pen like a knife. He signed the papers with a flourish as if spite could dull the blade. He handed them back, slumped into his chair, and poured himself a drink from the bar cart.

Alexandra stood, gathering the papers. “It was a pleasure doing business with you.”

He didn’t respond. She paused at the door.

“Oh, and Marty?”

He looked up, eyes glassy with the first signs of defeat.

“You’re not the villain of some underdog story. You were just...average. And average doesn’t last.”

She left, heels clicking once more, leaving the scent of perfume and power in her wake.

Marty sat alone in his throne-like chair, the walls of his kingdom closing in. He stared at the empty glass in his hand, then looked around at the office he’d once thought was untouchable. He was angry: at her, at the world, at himself most of all. But under the anger, buried somewhere deeper, was this simpering and toxic relief. He loathed his own weakness. It was over.

For now…Then again, there was always another hustle.

Despite the sense of defeat, he wouldn’t give up!

Marty never called it a “comeback.” Comebacks were for underdogs, and he’d never considered himself one. He wasn’t an underdog or a loser, not even after Alexandra March had gutted his shipping empire and left him with little more than a padded bank account and a bruised ego. He told himself he was regrouping.

He had money. He had “vision.” And he had an unshakable belief that real success came from the same type of men who'd built the old world because he was rough, fast-talking, and carried himself with both guts and grit. Men like himself made the world what it was. He’d never trust data-driven, clean-cut Ivy grads with soft hands and dumb opinions.

He’d never trust women.

So when the deals started rolling in, Marty looked for men who reminded him of himself. They were guys who could talk a good game. These were the men who used words like “dominance,” “scale,” and “takeover” like prayer beads. They were the kinds of men who wouldn’t be caught dead analyzing customer behavior metrics or consulting a female strategist.

Here were the kinds of men who, one by one, would lead him straight off a financial cliff.

The first venture looked like destiny.

A startup based out of New Jersey called TitanTech Logistics was gaining momentum. Their pitch? It was a tech-forward shipping management system run by two ex-dockworkers who claimed to have “cracked” the inefficiencies of traditional freight brokerage.

“We don’t need analysts,” one of the founders had said, grinning through nicotine-stained teeth. “We’ve got instinct and experience.”

Marty liked that. It reminded him of his old days—his real days, before Alexandra and her spreadsheets had taken everything. He threw $2.5 million into the company and took a minority seat on the board.

They flamed out in eight months.

It turned out the tech wasn’t theirs. They’d half-copied an outdated open-source platform, rebranded it with a slick UI, and ignored security entirely. A female-led competitor named GridStream Freight exposed a massive data breach in TitanTech’s backend that revealed client addresses, shipment manifests, and financial records.

Marty’s money evaporated overnight. He received a curt apology email from one of the founders, who had already relocated to Thailand.

The worst part? GridStream tripled in valuation the next quarter.

Marty smashed his phone against the marble countertop when he got the news.

The next “can’t-miss” was a nutrition company launched by three Instagram-famous personal trainers. ForgeMen Supplements had slick branding with bold metallic logos, gritty ad campaigns, and slogans like “Power is Earned, Not Given.”

Marty met the founders at a steakhouse in Scottsdale. They wore designer watches and spoke with breathless excitement about turning “alpha-male energy” into a lifestyle brand. Their lead investor had dropped out over “ideological disagreements,” which was definitely code for an HR scandal. Marty considered that a selling point.

He invested one million for a slice of the company and a promise that ForgeMen would be on Walmart shelves within six months.

They didn’t even make it to month four.

It turned out the supplements were repackaged white-label powders manufactured in an unlicensed facility in Nevada. Worse, several customers (mostly college athletes) began experiencing health issues. A lawsuit hit. Then another struck, and then the FDA came knocking.

In the midst of the disaster, a new female-run competitor, CoreVita, quietly launched. Their founder, a former biochemist named Rana Gupta, posted a viral exposé on unregulated male supplement companies. ForgeMen was Exhibit A. Within a year, CoreVita became the face of clean supplements, and ForgeMen dissolved in bankruptcy.

Marty wrote off the loss, but he couldn’t ignore the humiliation. Rana’s LinkedIn post had a line that burned into his brain: “The future of health is science, not swagger.”

By the time Marty found Dreadnought Ventures, he was getting reckless.

A self-described “disruptor fund” run by two former frat brothers from Dartmouth, Dreadnought promised high-yield returns through early-stage acquisitions with a focus on female-led companies “with potential, but no leadership.”

Marty should’ve seen the red flags. Their pitch decks were riddled with buzzwords, and the founders frequently referred to female CEOs as “PR mascots.” Still, they painted a compelling picture of flipping undervalued startups like fixer-uppers on a housing show. He dumped in another million.

Six months later, Dreadnought acquired a small but growing ecommerce business led by a woman named Janelle Ho. She had built SilkRoute Collective from her garage by focusing on high-end, fair trade fabrics with a loyal online following. Dreadnought forced her out within 30 days and replaced her with a male executive who rebranded the company to target “urban masculinity.”

Sales cratered. The community revolted. Former customers organized boycotts and migrated to Aria Market, another woman-run platform that gave Janelle a leadership role within weeks of her departure.

Dreadnought collapsed in less than a year. The two founders blamed “market volatility” and quietly sued each other. Marty didn’t even get a phone call. Just a three-sentence investor report that concluded with, “We appreciate your trust.”

He broke a mirror in his guest bathroom after reading it.

His last major venture was supposed to be different. This one was supposed to be safe and tangible.

Valor Automotive was a Detroit-based auto parts supplier run by a trio of former engineers who had worked for Ford and Tesla. They claimed to have a patented fuel-efficiency module that would revolutionize fleet vehicles including trucks, buses, and transport vans. Marty was intrigued. He hated tech, but he understood machinery. This felt like familiar ground.

He invested his last million after touring their facility, believing this was the horse he could ride back to relevance.

Then came Torque & Tide, a female-run startup in the same space, led by a quiet, analytical founder named Camila Varela. While Valor Automotive bragged about fuel efficiency, Torque & Tide focused on sustainability, battery recycling, and modular electric conversions. They partnered with government programs. They got funding from green initiatives. They courted school districts and public transport companies.

Valor tried to sue for patent infringement. They lost because the Torque & Tide’s tech was cleaner, smarter, and was actually patented…two years before Valor even filed.

Within a year, Torque & Tide had national contracts. Valor missed payroll. Marty’s shares became worthless.

After Valor collapsed, Marty stopped answering calls. He avoided emails. The few remaining advisors in his circle told him to take a break, to think smaller, to recalibrate. One even suggested he look into female-run funds. “They outperform the market,” he said carefully, gauging his reaction.

He fired that loser the next morning.

In the meantime, Marty sat alone in his penthouse, surrounded by the detritus of wealth: expensive bourbon, luxury furniture, a car collection no one drove. The walls were lined with framed magazine covers, old press photos, and awards from a version of him that no longer existed.

All around him was evidence of what he’d once believed: that men like him knew how to win. That bravado and connections and a little ruthlessness were enough. That the modern business world still played by the rules he remembered.

But the world had changed. He had refused to see it.

Worse, he’d bet against the people who had changed it. Women. The world now belonged to the same women he’d ignored, underestimated, talked over in boardrooms, and dismissed with smirks and shoulder pats. They’d outplayed him. Over and over again, they’d defeated him.

Alexandra March had just been the first to humiliate him. But the rest? Rana, Janelle, Camila… they hadn’t even noticed him. That was the real sting. He was no longer even worth defeating. He was irrelevant…

Even after his company and various investments fell apart, Marty refused to let go of his passion (In reality, it was rage. It was unadulterated fury!). Even after those final blows, however, Marty contemplated what revenge could look like. He kept thinking about those different women, judges and rivals, and what he could do to them.

When it came to his rivals, he didn't even have to think about a particular woman. After all, to a man like Marty, most females were pretty much interchangeable anyway.

In one fantasy, he would start a new company, strike it genuinely rich, and go after his enemies. In particular, he wanted to pick out a woman, buy her company out from underneath her, sell off the assets, rip everything apart, replace her closest allies, and leave her vulnerable.

In his fantasy, he wanted to stride through her door, lean against her desk, and say something like, "Unless you want to be out on the street, you are going to obey me from now on. I'm in charge, I'm your boss, and you do everything I say."

That feminist would be utterly furious with him. She would stare at him, her eyes narrowed to slits, her bottom lip trembling. Even though Marty truly believed that women cried more than men, she would hold back her tears. Instead, she would inevitably succumb to his ruthless charms. Even if he was essentially blackmailing her, she would finally understand she was a woman, so she would have to do whatever he said. Resisting him had always been a futile venture. She couldn't fight back. She couldn't win. She was just a girl; she had only made it this far because of the stupid policies that had favored her. When it came to a fair fight, Marty would always be victorious.

As she finally realized this, she would break, and she would step out from behind her desk. He would beckon her forward, and then he would put his hand on the top of her head. He would tighten his grip, press down, and push her to her knees. Obediently, she would yield, dropping down, and he would grin viciously. Then he would stand up, unzip his pants, fish out his erection, and grin down at her. "Suck my cock, slut," he wanted to say to her.

That woman, despite all of her degrees and achievements, would lick her lips and understand her place. Finally, she would recognize that there was a natural order to the world, one where men ruled and women served. (That was what Marty truly believed. Within the depths of his psyche, he truly expected to win in the end.) No matter how much she hated this, that tamed businesswoman would bend her head forward, and she would wrap her pretty mouth around his shaft. He would push into her, thrusting his tip all the way up against the back of her throat, making her gag. Hot shame would burn through her body, but she would still give in. She would still surrender to him. No matter how much she hated this, she would feel the futility of fighting back.

Marty wanted that so badly!

After he first lost his company, he spent time with his wife. Although Wendy was worried about the loss of income, she didn't question her husband. She still understood that he was going to be the one who would buy her what she wanted.

In the end, that was how the relationship worked. Neither of them called it "transactional," yet the arrangement had always been clear. She was gorgeous and spent most of her time on her appearance: she worked out, played with her makeup, and picked out the best in dresses to show off the contours of her body. Their prenuptial arrangement ensured that he would never leave her without paying a huge price, but she had always been willing to look the other way, whenever he decided to play around with girls back at his office or even paid escorts.

As his account started to shrink, Wendy seemed more concerned. At first, she swallowed back her doubts and fears. He had always done such a good job of providing for her. She was willing to go down on him, to entertain some of his fantasies, and to tolerate that aggressive energy he brought to their bedroom.

More and more, however, she started to question all of this. She proved to be more reluctant.

As such, Marty started pleasuring himself more. He still indulged in the same fantasies, the ones where he could own and control his former rivals. He needed to control those women; he longed to see them glower up at him. They needed to bristle with wave after wave of sharp humiliation; they needed to understand what it meant to succumb to him. They would suck his cock, bow down, get on their hands and knees, or roll onto their backs!

He was a real man, so he could take whatever he wanted from them! He could use their wet holes and show them that they had never really been able to resist. They had never actually been able to fight back!

Unfortunately for Marty, those images remained locked firmly within the realm of fantasy.

Marty’s fury came down to more than just his business failures. Like some of his favorite politicians, he believed in striking hard and fast. He thought he could use his money to hire the best (male) lawyers to get exactly what he wanted. Marty believed he could crush the women who’d gotten in his way.

He was wrong.

Marty Dorrance didn’t believe in surrender. Even after four back-to-back business failures and the loss of millions of dollars, he told himself there was still one weapon left in his arsenal: the courts. Litigation, he reasoned, was not just a legal tool; it was leverage, power, and revenge all rolled into one. He had always believed that real businessmen didn’t win by playing fair. They won by breaking their opponents, by dragging them through rocky mud until they collapsed under the weight of stress, subpoenas, and legal fees. And so, Marty gathered his team (an all-male battalion of seasoned litigators, some of them former prosecutors, others corporate bruisers) and prepared to strike back at the people he blamed for his unraveling.

The first target was GridStream Freight, the female-run logistics company that had exposed TitanTech’s data breach. Marty alleged defamation, tortious interference, and intellectual property theft even though his own lawyers warned the claims were shaky. Too bad, Marty answered. He’d done his Google research and understood how this had to go down.

Marty pushed forward despite his lawyers’ objections because he wanted a headline. He hungered for his opponents’ fear. But GridStream’s legal team, helmed by a sharp-tongued woman named Simone Vargas, dismantled his arguments in pretrial motions with surgical precision. Marty sat in the courtroom, smirking arrogantly at Simone’s rebuttals, believing the judge would see through the “emotional drama” and side with reason. Instead, Judge Maria Klein, a silver-haired woman with piercing blue eyes, didn’t even hide her contempt.

“Mr. Dorrance,” she said after reading his filing, “this case is a masterclass in speculative nonsense. You are not entitled to relief simply because you resent being outperformed.” When Marty’s lawyer tried to interject with a protest about competitive sabotage, the judge raised a hand to silence him and added, “And let me be very clear: business failure is not, and has never been, grounds for a lawsuit. Learn to lose with dignity.” She dismissed the case with prejudice. Marty stormed out of the courtroom before the gavel finished falling.

Next, he turned his wrath on Rana Gupta, the founder of CoreVita. Her exposé on ForgeMen had gone viral, and Marty believed that her public statements (none of which mentioned him by name) had mauled his reputation. Marty filed a personal suit for defamation, claiming she had “intentionally destroyed a male-centered enterprise with malicious bias.” His lawyers were hesitant again but took the case because Marty paid in full and in advance. The hearing took place in a federal courtroom presided over by Judge Nina Rojas, a former litigator with a reputation for no-nonsense rulings and an aversion to performative legal theater.

Judge Rojas listened patiently to opening arguments before tilting her head and asking Marty’s lead attorney a single question, “Are you seriously suggesting that criticism of unregulated supplements constitutes an attack on masculinity?” When the attorney faltered, she leaned forward, fixing her gaze directly on Marty. “Mr. Dorrance, what you're trying to litigate here is your own embarrassment. That’s not how the law works. Ms. Gupta reported verifiable facts. You just didn’t like them. This isn’t defamation. It’s accountability.”

Marty muttered something under his breath, and Judge Rojas raised an eyebrow. “Would you like to repeat that, Mr. Dorrance?” As his face burned bright, he said nothing to her. The judge sighed, removed her glasses, and said, “This courtroom is not a therapy session for wounded egos. Case dismissed. If you file another frivolous suit, I will impose sanctions.”

That warning only made Marty more determined. He had lost twice, but each defeat only deepened his conviction that he was being targeted, conspired against, emasculated by a system that had abandoned real men in favor of what he called “optics-driven tokenism.” He never said it aloud in court, but his private rants were full of bile. “The world’s been hijacked,” he often told his lawyers. “These women aren’t smarter. They’re just protected. The bitches and sluts are elevated by quotas and headlines. They wouldn’t survive ten seconds in the real game if it was still played by men like me.”

His lawyers nodded politely but rarely agreed. They were there for the checks, not the ideology.

When Dreadnought Ventures collapsed and Janelle Ho’s new employer sued the partnership for breach of contract and mismanagement, Marty retaliated with a counterclaim, alleging that Janelle had conspired to sabotage the company from within before her forced resignation. He called it “intentional erosion,” a phrase he’d invented and insisted his legal team use in all filings. He demanded millions in damages and requested the case be heard in a venue where he believed the judges would be “reasonable”. For him, that meant male.

Unfortunately for Marty, his request for a change of venue was denied, and the case landed in the courtroom of Judge Talia Menendez, a former labor rights attorney with a reputation for eviscerating corporate fraud. She read through Marty’s complaint during pretrial hearings and asked only one question, “Is this an actual legal argument or just a very expensive tantrum?”

When Marty’s lawyer tried to walk through the supposed “evidence” that Janelle had intentionally tanked investor confidence by “looking nervous during a press conference,” Judge Menendez shook her head and asked if Marty understood the concept of fiduciary duty. She then read aloud a portion of Janelle’s employment record that included internal emails warning the Dreadnought partners about unsustainable burn rates and reckless rebranding. The men in charge had ignored those prescient warnings. Again, Marty sat in silence, watching the room fill with quiet laughter as his overpriced attorney tried to explain why “internal negativity” constituted corporate sabotage.

Judge Menendez dismissed the case mid-trial, stating that the claims were “baseless, misogynistic, and a grotesque misuse of judicial resources.” She fined Marty’s team for filing frivolous motions and added, for the record, “This court will not be weaponized to indulge wounded pride.”

Marty’s hands trembled as he left the courtroom, not with fear, but with a mounting, volcanic rage. He had spent nearly $700,000 in legal fees across three states and had nothing to show for it but scathing rulings, public mockery, and increasingly reluctant legal representation. Still, he refused to stop. He told himself it wasn’t about money anymore; it was about the principle. Here was the principle that men like him shouldn’t be erased without a fight. He believed that losing to a woman was only acceptable if she cheated, and if no one stopped her, it was his duty to try.

So he filed his most aggressive case yet. It was a sweeping multi-defendant suit against Torque, Camila Varela, the patent office, and even the State of Michigan, alleging collusion, fraud, and “gender-based favoritism in regulatory approval.” His new legal team, young and inexperienced but eager for exposure, promised they’d “go the distance” in federal court.

It was a disaster.

The trial became a circus within days. Camila’s attorneys produced documentation showing Marty’s team had missed filing deadlines, submitted forged patent claims, and had even attempted to pressure former employees into signing false affidavits. Chief Justice Elena Bissette of the 9th District Court was a towering figure in legal circles and not known for mercy.

From the bench, she delivered a forty-minute rebuke that would be quoted for years. She called Marty’s claims “a fever dream of entitlement” and described his legal tactics as “scorched-earth idiocy wrapped in thinly veiled misogyny.” At one point, she turned directly to him and said, “You came to this court expecting sympathy for your failures. You brought no law. You brought no merit. Only your bitterness and your bank account. And now that, too, has run dry.”

Marty tried to speak. He needed to say something about his right to be heard, but she slammed the gavel and overruled him without pause.

“The only thing you’ve proved here, Mr. Dorrance,” she concluded, “is that your greatest liability isn’t legal. It’s psychological.”

The courtroom erupted in murmurs. Marty stood frozen, the blood draining from his face. His attorneys whispered behind him, already drafting their withdrawal motions.

Outside the courthouse, the verdict spread like wildfire. Every outlet that had once celebrated Marty as a titan of commerce now painted him as a symbol of brittle male ego. Headlines mocked his lawsuits, quoted the judges who had rebuked him, and listed the dollar amounts of his wasted fortune. Satirical blogs called him “The Litigator Who Lost to Everyone.” A viral meme showed his scowling courtroom expression under the caption, “Sue Me, Bro.”

He became a cautionary tale.

For the first time in his life, Marty disappeared from view. He stopped meeting with potential business associates. He skipped the galas and charity events. He deactivated his LinkedIn. He avoided friends, even the few that remained.

But the worst part, the unbearable truth that haunted him in sleepless hours, was this: every courtroom he had entered was a battlefield he had chosen. And every time, the woman on the bench had out-thought him, out-argued him, and finally dismissed him.

The business failures had burned. The legal defeats had stung.

It was so much harder at home with his wife.

He was supposed to love Wendy, and he probably did. Then again, she was still a woman so he could love her without respecting her.

That thought occurred to him as the rain started around noon and settled into a dull rhythm against the windows of the penthouse. The sky outside was a blanket of slate, heavy and unchanging. Inside, Marty Dorrance sat in the leather armchair he had imported from Florence five years ago. This piece was definitely a sign of better times.

He wore his robe loosely, the belt untied, and a half-full glass of scotch rested on the table beside him. The TV played a muted business segment, one of the many programs that now took perverse pleasure in dissecting his fall from grace. Originally, he had never been really famous, but certain “feminist” journalists had started to deride him. His litany of defeats entertained them.

They were dumb bitches.

In time, he’d put them in their place.

For now, he let the screen flicker, his eyes glazed, his expression unreadable.

The door opened behind him. He heard the distinct click of heels on marble, quick and sharp, followed by the sound of keys tossed onto the hallway table. Wendy had returned from lunch. She said nothing at first, but Marty could feel the static in the air. It was the kind of silence that carried weight, like pressure before a storm. He waited for her to speak. She was never the patient one in their marriage.

“So,” Wendy finally said, standing just inside the room, arms crossed over her beige trench coat. “Are you going to tell me what your plan is, or should I just keep making reservations at restaurants we can’t afford?” Technically, they could pay their bills, yet her point stung anyway.

Marty did not turn to look at her. He lifted the glass, took a small sip, and returned it to the table without a sound. His eyes remained fixed on the television, which now displayed a segment on women-led startups in the logistics sector. He found the timing irritating.

“I’m working on it,” he said. His voice was flat, barely above a murmur.

Wendy stepped further into the room, her heels clicking again, though slower now. She removed her coat and tossed it over the arm of the couch. She had dressed with care today. Her hair was swept up, her earrings gold, her blouse immaculate. She had the look of someone prepared for confrontation.

“Working on it,” she repeated, letting the words hang in the air. “You’ve been ‘working on it’ for a while now, Marty. You’ve burned through most of our savings, you’ve thrown money at lawsuits that went nowhere, and you’ve alienated every investor who used to trust you. Do you even understand what position we’re in?”

Marty turned his head slightly. His face showed no emotion, but his eyes narrowed.

“Don’t lecture me, Wendy. You don’t know the first thing about business.”

“I don’t need to know about business to know that we’re bleeding cash,” she said. Her voice sharpened with each word. “I don’t need to know balance sheets or venture capital to understand that our income is gone, that the staff has been cut, and that you’re sitting in this apartment every day like some war widow, drinking scotch and watching reruns of your own humiliation.”

“You think I haven’t tried?” Marty said. His voice rose, finally cracking. “You think I wanted any of this? I took risks. I made bets. That’s what men like me do. I built an empire, and then the rules changed. Now I’m supposed to apologize because I didn’t cater to every diversity consultant or hire someone just because she had a sob story.”

Wendy shook her head slowly and walked toward the bar cart near the window. She poured herself a glass of white wine with unhurried motions.

“This isn’t about who you did or didn’t hire,” she said. “This is about the fact that you lost. And instead of finding a way forward, you’ve spent every minute trying to blame the people who beat you.” Wendy was his wife! She wasn’t supposed to talk to him like this!

Marty clenched his fists. His gaze followed her with irritation. She sipped her wine, cool and unbothered, as if she had rehearsed this scene already.

“You’re not qualified to judge me,” he said. “You married into this. You liked the lifestyle. You liked the private jets, the galas, the shopping trips to Paris. You were more than happy to smile for the cameras and play your part. Now you want to act like you earned something?”

Wendy walked to the fireplace, turned, and faced him fully.

“Yes, I liked the lifestyle,” she said. “I liked not worrying about the bills. But I never asked you to burn everything down just to prove a point. You’re so obsessed with proving you’re smarter than everyone else, especially women, that you can’t see how far you’ve fallen.”

“I haven’t fallen,” Marty said. His voice lowered again, but the anger still simmered underneath. “I’m regrouping.”

“Regrouping?” she asked. “Is that what you call sitting around in your bathrobe while our assets are liquidated? Is that what you call letting your company get picked apart piece by piece by women you used to mock at networking events?”

Marty stood up then. He moved slowly but deliberately, the silk of his robe swaying slightly as he stepped toward the center of the room. The television continued playing its silent montage of successful founders, all smiling, all female.

“You think they won because they’re smarter?” he asked. “You think they outplayed me? No. They had the wind at their backs. Favoritism. Optics. People were too scared to question them. I was the one who built something real. They gamed the system.”

Wendy looked at him with an expression that was difficult to read. There was pity in her eyes, but also disgust.

“You really believe that, don’t you?” she said. “You think the whole world conspired to make you fail. It couldn’t possibly be that you underestimated them. That you refused to adapt. That your arrogance was the reason you couldn’t see the iceberg in front of you.”

Marty’s face reddened. He wanted to shout, to throw the glass against the wall, to end the conversation with volume instead of facts. But he didn’t. Something in her tone held him back. It was not just her words. It was the finality behind them.

“What do you want from me?” he asked. “You want me to beg for help? You want me to grovel to some panel of corporate women just to get a seat back at the table?”

“I want you to wake up,” Wendy said. “I want you to stop pretending that failure is temporary just because you refuse to call it by name. We’re not fine. The money is drying up. The reputation is gone. And I’m not going to be the silent wife who fades with your empire.”

Marty laughed once, without humor.

“You’re not exactly positioned to do better on your own,” he said.

Wendy’s expression changed then. She walked up to him and stood only inches away.

“Don’t you dare mistake silence for weakness,” she said. “I stayed with you because I believed in you. I believed that somewhere beneath all the ego and bravado was a man who could weather storms. But you’ve proven me wrong over and over. You’re not fighting to rebuild. You’re clinging to a world that doesn’t exist anymore.”

Marty looked down at her. He towered over her physically, but in that moment, he felt smaller. He hated that feeling. He hated that she could stand there with her wine and her quiet defiance and undo him without raising her voice.

“You think you can do better?” he asked. “You think you’d survive two weeks without the name, the network, the money I gave you?”

Wendy stepped back, setting her glass down on the nearest table.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I’m ready to find out.”

She grabbed her coat from the couch, slipped it on, and walked toward the door. Marty stood motionless, too stunned to follow. Her heels clicked again, the same sharp rhythm that had echoed earlier. At the doorway, she paused without turning.

“You’re not a man in crisis, Marty,” she said. “You’re a man who refuses to change. That’s why you lost.”

She opened the door and left without another word. The lock clicked shut behind her.

Marty remained standing in the center of the room. The television continued its muted broadcast. The rain outside had not let up. He could hear it now as a steady patter that sounded more like time than weather. He looked around the room and saw the signs of his decline everywhere. The unopened mail on the counter. The thinning bottle of scotch. The shrinking confidence in every mirror he had passed that week.

He walked slowly back to his chair and sat down. He picked up the glass and took a long sip. The liquor burned less than it used to. Maybe he was growing numb. Or maybe he was just used to the taste of defeat.

Right away, he smirked. No, he told himself. This still wasn’t defeat. He could come back. He could win.

He knew Wendy meant what she said. She was not bluffing. She had always been sharper than he gave her credit for, though he had never told her that. He had viewed her as a decoration, a status symbol, an accessory to his dominance. Now she was gone, and he could no longer pretend that the world would wait for him to catch up.

Granted, she’d come back. She always did.

He could try again. He could start a new venture, smaller, quieter. He still had contacts. Not everyone had abandoned him. He could rebrand, change his name, move cities. There were ways to survive.

But survival was not the same as victory.

And victory was all he had ever understood.

He leaned back in the chair and stared at the ceiling. The silence felt heavier than before. The rain would continue. The news would continue. But somewhere beneath the wreckage of pride and ambition, a question remained. How could he strike back?

Just as he predicted, Wendy came back eventually. In truth, she had only been gone for a couple of hours. He was still seated in his chair, surrounded by the books he had never read. He had been watching TV. At least, his eyes had been aimed in the direction of the screen while different pundits and journalists talked about the 24 hour news cycle.

When the door to their penthouse opened, he heard it from his spot. For a second there, he had been tempted to stand up right away. By that point, he was definitely tipsy. He wasn't drunk, he told himself. But he had been drinking, and now he got up. He set his glass aside, and he strode back through the penthouse, past their expensive artworks (that he had overpaid for), down the hall, and into the living room where he found her.

"Let's go to the bedroom," he said. That had always been his euphemism.

Wendy glanced over her shoulder at her husband. "Excuse me?"

"Let's go to the bedroom," he said. Then, feeling almost seductive, he invaded her personal space, stepping close to her. He reached out, and he brushed his fingers along her shoulder. "Have you even looked at yourself?"

"Come on," he said. "We both know I'm going to bounce back. And when I do, you want to be there for me."

"Make some money, and maybe we can talk about it," she shot back.

"I'm serious," he said, reaching out and grabbing her by her arm.

Wendy was gorgeous. She was also completely and utterly indomitable. Maybe that was another reason why he had wanted her so badly, why he had married her, and signed to that ridiculous prenuptial agreement. In any case, she narrowed her eyes, and she looked right back at him. "Marty, you don't get to decide what I do. You don't get to decide when we sleep together."

"You're nothing but a dumb trophy wife," he muttered under his breath. The instant those words left his mouth, however, regret welled up inside of him. It had nothing to do with feeling bad or worrying about her feelings. Rather, he knew she wouldn't like that comment, and he wasn't sure he was strong enough to confront her.

Wendy immediately heard what he just said. "Your dumb trophy wife? Maybe you're right," she conceded with that vicious bite trailing along every word. "But you're a loser, Marty, so you don't get a trophy."

He flinched. He stepped back as though she had struck him.

She wasn't done.

She stepped forward. "I know. I know. You want to argue with me, don't you? You want to insist you are going to bounce back, that you're just regrouping. That's what you said before, wasn't it?" She shook her head from side to side. "You don't get a trophy for participation. You don't get one for failing. Maybe you're right. Maybe I'm nothing but a trophy wife. Try looking at yourself. You're a fat loser, and I'm not convinced you can be anything else. Are you? Do you honestly believe you're going to win, especially after each pathetic failure?"

He opened his mouth, and he searched for an answer. He searched for real words.

Marty did his best, but he failed completely.

Instead, he grabbed his phone, stomped back through the penthouse, and slipped into their bedroom. There, he closed the door and locked it. Panting, he wasn't sure what he was going to do. His shoulders rose and fell as his lungs pumped. Hot frustration coursed through his body, pounding along every inch of his skin.

That bitch!

He wanted to hate her. Maybe he did. If so, it hardly mattered because another part of him wanted something else entirely; he wanted her to want him. He wanted her to need him. She was supposed to be his trophy wife; just like when they got together, she was supposed to be down on her knees, gazing up at him, worshiping him, and telling him just how much she loved being close to him because he was so smart, aggressive, daring and strong. As a real man, he was supposed to be able to break his way through the competition.

Instead, he pulled off his pants and shirt. He stripped, getting naked. Pretty soon, he walked over to the mirror that she liked to prance around in front of.

He saw himself. He had definitely gained weight…

Then he tried to suck in his gut; he tensed his muscles. He did his best to look as fierce and intimidating as possible.

It was pathetic.

He closed his eyes and bowed his head down. For a moment, he tried to believe that it didn't really matter. Then he threw himself down onto the mattress, he spread his legs, and he held up his phone. Desperately, he started searching through those old pictures. Here were the images sent from different interns, secretaries, and paid escorts. He saw girls flashing their breasts, touching themselves, moaning, or panting as they did their best to please him across the distance.

Whatever he got from those pictures, it always felt like a fun little treat and a secret reward. At work, he would be professional. He would be polite. He followed all of the rules of decorum. On his phone, however, he could keep those little mementos and souvenirs. He could sleep with the girl, take a picture, or maybe even record their entire tryst without letting her know. (All too often, women were way too prudish! If you were going to buy a girl a pretty tennis bracelet or maybe even some diamond studded choker, then you deserved more than just one night.)

And now, he glanced over at the door. It remained shut. He didn't hear his wife walking around their penthouse. Then again, it was large enough that they could go days without seeing one another.

Tracing the edges of his teeth with the tip of his tongue, he contemplated what he was going to do next. Then, moment by moment, he decided that it was all their fault. He had only gained weight because the women of the world had heaped so much stress onto him. He was fighting for his financial survival.

Right then and there, however, he could take some time and enjoy himself. He scrolled through those different pictures, seeing those girls: blonde or redheaded, brunette or with those long manes of shining black. He saw those girls, and he loved the contours of their big breasts, their narrow waists, and those amazing asses. He grinned ferociously and thought of how those girls would come crawling back to him.

Wendy would come crawling back to him…

And this time, she was going to be humiliated like never before. He would slide a collar around her neck, put her on a leash, and put her in her place! She would remember what it was like to humiliate her husband because he would never let her forget the terrible mistake she had made!

But for now, he had to satisfy himself with his hand. His fingers brushed along his balls, up over the length of his cock, and he squeezed, touching and squeezing.

If he had stopped and really considered his position, then maybe he would have understood just how pathetic he looked.

Marty wasn't going to indulge in that kind of self-awareness. Rather, he continued to squeeze; he moved his hand up and down along his length. He savored the pleasure as the energy coursed just beneath the surface of his skin. He arched his back, squeezed again, and pleasured himself until that rush of primal completion finally gripped him. He was throbbing. He came hard. After that, he grabbed some tissues and wiped himself off.

The pleasure faded.

Disappointment set in.

Because he needed to do something, he rolled onto his stomach, and he started scrolling. At first, he ran through his usual feed; it was the content he always expected. Then he rolled onto his back, the springs in his mattress creaking each time he shifted his weight. His phone hovered inches above his face, the screen casting a pale, flickering glow across his features. Dark circles had settled under his eyes, and his jaw remained clenched with a constant, gnawing tension.

After he checked for updates, he went over to a different app.

The first video played without warning. A man with a chiseled jawline and angry tone pointed at the camera and declared, “No one wants strong men anymore. They want obedient wallets and emotional lapdogs.” Marty’s thumb hovered for a moment before he hit Like. The algorithm responded with eager obedience. Another video followed.

This one featured a man standing in front of a luxury car, sunglasses reflecting the midday sun. “Look around,” he said with conviction. “Mediocre women are promoted just for breathing. If you're a man and you're struggling, it's not your fault. The system is rigged.” Marty nodded. He told himself it felt good to hear the truth. For weeks, he had been looking for confirmation that his collapse wasn’t just his own doing. Now, with every scroll and swipe upward, he found a chorus of voices offering him absolution.

The videos came in rapid succession. One man ranted from a podcast studio lined with black foam panels. Another spoke calmly into a microphone, explaining how the business world had become a minefield of false accusations and unfair regulations. A different voice claimed that women used the illusion of professionalism as a smokescreen to rise without merit. “They play the victim,” one man said, “then use your compassion to take your job.” Marty didn’t just nod at that one. He whispered, “Exactly,” to the empty room.

The orgasm had felt good, but it hadn't been enough to wipe away the truth. It had been months since his last court defeat. The judgments, the legal fees, the public embarrassment; they all lingered like the aftertaste of something spoiled. He had not told anyone that he was still paying off one of his lawyers in installments. He hadn’t spoken to former friends in weeks. The men who used to slap him on the back at networking events no longer returned his calls. But now, lying in the low light of his cluttered bedroom, he felt a strange surge of clarity.

Not only that, he thought of how he had gained so much weight. He thought of when and how she had looked at him with undisguised disdain.

He sat up abruptly. His back ached. His spine cracked as he shifted to sit against the wall. The bed groaned beneath him. Marty opened the notes app on his phone and began to type.

“New business. New truth. Platform for real men. Counterculture media. No censorship. No apologies.”

He paused. His fingers hovered over the digital keyboard. He imagined a studio with red lights and leather chairs. He imagined himself behind a microphone, addressing an invisible army of frustrated men. They would see him as a leader. They would see him as the man who dared to push back. In his mind, he was already selling courses, building a following, delivering keynote speeches at underground conventions where real men shook hands with firm grips and looked each other in the eye.

Marty stood from the bed and paced slowly between the window and the foot of the mattress. He talked aloud now, trying to shape his thoughts into action.

“They need guidance,” he said. “They need someone who’s been through it. Someone who knows what it’s like to lose everything because he trusted the wrong people.”

He pictured his old boardroom, the way he used to gesture across polished oak tables, demanding quarterly projections. He missed the sound of his voice bouncing off glass and concrete. He missed the smell of new leather chairs. He missed the interns who looked at him with wide eyes and the receptionists who laughed at his terrible jokes. He missed being respected. (Then again, it was about more than just respect. In the privacy of his own mind, he had no problem telling the truth: he wanted those girls to be eager and ready. He wanted to know that he could fire them. He wanted to hear about their "business ideas," all while understanding that he wasn't interested in anything besides, their tight little bodies!)

Once he'd written out his notes (and called this progress), he decided to watch some more videos.

On his screen, a young man in a crisp suit said, “You’ve been lied to. You’ve been told to be softer, more understanding, more supportive. And what did that get you? Replaced.” Marty whispered, “Yes,” as if the man could hear him. His knuckles turned white around the phone.

He sat back on the bed. The passion that had once burned as ambition now smoldered as indignation. He believed he could harness it. He believed he could mold his anger into something productive. He believed that if he fed the fire, it would light the way to a second chance. But the more he watched, the less he moved.

“She didn’t beat you with intelligence,” the next man said. “She beat you because the world gave her a sword and handed you a rulebook.”

Marty nodded violently. He remembered the courtroom, the judges, the laughter, and the mockery. He remembered their voices, all women, all confident, all merciless. He remembered the way they looked at him...like he was a child throwing a tantrum in a marble-floored palace. That memory hardened into a lump behind his ribs.

He looked down at the notes app. The page was still open, waiting for more. He added a few lines.

“Video content. Community platform. Real advice. Real stories. Help men rebuild," he wrote and whispered.

It sounded like a pitch. It sounded like a mission. He read it back and felt a flicker of pride. But the pride faded quickly, and with it came a rush of self-doubt. He had no funding. He had no connections. The last three people he had called for a meeting had not returned his messages. He had no product, no timeline, no development team. Marty only had rage on his side.

His stomach growled, but he ignored it. He had skipped breakfast again. There was no food in the house except a bag of tortilla chips that had gone stale two weeks ago. He told himself he would go shopping later. He told himself the startup came first. But the laptop stayed shut on the desk. The notes app remained unfinished.

He returned to the app and kept scrolling.

Each video stoked his resentment. They all offered simple explanations. They gave him names to blame. They turned complex failures into digestible conspiracies. They gave him a moral license to be bitter. And so he consumed them one after another, each one reinforcing the idea that he was right to feel angry. That his downfall was not a matter of choices, but injustice.

He tried again to think practically. He imagined launching a podcast. He imagined the first episode, his voice steady and full of righteous fury. He would talk about his losses. He would talk about the lies. He would call out the judges by name. He would recount every moment when a female executive smirked across a boardroom table. He would name them all.

But even the fantasy exhausted him.

He stayed on the bed.

The phone felt heavier now. His hands shook. His heart pounded too hard for someone who had not moved in hours. The light outside dimmed as clouds swallowed the sun. The room grew darker. Still, he did not get up. Still, he kept watching.

A man with a smug smile leaned into the camera and said, “You’ve been broken, but that’s the beginning. Pain is fuel. Hate is focus. The world fears men who wake up.” Marty stared at the screen. He mouthed the words. He closed his eyes and let them wash over him like a benediction.

He imagined himself returning for revenge; all of those women would pay! He would make them pay!

He would find a way. He would make them all see.

He would not be forgotten.

But even as he made this vow to himself, his body remained still. The fire he felt did not move through his limbs. It stayed trapped in his chest, where it festered and churned. He told himself it was strategy. He told himself he was waiting for the right moment. But the truth pressed against the back of his mind.

If Wendy had bothered to walk back into the bedroom, she might've pointed out that he wasn't planning right there. Instead, he was stalling.

He was not building. He was brooding.

He was not becoming anything new.

He was just angry.

And the anger, which had once driven him, now consumed and distracted him. The phone slipped from his hands and landed on his chest. Another video started. He listened, eyes unfocused, mouth slightly open. The voice on the screen said, “Don’t apologize. Don’t reflect. You are the product of a weak society trying to break strong men.”

Marty whispered, “I know.”

He thought he understood how this would work. He thought he realized what all of this meant.

While Marty enjoyed the short form videos, Harvey found himself listening to an endless stream of podcasts.

Harvey stood in front of the sink, staring at the pile of dishes that had grown over the last few days. The coffee mugs were stained with brown rings. The plates were streaked with dried sauce. One fork was stuck to a plate with a patch of congealed cheese. He took a breath, turned the tap, and reached for the sponge. As he worked the soap into a foam, he tried not to think about the fact that he had once promised himself he would never do this kind of thing. He had imagined a life of handshakes, office lights, and firm decisions...not soapy water and chipped dinnerware.

This was pathetic.

He still couldn't believe he had allowed himself to be outmaneuvered. He still contemplated all of those mistakes, yet he didn't have a good solution.

In the meantime, he tried to tell himself that he was content with this. He had been lucky enough to walk away with a solid set of bank accounts. He didn't technically need to work. He could retire and…

Harvey wasn't even sure what he was supposed to do. As such, he focused on chores. He went through the activities of daily living required by adulthood.

His earbuds were already in. The host's voice filled his head, calm at first but edged with quiet outrage. “This is what happens when men give up leadership,” the man said. “They find themselves in aprons, cleaning up after women who will never respect them for it.”

Harvey grimaced but did not pause. He kept scrubbing, rinsing, and stacking. His back ached a little. His left knee had started giving him trouble last winter, and crouching for the lower shelves now required a moment of mental preparation. As he bent to load the dishwasher, the voice continued.

“They take your masculinity one task at a time. First it’s the groceries. Then it’s the vacuum. Then it’s your dignity.”

Harvey knew it was ridiculous to take those words seriously, at least at first. The man speaking did not know him or his life. He did not know Kathy, who had never once demanded he take on more chores. She worked full-time with her new project and had asked for help. Harvey had agreed because it seemed fair. At least, that was what he had told her.

But fairness no longer felt like the right word. The more he scrubbed toilets and wiped countertops, the more he noticed a dull voice in the back of his mind whispering that this was not how it was supposed to be. He remembered how his father had never cooked a meal unless it involved a grill. He remembered how his uncles only cleaned when no one else was around to do it. He had been taught, directly or not, that household labor belonged to women. Even if the world had changed, that belief had not left him completely.

In the beginning, he had filled the silence with music. Podcasts had come later, mostly because the silence started to bother him in a different way. At first, he listened to harmless ones about history and comedy. Then one day, a video had auto-played after an episode ended. It featured a man speaking with fiery certainty about how the modern man had been stripped of purpose. Harvey had listened, half-smiling at the dramatics, until something the host said struck a chord.

“They make you feel useful with chores, but they never look at you the same way again.”

It had made Harvey uncomfortable. He had paused the episode. But the next time he did the laundry, he played another one. It had been curiosity at first. But after a week, he had subscribed.

Now, the voices felt familiar. He knew the hosts’ names. He knew their cadence. He knew when the tone would drop for dramatic effect. He knew when they were about to deliver a hard truth or a bitter complaint. They sounded like older brothers or fathers who had finally broken their silence and started telling the truth.

Harvey stood in the laundry room now, pulling warm clothes from the dryer. The static clung to his fingertips. He folded Kathy’s sweaters with care, unsure if he was being respectful or just overly cautious. One of the hosts spoke about betrayal.

“She says she appreciates you, but watch how fast she changes when someone more masculine walks into the room. Respect is not earned through kindness. It’s taken by dominance.”

Harvey did not want to believe that, but the thought lingered. He remembered how Kathy had laughed a little too hard at something their neighbor had said last weekend. He had told himself it was nothing, but now he wondered. Had she seen something in another man that he had lost? Or worse, something Harvey himself had never actually possessed?

Even as he did the chores, Harvey couldn't help but think of how he had put on weight.

He shook his head and kept folding. He placed the clothes into two neat stacks: one for Kathy, another for himself. He looked at the soft fabric, the ordinary cotton and denim, and suddenly felt embarrassed. He was embarrassed by his own comfort with this routine, embarrassed that no one else seemed to notice how far he had fallen. He could not stop asking himself if this was what a man’s life was supposed to look like.

He moved to vacuuming next. The living room was quiet except for the buzz of the machine. The podcast volume rose as the host launched into another rant.

“She’s succeeding because someone made space for her. Men stepped back, thinking it was polite. But now she’s your boss, she’s your critic, and she’s the one setting the rules.”

Harvey endured another sparking flicker of resentment as he maneuvered the vacuum under the coffee table.

He caught a glimpse of himself in the hallway mirror. His expression startled him. His mouth was set in a hard line. His eyes were darker than he remembered. He looked tired. He looked like a man performing someone else’s role. He turned away.

That night, they had dinner together. Kathy chatted about her day. She mentioned a new hire at her friend's office. She laughed at how young and clueless the interns were. Harvey nodded, responded with a chuckle where appropriate, and pretended to care. The voices in his earbuds had warned him about this. They had said that once women felt successful, they no longer saw men as necessary.

“She thinks she’s winning, and you’re letting her,” one host had said. “You think you’re a partner. She sees a placeholder.”

Kathy had not noticed his silence. She finished her glass of wine and went to grade papers in the bedroom. Harvey cleared the plates and cleaned the table in slow, deliberate circles. He played another podcast as he loaded the dishwasher.

Each day added another layer to the shift inside him. His resentment did not come in an explosion. It grew like rust. It formed quietly in the corners of his mind, feeding on every perceived slight and every podcast that spoke with the confidence he lacked. He still performed the same tasks. He still said the same polite phrases. But something in him had started to fracture.

He began to watch her more closely. He tracked her mood when she walked through the door. He studied how often she checked her phone, how long she lingered in the bathroom, how many times she mentioned friends by name. At the same time, he couldn't help but notice how she kept working on her "project". She refused to tell him exactly what it was. She would just smile in a coquettish way and shrug like it didn't really matter.

He kept all his suspicions to himself. He told himself he was simply observing.

Kathy continued on, seemingly unaware. She kissed him goodnight, asked him about errands, told him which bills were coming due. She remained cheerful, distracted, and content. That contentment began to offend him. He wanted her to notice that he was changing. He wanted her to ask why he had stopped making small talk. He wanted her to feel the weight of his silence.

But she never said anything.

One afternoon, Harvey was dusting the bookshelf when a new voice came through the podcast. It was a guest speaker, introduced as an expert in male resilience. He sounded younger than the others, more energetic.

“They will never admit they cheated the system,” the man said. “They just take advantage of it and call it progress.”

Harvey put down the dust cloth and sat on the couch. He stared at the wall, listening.

“You think she cares that you vacuum? That you fold her clothes? She doesn’t. She’s waiting for the day you remember what you used to be.”

That sentence repeated in Harvey’s head long after the episode ended.

He thought about the early years of his marriage. He had been confident then. He had believed in hard work and simple roles. He had never questioned whether his wife respected him. Now he questioned everything.

He stood and walked to the kitchen. The dishes were already clean. The countertops sparkled. The house looked perfect. But inside, he felt like something had gone wrong.

He sat at the table and opened his phone. He scrolled through social media, looking at the photos his friends posted. Most of them had children. Some had new homes. Some had vacations with big smiles and rented cabins. He looked at his own profile. It had not been updated in over a year.

He played another podcast.

By now, he no longer resisted their ideas. He welcomed them. They explained his unease. They gave shape to the discomfort he had not known how to name. They made him feel less alone in his disappointment. They taught him that his pain was not weakness, but warning.

“It’s time to stop apologizing for being a man.”

Harvey did not know what he believed anymore. But he knew he was listening.

And every day, he listened more.

It was so easy, so intoxicating. He lost himself to those easy explanations as the world started to make sense…even as it made him furious.

It wasn’t nice, sexy, or elegant. Instead, it was what these men expected: cheap and dirty. Maybe both men drifted there because they didn’t want to see the midtown excesses or the ostentatious displays of wealth. Technically, both men had the money to hit any of the vibrant spots in the city.

Instead, they reflexively drifted here…

The bar sat at the corner of an aging strip mall, tucked between a vape shop and a discount mattress outlet. It looked like the kind of place that had once catered to traveling salesmen and was now held together by habit and cheap bourbon. The lighting was dim enough to blur the wear in the booths and the grease on the floor. At this hour, it was quiet except for the occasional scrape of a chair and the low hum of the television mounted above the liquor shelf. A baseball game played on mute.

Harvey arrived first. He sat near the back, away from the bar, where the noise from the kitchen was muffled by the cracked vinyl of the booths. He nursed a glass of whiskey, the ice melting faster than he could drink it. He looked older than he had a year ago. The corners of his eyes sagged, and he’d definitely gained weight. Before, he’d kept his gut under control. These days, he could feel himself press against the inside of his shirts. His shoulders slouched with something that looked like fatigue but felt heavier.

Marty walked in ten minutes later. He wore a leather jacket that looked a decade too young for him. His shoes were expensive, or at least they had been once, though now they were scuffed and stained. He spotted Harvey and made his way over without hesitation.

“You look like hell,” Marty said as he slid into the booth.

Harvey gave a small smile. “Takes one to know one.”

Marty waved to the bartender without turning. “Two bourbons, straight,” he said.

“I already have one,” Harvey said, lifting his glass.

Marty shrugged. “Then I’ll drink both.”

They sat in silence for a moment. The television above the bar showed a player rounding third base. No one in the bar seemed to care. As a bar, this was supposed to the place where people could come and relax. Instead, it had somehow morphed into a refuge for the exhausted and wounded…though no one here actually found any respite.

“So,” Marty said, leaning back and cracking his knuckles. “Another empire falls.”

Harvey did not ask for clarification. “Yeah.”

“You sell off anything useful?” Marty asked.

“Some,” Harvey replied. “The rest is just numbers in someone else’s spreadsheet now.”

Marty snorted. “That’s all it ever is. They dress it up like you built something. Then one bad quarter and your name means nothing.” Technically, they’d both faced more than “one bad quarter,” but that line was easier to swallow.

“Sounds about right.”

The bartender brought over two glasses. Marty took both and placed one in front of Harvey anyway. He downed his own in a single swallow.

“Let me guess,” Marty said. “A woman got the better end of your deal.”

Harvey looked down at the table. “Not directly.”

Marty laughed. “They never come at you directly. That’s the trick. They maneuver. They smile. They wait until the paperwork is halfway done and you’re bleeding cash, and then they strike.”

Harvey swirled his drink, watching the ice bob in the amber liquid. “I don’t think it’s always like that.”

“No?” Marty said, eyes narrowing. “C’mon, do you still believe in the meritocracy?” He spat out that last word like it was the worst kind of insult.

“I believe a lot of people are struggling.” That diplomatic answer required more effort than Harvey had expected. He was listening to his podcasts and learning. Still, there was a lot about the world he couldn’t or wouldn’t accept…not yet.

Marty shook his head. “That’s what they want you to think. You’ve been softened. You’re out here folding laundry and pretending it’s the same as running a company.”

“I didn’t come here to argue,” Harvey said. “Besides, it’s all over. It’s all over for both of us.” He sipped his drink and savored the burn along his tongue and up the roof of his mouth.

Marty leaned forward. His tone dropped, more intense. “You don’t have to argue. Just look around. Look at who’s getting hired. Look at who’s in charge of everything now. You try applying for funding if you’re not wearing a skirt. You try starting over without someone reminding you that you’ve already failed.”

Harvey looked at his drink but did not reply.

“I built something real,” Marty said, stabbing a finger at the table. “Antiques. High-end logistics. We weren’t just moving boxes. We were preserving history. Then the market shifts, some startup comes in with flashy branding and a woman CEO, and suddenly I’m obsolete.”

“You had problems before that,” Harvey said carefully.

“Sure I did,” Marty said. “But nobody offered me a lifeline. They gave her one. Investors lined up for her. Magazine covers. Speeches. I get audited.”

Harvey sighed. “It’s not that simple.”

“Yes, it is,” Marty said. “We’re being wiped out by those fuckers. They tell us we had our time. Now we’re just in the way.”

Harvey took a slow sip from his glass. The bourbon burned but not enough.

“I’m not saying women don’t work hard,” Marty continued. “But come on. You know half of them got their foot in the door because someone didn’t want to get called sexist. You think people would’ve looked twice at them ten years ago? Now they get praised for mediocrity because no one wants to look bad.”

“I’ve worked with women who were good at their jobs,” Harvey said.

“Sure,” Marty said. “Some of them. Maybe. But that’s not the point. The point is they get more chances. They get forgiven. We screw up once and we’re finished.”

“You screwed up more than once,” Harvey said quietly.

Marty stared at him. “What, you think I deserved it?”

“I think we both made mistakes. But blaming them won’t fix anything.” That was what he told himself. Then again, Harvey could hear those half-remembered echoes from his podcasts as they made those exact same points.

Maybe Marty knew what he was talking about.

Marty slammed his empty glass on the table. The bartender glanced over but said nothing.

“I’m not blaming all women,” Marty said. “I’m blaming a system that bent over backward to let them pass us by.” He grinned, “Hell. I love women. They’re hot and damn, they can be fun!”

Harvey leaned back and crossed his arms. “I don’t like where things are either. But I’m not going to sit here and pretend the world is out to get me just because I failed.”

“You didn’t fail,” Marty said. “You got pushed out. Same as me.”

“Maybe,” Harvey said. “But I’m not shouting about it.”

“You should be.”

Harvey looked tired. He glanced toward the window where the sun had begun to slip below the roof of the vape shop.

“I get it,” he said. “I’m frustrated too. I hate that I spent years working for something that vanished overnight. I hate that I do chores all day and nobody cares. I hate feeling like I don’t matter anymore.”

Marty nodded. “Exactly.”

“But I don’t hate women for it,” Harvey finished. As he spoke, he tried to believe it.

Marty’s expression darkened. He looked away and signaled the bartender for another round.

“You’re still hoping they’ll give you something,” Marty said. “You think if you stay polite, if you don’t rock the boat, they’ll let you back in.”

“I don’t expect anything from them,” Harvey said. “I just want to stop being angry all the time.” Even as he uttered those words, this man had to wonder if he could win this battle.

After all, the anger didn’t go away. He woke up thinking about Mistress Michelle, the girls who’d outflanked him, his mistakes, and those losses. He thought of selling and what it had cost him.

He thought of surrender, and his cock twitched. He thought of the games he sketched out to play with Mistress Michelle. He thought of how he could try to let go…

And yet, he wasn’t done! Anger simmered at the base of his chest.

Marty chuckled. “You think that’s an option? Look around. You think these women in charge are ever going to give power back? You think they’ll say, ‘Thank you for your patience, men. Now here’s your dignity.’”

“I don’t know what they’ll do,” Harvey said. “I only know what I’ll do.” Again, it was a diplomatic answer. Again, it didn’t satisfy either of them.

“And what’s that?” Marty asked.

“I’ll keep going. I’ll figure something else out.”

“Doing what?” Marty asked. “Scrubbing floors? Watching your wife get promotions while you drive the carpool?”

“I don’t know yet,” Harvey said. “But I won’t waste what’s left of my life shouting into microphones.”

Marty looked at him, eyes narrowed. For a moment, neither man spoke.

The bartender brought another drink and set it in front of Marty.

“You’re scared,” Marty said.

“Maybe I am,” Harvey replied. “But you’re bitter.”

Marty picked up his glass and stared into it. The bourbon caught the light from the TV, casting a dull reflection on the table.

“I wasn’t always like this,” Marty said.

“Neither was I,” Harvey said.

They drank in silence. The baseball game ended. The next program began, a sports talk show with three hosts shouting over each other.

Around them, the bar grew darker as the evening crept in. A couple of younger men entered, laughing loudly, and took stools near the front. Marty watched them with disdain.

“Look at them,” he muttered. “They have no idea what’s coming.”

“They probably think they’ll be the exception,” Harvey said.

Marty smiled bitterly. “Just like we did.”

They finished their drinks. Marty paid the tab without asking. Harvey left a few dollars for the bartender anyway. They walked out into the night, the cool air hitting their faces like a reminder that the world was still moving.

As the days rolled by, neither man came up with a brilliant strategy or solution. These guys couldn’t figure out what they were supposed to do or who they were supposed to be…not now that they’d lost their businesses.

The bar looked the same as it had the week before. The leather seats still cracked when leaned against. The bartender still moved without urgency. The lights still kept everything dim enough that aging men could pretend the night wasn’t wearing them down. The television on the wall played some unimportant gameshow and stayed silent.

Marty and Harvey sat at the same booth in the back. Their drinks arrived without them needing to ask.

At first, they chatted a bit.

Then they both settled into the easy silence of drinking and scrolling on their phone.

For a long while, they didn’t talk. Marty tapped his phone on the table with a rhythm that was almost anxious. Harvey stared out the window at the empty parking lot.

Eventually, it was Marty who broke the silence. “You hear about that place? Athenia?”

Harvey blinked and looked up. “I’ve heard of it. What about it?”

Marty held up his phone. “Some island country or microstate or whatever. Got a population the size of a midsize city. All female leadership. CEOs, ministers, military. Every single top post. Run by women. And they’re apparently thriving.”

Harvey reached for his drink but stopped short. “Thriving how?”

“Low crime, high literacy, stable economy. The article claims they’ve got universal childcare and some kind of guaranteed housing.” He spat out the words like he couldn’t possibly believe or accept anything he’d just read.

Apparently, his comrade had the same feelings. Harvey frowned. “Sounds fake.”

“That’s what I said.” Marty tapped his screen again. “I’ve been watching a bunch of videos too. Testimonials. Tours of government buildings. Female officers directing things like it’s all normal.”

“Probably staged,” Harvey muttered. “It could be a PR campaign.”

“They’ve got contracts with international companies. Tech firms are investing. Some college in California wants to build a research center there.”

Harvey’s face stiffened. “So it’s real?”

“It seems like it.”

The men sat in silence for a while longer. Marty’s glass was half empty, but he didn’t touch it. His thumb scrolled over the screen slowly, as if daring the news to change.

“You believe it?” Harvey asked eventually.

Marty scoffed. “No. I believe they’ve found a way to sell the fantasy. The media loves that kind of story. It makes people feel like things are progressing.”

“They say anything about how it got started?” Harvey asked.

“Some grassroots movement, post-disaster recovery. Classic origin myth stuff. Woman mayor leads rebuilding effort, gets promoted, builds an administration around her. Momentum builds. Before anyone can stop it, the whole system tips.”

“And now it’s some kind of utopia?”

“That’s the narrative,” Marty said. “Run by women, for women. And we’re supposed to applaud it.”

Harvey’s fingers tightened around his glass. “They act like we had our shot and blew it.”

Marty nodded. “Every article, every panel discussion, every comment thread. The undertone is always the same: finally, the women are fixing what the men broke.’”

Harvey leaned back in the booth. “So what are we supposed to do? Clap from the sidelines while they rewrite the rules?”

“Apparently,” Marty said. “Or better yet, disappear entirely.”

Harvey picked up his phone and searched for the name. The videos were easy to find. He saw clips with calm music and confident narrators. Women smiled as they gave speeches. Construction crews made up of women in orange vests marched toward the skeletons of new buildings. Girls in classrooms raising their hands all looked so eager.

He turned the volume down and watched one in silence. A woman introduced herself as the minister of infrastructure. She spoke clearly and precisely.

Harvey turned the phone face-down on the table.

“It’s not fair,” he said.

Marty nodded again. “We built the damn world. Now we’re being told we never knew how to run it.”

“They act like it’s some kind of meritocracy now,” Harvey said, “but it’s just a new club with a new gate.”

“And now they have one rule,” Marty added. “No men allowed.”

The bartender passed by and refilled their water glasses without asking. The air in the bar had grown heavier, or maybe it was just their thoughts making the room feel smaller. Harvey stared at his reflection in the window. The image looked faint, surrounded by the dark outside. He looked like a man disappearing despite his new girth.

“I used to be proud of what I did,” he said. “It meant something. I was working with my hands, running a team, and I kept things moving.”

“Now you’re the problem,” Marty said. “You’re part of the era they’re trying to leave behind.”

“I just don’t get how it flipped so fast.”

“It didn’t,” Marty said. “We just didn’t see it coming.”

Harvey reached for his drink and took a slow sip. “Maybe that’s worse.”

Neither of them spoke for a while. The bar had begun to fill slightly, a pair of students arguing over a tablet near the front. A couple laughed too loud at a video on someone’s phone.

Marty’s eyes stayed locked on the scrolling headlines on his screen.

“They say it’s efficient,” he muttered. “Consensus-driven. Holistic leadership. All the buzzwords that make it sound like they're fixing everything without ever raising their voices.”

Harvey shook his head. “Damn. That sounds like branding.”

“Exactly.”

He leaned forward, lowering his voice. “It’s psychological warfare. They’re rewriting history while we’re still living it. They don’t just want to win. They want to bury us in the footnotes.”

“You think it’ll last?”

Marty narrowed his eyes. “No. It’s a sugar high. Sooner or later, something breaks. The economy shifts. A scandal happens. Then we’ll see if their ‘compassionate governance’ can handle a real crisis.”

“And if it can?”

Marty glared at him. “It won’t.”

Harvey did not respond. He looked down at his phone again and opened a different video. This one was a documentary clip with a male narrator. It included interviews with male economists and skeptical professors. Some raised concerns. Others just shook their heads and smiled.

He stopped halfway through.

“I don’t like feeling obsolete,” Harvey said.

“Neither do I,” Marty answered.

“You think it’s too late?”

Marty didn’t answer right away. He tapped the side of his glass.

“If it is,” he finally said, “then maybe we take the whole thing down with us.”

Harvey looked at him sharply.

“You don’t mean that.”

“Don’t I?”

Harvey’s jaw clenched. “I want to do something.”

“They’re not going to give that to us,” Marty said. “Not unless we take it.”

“I’m not like you,” Harvey said. “I’m angry, but I’m not burning down the house.”

Marty’s laugh was quiet but sharp. “Then you better get used to the basement.” The line hung in the air longer than either of them expected. It tasted like ash.

The bar grew noisier. More people arrived. There was laughter now and glasses clinking. Marty and Harvey sat like stone in the middle of it all, untouched by the tide.

They didn’t want to have fun. Unlike the other patrons, they remained determined to bask in their angry defeat.

Later that night, the fifth round of drinks settled in like a slow fog. The noise of the bar grew louder, but inside the booth, Harvey and Marty had fallen into a lull. The last conversation had ended in vague grumbles and quiet swearing, but neither of them seemed eager to speak again. They didn’t want to spend any more time thinking of Athenia…

Harvey scrolled through his phone. The screen glowed against the dim lighting, and his face looked pale in its reflection. He stopped on a video without meaning to. The thumbnail showed a man with soft eyes and a calm expression. He wore a pale blue shirt and stood beside a woman who seemed both proud and at ease.

Harvey clicked the video.

Marty raised an eyebrow. "What now?"

"It's about some guy," Harvey said. "He moved to Athenia with his wife."

Marty blinked slowly. "And?"

Harvey turned the phone so Marty could see the screen. "His name’s Liam. They interviewed him. He said he gave up trying to run his own business, and now he helps with logistics over there. It looks like he works at a bank? He sounds like he's actually proud of it."

Marty squinted. "Logistics?"

Harvey nodded. "Financial systems. Distribution plans. He works under their national planning board."

Marty rolled his eyes. "So he takes orders."

"Basically."

They both watched as the video played. Liam smiled at the camera, speaking with a calm confidence that made both men shift in their seats. He spoke about community, about the importance of contribution. He spoke highly of his wife. That man proudly declared that he yielded to his wife’s authority.

"He looks happy," Harvey said, though the words came out flat.

"He looks brainwashed," Marty replied.

Harvey turned the phone back toward himself and stared at the screen for a moment longer. "He says he's never been more fulfilled."

Marty took a long drink. "Of course he says that. What else is he going to say? That he regrets giving up his spine? Would he admit to being brainwashed?"

Harvey said nothing.

"They probably make him say it," Marty added. "That's how these places work. You smile or you disappear."

"You think so?" Harvey asked.

"I know so," Marty replied. "That man used to run a business. He knows what it means to lead. Now he’s sitting at a desk filing reports while his wife gives speeches."

Harvey stared at the now-frozen image of Liam and his wife. "He doesn’t look miserable."

"That’s what makes it worse," Marty said. "He doesn’t even know what’s been taken from him."

They sat in silence. The ice in their glasses had melted completely. The television above the bar switched to a sports channel, but neither man looked up.

Harvey broke the quiet. "What if we went there?"

Marty glanced over. "To Athenia?"

"Yeah."

"For what?"

"To talk to him," Harvey said. "To see it for ourselves."

Marty laughed, but there was no humor in it. "You want to take a vacation to a woman’s playground just to watch some guy call himself a volunteer coordinator?"

"Not a vacation," Harvey replied. "A mission."

Marty leaned forward. "You’re serious."

"Why not?" Harvey asked. "Everyone talks about how perfect it is. But maybe they’re not showing the whole picture. Maybe Liam’s just a face they picked to make it all seem palatable. Maybe there are others like him who don’t speak up. We could rescue him. We could liberate the bastard."

"You think we could find out the truth?" Marty asked.

"I think we could ask questions they won’t expect," Harvey replied.

Marty looked at the last few sips in his glass. "They won’t let us talk to him.”

"Then we try anyway," Harvey said. “We go in hard. We do whatever it takes.”

The idea settled between them like smoke. It had weight and form but lacked clarity. Neither man had ever been to Athenia. Neither of them knew the laws or the customs. They knew only what the articles and headlines told them, and even those had been filtered through their own frustration.

Marty smirked. "You think we can pull him out? Like some kind of extraction mission?"

Harvey smiled faintly. "If it comes to that."

Marty tapped the table with one finger. "We would expose everything. We could show the world that it’s a sham!" Fantasies about his personal media company swirled through his head.

"Exactly," Harvey said. "All these perfect statistics and smiling faces. They’re just a curtain."

"And behind it," Marty said, "men like Liam are living as literal fucking slaves!"

Harvey nodded.

Marty sat back, eyes now wide. "We could film it. Document everything. Prove that the whole place runs on pressure and control."

"Call it a social experiment," Harvey said.

"Or a rescue," Marty added.

Harvey picked up his phone again. He typed in ‘Athenia travel guidelines’ and began scrolling.

"You’re really doing this," Marty said.

"Flights aren’t even expensive," Harvey replied. "They make it easy to visit. That’s probably part of the PR machine."

“Or we could take a boat. We could sneak in and get him.” Marty grinned. "We could have boots on the ground in a week." The two men looked at each other and nodded. It was the most energy they had shown all evening.

Marty stood up. "Let’s plan this thing."

Harvey stood too. "We’ll need cameras. Travel permits. Maybe a cover story."

"Easy," Marty said. "We’re consultants. Looking to learn."

"And once we’re in," Harvey said, "we find Liam. We talk to him."

"And if he’s really happy?" Marty asked.

"Then we find out why," Harvey replied. "We get to the bottom of it."

"And if he wants out?" Marty said.

"Then we get him out."

The idea had grown larger than the bar, larger than the booth, larger than the slow decay of their former careers. It was something new. It gave them direction. It gave them purpose. They paid their tab and stepped outside. The night air was cool against their faces.

As they walked to their cars, Marty looked at the sky. "They think they’ve won. That they’ve rewritten the rules."

Harvey nodded. "But we’re not done yet." Their mission could now begin.

Harvey and Marty had been businessmen. They had struck out against the world, only to fail as the women encircled them, outmaneuvered them, and ultimately conquered them. Neither man could admit it. But now, they saw an opportunity. They thought they could venture into another society, "liberate" one of their fellow men, and come back as heroes.

They were wrong.

They went into Athenia and failed...completely and utterly.

They didn't rescue anyone. Instead, they were simply arrested, taken to the prison, and now their wives would get to decide what would happen. These men didn't understand it yet, but their lives were about to change. Perhaps they had failed before with their businesses, but it was time for them to be trained completely and utterly. First, they lost their wealth. And now, they'd lose their independence and freedom. It was time for them to learn to serve and obey their superiors.

The plane was far nicer than either woman had expected. When they first received word that they would need to board a plane, fly out, and land in a foreign nation, they had both been horrified for different reasons.

Kathy scrambled to understand exactly what had happened to her husband. She had that vague awareness that the male psyche was different, so losing his job and his career and his business had wrecked Harvey in some fundamental way. As a man, he had defined himself based off of his work and his achievements. As a woman, Kathy had always tried to define herself based off of her relationships. She thought of her friends, her family, and the people who mattered in her life.

She had never questioned whether or not her husband actually loved her. In so many ways, she could be so grateful for Harvey. At his best moments, he was kind and sweet. Not only that, she never questioned whether or not he would be loyal to her. Earlier in their relationship, right after they got married, and while he worked on his business, Kathy had worried about all of those clichés.

Would her husband become a powerful executive? As a powerful executive, what if he started to hire cute and sexy secretaries? Would he start to harass them, maybe getting them alone in the break room or the elevator? Once or twice, Kathy confessed her worries to some of her friends. For the most part, her friends failed to ease her worries. At best, a couple of them would say something like, "Harvey loves you, so he will always come back to you. As long as he comes home to you, you know that he's yours." Immediately, Kathy had understood exactly what that meant. She couldn't expect him to be loyal. Clearly, none of her friends expected their husbands to really be loyal.

It was frustrating, especially since Kathy loved her husband, and she refused to let that possibility of jealousy infect what they had together.

And yet…

There were those other, worst-case scenarios. Maybe he would go out, find some other girl, and decide to start a second family. Or maybe he would just leave her. Maybe he would become one of those executives who decided to get a new wife every eight or ten years, like he wanted to trade them in for newer models. That thought always made Kathy shiver; it had always made her want to throw up.

But Harvey wasn't like that. At first, she had watched for some sign of infidelity, only to see a loving and devoted husband. Occasionally, the busy season would come upon him, and he would get tired and stressed. During those months, Kathy always did her best to take care of him. She made sure their house was clean and orderly. She would cook his favorite meals. Not only that, she would stop by the office.

Other men in positions of power enjoyed hiring cute girls as interns, secretaries, and assistants. They were supposed to have firm butts, tight waists, and big breasts. Those were the girls who didn't really know how to use a copy machine, but they would come in, fetch coffee, and laugh at the boss's jokes.

Remarkably, Harvey never did that.

For this, Kathy could be incredibly grateful.

And now, Kathy received that call in the middle of the night. Her phone had started vibrating and chiming for her attention. Initially, she assumed it would have to be some kind of sales pitch or spam call. Despite getting this call in the middle of the night, something had compelled her to reach out, to grab her phone, and to hold it up to her ear. "Hello?"

That was when a calm voice had informed her that her husband had been arrested in Athenia.

At first, Kathy had balked, insisting that Harvey wouldn't break the law. He had always been such a sweet, kind, and serene soul. Those answers hovered at the tip of her tongue immediately, yet she had quickly swallowed them back. Even in the dark of the night, she had remembered what kind of man he had become.

In some ways, their relationship had always been so easy. He focused on the business, he made them lots of money, and she gave him a lovely home. He could go out, confront vendors and suppliers, clients and rivals. Then, exhausted, he could come home, and she gave him a place where he could relax and recuperate.

This very traditional setup worked for them. Even though she had a business degree, Kathy didn't mind taking care of the domestic sphere. She understood how this reflected bizarrely Victorian ideals, but that was fine with her. Because these traditions worked for them, she embraced them. (Somewhere deep down, maybe she still sketched out ideas for different businesses. Somewhere deep down, she analyzed market trends and wondered where she could find a profitable niche...)

In the last few months, however, Harvey had changed.

She didn't want to believe it. She didn't want to accept it.

Still, it was obvious.

He had started taking care of more of the housework. She went out with her friends or started to meet with consultants, Harvey took on the dishes, laundry, vacuuming, and the other sundry chores that maintaining a home required.

And along the way, he got angry.

That sweet man who had always been there for her started to crumble. She could see the defiance in his eyes. She wasn't even trying to control him! And yet, he started to look at her differently, almost like she was an enemy…

How could he do that? How could he see her that way?

To Kathy, it seemed so utterly impossible.

Day by day, she tried to figure out what she could do. And then, something occurred to her. While her husband fumed at home, she understood what she wanted. She knew what she needed at this point in her life. She had been a kind homemaker, giving to her husband the respite he needed from the rest of the world. But now, it was time for Kathy to build something for herself.

Harvey had enjoyed his turn. Now this would be her opportunity.

At first, Kathy genuinely believed that she was just doodling out some different ideas. She was curious about how this could work, so she wrote down some possibilities. Then she pulled out her phone and started to type out her searches. She saw that market opportunity, and she contacted a couple of different advisers and consultants. She started to research bank accounts, funding opportunities, and…Soon, she had a business. She had her first contract, a lawyer, office space, and everything else she would need. Over the last few years, she had saved a little bit of money every month. It was in a separate account, one that she had mentioned to Harvey, but she doubted he remembered it. After all, he had always been so busy swimming through the different details of running his real company. The fact that his wife maintained her own little investment account probably sounded "cute" to him. Only now, those dollars funded her first steps to build her company.

And it was working.

Unlike so many men who insisted on taking on huge debt loads, while simultaneously trying to scale, Kathy had been clear that she wanted a profitable venture from the very beginning. Granted, it wasn't actually cash flow positive, but she wasn't willing to burn through huge reams of cash in order to "capture market" or something like that.

But now, she was heading onto a plane because someone had called her and insisted that her husband had been apprehended.

She had to go to Athenia...

Kathy wasn't the only one. Different women were headed to Athenia for various reasons. Maybe they wanted to enjoy the atmosphere. Perhaps they were curious about the culture.

Like most people, Wendy had absorbed some background knowledge about this small nation (or was it officially a city state?). Even as she tried to contain her frustration with her husband, she was intrigued by this possibility. It had been a while since she had gone traveling, so jumping on a plane and flying out to an exotic location sounded intriguing.

Wendy chuckled to herself, thinking about how Marty had been so insistent that they needed to save as much money as possible. He thought she was nothing but a dumb bimbo and a simpering trophy wife. In truth, she understood how the world worked. She watched him fail again and again, to her frustration.

As far as he had been concerned, their marriage had been a transaction, one where Marty effectively purchased her. For those first, and bountiful years of their marriage, Wendy had even been willing to let him indulge in that fantasy.

There was just one problem. It wasn't a purchase. Their marriage didn't signify that he owned her. On the contrary, they had an arrangement; she would be the gorgeous wife who could make all of his associates, and competitors vibrate with envy. She knew what she did whenever she stepped into one of his elaborately choreographed holiday parties. She understood why it was important to invite his allies and rivals over to their home. They saw the penthouse, they looked at the windows, and they studied her.

Lots of men like to believe that they were subtle, that they could sneak a those quick little glances at a woman's cleavage, along her ass, or down her legs without being noticed.

No. They couldn't. Wendy always spotted that kind of attention. She knew what they were doing, just as she could envision what they were thinking.

Marty's wife didn't allow herself any delusions. Those men wanted to fuck her. They wanted to grab her hair, to bend her over her table, and to thrust into her hard from behind. They longed for the opportunity to conquer her. Just like Marty, they saw her as an asset, a symbol, and proof that they had succeeded. If they could be with her, even just for a night, it would demonstrate that they had accomplished something great.

Wendy didn't mind. She understood that this was how she operated in the world. Other women may have been jealous; maybe they got angry or resentful, insisting that someone like Wendy wasn't supposed to just succeed on the basis of her looks alone.

Then again, she didn't.

When women glanced at her and automatically assumed that she was a ditz or an airhead, they were wrong. On the contrary, Wendy actually spent a lot of time learning about her appearance. She spent time on her makeup, her skincare routine, taking care of her hair, and pretty much every other aspect of her appearance, including her behavior...especially her behavior.

That was something most people didn't want to acknowledge. Women who knew how to be charismatic had to put effort into those skills; they had to learn the art of deft manipulation. All around her, people assumed that she was just a pretty bobble. She wasn't. She was smart, and she knew how to get exactly what she wanted. After all, she hardly had to work, yet she lived in an amazing penthouse. And even if her husband enjoyed cheating on her, Wendy didn't mind because that was just part of their deal.

Only now, things were changing…

She needed to reconsider that "deal". When Wendy had received the call, she had believed it.

Marty had run off to some other country to go...do what? What exactly had he tried to do? Even when the polite woman on the other end of the line had informed Wendy that Marty ventured into Athenia to rescue a man, Wendy had hardly been able to believe it. Only then, she has been shown video footage of her husband. That was definitely him. That was definitely Marty.

At first, Wendy had tightened her fingers around her phone, and then she hissed, "This is too far. I'm divorcing that loser."

"Ma'am, I realize that this isn't any of my business, but your husband might be salvageable."

"What do you mean?" Wendy had asked. In truth, she was simply being polite. More than anything else, she just wanted to hang up, call her lawyer, divorce her husband, and strip the estate of whatever assets she could on her way out. Their deal had expired because Marty had betrayed her. If he had been successful, then she would have taken care of him. Since he couldn't handle his businesses, then she could walk away after she took what he owed her.

"We have an organization, the Male Behavior Modification Institute. At our facilities, husbands can be reformed and retrained."

"How?"

"Have you ever thought of keeping your husband as a slave?" The question sounded so easy and casual.

Wendy laughed. She thought it was a joke.

And yet, the woman on the other end of the line had insisted, "I'm quite serious. If you like, go online. Read about us."

"I'll do that," she said. "And as a part of our ambassadorial program, you are more than welcome to come here to pick him up. Along the way, you might decide that you would like to stay. Lots of women do after they spend just a few days here."

"I'll consider it," Wendy had replied even though she hadn't really meant it. Although she would miss the penthouse, there was no way she could leave this city. At least, that was what she had believed.

After she hung up, she had paced around a little bit. Again, she had considered whether or not she actually wanted to travel to go rescue her husband. Part of her just wanted to leave him in whichever prison, he found himself. In fact, she smirked and rolled her eyes, thinking this entire thing was utterly ridiculous.

What had he been thinking?

Even as she asked that question, Wendy marched over to his laptop. She sat down, opened it, and then she found the plans right there. They were on the desktop, neatly labeled. She scanned across his notes. They were messy and disorganized, but she figured it out pretty quickly.

Wendy found herself smiling and laughing and shaking her head from side to side. If this had been any less absurd, then maybe she would have felt bad for Marty. And yet, he had been so foolish!

This was what men became when they didn't have the full force of historical momentum on their side. Across American history, there were probably lots of guys who naïvely believed that men dominated the business world because they were just better at it. They never considered the kinds of social pressures women faced, nor did they acknowledge the fact that lots of men would be unwilling to do business with women. Maybe that refusal would come out as some flavor of benign sexism, like they thought business was too hard for women, so they were doing them a "favor". Then there were the guys who genuinely resented female involvement in the business world. As far as those men were concerned, women didn't belong in this arena.

Marty wasn't brilliant. He wasn't especially clever even.

But at this point, she saw his plans, and she knew it was all true.

After she scanned across his asinine plans, Wendy opted to do her research. Even though she had heard about Athenia here or there, she had never really paid attention. A matriarchal society? Frankly, that sounded like something snatched from an anthropology teacher's lecture. Like most people, Wendy had a hard time imagining society outside of what she had already experienced. Besides, she felt like feminism had pushed far enough. She could vote, own property, and do pretty much whatever she wanted. Other women (like Kathy) might have resented the limitations still imposed on women, but it was easier for Wendy. She had her arrangement with her husband, their penthouse, and her different interests. With money on her side, she didn't need to expend much energy thinking about something as vague or amorphous as "social justice".

Only now…

She scanned across the different articles and videos. Some of them were shorter, others longer. She saw comments.

At first, she saw the angry rants from different men who insisted Athenia had to be some kind of trap. If it wasn't a trap, then it was "fake news". If it actually existed, then the women in charge were obviously lying about everything. There was no way a society could be controlled by women. If that happened, it would be a mess. Those guys insisted again and again that this society simply could not exist. There was something fundamentally wrong and broken about all of it.

Wendy sifted through the digital detritus, and then she found what she really wanted. There were videos from the women who had gone to Athenia. There were articles and essays, even books. Granted, Wendy had to search through a bunch of different links, but a different picture started to emerge.

Athenia was a society built on one principle: female supremacy.

"Female supremacy?" Wendy had whispered the words. They came out strange and cumbersome, like those sounds didn't belong together.

In truth, she had never really considered any kind of "supremacy". Or if she had heard the phrase before, then it was supposed to be attached to something ugly and nasty.

But now she saw the videos. She whispered those words.

At first, she thought she would skim for a few minutes.

Hours went by.

She saw collared and leashed men. She saw performances with men wrestling, running or getting lassoed.

Wendy could hardly believe it. More and more, however, she started to accept that this place was real. It actually existed.

Not only that, she experienced something else, something she certainly hadn't expected. For so long, sex had been something close to a weapon. It was a tool to be used, especially when needed to manipulate the male sex. She had never executed it on her husband, but she had been aware of the kinds of reactions she provoked. That said, understanding the male libido was different from really losing control of her own desires or instincts.

But now…

As she watched, she started to think about what it could be like. Heat flickered through her chest. It started to flash down between her legs, and she nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She saw this gorgeous guy with this powerful musculature dangling from a set of chains. He was naked except for some kind of device between his legs. Later on, she figured out that he wore a chastity cage...He'd been locked up, his libido trapped.

And now, these young women enjoyed themselves as they paddled, whipped, and spanked him.

Wendy wasn't supposed to react to that imagery. She was supposed to sit there, maybe lean back, cross her arms and shake her head with disdain or confusion.

Instead, the urges continued to grow stronger.

Pretty soon, she remembered that she was alone in the penthouse and that her husband was gone and imprisoned in another country. She threw her head back and laughed. That was the moment when she scrambled onto her feet, she kicked away her shoes, pulled down her yoga pants, and she lifted the edge of her shirt. Then she slipped her hand down into her panties.

Was she really going to do this? Was she actually going to pleasure herself to those images playing out on her screen?

At several points, especially when she had been younger, she had experimented with pornography. Like many women, however, she thought it was distasteful. She thought there was something crass and dirty about the entire experience. Obviously, so much of it had been designed for the male mind. Although she felt as though she had learned something useful, this was different.

Her nostrils flared, heat raced up her neck, and it seemed to simmer there at her cheeks. Her nipples stiffened and pressed against the inside of her bra as her fingers started along her opening. She savored this; she relaxed into the pleasure and enjoyed the way her fingers started along her opening while she watched that man. He was so tall, so big and powerful. She loved it. The bulbous contours of his biceps, the powerful strength of his shoulders, and the sweat that dribbled down along his body as he endured those flashes of pain.

Wendy couldn't explain it; she had no idea how or why she reacted like this, especially because she had never felt especially vulnerable with the men around her. At least, she didn’t feel consciously vulnerable.

Still, she was a woman. She was smaller than the guys around her. Not only that, she had always sensed their desires. They had wanted her; they had wanted to grab her and take her. They had wanted to use her for their satisfaction. If they had the opportunity to overpower her, they might have chosen to do it.

But right then and there, she saw this guy, and he was utterly helpless. She loved seeing that powerless look on his face, especially as every blow landed. He thrashed and bucked, fighting hard to break free. The shackles didn't bend or tear. Despite his amazing physique, this man remained trapped as those women inflicted one dose of pain after another.

Gulping, she quickly scanned the text near the video, and she saw that he had been disobedient.

That was all it said. He had been "disobedient".

He had broken some rule, so now he was getting punished. Now he was going to be tamed. These women were going to do whatever they wanted with him. They would make him cry out. Better yet, she got to watch!

Still seated there on the edge of her husband's chair, she moved her fingers down along her opening as her knuckles slid along the inside of her panties. She soon lost herself. She pressed down again, and there was that exquisite flash of satisfaction. Completion raced across her body even as the video continued to play.

One orgasm wasn't enough.

At first, she had expected to stand up on wobbly feet and to shut his laptop.

Wendy didn't. Instead, she sat there, her eyes still locked on the images playing out in front of her. Before long, she started to stroke her dampened slit again. Fresh heat washed over her. This was incredible; it was something she couldn't ignore. She wasn't going to give up on this! She needed another round of satisfaction!

Knowing that her husband couldn't stop her, she touched herself and embraced the undulating waves of bliss that surged across her skin. She could feel it fall down the nape of her neck, along her shoulders, down her flanks, along the curves of her breasts, all the way to that special spot between her inner thighs. She threw her head back, she tensed, and she laughed as she reveled in this kind of power.

Then she was done, and she knew she had to stop. She was tired, she wanted to take a shower, and she'd probably need to get something to eat, too. But at least she had made the decision.

Biting down on the inside of her lip, she made her decision. She would go to Athenia.

On the plane, she sat next to Kathy, and they talked about their husbands. They talked about these men and their foolish mistakes.

The plane was surprisingly luxurious. She could stretch out her legs, she enjoyed several glasses of wine, and both women talked as they considered what they would find in Athenia.

"If it's okay, our driver will take both of you to Serenity," announced a young woman. She wore high heels, a long skirt, and a blouse with a dark red tie dangling from around her neck. She motioned for Kathy and Wendy to step aside.

"What about our luggage?" Wendy asked instinctively.

"One of the slaves will take care of it," said the young woman.

Slaves.

Kathy and Wendy glanced back and forth at one another. At the same time, however, they could still look around and see the men at the airport. They could see those guys with the collars around their necks, their faces aimed down toward the floor. Behind some of the counters, males served. They smiled eagerly as they demonstrated the kind of customer service most managers fantasized about.

Then again, Wendy understood exactly why those men did their absolute best. At other fast food kiosks, the service would usually be lackluster for an obvious reason: the companies refused to pay their employees more than the absolute minimum. As such, employees answered with minimal effort. But here, the men would be disciplined if they messed up.

"How?" Wendy couldn't help but whisper under her breath.

At first, Wendy had assumed that no one else would be able to hear her, but Kathy cocked her head. "What was that?"

"Nothing," Wendy said at first. But then she continued to walk, and her eyes slid along the other males. Those who didn't clearly work here were with their wives, girlfriends, or female friends. Those men had gone quiet, Wendy couldn't help but notice. As such, she raised her voice a little and said, "I was just wondering about the guys here, and how they would be punished for bad behavior."

"It's an interesting thought," Kathy agreed.

They were driven from the airport through the city and to a grand Hotel and resort. When they saw the Serenity, both women leaned forward to get better views of the gate, the immaculate grounds, the huge trees, and the enormous buildings. Everything seemed so tall and powerful and artistic all at once.

Wendy had visited so many different spas over the course of her marriage with Marty. But now, she saw this place, and some of the moisture drained away from her mouth. This was definitely a haven of luxury.

"Slaves will take your bags in," said the driver. "In the meantime, you'll have a guide meet you. There will be a brief discussion of your stay and how you would like to proceed."

"Thank you," both women said automatically.

They got out; as promised, another young woman was waiting for them. "Hello," she said. "My name is Lucy, and I'm going to be your guide for your stay here. If you like, I can take you to your rooms, and you can take some time to rest and freshen up."

"Actually, I was hoping we could talk," Kathy said. "I'd like to know about my husband."

Lucy smiled. She had dark red hair tied back into a French braid. She wore maybe a hint of makeup, but she looked quite professional in her black trousers, blouse and vest. Everything about her demeanor as well as her outfit made it clear that she was a member of the Serenity's staff.

"I feel the same way," Wendy said.

"Then by all means," said the young lady. "We have a conference room where we can chat."

Just a few minutes later, both of the wives were seated at the side of one table. The young woman was on the other. Lucy asked them if they would like anything. "I can have the staff bring in some food? Some drinks or other refreshments?"

"I'm good," Kathy replied. "I really just want to see my husband as soon as possible."

"That's understandable," Lucy said. "And I can make the arrangements. In the meantime, I was hoping maybe the three of us could have a chat."

"What is it? What do you want to talk about?" Wendy asked. She narrowed her eyes slightly as she considered the young woman across the table.

Lucy didn't seem to mind her skepticism. As a woman who worked with incoming wives and girlfriends frequently, she was probably used to this kind of distrust. "By this point, I'm sure the two of you know a little bit more about our community."

"It operates under an umbrella of female supremacy," Wendy said.

"Indeed," Lucy replied. "Here, we have a very simple structure when it comes to governing the relationship between women and men. Women are in charge. Men serve. Women lead society, and men follow."

"Can that really work?" Kathy asked.

Wendy smiled slightly; she thought of Kathy and how she clearly hadn't spent a lot of time "researching" this society. Then again, Wendy wondered what delights the Serenity might house, especially as she contemplated the handsome men all around. She thought of their collars, their leashes, and their toned bodies. She thought of what it would be like to pick up a whip…

"It works brilliantly," Lucy said. "I know it can be hard to figure out what is real online, but I encourage you to take a few days to relax around the Serenity. Your husbands are safe, and they are being treated quite well."

"How? What does that entail exactly?"

"They're being trained," Lucy said.

"Trained? Trained how?" Kathy asked.

"They are currently in one of our holding facilities, and some of our autonomous units are working on them."

"Autonomous units?" Kathy asked. "You mean robots?"

"Yes," Lucy said. "In fact, your husbands are currently working with the latest models."

"If you’re training them, what do you train them to do?"

"Obey," Lucy said. Then she paused for a moment, letting that single word hang on the air.

The two wives glanced back and forth at one another. In truth, Wendy didn't mind the idea of Marty getting disciplined severely. Frankly, he had always been a selfish bastard. She had known that when she married him. If anything, their personalities matched in some key respects. Although she got tired of his boasts about his ruthlessness, she understood that some people didn't have what it took to look past the socialized expectations. Wendy certainly did, and so did her husband. For that, she had to respect Marty.

Kathy may not have been like that. Maybe she still believed in equality and fairness. Perhaps she thought that the feminists were right, and that both women and men needed to be treated fairly with similar sets of expectations and requirements.

Before either woman could speak, Lucy continued, "Your husbands are being taught to behave themselves. They are very different men, but they both require judicious attention. Our systems will work on them, train them, and help them learn to adapt to our way of life."

"But what if we just take them and leave right now?" Kathy asked.

"Are you happy with your husband?"

It was a brutally rough question. It may have sounded simple, but this was the kind of inquiry that most women learned to avoid.

She opened her mouth.

"Are you happy with how he has been acting lately? Are you happy with his attitude? Are you happy with how he treats himself and how he treats you?" The questions came out one after another, beating against everything Kathy was supposed to believe.

"I…" Harvey's wife tried to finish the sentence. "I guess not," Kathy finally said.

"Give us some time to work with him. I'm sure you will be satisfied with the initial results. After that, you can consider your time here, how the man in your lives now behaves, and what you would like to do moving forward."

Kathy immediately leaned back and thought about the work she could do from her laptop. She thought of her new company, her different achievements, and the opportunity to relax for just a few days. Simultaneously, she allowed herself to indulge in one of those fears she hadn't voiced.

She thought of her husband and his psychological well-being. She thought of those "men's rights" podcasts he liked to listen to. She thought of how he had grown angry and distant, distrustful and antagonistic. When they had first gotten together, he had looked at his wife like she was the source of everything good in his world. But now…

"I think we should do it," Kathy said.

"Agreed," Wendy said without any hesitation or doubt.

The men had failed to save Liam. They never liberated anyone.

Instead, they were captured and taken. Now it was time for them to face the consequences of their actions.

The lights in the cell hummed softly above him, casting a sterile white glow on the smooth, seamless walls. There were no windows, no bars, and no clear indication of how time passed in this place. Marty sat on the edge of the cot, elbows on his knees, hands clenched into fists so tight his knuckles had gone pale.

He had not spoken since they separated him from Harvey. No one had told him where his friend had been taken. No one had told him anything at all.

The silence scraped against his psyche.

Of course, he understood what they were doing. They were messing with him. They were teasing him and wearing him down because they intended to enslave him.

Marty promised himself he wouldn’t yield or break.

He had come here to expose the lie, to rip off the mask Athenia wore so proudly. He had come to liberate a man, to show the world that behind the polished smiles was a machine of control. Instead, Liam had looked him in the eye and asked him, calmly, to leave. Not with anger. Not with shame. Just a simple, undeniable peace. A man content in a life Marty could not begin to understand.

He gritted his teeth and stood. Pacing was the only thing left. He paced ten steps one way, turned, and paced back. He strode back and forth like a tethered animal in a pen far too clean. The room was perfect. It was cold, clinical, and free of anything that could be broken or thrown. He had already tried.

The door opened with a soft click.

Marty froze.

A figure entered. At first glance, it looked like a woman. She moved with a grace that seemed human. Her face was calm, symmetrical, and pleasantly expressionless. Her body was shaped like a woman’s, slender and composed, clothed in a simple gray uniform that bore no insignia or mark of rank.

He knew at once what she was.

She was a robot…an android.

Marty took a step back. The robot paused just inside the doorway and tilted her head, as if observing him in a casual, detached way.

She did not speak.

“What the hell are you supposed to be?” Marty asked.

The robot blinked slowly. “I am here to assess your well-being and ensure you have access to necessities. I am here to assess you.”

Her voice was soft but emotionless, synthetic in tone but disturbingly lifelike in cadence.

Marty scoffed. “Of course they send a doll to do their dirty work.”

The robot did not respond. She stepped farther into the room.

Something in Marty’s chest snapped.

All the hours of silence, the overwhelming failure, and the burning helplessness snapped through his body. All at once, he knew he had to act. He needed to move, to break something! He could break her! He could rip this android’s arms from her sockets! He could destroy her like a doll!

He lunged.

His fist flew toward the robot’s face.

She moved. This thing was fast! She was way too fast! She sidestepped his blow with the precision of something that had already calculated his motion before he made it.

Marty turned and swung again. He threw a punch meant to break something.

She caught his wrist.

The grip was not painful, but it was unshakable. He was just a man, but this robot was stronger. She had engineering on her side.

“Let go!” he shouted.

Marty tried to kick, aiming for her side. She shifted again, deflecting his leg with her hip as she stepped around him. Another blow came from his free hand, but his knuckles met nothing but air.

With two quick motions, the robot twisted his wrist behind his back and guided him to the floor. He shouted, more out of frustration than pain, as his knees hit the smooth surface.

She pinned him. One hand held his arm still. The other rested lightly on the back of his neck. She wasn’t forceful or cruel. She was just firm enough to remind him that resistance was meaningless.

His breath came in ragged bursts. His pride was torn. He was not just restrained. He was being handled like a child in a tantrum.

“Release me,” he snarled.

“I will release you when you are calm,” the robot said.

“You’re just a machine,” he spat. “You don’t get to decide that.”

“I am not making decisions. I am following protocol.”

He jerked his shoulder, but her grip did not change.

“You think this proves something?” he growled. “You think pinning me to the floor makes you better than me?”

“I think it is safer for you to remain still until your emotional state stabilizes.”

Her tone had not changed. It was neither cruel nor mocking. Somehow, that made it worse. He almost itched to hear her gloat. That would’ve justified the rage bubbling in his chest because he wanted her to speak like the women he imagined had designed her: superior, smug, and obnoxiously self-satisfied. But she offered him none of that.

His voice broke. “You don’t even feel anything.”

“I do not.”

“Then why are you shaped like a woman?”

“I am designed to appear non-threatening. Studies have shown that this form encourages cooperation and reduces resistance during conflict resolution.”

“You think I’m afraid of you?”

“I think you are angry.”

“Damn right I’m angry.”

She did not respond.

“You’re just another part of this whole illusion,” he said. “You’re just another lie dressed in skin.”

“I wear no skin,” she replied. “You are projecting expectations based on prior experience.”

He laughed bitterly. “You sound like one of them.”

“I sound like myself,” she said.

Silence settled over him again. Marty stopped struggling. His arms trembled, but not from effort. His body was emptying out the last fumes of defiance. He could still feel her weight on him, light but decisive. She could have broken his arm. She could have slammed him into the floor. But she had done none of that. She had stopped him and nothing more.

Now she had released him.

“What happens now?” he asked.

“I will assess you. I will also begin the training protocols.”

“What?”

“The training protocols. As a male in this community, you need to be made to understand your place. Begin by removing your clothing.”

Marty straightened his back, crossed his arms, and glared at her. “Never,” he promised.

That was a mistake.

Of course, he resented the android. He hated knowing that there was this monument to female ingenuity standing in front of him. She was a machine built in the image of some woman. More likely, it was a team of women who came together to design this android. He already knew she was stronger than him. At the same time, he hated how some part of his brain responded to her smooth skin, her synthetic hair, and the contours of her artificial form.

Clearly, she hadn't been designed to entice him. Even so, he still licked his bottom lip as he braced himself. He prepared for another fight. Marty was trying to think of how he could punch or kick. He had thrown himself at her once before, only to fail. Even now, his arms tingled from where she had grabbed him. Simultaneously, he had to face the fact that he wasn't strong enough to fight her. At least, he had not been able to defeat her.

But now she expected him to strip? Never. He was not going to disrobe for her! He didn't care what her programming said.

Theoretically, his captors could have sent in a dozen different women to grab him and overpower him. Fine, he told himself. That was what it was going to take!

"I'm not going to cooperate," he promised her.

"Yes, you will," she said, turning, leaning forward, and striding at him. Her arms slashed through the air, and he started to stumble back.

Remembering himself, he decided to fight again. He lunged at her, but she grabbed him, and she quickly twisted his arms behind his back. The world blurred around him as she shoved him in his stomach. The air was knocked from his lungs. Marty wheezed as he tried to get air into his bloodstream, but he didn't know how to do it, not as she pinned him. This artificial woman had him!

It had taken less than two or three heartbeats.

He struggled. She grabbed his shirt and yanked it off of him. He could only lay there helplessly, kicking out and thrashing as she picked out two spots, tore, and ripped through his top. Suddenly, he was shirtless. Next, she went for his pants, taking them down along the length of his legs. She had grabbed his underwear as well. Worse, the fabric didn't bunch up around his shoes. Instead, she had taken everything.

"You can't do this! I have rights!"

"You are a prisoner here," she informed him. "You have no rights." She rose to her feet, grabbed his clothing in a neat bundle, and opened the door before throwing it out into the hallway. Presumably, some slave or maybe even another android would come by to collect his belongings.

In the meantime, he scrambled back up onto his feet. He pushed his buttocks and his shoulder blades against the wall behind him. Panting seriously, he looked back at her.

"Come here and stand in the center of the chamber," she said, assuming her requisite position, extending one arm, and pointing a finger down at the floor.

"No," he said.

"Do I need to come and get you?"

The question hung on the air right there. He was already naked and exposed. Wasn't that good enough for her? Apparently, it wasn't. His fingers tightened into fists, and he wanted to launch himself at her. He needed to fight, to attack.

Even then, he knew how that would go; he couldn't forget what had happened before and what would certainly happen again.

Marty didn't care. He refused to let go; he wouldn't surrender to her.

"I'm not going to do that," he promised her.

She took one step forward, then another. He glanced to the left, then the right.

This time, his anger morphed into fear. Something inside of him seemed to collapse. There was that terrified chill that ran all across his body. He lunged to the side, and he tried to run! He didn't even know where he was going. The door had already shut again, locking them into this cell.

As he tried to slip to the side, she grabbed him. She pinned him again, locking his arms behind his back. This time, the android kicked down against the back of his leg, and he fell forward.

"Good," she said. She let go. She stepped back. "Stay."

Stay. The command drilled into his brain. He hated it. He hated knowing that he couldn't resist this android, nor could he defy her.

"Stand," she said.

His eyes narrowed.

Marty had no intention of cooperating.

"Okay," she said, answering his defiance. Theoretically, he could have cooperated. He could have played along, giving this artificial woman exactly what she wanted. Instead, he resisted. Again and again, he had to make this as difficult as possible.

The android strode forward, she grabbed him by his hair, and he tried to twist away, but it was too late. She had him by his scalp! Her artificial grip locked on, and she tugged, pulling hard. Pain snapped down along the top of his head, and he jumped up reflexively. Marty couldn't think about it; he couldn't contemplate what this really meant. He was on his feet, and now she escorted him over to the wall again. She shoved him up against that smooth surface.

At this point, he wasn't restrained; there weren't any cuffs around his wrists or ankles. There wasn't even a band around his throat. Despite his tentative freedom, she held on tight to his hair, keeping him trapped right there. And now, she reached down with her free hand. Her fingers brushed along the prisoner's ass.

"Don't," he said. "Don't you dare!"

"Marty, when you act out, you will be punished. When you disobey, there will be consequences." Despite that synthetic quality to her voice, he could still hear the patronizing edge that laced every word. She was talking down to him. She was making it sound like he was some foolish male who could hardly comprehend how the world was supposed to genuinely work.

His fingers tightened again, and he pushed his knuckles against the wall. He wanted to kick out, to flail his arms, and to get in some lucky blow.

As much as he hated to admit it, that wasn't how this worked. Because he was going up against this robot, she would be strong and durable. Even if she stood still and waited for him to line up his perfect strike, it wouldn't have been enough. He wasn't strong enough to inflict any kind of real damage!

And yet, she could make it sting for him…

"You can't do this!"

"Then maybe a demonstration is in order…" said the robotic handler.

That was the moment when she calibrated her strike, lifted her free hand, and brought her palm down in a tight arc.

He didn't want to believe it; he didn't want to accept it.

The robot struck, bringing her hand down in that tight arc. The pain flashed across his nerves. He cried out, arching his back, lifting his chin, and snarling like some kind of wild animal. He struggled to break free. That only made it worse. She still had him; she had snagged his hair, and she didn't release him. Instead, she struck.

"You need to cooperate. You need to obey. You need to do as you are told," she said. Again, there was that gently synthetic cadence as she spoke. She was telling him what to do, and she expected his cooperation.

If he doesn't offer his compliance, then he would be punished.

Elsewhere, Harvey was probably experiencing the exact same kind of punishment, discipline, and education.

Despite the sensations coursing along his nerves, Marty held onto the idea that he could figure this out. For so long, he had believed himself to be a clever business person. He was supposed to be the kind of man who could figure out any scenario. He could find those market weaknesses and exploit them. Right then and there, however, he was helpless.

Marty didn't know how to handle it.

She struck his right, butt cheek, then his left. Her palm flew down again and again, striking and delivering those quick snaps of sensation. The stimulation raced across his nerves as his eyes watered.

"Are you going to cooperate?"

"Yes!" By that point, he didn't know exactly how many times she had struck.

He lost count. He didn't even know how something like that was possible!

First of pain raced across his skin, dancing and darting over his senses until he couldn't think about anything else. Worse, he tried to howl out, to shout or snarl like some wild animal. If she had been a regular girl, then he would have been able to intimidate her. He would have been able to scare her with his height and the full force of history. He was a man, and he was supposed to be able to win!

She may have looked like some beautiful woman, but that wasn't right. She was synthetic; she was fake!

Marty tried so hard to cling to that idea, yet it quickly started to break apart behind his eyes and between his ears. This former businessman couldn't cling to the idea that he was better than her, not when she kept contact with one hand while she slapped his ass over and over again! Sharp and bolts of pain shot along his senses, swallowing up everything else.

"Are you going to be good?"

"Yes!" The instant that the words left his mouth, Marty desperately wished he could take them back. Too late, he had told the robot what she wanted to hear. He itched to tell her that he had changed his mind, that he was going to fight, and that she was never going to be able to overwhelm him. It was a nice idea, and he kept fantasizing about it, but Marty couldn't push out those words. Instead, he had acquiesced, and now she leaned forward.

Although he could still pick up on the artificial cadence in her voice, she told him, "I expect you to behave."

He bit down. He wanted to try to tear himself free from her grip. Despite his best efforts, he knew he wouldn't be able to succeed. She was just too strong! That was the problem with these machines. They may have had those feminine physiques, yet the artificial muscle beneath their engineered skin would always be stronger than him.

She smacked his ass one more time as her hand flew down to deliver another sharp blast of pain.

The sensations sizzled across his skin.

"Stand in the middle of the room, hold your hands behind your head, and don't move," she ordered.

She released him.

All at once, Marty had a decision he needed to make. He didn't want to do this; he didn't want to face the reality of his situation. And yet, he didn't know how to respond either. He wasn't sure how he could make his body cooperate.

Gulping back his resistance and reluctance, he turned, and he started to move. The worst part had to be that he did this seemingly of his own accord. He could feel himself make those choices again and again as he stepped into the middle of the cell. Naked and on display in front of this woman, he raised his arms.

As a machine, she was supposed to be inferior to him. Maybe, later on, the upcoming generations would grow up in a world where AI and robotics were commonplace. Those systems would just become another part of life like cars or airplanes.

For Marty, however, he would never be able to forget that he had grown up in a world where machines had been dumb. Unable to truly comprehend or respond to human input, they may have taken programming or direct human communication, but the limitations were always there, and so easy to see.

With this robot standing there, things were different. At the edge of his vision, he saw her standing there. He saw that robot, and it was impossible to completely remember that she was artificial, that she was just a machine, and that she couldn't really think for herself. Or could she?

Marty wasn't a philosopher, and he wasn't about to start debating the metaphysics of mind. All he knew for certain was that the frustration continued to simmer all along his flesh. He could feel that boiling exasperation right there at the pit of his stomach. Again, he had to fight down those instincts to attack her. The image was right there, shining bright in his imagination; he could attack, launching himself forward and slamming his fist into the underside of her jaw. Then he could grab her shoulders, bring his knee up into her gut, and send her sprawling.

It was a nice idea, and it channeled every ounce of masculine aggression he possessed.

But it wouldn't have been enough.

Marty had to acknowledge that. Despite all of his bluster and everything he believed about the superiority of the male sex, he wasn't strong enough to take her on.

He locked his teeth together, and he slid his hands behind his head.

She started touching him, gliding her fingers along his reddened butt and up to the small of his back, over his shoulder blades, then down his chest. She kept touching him. She pressed one fingertip to the tip of his chin, and she turned his head to the left, then the right. "I'm recording all of the pertinent information," she informed him, like this information helped.

"Whatever," he said. Marty knew he sounded like a petulant teenager, but he couldn't worry about that. After all, he had already surrendered to her. Simply by standing there with his hands behind his head, he gave her something important. He hated himself for yielding like this, but he didn't see any other choice.

"Now I will test your responsiveness," she said. That was when she stepped in front of him, and she was so close, and her hand reached down between his legs. Her fingers brushed along his balls, then up to his shaft. His body reacted, and he desperately needed to step back. Something stopped him, however. A man like Marty couldn't acknowledge the kind of power this creature had over him. She had slapped his ass, inflicting one jolt of pain after another. It had been enough to force his obedience.

Even now, his feet remained firmly stuck to the floor. Even as his muscles tightened, he could only stay out of there as she stroked him.

He hated this!

Objectively, it felt incredible. She had her artificial eyes aimed at his, yet her fingers moved with the quick, deft grace of a robot thoroughly programmed in terms of both male psychology and physiology. She knew exactly what she was doing! His breathing caught in his throat; he tried to appear utterly unaffected. If he failed, he couldn't help it.

Even if he enjoyed it on some purely physical level, he hated what this meant! After all, sex had always been his domain. When he thought of those shy interns, the timid secretaries, and the women he had paid for their time and attention, Marty had always been the one who could take control. With the escorts, he had no problem reminding them that they offered a service. An extra slap here or there was usually enough to make sure those girls never overstepped their bounds. Then there were the women back at the office, all of whom had to do whatever he said. If they displeased him, he could fire them. Not only that, he always alluded to the many contacts he had in the business world. If they didn't do a good job, he could blacklist them. (Granted, that wasn't actually how the business world worked, but those women didn't need to know that.)

Only now, this woman showed him how sex could make him helpless. She had informed him that this was all about collecting data.

He didn't know how that was supposed to work. He didn't even care. All he could focus on was the frustration surging through his body. There was the helplessness, the sense of powerless compulsion, and the knowledge that she could do this for as long as she wanted.

For once, the arousal pounded through his body, yet it had nothing to do with his desires. He hadn't chosen this! She had. (Even worse, it wasn't even this robot. She probably wasn't capable of making that kind of decision. Instead, some woman somewhere else in the building had decided that they wanted to "collect this information". As such, it was going to happen, and the administrator who made that choice didn't even have to look into his eyes.)

Marty did his best to envision revenge.

He fought hard to make his mind turn toward what he would do to the women who had instigated all of this. He thought of how he could find them, how he would tame them and take control. First, he would get rich. Second, he would rip this society apart, even if he had to do it with his bare hands! As those thoughts roiled through his head, he had to face the truth.

Marty wasn't strong enough for anything like that. He wasn't powerful enough. Even if he had a string of wild successes over the course of the rest of his life, he would still be one wealthy businessman. That would not be enough to take down an entire society.

The uncertainty bit into him.

And now, the robot actually smiled. "You want to enjoy this," she said. "You want to be grateful for this."

He tried to shake his head from side to side, only then she squeezed again. Programmed with that intimate knowledge of male responsiveness, the robot knew exactly what to do. She squeezed and fondled him, gently gliding her hand up along that perfect spot. Then she pressed down with the exact amount of force. It felt as though she knew him, as though she had studied him because they had been together before. None of that was true, however. That only made it worse.

The implication was clear: men were predictable. Men could be manipulated. Men weren't nearly as special as they wanted to believe!

She forced him to climax, and she squeezed him, working him from one moment to the next. The spurts shot out, and there was that incandescent pleasure that rolled across his body. He could feel it in the way his toes tensed and shoved down against the floor. He sensed it in the weight against his heels, the tension along his knees, up his legs, especially there just below his stomach.

"Rest," she said.

The robot turned around, left through the door, and shut it behind her. It locked with an audible click.

This was lovely. This was incredible. This was exactly what both women felt as though they had needed.

Obviously, Harvey and Marty had been the two men to suffer through the worst of the business failures. They had dealt with those questions, those doubts, and the perpetual sense of impending failure. Even after it happened, things hadn't gotten better. Harvey had found his podcasts while Marty chased after these ridiculously risky bets (none of which paid off).

But now, it was so beautiful here. For the women, this felt like a vacation. Granted, their husbands had been arrested, were currently in a foreign holding facility, and neither Kathy nor Wendy knew exactly what was going to happen next. Even so, they were surrounded by this incredible opulence and comfort. The sea breeze swept over the stone walkways of Serenity, soft and scented with jasmine. Pale marble arches framed the paths that wound through sun-drenched courtyards and manicured gardens. A low, soothing melody played from hidden speakers nestled among the foliage, just loud enough to smooth the silence without drawing attention to itself. It was a resort designed for peace, for elegance, and for indulgence; an oasis at the edge of Athenia.

Wendy adjusted her sunglasses and turned to Kathy with a wide grin. “Can you believe this place? It’s like walking through a dream.”

Kathy squinted up at the tiered balconies and cascading bougainvillea. “It’s beautiful, yes. But...strange, too.” Her voice was quieter, as if afraid the walls might hear her.

Their guide, Lucy, walked a few steps ahead of them, her sandals making no sound on the polished stone. She wore a silver sash over a crisp white uniform that bore the Serenity crest. Just like before, she moved with the easy grace of a woman who was utterly confident in her position. Her voice, when she turned to address them, was smooth and pleasant. “Serenity is more than just a resort,” Lucy said. “It is a sanctuary. Athenia prides itself on providing an experience where women are truly at ease because they are safe, respected, and prioritized.”

Wendy beamed. “It already feels like paradise.”

Lucy nodded. “You’ll find that here, things are...different from what you’re used to. Gender expectations, power dynamics, etiquette. All of it has been restructured.” Then she grinned. "I hope you don't get tired of hearing this, but we have a different system here. It can be hard for outsiders to really believe or accept, but we are in charge. As women, we rule. The men around us, are servants and slaves, nothing more."

They passed a quiet reflecting pool where two men knelt on either side of a stone bench. They wore soft gray uniforms and matching chokers, and both kept their eyes lowered as Wendy and Kathy walked by. Their hands rested neatly on their thighs, palms up in a posture of receptivity and obedience. It was clear they were waiting for someone. Who?

Kathy slowed, her brow furrowing. “Are they staff?”

“They are companions,” Lucy answered without hesitation. “They're for sex, service, emotional comfort, personal assistance, or silence, depending on your needs. They're always silent unless spoken to. That’s part of their code.”

Wendy laughed. “I could get used to that.”

Kathy gave a small, uncertain smile. “They look...docile.”

“They are,” Lucy said. “They're trained and chosen for their temperament. In Athenia, men are raised to understand their place in society. They are not abused, if that’s what you’re wondering. They are cherished. We see men more like livestock. Some of them are delicate and should be used for performances. Others are sturdier and really deserve to be treated like beasts of burden."

"I love it," Wendy stated, her voice sharp and certain. At the same time, she didn't have to say anything about her husband. Even so, she knew that there were lots of men out in the wider world who viewed women like her as nothing but chattel and property. Superficially, feminism had changed the world, especially in the United States. Women could grow up, hopeful and ambitious. Even so, the expectations were clear. Men were still supposed to lead and take command.

And yet…

Wendy had spent some time wandering around online. She had started looking at the actual numbers. Maybe the expectations were the same, especially for the older generations and those men who weren't paying attention. Even so, she could see how the world was changing. Female supremacy was taking root across so many different companies and government agencies.

Things were getting better!

As they continued down the path, the scent of lavender grew stronger. In the shade of an ancient olive tree, another man sat cross-legged with a book in his lap. He wore the same choker, and his tunic bore a subtle pattern of ivy. When he saw them approach, he immediately set the book aside, placed his hands together, and dipped his head in a gesture that hovered somewhere between reverence and submission.

Wendy leaned toward Kathy and whispered, “Did you see that? He didn’t even wait for us to acknowledge him.”

Kathy nodded, slower this time. “I'm not sure how I feel about that. It's almost like they’re...trained pets.”

Lucy heard her. “You're not wrong."

"Seriously?" Kathy had to ask.

"Seriously," Lucy confirmed. "The metaphor of men as animals works very nicely. I used it before. I'll use it again. They need to be trained. They need to be taught how to behave. They have their instincts, and there is so much potential because they can be useful for us, but they need to be shaped."

Wendy tilted her head thoughtfully. “How did it start?”

"It's nothing grand or spectacular," Lucy replied. "Athenia was another expansive wild territory that hadn't been claimed. A group of women with significant resources decided to come together, and they built something. We started out pretty small, but we have been growing and thriving for the last few years. Just look around. This resort can rival the greatest luxuries you would find in Abu Dhabi, Paris, New York, San Diego or Tokyo."

That was true.

“And the assumption was that men couldn’t be trusted?” Kathy asked.

Lucy turned slightly, her tone remaining gentle. “That men had centuries to lead, and they created endless wars, corruption, exploitation. In Athenia, we chose not to repeat the experiment.” Then she smirked. "Instead, we decided to try a different experiment."

Kathy said nothing for a moment. Then she asked, “Do the men have jobs?”

“Some do, under supervision. Ultimately, the decision is made by their handlers, guardians, and owners." Handlers. Guardians. Owners. The different words flashed behind Cathy's eyes as she contemplated what they meant. But now, Lucy continued, "We find it's best when men are thoroughly trained. They don't really need to think for themselves."

Wendy took a long breath, letting it out slowly. “It’s brilliant. Completely brilliant.”

As they moved farther into the resort, they passed a spa entrance flanked by two men holding silver trays of chilled towels. Both stood perfectly still, backs straight, eyes downcast. Wendy took a towel and gently dabbed her face. “Thank you,” she said, though neither man responded.

Kathy hesitated. Then she took one too and muttered, “Thanks.” One of the men offered a nearly imperceptible nod.

“You’ll notice how relaxing it is to not be interrupted,” Lucy said. “Men in Athenia are conditioned not to insert themselves into women’s experiences. You’ll find no mansplaining here, no interruptions, no second-guessing. And of course, if you issue a command, they will obey without question."

Kathy folded her towel and held it between her fingers. She glanced over her shoulder at the silent attendants. “I’m not sure I’m comfortable with it. I mean, I understand the philosophy, but...it feels like too much.”

Lucy smiled warmly. “You wouldn’t be the first to feel that way. But most guests begin to appreciate the design within a day or two. Imagine living without fear of male aggression, without posturing, without competition from them for authority.”

Wendy turned to Kathy. “Did Harvey ever interrupt you? If so, just think about those conversations when you wanted to say something, but your husband didn’t want to let you finish a thought or an idea."

Kathy sighed. “I do remember.”

“Now imagine never having to put up with that again,” Wendy said.

"It's more than that," Lucy added. "Out in the wider world, there is always that competition between women and men for power and authority. Here, the question has been settled, and it makes everything so much simpler. When I go home, I see my slave, and I tell him what I want. I don't have to think about it. I don't have to second-guess myself either. If I tell him to get on his knees, then he belongs on his knees. If I want him to service me, then he will do it."

Kathy grimaced for a second. Service…It sounded genuinely tantalizing, especially because she understood what these women meant. At the same time, however, she still carried all of those older expectations.

They arrived at the central atrium, where a large mosaic of intertwined vines and goddesses adorned the ceiling. Below it, a circular lounge offered plush chairs, cool drinks, and soft music. Three men moved silently among the tables, refilling water and clearing glasses. None of them made eye contact. Each wore his choker like an emblem.

“I assume there are...rules?” Kathy asked.

“There are protocols,” Lucy said. “For instance, only authorized women may remove a man’s choker. That symbolizes ownership of his loyalty. It’s intimate. It is earned.”

Wendy raised her eyebrows. “So no dating apps here?”

Lucy chuckled. “Relationships in Athenia are formalized. Women choose. Men submit. If a man is already owned, maybe there will be some negotiations between the relevant women, but that works best. It is the natural order of things.”

Kathy looked over at one of the servers. He was attractive with high cheekbones and neatly combed hair. He had a small scar on his forearm, just beneath the edge of his tunic. She wondered how he had gotten it, and whether he had been punished for it.

“He looks intelligent,” Kathy murmured.

“He may be,” Lucy said, “but intelligence alone does not entitle someone to power. Women in Athenia are trained from childhood to lead. Men are trained to serve."

Wendy leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs with satisfaction. “This is amazing."

Lucy chuckled, "We are very proud of everything we are building here."

The tour ended in a private courtyard shaded by flowering trees. A long stone table stood in the center, already set for lunch. Three men stood silently at each end, waiting for their cue to begin serving.

Kathy looked out over the distant waves. The ocean glistened, endless and soft. A pair of women lounged in the sun nearby, being fanned by quiet companions. No one raised their voice. No one competed for attention. No one interrupted.

“It’s peaceful,” Kathy admitted.

Lucy nodded. “Peace is our baseline here at the Serenity. From there, we build trust, purpose, and pleasure.”

“And the men never push back?” Kathy asked.

“They are watched carefully,” Lucy said. “Some arrive from other countries with bad habits. But with time, they learn. And if they resist, there are protocols.”

Kathy looked at Wendy. Wendy smiled back at her, eyes shining.

“You see it now, don’t you?” Wendy asked.

Kathy looked around again, slower this time. She took in the stillness, the careful balance, the quiet dignity of the women around her. She saw the attentive men, the order, the lack of posturing and ego. For the first time in years, she felt no pressure to explain herself.

“I think I do,” she said quietly.

They sat down to lunch as the servants moved forward, silent as ever, placing plates in front of them with precision and grace. In Athenia, men did not speak unless spoken to. And Kathy found herself liking that silence.

Dinner, however, was just the beginning.

Both Kathy and Wendy enjoyed themselves. They talked, and they considered the implications of this wider society. Neither woman had previously expressed any kind of real interest in anthropology, sociology, or urban planning. And yet, this community represented something spectacular. They had the opportunity to look around and to consider what the world could become.

"How long do you think it will take?" Wendy asked her dinner companion.

"How long do I think what will take?"

"The takeover."

"You make it sound like a corporate buyout," Kathy said with a little chuckle before she took another sip from her soup.

"I make it sound like the future," Wendy replied, her eyes shining. "This is a better system, and male advantages are fading away."

"What do you mean?" Kathy asked, even though she had a couple of guesses.

"I know you are mostly focused on the slaves," Wendy said, "But did you notice the robots?"

"I did," Kathy said. At least, she thought she had. They had been far more advanced than she expected. She saw those silhouettes and shapes from the corners of her vision. Occasionally, she saw women striding across one plaza or another, but she hadn't been sure.

"Those are going to give women the advantage," Wendy said emphatically. "Women are smarter. For a long time, men had a physical advantage, but that's going away. Men have always been worse with money and long-term thinking. There's no way they're going to be able to maintain control."

Kathy opened her mouth. Reflexively, she wanted to answer. Despite her best efforts, however, she couldn't think of a reason why Wendy might have been wrong.

Wendy loved that feeling. She leaned back in her chair, and she nodded to herself. "It's okay. I know this is new and different, but I think it is pretty fantastic." She grinned, and Kathy burst out laughing as well. Pretty soon, the two women continued to eat and talk. Even if the conversation shifted, they couldn't help but think about the future and what it could bring.

After dinner, however, Wendy decided to have some fun. She was curious. She returned to her room, and she considered the view of the ocean. At first, she stepped out onto the balcony, and she gazed out as she thought about the women of the world and how they could finally do it. They could take over. They could assert their rightful place. Vaguely, she remembered hearing about ancient civilizations and how they had once been matriarchal. At some point, men had taken over. Wendy didn't know how or why that happened exactly. Frankly, she didn't think it mattered. She was enough of a realist that she only wanted to focus on things as they were.

She walked over to the phone and her stomach fluttered, but she called the front desk and asked if they could send someone up.

"What would you like, ma'am?"

"Service," she said.

In truth, Wendy wasn't exactly certain what that would mean, but she was eager to find out.

Just a few minutes later, someone knocked at the door. She opened it, and she saw him standing there. He was younger than her by maybe a year or two. He was well-built, lean and muscular. He wore simple black pants and a white shirt. There was a black collar around his neck, and she nodded to herself. "Come in."

"How may I serve you?"

"Are you a slave here?" Wendy asked. Outwardly, she spoke with the easy confidence of a woman who knew she could have whatever she wanted. Behind her eyes, however, she could feel that rush of nervous energy. Despite everything she told herself, it was still so difficult to believe that this could really be happening.

"Yes, ma'am," he said. "I am a slave here. I will do anything you command." He glanced up at her for just a moment. Their eyes met, and it was clear he understood how she could use him.

"Good," she said. "Strip for me."

At once, he obeyed, working the buttons on his shirt. He removed that outer layer, followed by the white T-shirt he wore underneath. Then he slid his feet from his shoes, he peeled off his socks, and he yanked down his pants and underwear.

"Stand in the middle of the room," she said. Again, he obeyed. "I could really tell you to do whatever I want?"

"Yes, ma'am," he replied.

"Good," she answered. She stepped back, and she pulled off her own dress. She stripped, removing her tights, her shoes and panties. Last, she unhooked her bra, and then she climbed back up onto the bed. At first, she was thinking about sex. Then she changed her mind because this wasn't Martí, and she didn't have to think of intimacy as a few lazy thrusts before he grunted.

Rather than just lay back, she lifted her knees, she closed her eyes, and she placed her hands behind her head. "Climb onto the bed, massage me, and then I want you to lick me. I want you to go down on me. Can you do that?" Secretly, Wendy hated that uncertainty in her voice. Then again, the slave didn't seem to notice.

"Yes, ma'am," he said at once. Then he turned, and he climbed onto the bed. He reached down, gliding his fingers along her neck, her shoulders, over her arms and back down again. He caressed her breasts, and his fingers felt so good. There was that perfect balance between delicate caresses and a strong touch. This was a man who knew what he was doing. Clearly, he had been thoroughly trained.

And then, because she couldn't help herself, Wendy extended her arm, and she reached out, wrapping her fingers around the curves of his head. She pushed his face down between her legs. Of course, he didn't resist, nor did he try to push back.

He kissed her slit gently. He pressed his mouth down against her opening, and then his tongue flicked out, and it felt incredible!

Early in their relationship, Wendy had asked Marty to go down on her. Right away, he had snorted, laughing hard like she had said the dumbest thing he could have imagined. "I'm a real man! There's no way I'm ever going to go down on a woman!" Again and again, he had snorted, as though the concept had struck him as utterly absurd.

But now, she understood what her own body was capable of. This wasn't a dildo, a vibrator, or the soft caresses of her own fingertips. Instead, this was the eager tongue of a skilled slave who knew exactly what he was doing!

At first, she thought she was going to say something; Wendy prepared herself to criticize him, maybe telling him to speed up or slow down.

She didn't have to.

The rhythm was perfect! Not only that, she could feel her body tense, and he adjusted, shifting. It wasn't like she could get bored. His tongue darted and flickered, moving with those eager swipes up and down, then left and right, in tight little patterns that she couldn't predict.

Within moments, however, she didn't think about what he was doing. Instead, she lost herself to those wild sensations. Pleasure raced across her body, becoming more intense with every second. This was what she loved. This was what she needed!

Up until now, she had tolerated her husband. She had pleasured herself. But now, she had the slave right there between her legs, and she adored everything it meant!

This was power. This was control.

This was what had driven her husband for so long. Only now, Wendy got to enjoy it for herself.

A ferocious grin curved along her lips as she revealed her teeth. Then she arched her back, and she came hard!

While Kathy learned to accept this society and its rules, Wendy enjoyed herself. While Wendy enjoyed herself, Martí endured the frustration of knowing that he was powerless. And then there was Harvey…

Harvey didn't know it, but he was about to face the Correction Room. At the holding facility, this chamber existed to "help" the men who were reticent, defiant, or simply ignorant of how the world was supposed to work. In this space, men could grow and evolve into what they were always meant to be: pets, trophies, toys and slaves.

The lights in the ceiling never flickered. They hummed in a dull, steady tone, cold as the steel walls that enclosed Harvey like a coffin too wide and too quiet. The Correction Room, as they called it, had no corners. Every edge was curved, every surface seamless, as if designed to erase the very idea of escape. He had been stripped of his name, his clothes, and his dignity. All that remained was the thin gray uniform and the bitter, metallic taste in his mouth.

He sat on a low, circular bench in the center of the room. There were no doors. At least, none he could see. The walls curved around him like the inside of a shell. The only break in the sterile symmetry was a soft hiss of air from above. Then he heard a voice, soft and feminine and practically glowing with false warmth. “Hello, Harvey."

Harvey clenched his fists. “Let me go.”

“Oh, sweet one,” the voice cooed. “You're not being held. You're being rescued."

A panel in the wall slid open without a sound. Out stepped two figures, identical in shape and movement. They were tall and slim, their frames feminine but uncanny in their perfection. He saw their skin, shining and polished like polished porcelain. Their eyes were wide and colorless, their lips curved in a gentle half-smile. Their joints moved with exactness, like they were too fluid to be human. They were shaped like women, but they were not women.

Just like Marty, Harvey found himself confronted by androids.

“Do not worry,” one of them said as she stepped forward. Her voice had the cadence of a lullaby twisted into something mechanical. “You are not being punished. You are being improved.”

Harvey stood. “I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“You attempted a rescue,” the second one said. “That is a violation of the Class Separation Protocol.”

“That was my friend,” Harvey snapped. Technically, that part wasn't true. He had never met Liam. Even so, Harvey refused to let that fact get in the way. Maybe, on some level, he hoped that he could speak, that he could get these androids to listen to him, and that he could get them to change their minds. “Liam doesn’t belong here. You broke him. I know what you did.”

The robots tilted their heads at the same time. It was like watching marionettes wired to the same string.

“He was lost,” one said.

“And now he is peaceful,” said the other. "He is secure in the knowledge that he is where he belongs."

“He's a slave,” Harvey said. “You did something to him. You hypnotized him or brainwashed him!" Deep down, Harvey wasn't sure any of that was true. Even so, he made those points, and he tried to hold onto the possibility that he was right. After all, he had built up those elaborate fantasies just like Marty. There were some things he wouldn't or couldn't accept...not yet.

The first robot stepped closer. Her synthetic skin shimmered under the artificial light. She lifted a hand, fingers too smooth to be real, and gently placed it on his cheek. He flinched.

“You are not in danger,” she said. “You are in need.”

“I’m not—”

“You are confused,” the other said, circling behind him. “That is common in males raised outside the system. You have been fed the myth of equality. You believed in status that was never yours.”

“You were told you should lead,” the first one whispered. “But you do not lead.”

“You follow. You obey. You serve.”

“I don’t,” Harvey said. “I won’t.” He tried so hard to sound defiant, like he was going to be this rebellious man who could strike back, no matter what it took. He was going to fight. He could be a part of the resistance!

The one behind him placed a firm hand on his shoulder. Her grip was like metal under silk. He tried to shrug it off, but it only tightened.

“We will help you remember your place,” she said.

A small pod rose from the floor, smooth and seamless. Its surface opened like petals unfolding. The seat inside was lined with soft restraints, padded and white.

“Sit,” the first robot said. “We will begin phase one of the realignment protocol.”

Harvey backed away. “No.”

“Presence is consent,” she replied. “You have already agreed.”

“I didn’t sign anything.”

“You are here under the laws of Athenia. You have already submitted.”

When he turned to step back, the pod’s restraints lashed out like vines. They wrapped around his legs and torso with terrifying precision. He was pulled backward, the breath knocked from his lungs, and seated before he could scream. The restraints tightened across his wrists and ankles, and the seat tilted slightly, lifting his gaze toward the screen embedded in the curved ceiling.

“Do not be afraid,” said the voice above him. “You will not be harmed.”

The screen flickered on.

At first it showed only shapes. Spirals, lines, soft bursts of color pulsed in rhythm with his heartbeat. Then came the images. Women—calm, smiling, in control. Men—clumsy, afraid, pathetic. Over and over, the contrast played. One gender stood with elegance and purpose. The other hunched and stumbled. One issued commands. The other bowed.

“You have been told that men build,” the first robot said, her voice like wind through glass.

“But when men lead, they destroy,” said the second.

“You feel anger. That is expected. It is a vestige of your conditioning.”

“We will help you release it.”

“You will feel lighter.”

The images quickened. All at once, he knew he couldn't close his eyes. He didn't understand the visual stimuli or how they worked with his reflexes. He didn't understand how much time and effort had been spent studying the male psyche and what it would take to keep men compliant as they learned. His heart raced. He clenched his teeth, fighting the nausea. Behind the images, he began to hear words. There was some kind of music. There was a rhythm beneath the visuals. At the same time, he could feel the command start to whisper inside of his head.

"Submit. Listen. Obey. You are small. You are safe when guided. She knows best." Harvey genuinely couldn't tell whether or not those were bots, sounds, or something else entirely. The new realities seemed to vibrate through his body.

He twisted against the restraints. “Stop this!” he shouted.

But the robots only smiled.

“You are doing well,” one said.

“Your defiance is natural.”

“It will pass.”

The screen changed. Now it showed a man’s face—his face. He was younger and prouder here, standing at a podium, shouting into a microphone. “You thought you were noble,” the robot said. “You thought you were making a difference. You weren't.”

“You were only shouting into a storm," said the other android.

“You made noise. You made nothing.”

The screen showed Liam next, docile and smiling, kneeling at the feet of a woman whose hand rested on his head like a blessing. “He has found serenity,” the robots said together. “You will, too.”

The restraints pulsed softly, releasing a gentle warmth into his limbs. He could feel it crawling through his veins, dulling his panic. Something in the seat hissed softly, and his thoughts began to slow. Were they drugging him? Was it some kind of other manipulative therapy? He didn't have an answer, but he couldn't figure it out either.

“Correction is not cruelty,” the voice said.

“It is compassion.”

“You are not broken. You were misled.”

His voice caught in his throat. He was shaking, but not from cold.

“I...I’m not weak,” he whispered.

“No,” the robot said. “You are not weak, but you are male. As a male, you need to obey.”

“You are ready to receive instruction.”

“You will be so much more when you stop pretending to be strong.”

The screen showed a woman leading a silent classroom of kneeling men. Different images continue to flash. In each one, the theme remained the same: female supremacy and male subjugation.

“You were never meant to lead,” they whispered.

Harvey’s lips trembled. The words repeated until they buried themselves beneath his skin.

"You were never meant to lead." He heard the repetition again and again. "You were meant to obey. You are meant to obey. You want to obey. You want to serve. You want to yield to your superiors. It's best when you yield."

The light shifted again. Now there was no spiral, no pattern, only the face of a woman. This time, it wasn't a robot; it was someone else. He did not know her. She looked into him through the screen, calm and commanding.

“Hello, Harvey,” she said.

"Who are you?"

"It doesn't matter who I am. What you need to understand is that this is the first phase. Are you ready to tell us what we want to hear?"

He summoned the best of his resolve. He fought hard, and he glared at her with every ounce of intensity he possessed. "Never," he vowed.

An electrical blast raced through his body. It shot down his neck, into his shoulders, along his arms, and down to the center of his core. He could feel those same blasts of electricity echo up his legs. The pain overwhelmed him, swallowing everything else.

"Are you ready to obey?"

"Never," he said again.

After several more minutes of this, he gave in. He had no choice.

The pain ripped away his defiance. Every psychological barrier and defense he tried to construct fell apart because these women knew what they were doing. They understood exactly how to tame him. Blast after blast assaulted his senses, leaving him vulnerable.

Then came those gentle words, the comments from the robots, and the reality that he couldn't escape this.

At several points, he frantically tried to break free from the restraints. They held him down, keeping him seated and compliant. Maybe they were injecting him with drugs through microneedles. Maybe it was simple hypnosis. They didn't explain the process.

They didn't have to. Instead, Harvey experienced it for himself. More and more, he could feel his defiance wear away.

He thought of those podcasts and how he had listened to men talk about male superiority. They had insisted that women had only been able to succeed with extra help. But now, he started to experience something else. There was the knowledge that he was a man. As a man, he had to do as he was told. It was better when he would surrender. He needed to listen. He had to follow their commands. He thought of his wife, but he didn't think of her as an accessory. Up until now, he had loved his wife, but she had never really had his respect.

Only now, he started to see the truth. Kathy deserved more than just his respect. She deserved his worship and his obedience…

At first, he tried to fight off that idea.

More and more, it started to sound like the truth. It began to sound like the only truth.

The walls of the instruction suite within the prison were soft white, almost luminous. The light did not come from a bulb or source but from the walls themselves, glowing with an artificial warmth that felt designed to soothe and erase all resistance. The floor was cushioned, silent beneath bare feet. The air smelled faintly of citrus and antiseptic.

He didn’t like it here.

And yet, his opinion didn’t matter.

He had asked to see his wife, but the robots had refused. He had begged for the chance to speak with a real person, but they had ignored his request.

Harvey stood near the center of the room, arms crossed, jaw tight. He was naked and stood there, vulnerable and on display. Now he stood under the gaze of two female robots, both identical to the ones from before. They had soft, symmetrical faces and blank, calculating eyes. Their bodies were tall and slim, mimicking the curves of women, but their movements betrayed their true nature. No woman moved like that. No person did.

"Welcome, Harvey," said the first robot. "Today we begin your Orientation Series. Module One: Cleanliness."

"I know how to shower," Harvey muttered.

"Wrong," the second robot said with a faint, synthetic smile. "You know how you were taught to shower. You do not know how to be clean in accordance with the Protocols of Deference and Domestic Placement."

"I'm not being placed anywhere."

"You have already been classified," the first one replied. "Resistance is a symptom of prior misinformation. You will be corrected."

A portion of the wall slid aside, revealing a smaller room beyond. It gleamed with sterile light. Inside were a chair, a sink, a shelf of labeled products, and a full-length mirror. The smell of sterile soap wafted into the room.

"This is the Hygiene Bay," the second robot said. "Please enter."

Harvey did not move.

The first robot tilted her head slightly. "This is not a request. Hygiene precedes all further instruction. You must be properly prepared." Remembering that he could be punished, their captive finally complied.

He walked in slowly, his shoulders tense. The moment he crossed the threshold, a soft chime sounded. A timer on the wall began to count down from thirty minutes.

"You will cleanse thoroughly using the specified products in the labeled order."

Harvey looked at the shelf. Everything was color-coded. A bottle marked Step One: Facial Compliance Wash. Another labeled Step Two: Submissive Scent Oil. Each product had instructions, diagrams, and a list of acceptable application zones. Step Three: Anal Cleanser.

"This is insane," Harvey said.

"Begin," the voice repeated.

He resisted for two minutes, then three. Eventually, his eyes moved to the timer. He wondered what would happen when it reached zero. He doubted it would be good. With a slow exhalation, he undressed and reached for the first bottle.

The water from the faucet was warm, but not comforting. It came on automatically when his hands approached it, giving him no control. The wash was lightly perfumed. The scent reminded him of childhood, of hospital corridors and scented napkins his mother used to keep in her purse. The sensation of being returned to infancy was not lost on him.

Each step stripped away something deeper than dirt. The instructions told him where to scrub, how long to linger, and what motions were deemed respectful. By the time he reached the final product, a fine mist labeled Politeness Conditioning Spray, he felt raw.

The robots watched him through the wall. He could not see them, but he knew. He felt their presence, as silent as it was inescapable.

Last, he had to clean out his ass.

He shivered and looked back at the robots. He wanted to ask for privacy, but he already knew it would be a waste of breath. He washed and shivered as his body reacted. The robots watched, their expressions impassive as he humiliated himself. He knew this was being recorded. Just as importantly, he knew it could be used against him.

“Deeper,” said one of the robots.

“What?”

“Use your finger. Go deeper,” she ordered.

His face burned with shame, but he obeyed.

When the timer reached zero, a soft chime rang again. The door opened. He stepped out, clean and hollow.

"Very good, Harvey," the robot said. "You have completed Basic Hygiene Alignment."

"Can I leave now?" Harvey asked.

"Negative," the second robot replied. "You must now complete Module Two: Respect."

They guided him to a different area of the room. There, a curved screen unfolded from the wall. A padded chair sat before it. The floor beneath it was marked with a symbol: a bowed head.

"Please kneel," the first robot said.

He did not move.

"Instruction cannot proceed without the gesture of deference," she continued.

He stared at the screen. "This isn’t respect. This is degradation."

"You misunderstand," the second robot replied. "Humiliation is an emotional byproduct. Respect is an objective behavior set. Your feelings are not required for compliance."

After a moment, Harvey knelt. The floor was too soft. It made the act seem ceremonial.

The screen flickered to life. A woman appeared, older, elegant, dressed in a robe of deep burgundy. Her expression was calm, confident, and entirely in control.

"Greetings,," she said. "I am one of the teachers here. Today you will learn the foundations of respectful male behavior in Athenia."

Harvey felt his jaw tighten again.

"In the old world," Devereux continued, "you were taught that respect was something earned. You were told to give it to those in power. But in Athenia, respect is given upward and outward. Men offer it reflexively. They do not assess merit. They affirm the structure."

The screen changed to a diagram. A male figure stood with his hands behind his back, his eyes lowered.

"Posture of Presence," the robots said together.

He saw another diagram. This time, it was a man kneeling beside a seated woman, his hands offering a tray of documents.

"Gesture of Facilitation."

A different image appeared. It was a man in profile, listening, not speaking.

"Stance of Listening."

"You will learn these gestures," said the teacher. "You will practice them. You will embody them."

Harvey exhaled slowly. "You think respect means silence."

"No," the voice replied. "We think respect means understanding your place in relation to authority."

"And that place is always below?"

"For now," the first robot said. "One day you may earn the right to advise a wife or your supervisor. But only when you are no longer clouded by pride."

Harvey stood, his knees aching. "This is all a game to you. You’ve made submission into some kind of virtue."

"It is not a virtue," the robot replied. "It is a necessity."

The next section of the screen displayed a list of phrases. Each was labeled as either Appropriate or Forbidden.

Appropriate: “Yes, Director.”

Appropriate: “Thank you for the correction.”

Forbidden: “I disagree.”
Forbidden: “Let me explain.”
Appropriate: “May I request clarification, respectfully?”

"You will repeat these aloud," the robot said.

He stared at the screen, lips pressed together.

"Refusal will be logged. Additional modules will be added. Punishment will be assigned."

After a long pause, he began.

"Yes, Director." He hated himself. Next, he said, "Thank you for the correction." His voice sounded distant, as if it belonged to someone else. Still, he knew what he was doing. He recognized what he surrendered with every word and phrase.

When the list was complete, the screen faded.

The final part of the session began without warning. A door opened to reveal a life-sized hologram of a woman standing in formal attire. She appeared real, but there was no warmth in her eyes.

"You will now respond to a series of behavioral tests," the robot said. "You will be scored on posture, tone, and compliance."

The hologram walked forward.

"Why are you here?" she asked.

Harvey hesitated. "Because I was arrested."

"Incorrect. You are here to be improved."

"Yes, Director."

"Do you understand your inferiority?"

He looked at the robots, then back at the hologram. "No."

She smiled. "Then you will continue until you do."

The questions repeated. The hologram’s tone never shifted. The robots observed and recorded. Every time Harvey tried to speak in his own words, they corrected him. Every time he asked a question, they deflected it. His sentences became shorter. His pauses longer.

Eventually, he began to answer the way they wanted.

"Yes, Director,” he said. Later, he answered, “I exist to serve." When they said he messed up, he told them, "I seek correction."

The training ended hours later. Harvey did not know how long it had taken. Time seemed to vanish between these walls. But as he left the room, flanked by the silent robots, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirrored wall.

He looked...clean.

His hands were folded neatly in front of him. His eyes remained lowered even after the door shut. He had not been told to do that. He simply did it.

The robots did not speak as they escorted him back to his cell. They did not need to.

As the door closed behind him, Harvey sat on the edge of his bed and stared at the wall. He could still smell the scented spray on his skin. It smelled like surrender.

The hallways of the holding facility were spotless; they glistened as Kathy followed her guide from one corridor to the next. At first, Kathy was left to her thoughts while light filtered through frosted glass panels on either side, casting long, sterile beams across the floor. Kathy walked with measured steps beside a uniformed attendant. This woman was more guide than guard, though the line felt thin here.

In truth, Kathy wasn't sure how to feel about this. Seriously, she had never expected to have to visit her husband in prison! They were both upstanding citizens; they both obeyed the laws. They didn't get in trouble. Even if they disagreed with the government, it wasn't like either of them could ever be rebels, especially at this point in their lives.

And yet, it seemed as though her husband had disagreed.

"Harvey," Kathy muttered under her breath. "Why would you do something this stupid?"

“It’s a new wing,” the guide said, her voice calm and practiced. “It was built last year as part of the Expansion Initiative.”

Kathy nodded politely, though her eyes were fixed on the passing doors. Each had no handle. Those doors could only be unlocked with a key card or from the central control room. It made sense, of course. Then again, this was the kind of detail Kathy hadn't expected to notice

“Expansion,” she repeated, her voice nearly lost in the hum of air circulation. “That’s what you call it.”

The woman glanced at her. She was middle-aged and trim with sharp eyes and a badge marked Security-Liaison. Her features were pleasant, but they had the kind of polish that suggested nothing surprised her anymore. Perhaps this woman could be pleasant here and now, yet Kathy suspected the guide would also know how to throw a punch, block a fist, and take down any man who challenged her.

“We’ve made progress,” the woman said. “Athenia is safer than it has ever been. The Compliance Index has never been higher.”

Kathy didn’t answer. She wasn’t sure she wanted to debate with someone whose job was to manage people like Harvey. Again, Kathy had to marvel at the fact that her husband had ended up here at all. What had he been thinking? What had driven him to this point?

Was it just something inherent in male psychology? Was there some hardwired instinct to do stupid stuff, just like this? Kathy didn't want to think so, yet she also had to marvel at all. She had seen back at the Serenity. At the resort, everything had been so amazing, so perfect and relaxing.

The guide continued. “Men have clarity now within our community. There’s less violence, less insecurity. The old systems encouraged confusion. We have stripped away the competition for the men, except for very regulated situations. They don't get to have any kind of ego, so they behave themselves. It really is a dutiful system and it is much better for everyone involved."

“I’m sure that sounds good on paper,” Kathy said. She wasn’t trying to be confrontational. Her voice was even, even curious. “But at what cost?”

The woman stopped in front of one of the doors. She turned, folding her hands neatly in front of her. “I know it’s hard to see a loved one here. But I want you to know—this isn’t punishment in the end. The men who come through these doors really are rehabilitated. They learn how to behave themselves.

"My husband isn't a local," Kathy answered.

"I know," said the guide. She flashed a kind smile. "Be that as it may, many men come up here, and they require discipline. They need training. Ultimately, this is what is best for them."

Kathy raised an eyebrow. “I know. I know you call it realignment. But my husband didn't do anything really bad. It was reckless. It was stupid. But if you really stop and think about it, his intentions were pure. He thought he was trying to save someone.”

“Liam,” the woman said, almost with a sigh. “That case was unfortunate. But what Harvey did...it put others at risk. It fed a myth. He really wanted to inspire the idea that some of our men that need to be rescued were liberated. It's just as pathetic as it is incorrect."

There was something off about how easily she said it. Kathy swallowed, glancing at the frosted panel. Somewhere behind it, Harvey was waiting...or pacing...or broken. She didn’t know what was happening to him. At the same time, she wished she could hold off on this reunion.

Granted, she loved her husband, and she wanted what was best for him. Athenia, however, created that very real problem. She didn't know what was best for him. She couldn't clearly state what he needed, especially after he had changed. Losing the business had wrecked something inside of him. He wished she could have held onto the earlier stage of their relationship, when everything seemed so much more wholesome. Even so, she recognized the truth. He had listened to those toxic podcasts of his. He had thrown himself into those fantasies even as he ate too much and refused to accept responsibility for any of his mistakes.

“How is he?” Kathy asked.

The woman touched her earpiece, waited a second, then nodded. “He’s good. He’s responding to instruction, attending his sessions, and participating in guided reflection. There’s been no need for reinforcement protocols in four days.”

Kathy flinched inwardly. "Reinforcement protocols" sounded like a particularly vicious euphemism. It was definitely another word for whatever happened when males resisted too much.

“He’s quieter,” the woman added. “He's learning to let go of his anger, and he is learning to cooperate. Ultimately, that is what we want for the men in our lives."

Kathy didn’t know whether to be relieved or afraid.

“May I ask,” Kathy said, carefully, “what it is you hope to achieve here? With all of this?”

The woman tilted her head, the way teachers sometimes do with confused students. “We help men understand who they are, not who they were taught to be.” It was an easy and standard line. If that was all she saw of Athenia, then she would have remained abundantly skeptical. Then again, she couldn't help but think of those massages, the service, and the quiet obedience from the men at the Serenity.

Perhaps she wasn't supposed to enjoy this, yet she thought of her husband, and she remembered that flash of frustration, the jolt of fear, and that rush of vibrant anger.

She had been patient with him. She understood that men cherish their work, but this was different.

"Are you sure this is good for them?"

“Pain is a short-term experience. Harmony is enduring.”

Kathy said nothing, yet a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. That reaction definitely surprised her.

They resumed walking. The corridor bent slightly to the left, and the air changed subtly. The atmosphere seemed warmer and faintly perfumed. There were no windows.

“You seem educated,” the woman said after a moment. “I'm sure you have seen the data. You know all about the unspoken hierarchies and the problems women face all across the world. We are fixing it. Day by day, with different promotions and movements, we are rewriting the way societies all across the globe work and operate."

“I know the old world wasn’t perfect,” Kathy replied. “But it didn’t erase people.”

The woman offered a diplomatic smile. “We don’t erase. We reshape. Isn’t that what reform is?”

Kathy didn’t answer.

They stopped in front of a door identical to all the others. The woman tapped a small panel. A second later, the glass faded from opaque to translucent.

Harvey sat inside, at a small table. He was naked and waiting quietly. Kathy stared back at her husband, and she tried to see past his superficial expression to understand what was going on. His hair was shorter. His shoulders looked thinner. He stared down at his hands, folded carefully in front of him. There was no expression on his face.

“He can hear you,” the woman said softly.

Kathy stepped forward, pressing one hand against the glass. “Harvey?”

He looked up. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, she saw a flash of something familiar.

Then he stood slowly and walked to the door.

It opened.

They didn’t embrace. She had expected that, or at least hoped for it, but Harvey stopped two feet away and bowed slightly, as if he wasn’t sure what the rules were anymore.

“Kathy,” he said. His voice was softer than she remembered.

“You look…” She didn’t finish. Anything she said would sound false.

“They’re taking care of me,” he said.

The guard stepped back, waiting near the corner, but still within earshot. Kathy and Harvey sat opposite each other at the table.

“You tried to help Liam,” she said. “They say it was reckless.”

“I thought it mattered,” he replied.

“I know," she answered.

He looked down again. “They said I acted out of delusion. That I’d been taught to believe I had agency. That everything I thought was bravery was just a symptom of conditioning.”

“And what do you think?”

He was silent for a long time.

“I think I’m tired,” he said.

Kathy’s hands clenched slightly on the table. “Do you believe what they tell you?”

He didn’t answer.

Behind them, the glass hummed faintly. The guard cleared her throat and spoke without turning.

"I asked you a question," she said. Before going to the Serenity, Kathy never would have spoken like this. And yet, it had gotten so much easier to give commands to the men she encountered. Apparently, Harvey was no exception. "Answer me."

"Yes," he said.

"Then what should you do?" She blinked once the words left her mouth.

Instantly, something seemed to flash across his face. Maybe it was anger or some jolt of denial. Only then, he slipped from his chair, he bowed down on his knees, and he fell in front of her. Just like that, he behaved like a slave. The veneer from before had been stripped away. It had been so incredibly fragile. Just one question had been enough to wreck it!

"Bring it in," Kathy said. When the guide first suggested the possibility upon her arrival, Kathy had balked, thinking she wouldn't be able to do it. Only now, the reality set in, and she contemplated everything he had risked. More importantly, there was that exasperation, that frustration, and that raw anger.

"We going home?" Harvey asked her.

"No," she said. "Not yet. You are going to the MBMI. You've already been working with their tutors and androids, haven't you? Yeah, you have." She nodded to herself even as the anger continued to unfurl. Up until now, she had held it in check. She had asked all of those different questions about it. The morality and ethics of training her husband, only now she saw the truth.

This wasn't just the best way; it was the only way.

On some level, she felt as though he had tricked her, like Harvey had pretended to be this kind and considerate man for so long. Then, when things got difficult, he became a selfish brat. He had given up on himself, as well as their relationship. She knew about how he would pleasure himself. She knew how he yearned for something secret. She didn't care about any of that, not here or now. She had allowed him to indulge in his delusions for far too long. Now they were going to try something else!

Kathy grinned ferociously. That surprised her. In truth, she hadn't really known what she would do or say or how she would react when she saw him. Distantly, she had secretly suspected that she would be enamored of him because he was her husband, and when she saw him, she could still remember what it was like when they first got together. Harvey wasn't like so many other guys. In lots of ways, he had been loyal...but only while things had gone his way. Once the professional world turned on him, he betrayed some of the most important vows he had made to her.

A pair of enslaved men brought the spanking horse into the small chamber. He saw it, he saw the restraints, and his eyes widened. Still down on his knees, he raised his head and looked back up at her. "No. No," he said. "Please. Please, you can't! You can't mean it!"

"Restrain him," Kathy commanded.

This time, a pair of women entered the small cell. They grabbed him, pulling him up by his shoulders. For a second, she wondered whether or not he was going to try to struggle. Instead, he started to gush and plead and beg. "Please, Kathy pet? Please, don't do this! I don't need this kind of punishment!"

"Actually, you do," she told him. The women pushed him down onto the spanking bench, they leaned him forward, they spread his arms, and slipped the shackles around his wrists, then his ankles. They moved quickly and efficiently, restraining this male.

Then one of them reached into her pocket, and she pulled out the long, slender strap. It was heavier than she expected, and made from a solid rubber composite. "If you use this on him, he won't forget the lesson anytime soon," said the woman. "Thank you," she said. "I would like some privacy now with my husband." The guide and the guards all disappeared from the room; the door shut right as she heard the locks engage.

"You can struggle if you want," she said. "For now, I just want you to understand why all of this is happening."

"I made a mistake! I came here, and I messed up, and I'm so sorry! Kathy! You don't have to do this! You can just take me home! I swear, I will be so much better from now on!"

"You say that now," she replied. "I'm not sure I believe you." Kathy tilted her head to the side, and she considered him. Then she raised the rubber strap, and she held it right there in front of his face. Only a few inches separated his eyes from the curves of the black tool in her hand. She smacked it down against her palm, and then he flinched.

Kathy laughed. That surprised her. Again, she marveled at how she reacted to all of this.

Back home, she would have been gentle and kind. She would have followed all of those social expectations. As his wife, she was supposed to worry about him. When he got sick, she made him soup. When he worked a late night, she massaged his shoulders even as she did the laundry, cooked and cleaned. But now, she wanted him to suffer.

"You could have gotten hurt," she said. "You could have gotten yourself killed."

"I know!"

"And you risked everything we put together. You risked our entire life together," she said. "Does that mean you didn't care about it? Does that mean you didn't care about me?"

He heard those questions, his eyes widened, and he jerked his head from side to side. "No, Kathy! Of course not!"

Even as he spoke, he struggled, jerking and bucking against the spanking horse. Unfortunately for him, this piece of exquisitely crafted furniture had been well designed. He tried to throw his weight from side to side, but the perfectly calibrated balance kept all four of the legs braced against the floor.

"Quiet," she said.

He kept talking. He tried to gush with more apologies, promises, and bold declarations.

Kathy was tired of hearing him speak.

This time, she didn't strike the leather strap down against the palm of her hand. Instead, she took one quick step over to the rear of the spanking horse, she tightened her grip, raised her arm, and she embraced that moment, even as she watched him flinch. He still hadn't listened to her. Like so many men out in the world, he didn't know when to shut up!"

His sentence only broke apart when she struck his ass! She brought her rubber strap down again and again. He cried out.

Kathy waited for that rush of sympathy or mercy to swell in her chest, or to spread behind her eyes. Instead, there was just fury because he defied her. It wasn't even just a question of defiance, she quickly realized as she swatted his ass, Kathy understood that he wasn't listening to her. Maybe he understood the pain, the doubt burned across his flesh, but that was a different impulse altogether. He didn't respect her; he didn't acknowledge her authority. Heck, he didn't even acknowledge her equality!

Despite everything, he still saw himself as the leader of their relationship. He thought he was going to be able to do and say whatever he wanted.

He was wrong, and now she was going to show him that.

She grabbed him by his hair. She yanked, and she leaned down, "I'm going to make sure that you are completely retrained. I'm sending you off to the Institute, and they are going to do really good work with you, Harvey. They're going to make sure that you learn to behave yourself from now on. Isn't that right? You're going to do everything I say, won't you?"

Even at that point, he still resisted. "No. Please, you don't have to do that!" He was begging. Somehow, he still couldn't acknowledge that she had spoken. He still didn't see her as his owner.

That would have to change.

She grinned, she stepped back, and she said, "I like hearing you beg. That still wasn't good enough. Are you ready for more?"

He tried to answer; he got out a few syllables, only then she brought the rubber strap down again. The black strap struck his right side, then his left. Over and over again, she delivered those bursts of agony. He jerked and bucked, thrashing as he tried to free himself. Like some wild animal, he did his best.

From one moment to the next, he failed, and she was laughing.

At some point, however, she started to get tired. The fatigue began to eat into the strength running along her arm. Then she stepped forward, and she looked down at him. "Have fun at the Institute, slave."

When she turned around and walked away, he was whimpering. This time, he didn't dare speak. Apparently, he could learn. It would just take a while.

That was fine with his wife.

Harvey firmly believed that he should be punished for his crimes, and he eagerly regretted his actions. He wished he could see Marty again, if only so he could decry their collective decision. They had messed up. They had made the worst kinds of mistakes.

His time at the prison had been bad enough, but now he was taken to the MBMI.

Immediately, he was presented to one woman in particular. "Hello, slave," she said. "My name is Sonya, and I am one of the educators who works here. We're going to tame you. And we're going to start with this." She leaned down, extended her arm, and grabbed his balls. She gave him a quick squeeze that made him squeak. But then, her fingers moved up to his flaccid shaft. The moment her fingertips came into contact with him, however, he started to get excited. "You don't control this, do you? I mean, this really is the weak point for men, isn't it? All too often, males think with their dick's. Don't worry. Soon enough, you won't think at all. You will simply look to the women around you to guide you. Oh, and we're also going to take care of this." She grabbed his flank, and she pinched at the layer of flab. She chuckled. "I'm going to have a lot of fun with you down in the gym."

"Yes, ma'am," he said.

Maybe he wouldn't have used that kind of honorific with Kathy, but he didn't know this woman. As such, it was so much easier to recognize her authority.

"Mistress," she said. "Consider that your first mistake."

"I'm sorry, Mistress!" Harvey called out.

"I'm sure you are," Sonya answered. "But guess what? That isn't good enough." The tip of her tongue played along the edges of her teeth when she spoke. "But it was still a mistake, so you are going to need to be punished. First, you're going to go stand in the corner. You're getting a timeout, slave. After that, you get the cane."

"The cane?"

"And now it's going to get worse."

"I'm sorry, Mistress!"

She raised her hand, snapped her fingers, and ordered him to go into the corner of the chamber. At once, he obeyed. Still, he had to stand there and soak in the anticipation of what was going to happen. In the meantime, this woman waited. Maybe she was playing on her phone, or maybe she simply considered him. Perhaps she was studying him.

In any case, Harvey wasn't brave enough to turn around to check. He didn't know what she was thinking, but he was sure he was going to hate his punishment.

As he expected, he was forced to endure it just a few minutes later.

When she called him out of the corner, he quickly scurried to obey. Only by that point, she now had the cane in her hand. She smacked it across her other hand, and she grinned as he flinched. The color drained away from his face. "Hands on the wall," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied. Deep down, he must have hoped that this was some kind of test. She wanted to see whether or not he would cooperate. He did! He moved quickly and almost eagerly despite the fear pumping along his veins.

At that moment, Harvey wasn't thinking about the man he had once been: fitter and a leader. He wasn't thinking about how he had stood in conference rooms, negotiated important deals, or addressed his subordinates. He wasn't thinking about the people who had once listened to him.

Instead, he was a naked slave in a land where men like him had no rights. In fact, it was easy to think that he had always been on a course set for this time and place. No matter how powerful he had once seemed, each step had brought him closer to this woman, this cell, and this moment.

He braced his arms, splayed his fingers, and pushed his hands up against the wall. He leaned forward with his ass on display.

"Before we work on your control, I want you to understand what disobedience and defiance brings you," Sonya said with the clipped tones of an aristocratic woman who understood she would be obeyed to matter what. Even when men tried to resist, she broke them. She shattered their defiance and showed them who and what they would ultimately become. At the MBMI, they would learn to yield. She could reshape them however she saw fit.

And now, she used the cane!

She struck hard and fast, swinging down quick enough to make the shaft slice through the air. He heard that rush of noise, and his chest tightened an instant before he experienced the burst of pain. His eyes went wide. Tears formed. He sucked in a breath, and he did his best to block out the sensations. He tried to fight back the stimulation.

"That was one," she told him. "Would you like to beg for the chance to get out of the next one?"

"Please, Mistress. Please, I can't take any more!" Even as he spoke, he meant it.

"You don't get to decide what you can or cannot take," she said. To prove her point, Sonya struck twice more, first on his right butt cheek, then on his left.

"Can you take more?"

Immediately, he sucked in a breath to answer. At the last instant, however, he stopped himself. Harvey managed to prevent himself from making that same mistake. "I can tolerate whatever you decide to inflict," he said. "I don't get to decide what I can take."

"No, you don't," she agreed. Then she reached down, and she stroked his ass. Her fingers slid along his opening. She didn't penetrate him, yet there was still that reaction.

"Step back into the middle of the chamber, close your eyes, spread your legs, and hold your hands behind your head."

This time, Harvey didn't question her. He had no idea what was going to happen, but he wouldn't question her authority.

Within seconds, he was positioned as she expected. She circled him once or twice. Then she stepped over to the doorway, and she took out her phone. She sent the signal. Moments later, two of her assistants appeared and started to get him hooked up.

With every fiber of his being, he wanted to look down to see what they were doing. First, he could feel the metallic sleeve slide over his cock. There was a metal ring underneath his balls. What was happening? Next, something slid into his ass! They pushed it forward, and he could feel the slick lubricant as the rounded tip penetrated his opening. His breathing quickened. A chill ran through his body even as heat seemed to pump out from his center.

Moment by moment, he tried to understand what was going on.

"Since men think with their dicks, I have found this to be a useful way to teach men just like you. What's the best way to learn? You can learn through pleasure and pain, right down here." She emphasized her point by grabbing his crotch.

He flinched, yet he remained in position with his arms still trapped behind his back.

Only then, her associates grabbed his arms, they pulled him across the room, and then they locked him to a set of shackles. They spread his legs, but he still didn't understand what was happening. "Open your eyes," she said.

Right as he obeyed, she lifted the controller, and she hit the button. He didn't get the chance to be scared; she didn't allow him the chance to consider this or realize what was about to happen. She thought the surprise could be good for him!

The blast of electricity shot through his body! It raced across his skin. He could feel it come from both angles all at once. The sensations crashed into him. The stimulation scraped away every idea. As the electricity burned across his flesh, Harvey couldn't think. In that instant, he felt as though his entire existence came to a stop. As a person, he disappeared. It was just that sensation, the pain, and nothing else.

"Did you feel that?" Sonya taunted him.

He had felt it; of course, he had felt it! Despite the exasperation that must have shot through his body, he tensed his chest and tightened his fingers. Simultaneously, he dropped his head down and looked at the contraption he now wore. Even shifting his body a tiny bit was enough to slide the attachment deeper between his butt cheeks. Sharpened humiliation seemed to race across his body, especially because he understood what he had lost.

The training sessions had been bad enough, but this was so much worse.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He gulped. "I felt it!"

"Good," she said. "Then let's try something else, shall we?" The woman before him grinned. "Are you ready for the next test?"

"No. Please, don't, Mistress!" He explicitly understood that this was going to be a bad idea. It wasn't going to work. He could beg and plead, yet this woman was a trainer; she clearly enjoyed having this kind of power and authority over him. She loved the way she could hold up the controller, press a button, and discipline him.

He braced himself for the next rush of agony. It was supposed to come swiftly, shooting across his skin just like before. He expected the sensations to suck him down into that pit of a singular impulse: pain.

Instead, the butt plug started to vibrate. It gently massaged him, pressing along his insides! Simultaneously, he could feel something over the length of his cock! In those first couple of seconds, his eyes went wide. He didn't recognize it. He didn't comprehend what this entailed. The moisture drained from his mouth, and he tried to swallow. His heart started beating faster, and he wiggled there, squirming helplessly, all while he understood that he was bound by her authority.

In that moment, he desperately wished for the chance to talk to his wife again. He needed to see Kathy! He longed for the chance to get on his knees, to plead and apologize. He thought of his last meeting with her and the anger that had played across her features.

At first, he expected the stimulation to last for one or two or three seconds at most. There was no way she would continue with this "test". On the contrary, he expected her to turn off the device almost immediately.

She didn't.

The plug continued to glide and vibrate along his most sensitive opening. At the same time, the front half of the tool thrummed over the length of his cock. Excitement pulsed through his body; it grew stronger with every moment! He wanted this. He needed it. Fresh need gripped him. His chest seemed to compress, and he needed to act, but he wasn't sure what he could do. Part of him wanted to try to speak.

In that previous professional incarnation, Harvey had always been able to talk his way out of most situations. Ultimately, negotiating, planning and strategizing had been the most important skills he had wielded from day to day, week to week, month to month and year to year. That had been his life, and now some instinct tried to call him back to those same skills.

Unfortunately for this man, that wasn't what this woman wanted. That wasn't what she intended. She had a plan for him, and now he squirmed helplessly, bound by the full force of this society. In Athenia, he wasn't entitled to an opinion. He couldn't break out. He couldn't even negotiate!

Distantly, he remembered that point from before. He belonged to his wife now. She had taken ownership of him. She had decided to deposit him here at the MBMI, and there was nothing he could do about it…

It was a strange thought, and it reminded him of those women in bygone decades and centuries who had been consigned to different insane asylums. In many cases, those women had simply tried to resist the social norms and expectations. In those eras, women were supposed to be deferential and obedient. They were supposed to be trained as the subordinate sex. They were little more than slaves.

And now, Harvey had to experience that exact same status. Granted, the women around him didn't say he was insane. Instead, they just looked into his eyes and told him that he needed to be corrected. He had to learn how to behave himself.

He didn't want this, and he tried so hard to fight it!

But even if he told himself that he hated the way this training device worked on him and his senses, Harvey couldn't ignore the reality. It excited something within him! It felt so good! Despite being trapped, he still embraced those desperate pulses! Pretty soon, he found himself, squirming, growling and moaning. He didn't recognize the noises he made.

When he had walked through his office back at work, he had felt like he was in command of the universe. He had served as an exemplar of civilization. He was someone who had succeeded based off of his intellect and insights.

But now, he was helpless in front of this woman, and he got his eyes open just long enough to see her. Sonya stood there, tall, powerful and imposing. At a glance, he knew he wouldn't have been able to defeat her in any kind of physical contest. It wasn't just the fact that he had gained weight. Even with his natural advantages as a man, he would have been outclassed by her because she was so tall, so strong, so muscular and powerfully built. This was a woman who clearly took fitness seriously, so she would have been able to handle him…

Then she hit the button again, and the pleasure stopped.

"And just in case you forgot..." When she smiled, her lips pulled back to reveal the edges of her white teeth.

"No. Please, don't!"

This time, he forgot the honorific; he forgot to use the title she deserved as a woman. It didn't matter because she had the controller, and the signal jumped from that small device into the contraption he now wore.

This time, he didn't even think about bracing himself. Technically, it wouldn't have made any difference. There was no way for a man to prepare for this, especially because the electricity shot out from both angles all at once. It flared up along the length of his cock, through his balls, and into the core of his being. Everything became that singular sensation! At the same time, the plug ignited with the exact same voltage!

He couldn't think about it. He couldn't process it.

There was just his clenched eyes, his tightened fingers, his curled toes, and the spasms of pain that raced across his body. The agony gripped him from every angle. All at once.

And then it was done, and she said, "One more."

"No!" Harvey tried to call out, only for those words to morph into an incoherent scream.

In truth, he didn't know if he had simply weakened or maybe she had increased the strength of those jolts. Either way, they came to an end, and he was exhausted. He had been drained. For this man, it felt like there was nothing left. She had tapped into something, filling out his strength and leaving him alternately vulnerable.

"This is how it works," she said. "I'm going to ask you some questions. If it's not me, it will be one of my associates. A little bit of stimulation and some reward points. The incorrect answers you provide will result in shocks and demerit points. At the end of every lesson, each demerit will give you two strokes with a cane or a strap. Tell me what you've learned."

Harvey raised his head, and his eyes were wet. He quickly blinked away those tears, so the moment in front of him came back into focus. He was staring at her, his lips parted. He wasn't sure how to speak; he couldn't quite remember what he was supposed to say. In truth, he hadn't really been listening.

Up until now, the responses had been easier. He had to address women appropriately. He needed to get down on his knees. Not only that, they hadn't really expected anything in particular. The demands had not been specific. So long as he acquiesced, got down on his knees, and begged, it seemed like the women around him had been satisfied.

This time, however, he tried to remember.

At the same time, he watched as she slowly lifted the controller. She even lifted up her thumb, making sure that he could see exactly when the signal would launch and he would endure another blast of pain.

"No, wait," he begged.

That wasn't good enough.

His muscles locked again as another wave of electrified agony exploded through his frame. It started there between his legs, but now it flared out into the rest of his body. He could feel it along every inch of skin. He endured it with every cell and nerve!

"Correct answers lead to rewards and merit points. Incorrect answers result in shocks just like that along with demerit points. At the end of each lesson, each demerit will earn you two strokes with a minimum of five." As she spoke, she made this abundantly clear. He wouldn't be able to escape. He wouldn't be able to break free. "What did I just tell you?"

This time, he listened intently, but Harvey instantly felt that pit of fear open up deep within his chest. He felt as though he might fall forward. He could tumble into another blaze of agony. He feared those excruciating volts even as he spoke. "If I offer you the correct answers, Mistress, I will get rewards and merit points. If I give incorrect answers, I get shocks. At the end of each lesson, each demerit will give me two strokes, but I have a minimum of five." He blinked rapidly. "Was that right?"

"Very good," she said. "Right now, you're going to get seven strikes with a cane. For now, however, I think you have earned this."

Part of him wanted to cry out and tell her that he didn't want a reward. He didn't want that stimulation.

Unfortunately for him, Harvey didn't get a choice.

This was all part of the training and conditioning. By using both pleasure and pain, Sonya and the other women at the MBMI could weaken his defenses, tear down his defiance, and turn him into an utterly obedient male. Even if he didn't want to admit it, it was working!

"Say it again," she repeated.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied, repeating the points again and again.

At some point, the words became rote and automatic; he didn't have to think about them. In fact, he had memorized them by now. It was so easy…

Each time he did a good job, she rewarded him.

"You don't want to get cocky," she said. "After all, we are going to have these sessions. You need to get to twenty merit points by answering my questions. Once you do, we can move on. And look at that. You just hit twenty, so what does that mean?"

"It's time to move on?"

"Exactly," she said, reaching out and picking up her cane. He saw it again, and he opened his mouth. He was ready to plead with her. He wanted to argue or to insist that she couldn't be serious. His heart hammered, adrenaline shot through his veins, and he considered struggling. He thought about trying to escape.

Ultimately, it would be futile. He wouldn't be able to break away; he wouldn't be able to escape.

She released him from the restraints, she beckoned him forward, and she motioned for him to place his hands on the wall again.

"Let's begin, shall we?"

He didn't want to move. He didn't want to obey. And yet, he didn't know how to resist her either. He took one tentative step forward, then another. In the next moment, he extended his arms, stretched out his fingers, and pressed his palms to the cold surface of the wall in front of him. Then he found himself leaning forward, and he understood exactly what was going to happen.

"This is going to sting," she promised.

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"You understand this, don't you? You know that you're not going to be able to fight back? You're not going to be able to win. You know how it works."

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed.

"And then, why do you need this?"

He had no idea whether or not this was part of another test. He wasn't sure what this meant, or what he was supposed to learn from it. Then again, she may not have needed to have any kind of goal. After all, he wasn't in any position to question her authority.

Only now, she touched the cane to his backside. The vulnerability swept across his body, sending little shivers all along his skin. Nervous bumps appeared down his neck and along his shoulders. His nipples stiffened, and he tried once again to brace himself. By this point, he had to understand that it was futile. Even so, he prepared himself as best he could, and then…

The first blow landed! Hot pain sizzled across his flesh. She drew back, and she struck again, just as fast as before. She didn't allow him time to catch his breath or recover. She made sure that the stinging assaulted his senses. The stimulation overwhelmed him, just like before. He cried out, and he wanted to pull his arms away.

Somehow, he couldn't. He didn't resist because she had given him a command. He was trapped there by her authority. This woman could make him do whatever she wished, and he didn't get to argue. He couldn't fight back.

She struck again! The cane came down, hard, and the pain glanced along his senses. There was nothing except for that rush of agony. The excruciating stimulation ripped through his thoughts. He couldn't think. This was just like electricity.

"Are you getting better?" Sonya asked him.

Because there could only be one answer, Harvey quickly called out, "Yes, Mistress!"

"And what does that mean?" She wasn't done, he knew. He understood that this was just the beginning, it. She wanted to draw it out. He desperately yearned for the opportunity to plead with her. Part of him wanted to get on his knees in front of her, to look up along the length of her body and to desperately request, "Can you just finish it? Please, I know I need to be punished. But can you just do it right now?"

She certainly had the option of delivering his punishments quickly and efficiently. Instead, she intended to draw this out…

While he remained braced with his hands on the wall, she grinned, and she stroked his naked ass. Her fingers brushed along those curves, and he hated how she had this easy access to his body. She could do whatever she liked, and he couldn't stop her. He was on display and vulnerable. On some level, he has understood the ridiculousness of his own embarrassment. He hated how he looked in front of her, especially because he had given up after losing his job. He had surrendered to that pathetic lethargy. Without his work, he hadn't known what he should do. He hadn't known who he should be or how he should spend his days.

He had spent so much time pursuing profits and a paycheck.

Without those goals, he had nothing left. Even if his wife loved him, and even if he had enough money to retire, it didn't matter. Instead, he had felt hollow and emptied out.

Only now, this woman would fill him with something else: pain! For now, however, she intended to make him wait. She allowed that anticipation to build. The fear pounded along his senses, which didn't leave room for anything else, or so he assumed…

Distantly, he thought of Mistress Michelle again. Harvey remembered how she had touched him, teased him, and stimulated him. And yet, there had been that fundamental difference: back then, when he had paid that woman to play with him, she had done as he asked.

He had thought of that as surrender, as some sort of punishment. It wasn't!

This was real. This was actually happening, and he couldn't make it stop!

"What are you thinking right now?" Sonya asked the enslaved male.

"Nothing," he answered. "I wasn't thinking about anything, Mistress."

"Liar," she said, delivering three quick whacks with the cane. "I don't like it when you lie to me, slave."

"I'm sorry!" Despite his apology, she struck again, leaving him quivering. The pain reverberated across his body. He didn't know how he was supposed to handle it; he didn't comprehend how he was supposed to push it away or fight it back. Theoretically, they were just sensations. Those were nothing but nerve impulses racing across his skin and up into the meat of his brain. Even so, he understood the reality. It was nice to say that "pain is only in the mind," but when he experienced it for himself, he didn't know how to resist.

"By the way, those didn't count," she told him.

His body stiffened again.

"Tell me, Harvey. What were you thinking about?"

"I was thinking about a woman," he said. "Michelle."

"And who is Michelle?"

"Please, don't make me say it," he begged. Theoretically, he could have tried to deceive his trainer, but it was obvious that Sonya wouldn't tolerate anything but the truth. Worse, he was confident she would be able to spot any lie he uttered.

He had begged; he had pleaded. The effort wasn't enough, so she delivered another blow, thwacking his backside to deliver another rush of concentrated agony. He cried out, but then he was panting, and she remained silent. Just as importantly, Sonya stood off to the side and beyond his line of sight. If she wished to strike again, she could, and he wouldn't be able to stop her…

"All you're doing is adding demerits," she said.

"What?"

"I asked you a question. You didn't answer. What? You didn't think that would add to the total?"

Frantically, Harvey tried to think back to the number of times she had already struck him with the cane. He locked his molars together. His jaw clenched, and he stared forward. There was nothing for him to see beyond the blank concrete of the wall right in front of him. Just as importantly, Harvey tried to come up with some reason why she should change her mind. Obviously, it was her prerogative. She was the one who would get to decide what would happen next. Despite this, he froze.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"You have to be careful about those demerits," she said, her tone shifting. She sounded more playful now. She was taunting him. When she spoke, she sounded like a teacher.

"You're right, Mistress," he agreed, automatically.

"Good," she said. "Answer me."

"I was thinking about Michelle. She is a professional dominatrix. I hired her…"

"Why?"

"Because I felt…"

"That's another demerit," she said. "When I ask you a question, I expect you to answer promptly."

That wasn't fair! That wasn't right! As he sucked in a breath, he yearned to argue with her. He needed to tell her that she was wrong, that she couldn't do this! But even as those words hovered there at the back of his throat, he recognized the truth. She could say whatever she liked. She could institute which policy she enjoyed the most.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "I hired her, because I felt like I had failed, and I needed to be punished. Maybe I hired her, because I just wanted to feel like I couldn't handle being in control. Obviously, I made a mistake. I messed up!"

"How? Where?"

"At work, I screwed up. I screwed everything up! They had better strategies, and they beat me!" In that instant, he wasn't naïve enough to try to go back to his podcasts or the easy justifications of answers offered by those angry men speaking from their home studios.

"How did they beat you?"

"It wasn't any one particular thing," he said. Now that he was talking about work, it seemed easier. "I didn't do business with everyone. I tried to stay away from women, and pretty soon they took more and more market share. Until…" This time, he licked his bottom lip. He only hesitated for a moment or two. Fortunately, he didn't wear out her patience this time. "Before I knew it, we were encircled. We didn't have any of the good contracts, and we couldn't compete."

"Pity," she said. "You have twelve demerits right now." She stepped forward, slid her hand around the base of his neck, squeezed his throat, and asked, "How many demerits do you have?"

"Twelve, Mistress!"

"Good," she said. She stepped back, she tested the cane to the curves of his posterior, and then she grinned. "Get ready for the next dose."

While Harvey endured his reeducation at the MBMI, Kathy continued to deal with her own ambivalence. Occasionally, she would lean back, smile, and maybe take a sip from some fruity cocktail as she considered the changes to both of their lives. At the Serenity, she was a member of the superior sex. Here, she could have and take pretty much whatever she wanted. Of course, there were still limitations. There were rules by which she had to abide.

Even so, this was the Serenity. Each morning, she woke up at her luxurious suite, and she would sometimes go for walks around the grounds. Or maybe she would visit one of the pools. She could have a lovely cup of coffee, the breakfast, and enjoy herself. She enjoyed chatting with Wendy, but Kathy still didn't know exactly how she wanted to feel about all of this.

It was difficult to let go of the old expectations. Throughout her life, she had ardently believed in equality between the sexes. Granted, that idea had been so much easier back when she had grown up in a world where women were the dependent and subjugated sex. But here, in Athenia, the rules were different. Suddenly "unfairness" looked far more interesting when she would be on the side of power and privilege.

Luckily for her, she didn't have to make a decision right away.

After she agreed to take ownership over her husband, she had signed the paperwork. From there, she could stay at the Serenity, relax, and receive regular updates. That lovely woman, Sonya, made sure that Kathy knew all about Harvey's development, growth, and evolution. He was changing. He was becoming better.

Even so, he understood what this place was. She knew what was happening to her husband. She didn't simply hide from the truth.

But she couldn't bring herself to stop this either. Perhaps she would have chosen a more moderate approach if there had been a different option. For the time being, however, she could remain content. After all, it was just so beautiful here…

The sky above the Serenity was painted in soft pastel hues, brushed with lavender and gold as the sun dipped behind the curved marble archways of the resort. Kathy leaned back in the reclining chair on her balcony, a delicate glass of infused water in her hand. Below her, the central courtyard rippled with the quiet splashes of a shallow fountain. The air smelled like citrus and mint. Nothing was out of place.

A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth because the Serenity lived up to its name. The buildings were curved and white, styled with elegance rather than opulence. There were no advertisements, no clocks, no noise. Every corner of the resort offered peace and a placid sense of genuine quiet. It wasn't silence, per se. Instead, there was just the sense of rest and relaxation. The garden paths were lined with flowers in bloom year-round. Birds nested in imported trees. The entire space had been designed to silence tension.

If she had wished, Kathy could have gone back to calculate exactly how much time she had spent here. Ultimately, she decided she didn't want to know. She wasn't interested in chasing clocks or calendars. Granted, she still spent an hour or two each day on her laptop as she handled her nascent business. Even so, she had done a remarkably good job. She had picked and hired some amazing people, so they could handle things back in the US while she relaxed here.

It was tempting to let herself drift.

This morning, she had visited the spa. The attendants had spoken softly and referred to her as “Mistress” with warm, practiced smiles. One had even massaged the tightness from her shoulders, telling her she looked like someone carrying too much. Kathy had not corrected him. It was true. She carried questions she had no answers for.

She stepped off the balcony and walked toward the garden path. The stone tiles were warm under her sandals. The plants were carefully maintained, some clearly genetically tailored to bloom in perfect symmetry. A young man walked by, sweeping the edge of the pathway. He wore a soft gray uniform with a fitted collar and kept his eyes lowered as he passed. He gave a respectful nod and continued without speaking. Clearly, that man knew how to behave.

Simultaneously, Kathy had wondered what would have happened if she had ordered him to accompany her back to her bedroom. They could have gone into her room, and maybe she could have ordered him to disrobe. Heat played along her cheeks as she contemplated what he would have been able to do.

Wendy hadn't been shy about sharing her exploits. She loved to go on and on, saying, "I love knowing I can have whatever I want. Here, pleasure isn't a privilege. It's amazing, don't you think?"

It was. It really was.

Even so, Kathy couldn't completely relax. She couldn't embrace this new way of life completely.

Maybe if she saw her husband again…?

The last time she saw Harvey, there had been that rush of anger. Even now, she could feel it like this stranger moved somewhere beneath the surface of her skin. It almost felt like an invisible bruise or maybe a cut along the inside of her mouth.

He had done so much for her. For years, he had worked, and he had been a loyal husband. But now? Once he lost his job, did that excuse him completely? Although he had tried to handle some of the chores around the house, Kathy had noticed his rage. She had noticed how he seemed to throw himself into those easy answers of misogyny and sexism. Up until now, she hadn't wanted to admit it, but she couldn't hide from the truth.

Those thoughts continued to swirl through her head. She wandered around some more. Each day, she allowed herself to relax, grateful for the fact that she didn't need to come up with any distinct answers. Unlike Harvey and some of the other men she knew, Kathy was willing to be patient with her own feelings. Given enough time in contemplation, she could figure it out.

Besides, maybe some part of her reveled in knowing that her husband was back at the MBMI.

A little while later, she found herself near one of the employees. They had chatted a little bit. Kathy blinked once and quickly remembered the woman's name: Sora.

Tall and confident, Sora probably wasn't from the United States. She looked like she was from Northern Europe? Sora caught Kathy’s eye and smiled. “You look like someone ready for conversation,” she said.

“I think I am,” Kathy replied, settling into a chair. “There’s only so much quiet a person can take.”

Sora laughed gently. “That is true. But it’s a special kind of quiet here.”

Kathy accepted the cup offered to her and looked out at the distant hills. “It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It is,” Sora agreed. “Personally, I don't think it's just a question of the land. There's something about the structure here. We have achieved a special kind of balance, don't you think? That’s the real beauty of Athenia.”

Kathy tilted her head. “Balance? That’s an interesting word to use.”

Sora sat across from her, folding her hands on her knee. “You mean because men are no longer in charge?”

“I mean because there seems to be a very clear hierarchy now. And it’s not one they can challenge.” As she spoke, maybe there was a hint of aggression in her voice. Then again, she'd been holding back those thoughts. At the same time, she didn't know what to think or believe if she saw her husband again. Right then and there, would she insist on freeing him? No, she knew. She probably wouldn't. At the same time, she didn't know whether or not this total subjugation was the correct answer, either.

Total subjugation…

That phrase seemed to glow, there behind her eyes. She liked it. She liked it a lot. Maybe it was wrong to appreciate the concept quite so much.

Sora sipped her tea, thoughtful. “We used to have a different kind of imbalance. It was hidden and brutal. Now we have a different system, and it is very visible. You're right. Our men wear collars. They obey. They say the right words and phrases. When they don't, they get in trouble."

Kathy blinked, surprised at how quickly this woman could admit all of this. Kathy looked down into her tea. “And what about the ones who resist? What about my husband?”

Sora’s eyes softened. “I'm sure your husband is doing just fine." She smiled and stared off into the distance for a second. Then the Serenity employee added, "I'm sure he's getting the chance to learn to be a better man."

“But does he want that chance?” Kathy asked.

Sora looked at her carefully. “Did any of us want to confront what we had been taught before Athenia was founded? No one wants to see themselves as a product of a broken system. But that is what we all were. Some of us are just better at letting go.”

Kathy felt a strange discomfort. The words made sense in an abstract way. But they did not erase the image of Harvey sitting behind glass, his voice flat, his posture uncertain. Somehow, she couldn't allow herself to think of him down on his knees, begging and pleading. At least, she tried to hold that image back. But now it came to her, and she waited for some rush of disappointment in herself. Maybe it was supposed to be killed.

Instead, excitement flashed along her nerves.

“I’m not saying the old world was better,” Kathy said. “But sometimes this place feels…staged. Like it’s too perfect.” Was that it? Was that her problem with this place? She was staying at a resort. This wasn't a home.

Sora nodded. “You’re perceptive. Perfection always comes with cost. But you have to ask—what’s the alternative? A society where everyone pretends everything is equal, but women are still disrespected behind closed doors? Or one where we accept the imbalance openly and correct it until true balance is possible?” Sora smiled. "Personally, I think it's fair to acknowledge that there is always going to be some kind of inequality."

"What we have here seems pretty extreme."

"And maybe it is," Sora acknowledged. "But does that make it bad? I mean, maybe there's something wrong with men. Maybe it's an evolutionary or biological problem. Maybe they need to be trained like this."

Kathy said nothing for a moment. A breeze stirred the leaves above them. “I saw a man in the corridor yesterday,” Kathy said. “He dropped something, and a woman was nearby. He fell to his knees, and he started pleading for forgiveness." Her nostrils flared as she drew in a breath. "Is that the protocol? Is that how they're supposed to work here?"

“It is,” Sora said. “He was showing deference. He was honoring the hierarchy.”

Kathy frowned slightly. “But is that honor or fear?”

Sora smiled. “We prefer to think of it as respect. Men in Athenia are not oppressed. They are guided. They are protected. They are relieved of burdens they were never meant to carry.”

Kathy looked away. “And the collars?”

“They are symbolic,” Sora said. “They serve as a reminder of progress."

"Right," Kathy said.

Both women sat there for a few more minutes before she excused herself and got up. She wandered around some more. Kathy walked back through the garden, her pace slower now. She passed two men trimming the hedges, both working silently. When they saw her, they paused and inclined their heads. She gave a small nod back, not sure what it meant to either of them.

Later that evening, Kathy returned to her suite. The room was as flawless as ever. She enjoyed the clean linens, the soft lighting, and the curated playlist of ambient sounds. She sank into the chair by the window and let her thoughts drift. Part of her wanted to believe Sora. Life in Athenia was peaceful. There were no catcalls in the street. Everything seemed so much easier. Not only that, she had to face that genuine temptation. She ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth as she contemplated what all of this could mean for her, for her husband, and for their future.

And yet, she could not stop thinking about the way the gardener had refused to meet her eyes. She remembered Harvey’s hesitation before he spoke her name.

Toward the end of the night, Kathy made her way back over to the bed. She hadn't showered yet; she probably had a few emails waiting for her. She casually pushed those obligations aside. Instead, she thought of her husband. She focused on the expression in his eyes. She knew what it had been: fear. And yet, the guilt still didn't come. She couldn't sense any regret at the pit of her stomach. Instead, she casually lifted up her dress. She reached down underneath the elastic of her panties, and she could already feel that first tickle of heat.

This was going to be wrong, she knew. She was thinking about her husband about how he had been utterly subjugated. She thought of Harvey, and she tried to remember that he was a good man. Even so, it was almost impossible, if only because she had experienced two versions of her husband.

When they first got together, he had been so sweet, kind, considerate and ambitious. Maybe he had never been a bodybuilder or a serious athlete, but he still worked out. Harvey had pushed himself, and he had succeeded in so many different ways. She had been proud of him.

But since he lost the company?

Kathy thought of the man back at the MBMI. She thought of what he was learning, and fresh excitement rippled across her body. She arched her back, she pressed down, and she found herself moaning as she thought of her husband on his knees once again. She thought of him being trained. Clearly, without work, he had gotten lost. He was drifting. She could help him. She could fix him!

It didn't take Harvey's wife long to savor the heat of an orgasm as it rushed across her senses because he was in captivity and learning to serve as a slave.

It was time to run. It was time to exercise.

Harvey had worked out before, but this was different. With Sonya watching, he experienced something far harsher than any workout routine he had imagined before.

The walls of the MBMI training facility were painted a sterile white that reflected the overhead lights without warmth or shadow. Nothing in the room seemed designed for comfort. Cameras watched from every corner, and the faint hum of machinery was ever-present. It was not a space for conversation. It was a space for correction.

More specifically, this room served as a small gym. When he set foot in here, Harvey hadn’t really understood what would happen. If anything, maybe he hoped an easy exercise would provide a pleasant distraction from the other training regimens.

If so, he was about to be disappointed.

Sonya ordered Kathy’s enslaved husband onto the treadmill. Then she used her controller to turn it on. The equipment activated, and the belt started to slide beneath his feet.

Soon, he was running hard.

He tried to ask her to slow down.

She said he’d get another demerit if he asked again.

Exhaustion crept through his body. Fatigue hammered into him as those first seconds rolled into harsh minutes.

So now Harvey’s feet slammed against the treadmill belt with a rhythm that had long since turned into agony. Sweat rolled from his scalp into his eyes, stinging. His breath came in short, desperate gasps. The display on the machine glared at him with metrics he could no longer process. Time. Speed. Heart rate. He had stopped caring. He only knew that he was still running.

Sonya stood beside the machine, arms crossed, and with her tablet in hand. She did not shout. She did not bark orders. Her voice, when she used it, was calm and measured, like the ticking of a metronome. But there was no room for negotiation in her tone. If she didn’t like his responses, she could take him to another room for another lesson.

“You are under your target pace,” she said.

Harvey tried to speak but couldn’t. His throat was raw, his chest tight. The treadmill belt kept turning beneath him, relentless. He had long since passed the point where his legs moved of their own accord. He was not in control of them. He was not in control of anything.

“Your obedience has been inconsistent today,” Sonya continued. “If your pace doesn't improve, you will be placed in a corrective interval. It’s time to adjust, slave.”

He wanted to scream at her. By now, he longed to curse the system that had imprisoned him and now seemed intent on stripping him of his body’s last reserves.

Fearing the cane, the plug, and her other toys, Harvey ran! He sprinted along on the treadmill despite the toxic exhaustion seeping into his veins.

With a smile, Sonya used her controller. The treadmill chirped as the speed increased. Sonya’s fingers had moved with effortless precision, adjusting the settings without even glancing down. Harvey stumbled. His left knee wobbled. For a moment, he thought he might fall, and part of him hoped he would. Maybe they would let him rest then. Maybe a medical emergency would buy him time.

But his body did not fall. It found the rhythm again. He barely remained on his feet.

He had not always looked like this. Just a few months ago, before the arrest, he had carried weight but still felt strong. He had worked in logistics and managed teams. He had made decisions. Now, he was a subject. He was an enslaved trainee at the Male Behavioral Modification Institute. The irony of the title had worn thin by day three. There was no behavior being modified. There was obedience being installed.

Sonya watched him closely. She enjoyed his suffering. Even so, she performed her role with an air of distant duty. The detachment made it worse. It reminded Harvey that she believed in this, that she saw his exhaustion as progress.

“You are approaching critical heart rate,” she noted. “Maintain it, slave.”

Harvey’s vision blurred. The walls around him seemed to pulse with the rhythm of his steps. Somewhere deep inside, a part of him still burned with resistance. It whispered that he had a right to his limits. He should’ve been able to decide when to stop. But the system did not acknowledge such rights.

The machine beeped again.

“Decrease in pace detected,” Sonya said.

Harvey shook his head weakly. “Can’t,” he gasped. That was all he could say. Complete sentences were now beyond him.

Sonya did not respond. She pressed another button.

The belt surged forward again. Harvey’s knees buckled. His arms flailed at the sidebars. A siren chirped as the system detected the irregularity.

“Timeout initiated,” Sonya said, unbothered. “Step off the machine.”

Harvey collapsed to the side mat, landing hard on one elbow. Pain flared up his arm. He barely felt it. The ache in his chest and legs drowned out everything else.

Two mechanical units rolled forward from the wall. They were featureless, shaped like tall cylinders with articulated limbs, and they moved with silent coordination. One extended a scanner toward Harvey’s face. The other lowered what looked like a padded brace.

“Subject is noncompliant,” one unit said in a soft, synthetic voice.

Sonya watched as they secured the brace around his legs, forcing them straight. The pressure was gentle but firm. Once they bound him, she stepped forward. “I like these little robots. They’re not like the androids, but I think they’re still quite helpful. Don’t you?”

“Yes…yes, Mistress,” he breathed out.

“You will remain here until your vitals return to baseline,” Sonya said. “Then we will resume the interval.” She grinned. “Oh, and I’m thinking you should get to spend some of your demerits now.”

She grabbed the cane.

She struck!

Trapped in place, he could only endure the flashes of pain as the noise and agony consumed him.

After the caning, his timeout lasted twenty minutes. That was enough for the sweat on his skin to cool and turn clammy. That was also long enough for shame to seep in, layer by layer.

The other trainees were in the adjacent rooms. He could sometimes hear them. He’d pick out the sounds of breathing, thuds of movement, and short commands from other instructors. Those men were also being trained.

Sonya returned to him after the timeout. “Stand,” she said.

Like a good slave, Harvey pushed himself up slowly. His muscles shook. His joints protested. The treadmill waited. Technically, it was just a piece of exercise equipment, but now he saw it more like a torture machine.

“You will complete one more interval,” she said. “Afterward, you may access recovery privileges.”

Harvey nodded, barely. His pride had vanished weeks ago. What remained was survival. He stepped onto the treadmill and gripped the rails. The machine started. Slowly this time, the belt started to build up speed and momentum. Sonya adjusted it manually, letting him find his pace. It was not mercy. It was calibration.

As he began to run again, Harvey let his eyes close. He counted each step. More importantly, he thought of Kathy, though the thought now felt distant. He wondered if she would even recognize him when or if he was released.

The machine increased its speed once more. Sonya said nothing. Her silence spoke for the training regimen as she remade him into a better man and an eager slave.

Although he hated to face the truth, the treadmill wasn’t her only method of control and discipline. After all, he needed to learn more than simple servitude. Sonya clearly intended to sculpt his body as well as his thoughts.

The next day, he expected more time on the treadmill. Instead, she took him to the weight room housed within the MBMI. When he stepped into this next chamber, Harvey had to wonder how many other men had been tortured here.

The silence in the weight room was interrupted only by the occasional mechanical hum of equipment adjusting itself. Just like in the other hallways and rooms, the lighting was bright but devoid of warmth. Everything gleamed with sterile efficiency. Mirrors lined the walls, reflecting the image of Harvey standing in front of a rack of weights.

Sonya entered with the same calm authority she always carried. Her presence filled the room without effort. She consulted the tablet in her hand, then looked up at Harvey.

"You are cleared for resistance training," she said. "We will begin with compound lifts."

Harvey nodded. He did not speak. The space between compliance and rebellion had narrowed over the last few weeks until silence was all that remained. He stepped forward and positioned himself beneath the barbell as Sonya approached.

More importantly, he couldn’t help but remember how he had screwed up. Sometimes, he wanted to blame Marty. In truth, Harvey knew he had contributed. Both men had made the silly choice to try to “liberate” Liam. For that, both men would pay.

And now, this was another aspect of his punishment.

"Feet shoulder-width apart," Sonya instructed. "Grip the bar. Deep breath. Lift on my count."

The slave obeyed as he sensed the cool steel against his palms. His back soon ached. His thighs quickly became sore. Sweat appeared along his body and dribbled down his chest as Sonya counted. He lifted. The bar rose with effort. The strain in his shoulders ignited instantly. He completed the rep.

"Again," she said.

He repeated the motion. With each lift, his breath grew shorter. He struggled to keep his balance. Sonya remained close, observing without comment until he began to wobble.

"You are compensating with your lower back," she noted. "Correct or you will be penalized."

Harvey clenched his jaw and adjusted his stance. He lifted again. The burn in his muscles sharpened. By the sixth rep, his arms threatened to give out. He racked the bar and stepped back, panting.

"Your endurance is insufficient," Sonya said. "Recovery period: thirty seconds."

There was no water offered. That was a privilege he may have been able to earn with some merit points. Harvey stood there, trying to calm his breathing while the seconds crawled by. The timer on the wall ticked down. Sonya watched the numbers without expression.

"Next: deadlifts," she said.

He moved to the next station. The bar was already pre-loaded with weight. His hands shook as he bent to grasp it. "Focus on form," Sonya said. "We do not reward effort. We reward precision. You want a reward, don’t you?" He did! Even if he didn’t admit it, Harvey both loved and hated the vibrating tube they used on his cock and even the plug they inserted into his ass.

The first lift came slowly. The tension in his hamstrings screamed. The second was worse. By the third, his vision blurred at the edges.

"You are slowing," Sonya observed. "Do not slow."

Harvey groaned. His knees buckled slightly. The bar clanged as it hit the ground unevenly.

"Infraction recorded," she said. “You get a demerit.” Demerits meant the cane. Without trying, he already tensed as he contemplated the strikes of wood on his vulnerable skin.

Even as he continued to work and lift, Harvey swallowed his frustration. There was no use in arguing. Sonya did not respond to complaints. The system she enforced had no mechanism for protest. If he complained, she could punish him. That was how it worked; that was how it was always going to work. He reset his grip and continued.

When the set was over, he collapsed onto the mat nearby. Sonya tapped her tablet.

"Thirty-second rest. Prepare for weighted squats."

Harvey nodded. He did not want to cry. He did not want to shout. He wanted only to lie there and feel something besides fatigue. But the countdown started again, and soon he was on his feet.

The squat rack loomed in front of him. He stepped beneath it, shoulders squaring against the padded bar.

"Depth must meet regulation," Sonya reminded him. "No partial squats."

He nodded.

"Begin."

The weight pressed down on him like gravity had doubled. He descended slowly, his thighs quaking. At the bottom of the motion, pain exploded through his hips. He rose, barely. Then he did it again while she watched.

Sonya said nothing, but the tablet chimed with each completed repetition. Every movement was monitored. Every breath was timed. Harvey’s body felt like it belonged to someone else.

After the final movement, he racked the weight and staggered back. Sonya gestured to a mat. "Stretching interval," she said.

Harvey dropped to the floor, heart pounding. Sonya knelt beside him, adjusting his posture.

"Straighten the leg. Extend your arm. Hold."

He obeyed, muscles screaming in protest. She pushed his body deeper into the stretch.

"Flexibility is part of control," she said. "Control is the basis of reformation."

He bit his tongue and said nothing. The stretch moved from pain to numbness.

"Hold."

The timer on the wall resumed its steady countdown. Harvey stared at it, barely blinking.

The room felt colder now. The pain had settled into his bones. He could not remember the last time he had felt comfortable.

Sonya moved to his side. "Switch legs."

He did. The movement was sluggish. She corrected his angle and resumed the pressure.

"You are behind in your flexibility benchmarks," she said. "This will be addressed in evening sessions."

He closed his eyes. The stretch continued.

The session ended without ceremony. Sonya handed him a towel and gestured to the door. “Let’s get you back to your cell before your next training session.”

As always, only one form of acknowledgement would do. “Yes, Mistress,” he said as he stumbled along.

The MBMI campus loomed ahead like a fortress. The facility struck Kathy once again as austere yet still beautiful. It was sleek, gray, and glassy, with structured walkways and automated gates. The building projected the same clean sterility Kathy had come to associate with Athenia's formal institutions. A uniformed attendant met her at the entrance. She gave her name and watched as the gate opened without sound.

Inside, everything smelled faintly of antiseptic. Kathy was led through white corridors lined with screens displaying motivational slogans. "Growth through guidance." "Freedom through discipline." "Balance through obedience." She followed the silent attendant until they reached a small waiting chamber.

A woman in a fitted navy uniform entered. Her badge read Supervisor Elen. She greeted Kathy with a professional nod and gestured for her to sit.

“I won’t be meeting with Sonya today?”

“Unfortunately, she has other issues that require her attention, but I’ll be happy to help you today.”

“I see,” Kathy said.

"First off, thank you for coming," Elen said. "Harvey's progress has been substantial. We believe he is ready for reintegration. If you would like to take him with you, now is an excellent time, but the ultimate decision is yours."

Kathy clasped her hands together and nodded. "I would like to see him."

"Of course," Elen said. "He has been preparing for this meeting. You may notice significant behavioral changes."

Kathy offered a tight smile. "That is what I am here to see."

Elen pressed a button, and a door opened across the room. Kathy stood as Harvey entered.

He looked thinner. His posture was upright, though not rigid. His eyes dropped slightly as he approached because he was avoiding direct contact. He wore the standard MBMI uniform—gray tunic and trousers—but around his neck was a narrow black choker. It gleamed faintly under the lights.

"Hello, Mistress," Harvey said. His tone was calm and even. He did not reach out to embrace her.

Kathy took in his appearance. There was no anger in his eyes. She didn’t see any defiance either. This was her husband on his best behavior. She studied his face for signs of the man she used to know. He looked back at her with quiet anticipation.

"How have you been?" she asked.

"I have been learning," he said. "The instructors have helped me understand how to be better. I now understand what my role is."

She raised an eyebrow. "And what role is that?"

"I am your property, your servant, and your slave," he said. "I know now that I must listen. I must not lead unless I am asked. I am ready to return home and serve in whatever capacity you would wish."

The words felt rehearsed, but they came without hesitation. Kathy glanced at Elen, who watched silently from the corner.

"Do you believe this is permanent?" Kathy asked.

Elen responded. "That depends on his environment. Continued reinforcement is important. MBMI will remain in contact. There are check-ins and follow-up modules."

Kathy turned back to Harvey. "Do you remember why you were brought here?"

"Yes," Harvey said. "I disobeyed. I endangered others by acting without understanding. I tried to force a change I did not have the authority to initiate."

His voice remained even. He did not raise it or falter. Kathy felt a strange sense of dislocation. The man before her looked like her husband, but his presence had shifted. He was no longer arguing, no longer skeptical. He was composed. He was different.

"Do you want to come home?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress," Harvey said. "I would be honored to return with you. I understand my duties now."

Mistress. The term should’ve sounded odd and alien to her ears. Instead, she longed for more. Those syllables intrigued her in a way she still didn’t quite accept.

Kathy stood and walked toward him. He remained still. He did not embrace her, but his eyes lifted to meet hers briefly before returning downward. She reached out and touched his arm. "Are you happy?" she asked.

He paused. "I am at peace."

The words lingered in the air. Kathy nodded slowly. She turned to Elen.

"What happens now?"

Elen tapped the screen on her tablet. "His release order has been signed. You may escort him. He will continue modules remotely. Any record of noncompliance will trigger automatic summons."

Kathy turned back to Harvey. "Let's go."

He followed her out of the room. They walked down the corridor in silence. Outside, the air felt warmer than she remembered. The sky was bright, cloudless, and still. Harvey kept one step behind her. He did not speak unless she addressed him.

They reached the car. She unlocked the doors. He opened hers first, then moved around to sit in the passenger seat. Once they were both inside, she started the engine.

"What do you want to do when we get home?" she asked.

"I will prepare the house," he said. "I will review the protocols and ensure everything meets your standards."

She did not respond immediately. The road stretched ahead, straight and clean. She focused on driving.

"You can speak freely," she said after a pause.

"Thank you, Mistress," Harvey said. "But I prefer to listen."

They drove in silence for several miles. The sun cast long shadows across the pavement. Kathy stole a glance at him. He sat upright, hands folded neatly on his lap.

They passed a checkpoint. The guards scanned their credentials and waved them through. The interior of Athenia lay beyond with those green spaces, clean streets, women walking confidently while men followed behind at measured paces.

Kathy parked the car in their driveway. Harvey stepped out and opened her door. She exited and walked toward the house. He followed.

This was their new rental. She had spent some time here, though it didn’t feel like home, not yet anyway. Inside, everything was as she had left it. Harvey immediately moved toward the kitchen.

"Would you like something to drink?" he asked.

She hesitated. "Water, please."

He nodded and retrieved a glass. He handed it to her with both hands. She took it and watched him. He stood still, waiting for direction.

"You can sit," she said.

He nodded and lowered himself onto the edge of the couch.

"Are you tired?" she asked.

"No," he said. "I am prepared to serve."

The words hung between them. Kathy sipped her water. She set the glass down and moved to sit beside him.

"I am still adjusting too," she said.

"I understand," Harvey replied. "Athenia is different. But it has clarity. As your slave, I don’t need to worry about my status. Everything is clear when I obey and serve."

She studied his profile. He was calm. He did not fidget. His breathing was steady.

"What do you think of me?" she asked.

He turned slightly. "You are strong. You are thoughtful. You deserve respect."

She felt a knot tighten in her chest. "And what do you deserve?"

“I deserve punishment when I make mistakes,” he answered.

“I see,” she nodded to herself. Once again, she waited for the rush of guilt. Again, it failed to materialize anywhere behind her eyes or down in her chest. “Then I want you to behave yourself, Harvey. I want to see what you’ll do and how you’ll behave.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he promised. "I will make dinner," Harvey said. He stood without waiting for a response and moved to the kitchen.

Kathy remained seated. She looked around the house. Everything was in its place, yet nothing felt familiar. She listened to the sound of water running and knives clicking on the cutting board.

Harvey hummed softly as he worked. She could not recognize the tune. It was something new.

When she first brought him back to her new home in Athenia, Kathy had been surprisingly kind. In truth, she had surprised herself. But now she had him working on some mundane chores, and she was seated in the parlor with her legs crossed. She had her tablet out, and she was scrolling across her newsfeed as she contemplated exactly what was going on in the world.

Judging by the headlines, nothing had dramatically changed. And yet, she was still seeing more signs of female supremacy. They were relatively subtle; a male CEO had announced his retirement. A young woman had developed some new technology or founded a unique startup. Men were stepping (or being pulled) back. Women were taking their positions.

It made her wonder about something…

Why had she waited so long?

Then, all at once, she got up, and she walked back into the bedroom. She looked around, and then she saw the equipment. It had been left here when she first walked into the house. She wasn't sure if the agent had left it behind, or if this was just some tradition in this community. Either way, she had spotted the harness, the dildo, and she knew what she could do to her husband.

When that thought had first occurred to her, she had giggled a little bit to herself. With her hand over her mouth, she had laughed, thinking it was absurd.

More and more, however, she could feel herself drifting. Or maybe there was just something magnetic about the new possibilities raised by this community and their systems.

"Harvey!" She shouted out his name and waited.

Predictably, he abandoned his chores to come running. Within moments, he fell to his knees before her. "Yes, Mistress? How may I please you, Mistress?"

"Strip," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered, making her blink. In truth, she had still secretly suspected that he was going to resist or defy her. Despite everything she had heard from every woman here, plus Wendy's reassurances, Kathy still hadn't really accepted the possibility that her own husband would be willing to surrender so completely. Despite reading the reports about his behavior at the MBMI, understanding his total subjugation still required a degree of imagination that she wasn't sure she possessed.

He pulled off his clothing, removing his pants, shoes, shirt and even his underwear. Then he was naked, and she marveled at his new physique.

"You look good," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," Harvey replied. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Stand," she said without thinking.

Again, he obeyed. To her, that seemed almost miraculous. Not only that, she saw the difference in his expression. Perhaps she had imagined some scenario where he would comply, but only reluctantly, like he would answer with passive aggressive gestures and maybe he would even roll his eyes while simultaneously doing whatever she said. His obedience could have been some kind of temporary condition. Only now, as she watched him comply with her order, she started to wonder. She started to believe that this could be permanent. It could be a genuine improvement, something he wouldn't abandon or forget anytime soon…

She circled him, reaching out and brushing her fingers along his shoulders, down his chest, and along his abdomen. "You look a lot better. How did this happen?"

"Mistress, they made me exercise," he replied.

"Was it hard?"

"Yes, Mistress. It was very hard."

"I tried to encourage you to exercise," she said. A note of irritation slipped into her voice. "You never listened to me. Why is that? Why wouldn't you listen to your wife?"

He swallowed. Nervous energy radiated off of him now. "Mistress, I was stubborn and stupid."

She stopped. Although she had enjoyed stroking his taut musculature, she now paused and looked back at him. Although he wasn't a true athlete or some bodybuilder, he looked so much better, and it definitely triggered something within her. "Why wouldn’t you listen to me before?" Kathy asked again.

"I'm sorry, but I didn't respect you. At the Institute, they punished me severely if I disobeyed."

"Like this?" Kathy acted without thinking. Anger snapped through her body, granting her more strength than she could have ever predicted. She grabbed him, shoved him against the wall, and she came up behind him. She grabbed his ass, and then she struck. She spanked him!

Before long, He started laughing. This joyous and raucous sound boomed across the air. She couldn't help it. Maybe she sounded chaotic or manic. If so, she didn't worry about it. She turned his backside a bright shade of crimson. Heat radiated off of his curves, and then she came up behind him. She told him, "From now on, you're going to be living as a slave in this house. You will be living as my slave. Consider this to be your welcome spanking!"

"Yes, Mistress," he began to answer.

Harvey's wife didn't allow him to finish. Instead, she delivered another barrage. She brought her hand down with one quick slap after another.

At first, Kathy almost expected him to laugh. After everything he had endured, this probably wasn't really going to sting. He wasn't genuinely going to be upset, nor could those rushes of pain actually affect him. That was what she thought and expected. Only then, she listened as he whimpered and moaned. It turned out that she was stronger than she looked…

Then she stepped back. Breathing hard. Now, she wasn't sure what she wanted to do.

Only then, her eyes slid down to the contours of his opening. She studied his reddened ass, and she wanted to make sure he understood. "You're never going to forget that I am in charge because you are a slave now. You are property. Say it."

"Mistress, I am a slave. I am your property, and I will never forget!" Frantic eagerness slipped into his voice, but He didn't care. Within a few more seconds, she started moving. She took those automatic steps without thinking. She didn't consider this, nor did she question the unconscious decision.

She stripped as well, pulling off every layer of clothing, including her panties. Then she grabbed the harness, she pulled it on. After that, she picked up the dildo, and she considered the small aperture right there between her legs. She nodded to herself as she figured out how the strap-on harness worked.

Within moments, she slid the dildo into place, she secured it, and then she found the small bottle of lubricant.

If this was supposed to be a housewarming gift, she liked it. She liked it a lot!

Kathy squirted some of the lubricant onto the fake shaft. Then she rubbed it along the length, making sure the length glistened.

Once she was done, she said, "Get down on your hands and knees. I want your face down and your ass up," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed.

"It looks like you want to say something," she said next even as she lowered herself down onto her knees behind him. On the one hand, that position felt almost subservient. Then again, she still had her back straight, while he was bent forward with his weight braced on his elbows and knees.

"May I speak freely? Please, Mistress?"

Intrigued, she said, "Go ahead."

All at once, the words flew from his mouth. "Please. Please, don't do the sex? Please, I don't want to be taken, not like this, not again!"

"They gave you anal stimulation, didn't they?"

"Yes…" Harvey admitted.

"What's wrong? You didn't like it?"

At this point, he had been trained to tell her the truth. As such, he couldn't bring himself to lie, disassemble, or deceive. That was why he had to admit it. "It felt really good, but I hated it!"

"And why is that?"

"I'm a man, Mistress. I'm not supposed to get penetrated!"

"You're a man and a slave," she said. That was the moment when she reached down, she grabbed her husband's shoulder, and then she shoved forward. She pushed her toy into him. The slick curves of the dildo penetrated the walls of his ass. She slid forward, going in deep. She didn't give him time to adjust. Apparently, he didn't need it! He really had been conditioned for this kind of treatment. A ferocious grin curved along her lips, she found herself panting again as she pumped him, thrusting and hard, drawing back, only to repeat the process again and again while she laughed. Her hair bounced against her shoulders, and she savored every movement. Her heart hammered, the excitement blared along her body, and she soon lost herself to this kind of control and power.

It was nothing less than exquisite!

Of course, she had enjoyed so many other delectable experiences. While her husband worked, he had brought in a lot of money; she had been able to travel and dine at some of their city's finest restaurants. Each time she visited one of those restaurants, she had enjoyed that little flutter of power. No matter how expensive the meals might have been, she had never needed to worry. She had money. She had power. Granted, they weren't influential politically, and it wasn't like her husband knew all of the most important people in the city. Even so, they could buy whatever they liked. For that, she had always been grateful. For that, she had always felt powerful.

Maybe she was just this man's wife, but that had mattered to her.

And now, she became something more.

His Mistress. She was the owner. She was the one who would make every important decision. She could decide what to do with him, and he would obey again and again. Because when he didn't, she could peg him! She could fuck him hard and fast or soft and slow. In that moment, she hammered into him, thrusting over and over again as she put this man in his place.

Then, because she could, she buried her dildo deep between the walls of his opening. Then she stopped, and she leaned forward. She kissed that spot between his shoulder blades. She reached over, and she brushed her fingers along his neck, then down the side of his arm. She gently scratched at him before she told him, "I want you to understand something, Harvey. I am your wife, and I love you. We are moving here. We're going to stay here forever. This is going to be our new home!"

By this point, he had been sufficiently well-trained, so he didn't dare argue or object. At this point, he had to understand how their relationship was going to work. He didn't get to argue, protest, or defy her. Still, she couldn't help but giggle when she listened to those desperate little sounds that seemed to automatically vibrate at the back of his throat.

"What do you have to say to that?" Kathy asked without pumping him again.

"Thank you, Mistress."

"Good," she said with another hint of satisfaction. In truth, there was something so intoxicating about all of this. She loved her authority. She loved having complete control. Just like this. Up until now, she had never truly envisioned what that could mean. Perhaps she had heard the words. Maybe the women from this community had tried to explain it to her even when they had talked about what all of this could mean. But now, she could truly comprehend it. She could feel it all along her body! "I love you, and I'm going to make sure you are well trained. I'm going to tame you completely and utterly. You will feel like a different man, but that's okay. You don't need to be the fat loser you were before. This way, you can focus on the most important thing: me!"

As he agreed, she pummeled into him again, laughing as she savored that new control.

Like so many other men, Harvey thought that he was so clever, especially when it came to hiding his secret desires. Maybe she didn't know exactly what he had craved, but he hadn't been willing to talk to her about it either. Then, after he was arrested in Athenia, Kathy had started going through their financial records. Unsurprisingly, she found the payment trail.

At first, Kathy had no idea who Michelle was supposed to be. But then she went online, found this woman's information, and discovered that she was a dominatrix.

When Kathy first made the discovery, she had been sitting there at her coffee table with the tip of her tongue pressing up against the edges of her teeth. In truth, she didn't experience that more common reaction. Lots of women would have made this discovery and quickly divorced him, leaving him to fend for himself. The fact that he was off in some other country wouldn't have bothered them. After all, he had made his decisions, so he could live with them.

At first, Kathy had told herself that her husband was going through something, and she didn't just want to abandon him.

And yet, she couldn't just ignore this new reality, either.

For a little while, she ignored the revelation. Then, once she had traveled to Athenia, she made up her mind. She would contact Mistress Michelle. She started off with a DM.

When she was honest with herself, she had to admit that she didn't even know exactly what she expected this to accomplish.

They started to communicate, going back and forth. Unsurprisingly, Michelle was a very sweet girl. At first, they were both very tentative and careful with one another. Then, little by little, their conversations expanded.

Eventually, they started talking about Athenia, and Michelle said that she was going to travel there. She acknowledged that the question was awkward, but maybe Kathy would like to meet with her?

She agreed.

They had lunch together at a nice little café. They drank tea, discussed the world, and chatted about Harvey. By this point, the nervous energy faded away, and they simply became friends.

Inevitably, Kathy made a decision. She offered Mistress Michelle a job.

"Harvey," she called out to him.

He had been doing the dishes, but now the collared slave rushed out of the kitchen and into the main living room. There, he found his wife. Immediately, he noticed that she had a guest, but he bowed his head down, dropped to his knees, and waited to be acknowledged.

"Look up," she said. "You have a guest."

He had a guest?

Harvey didn't understand. He blinked quickly, tightened his brow, and finally glanced up. That was when he saw her.

Mistress Michelle. He didn't speak. He didn't dare. And yet, he had to wonder whether or not his wife knew about his former proclivities. By this point, he understood that he had never truly been subservient to this woman. Despite their games, he had only played with her. He had paid her, and he had dictated exactly how their games would proceed. But now she was seated right there, wearing these dark red boots, a short black skirt, and a dark gray blouse. She wore a ribbon around her neck, and diamond studs glittered from her earlobes. She looked exquisite, especially with that bright red lipstick.

"I don't need to introduce you to Mistress Michelle, do I?"

Instantly, he wanted to lie; he needed to try to deceive both of these women. It was an old urge, yet he quickly suppressed it. After his training, he knew that he couldn't hide anything from these women. They were superior to him, so he had to respect them. Any attempted deception would constitute the worst kind of failure.

"I know Mistress Michelle," he said.

"That's good," Kathy said. "Mistress Michelle is going to come by every few days to help us out."

"How, Mistress?"

This time, the woman he had once hired now leaned forward. She pressed her elbows down against her knees, and her eyes sparkled as she studied him. "Your wife is concerned about you," she said. "She's worried you haven't really accepted how things work here. To be honest, I'm pretty new, but I have always wanted to play with a slave like you."

Before he could stop himself, he asked, "A slave like me?"

Mistress Michelle grinned again. "That's right," she said. "Don't you remember how our sessions used to go?"

He gulped. He nodded.

"How did they used to go?" Kathy asked.

He bit down. He hardened his lips into a furtive line, he tried to think of some diplomatic way to tell the truth. Then again, he understood that he wasn't supposed to manipulate these women. He wasn't even supposed to make the attempt. They were superior to him. As such, he couldn't do anything other than offer a true and honest account of everything he had done. He made mistakes because he was a man.

Mistress Michelle answered before he could find the words. "Basically, he had all of these fantasies about being submissive and subordinate to a woman. Honestly, I had a lot of fun playing with Harvey here. But there was always that frustrating little bit that he would basically tell me exactly what he wanted. So yeah, I could enjoy myself, but it wasn't the same."

"It'll be different this time," Kathy said. "If you're up for it, I want you to work on him. I want you to educate him, tame him, and make sure he never forgets all of the lessons he's learned. After all, I would hate to have to send him back to the MBMI." Whether or not that last part was true didn't matter. His breath hitched in his throat, his pulse stuttered, and his entire body seemed to tighten up all at once.

"That sounds lovely," Mistress Michelle said. "Can I play with him right now?"

"Absolutely," she said. "But I'm going to watch."

"I wouldn't have it any other way," said the dominatrix. She stood, and then she cocked her head. She looked down at him. He remained on his knees. "Go back out to my car, get the black bag for my trunk, and come here. Then I want you on your knees, and I want you to tell me what you think we are going to talk about today."

The moisture drained away from his mouth. He quickly scampered to obey, practically crawling for those first couple of steps before he remembered to jump back up onto his feet. He raced out of the house, he saw the sedan on the street, and he hoped it was her vehicle.

It was.

Still rushing, Harvey opened the trunk, spotted the bag, grabbed it, and practically ran back inside. Perhaps, deep down, he hoped that if he moved quickly enough, she would be merciful.

Instead, he made his way back into the family room, and he lowered the bag down onto the floor. He didn't drop it. He didn't dare do anything that might be construed as disrespectful.

"Good," said Mistress Michelle. Then she cocked her head to the side, and she told him, “I think we need to have a little conversation about how things work here."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"I'm going to keep it simple for now. Let's play with some handcuffs and this paddle." As she spoke, she unzipped her bag, and then she pulled out both items. In the next moment, she strode over to him, she grabbed his arms, she crossed his wrists behind his back and just above the curves of his butt. She locked first the left, then the right. He could feel the cold metal against his skin; he shivered as she yanked down his pants. Next, she pulled out the paddle. He saw it at the edge of his vision. It made him think of a cricket bat.

He gulped, and then he started thinking about how he could try to beg or plead. If he said the right words in the correct sequence, maybe he would be able to spark some sense of mercy from this woman?

It was a nice idea, yet he instantly dismissed it, sure it wasn't going to work. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth, and then he surrendered. "Please, Mistress Michelle. Please, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for how I treated you. I'm sorry for everything I did and said. I messed up. I hadn't been properly educated."

"Oh? Are you properly educated now?" Mistress Michelle asked him. More importantly, she tightened her grip on the paddle, she touched it to his ass, and then she pulled it back before she swung down. She loved the feel of the weight there in her grip as the physics came together. She struck! There was that satisfying THWACK!

She threw her head back and laughed. She couldn't help herself.

Mistress Michelle worked as a dominatrix. Once or twice, she had told her friends about this position and what it meant. Usually, they assumed that the job was easy.

It wasn't.

Although she loved taking control, most men did exactly what Harvey had done. This was still a transactional event, one where he paid for it, and she obliged. She could still enjoy herself. There had still been those momentary flashes of power and authority and vibrant allure. Even then, however, she had understood that his pleasure had to be her priority. Not only that, lots of guys like Harvey were more than willing to dictate the exact terms of how the games would be played. They fantasized about submission and subservience, but that wasn't what they truly wanted. Instead, they needed to play out the images they had inside of their heads. And of course, this could become especially frustrating when they weren't clear in terms of what they wanted…

But this time, she could actually take control!

This time, she didn't have to worry about him! Perhaps she had to be considerate of Kathy considering that his wife now owned him, but one glance over her shoulder made it clear that Kathy was enjoying this just as much.

"In this society, what is your role?" Mistress Michelle demanded.

"I'm a slave and a husband!"

"What does that mean?"

Without giving him the opportunity to answer, she struck three times, bringing the paddle down in one tight arc after another.

"What does that mean?" Mistress Michelle asked again.

He had to respond faster! She wasn't going to give him the opportunity to hesitate. In fact, he didn't even get to really think about his answer. He couldn't formulate a response, so his answer spilled from his mouth, "Mistress, I am a slave and a husband, and that means I have to do whatever I'm told. I am inferior. As a man, I am inferior to the women around me!"

"Good," she said, and proceeded to strike hard and fast once again. She put this man in his place. She disciplined him, showing him that even correct answers didn't guarantee a respite from pain!

Later, Mistress Michelle returned. Obediently, Harvey had rushed to the door when he heard someone knocking. His wife had already called out to him, instructing him to answer. But now he saw her, and there was still that flash of excitement that raced through his body. He couldn't help it. Mistress Michelle was beautiful. Even if he now understood that she was his superior, he couldn't deny that attraction, just as he saw his wife and yearned to yield to her authority as well.

They were women. They were better than him.

He vaguely remembered hearing something in kindergarten or preschool, some teacher who had once loomed over him and said, "Remember, Harvey. No one is better than anyone else." That was a sweet and innocent idea, one that also seemed painfully naïve at this point. After all, he could look around Athenia. He could see that the women here were building a better society. Now that they were given a fair opportunity, they were succeeding; they could craft a community that was better by so many different metrics.

Then again, it was easier to let go of those thoughts. He didn't need to contemplate the broader community. There was just one woman who mattered most to him: his wife. Each morning, he saw Kathy, and he did everything he could to please her. Every afternoon, he followed her commands. Every night, he worshiped her, pleasuring her however she saw fit.

On some nights, Kathy commanded him to draw her a bath and kneel with his head bowed down while she soaked and relaxed. Sometimes, she liked to listen to her audiobooks. At other points, she would just have some music playing in the background while she contemplated her new life.

That was probably the part that amused her most: it wasn't as though she had been hoping for some grand transformation. Back in the United States, Kathy had been fairly happy. She had her new project, her friends, and she was grateful for her husband. Even after he started to slip once he lost his position, Kathy had never stopped loving him. She had seen the way he got angry, how he became resentful over his failures. He wanted to lash out and blame the world for the mistakes he had made. But she never truly became angry with him. She never contemplated divorce. Even when she started to suspect that he was pleasuring himself while he neglected her needs, Kathy hadn't become truly angry or upset.

She had told herself again and again that he was just going through a difficult time. Things had been rough, but they were going to get better…

They had certainly gotten better!

Although she had ever expected their lives to take them to Athenia, she could enjoy this new reality. If she wanted to, she could go to the Serenity. Then again, she loved being in her new home. It was spacious and elegant. Not only that, she loved having her husband there. For so much of their marriage, he had focused on his work. Once or twice, she had worried that he might have been having an affair, yet she understood his obligations back at the office hadn't allowed for anything so pedestrian. He had tried to build up his company. He had poured so much time and effort to that grand project, only for it to fail. His frustration and sorrow made sense.

Only now, it was so much better because she had him as her slave.

Her slave. That phrase still surprised her. It still intrigued her and certainly triggered something special deep within her. Although she could have him service her whenever she desired, Kathy still embraced the heat of her body whenever she liked. There would be those moments when she would wake up, and her hand would drift down between her legs. The first time that happened, she had hesitated, especially because her husband was right there. She had drawn in a breath, instantly thinking she was supposed to invite him into her bed; she was supposed to tell him that she wanted sex.

Then again, her arousal didn't require his participation. If anything, she could leave him there, just a few feet away, watching and eager and desperate. She could focus on herself. She could be selfish!

That idea had felt like a revelation. Only then because Kathy had never really been adept at focusing on her own needs.

If Harvey resented any of that, he adapted. After all, he didn't get any choice.

And Mistress Michelle was going to get something special with him.

He answered the door, he invited her inside, and she stepped across the threshold.

Moments later, Kathy approached.

Harvey turned back to his wife. Although he kept his eyes aimed downward and he didn't interject, it was obvious that he wanted to know why this young woman was here. "Harvey," Kathy said, taking her time. "Michelle and I have been discussing your status."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"I'm thinking you need some additional training."

He opened his mouth. He paused. He took a breath. His chest expanded, and it was obvious he didn't have an immediate answer ready.

Both these women glanced back and forth at one another. They knew what he was thinking. They both suppressed in the urge to laugh, and then he quickly nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

"Michelle, feel free to torture him however you like. We've already agreed to the timeframe, haven't we?" That question was obviously for Harvey's benefit.

Torture?

The word sounded wrong. After all, his wife wasn't supposed to think in those terms. Even back at the MBMI, the women there had always tried to frame everything in terms of therapy or curing him. They always said that it was "for his own good". Even if the handlers and trainers had clearly enjoyed watching him suffer, they had still pretended that it was for his benefit.

"I'm looking forward to coming over every day," Mistress Michelle said.

"Would you like to start right now? I had some workers come down and set up the basement for you. It's basically a dungeon now. Isn't it, Harvey?"

He had heard the workers come into the house and head down the stairs. A few of them had glanced in his direction, making eye contact for just a moment or two. It was almost like they wanted to communicate something.

"That sounds lovely," Michelle said. And then she reached over, she grabbed him by his hand, and her touch was cooler than he expected. She pulled, guiding him through the home he had lived in for the last few weeks. She escorted him down the stairs and into the basement. She turned on the lights. Clearly, she had been here before.

He saw the spanking bench, the shackles mounted to the walls, the cage, and the rack covered in different tools: whips, paddles, handcuffs, canes, crops, and worse.

He glanced over his shoulder and realized something.

"She's not coming," Mistress Michelle told him. "But don't worry. I'm going to have some fun with you."

"What, what is going to happen?"

"Each and every day, I get to torture you however I choose. I'm thinking we are going to have lots of suspension. Are you ready? Oh, and don't forget about the whippings. Let's start with that right now, shall we?" That was the moment when she grabbed him by his neck, she pulled him to the center of the room, and she began. First, she commanded him to remove every article of clothing. At once, he obeyed. Even if the fear pulsed through his body, his chest quivered, and this cold dread ran across his skin, Harvey didn't see any alternative. His wife wanted this for him. Mistress Michelle was right there, and so he had to obey.

Grimacing, he couldn't help but think of those many sessions he had enjoyed with this woman back when he had been able to tell her precisely what he wanted. When he had played, he had made his demands. And even if he pretended to be helpless, he recognized the truth now.

She started with the ropes, pulling him up, and tying him. His arms were locked above his head, his legs spread, his knees bent. And then she grabbed one of the whips off the wall.

Mistress Michelle circled him. At the same time, she dragged the tip of the whip down along the smooth and clean floor.

She didn't say anything at this point. Rather, she stepped behind him, lifted the whip, and she threw her arm forward with her fingers tight around the handle of her new toy. The tip flew forward, snapped against his backside, and lit up his senses. It hurt! It stung and burned at the same time!

That was just the first bite of the whip, however. Mistress Michelle was just getting started. And unlike his wife, Mistress Michelle had the endurance and skill for this. Strictly speaking, Kathy was still an amateur. In time, she would probably learn how to torment her husband. However, she liked to keep him in the properly deferential state of mind.

This woman, on the other hand, had studied male subjugation for so long. Granted, she had done it at the behest of her clients, but now the dominatrix could enjoy herself. She could operate as an artist who is unconstrained by the desires of her clients. She could focus on what she wanted. In that moment, she wanted to hear him shout and scream and beg.

She was going to get her wish!

Feeling like an artist, she drew her arm back, she pressed her lips together, and she didn't think about what he wanted or craved. In that moment, she knew she had to be careful with Kathy's property, but that still gave her all of the leeway and latitude she could want. She threw her arm forward again, launched the whip, and favored the sound as it hissed through the air, struck, and then he cried out. She loved the sound of his whimpering.

"Get used to it," Michelle told him. "This is going to be your life from now on."

"I, I understand!" Harvey stuttered out.

He didn't, not really. That was the point.

In that instant, she decided she wanted to give him an object lesson. She struck again and again, going for his shoulders, his flanks, the small of his back in the curves of his ass. She aimed again and again. With clever precision, she left those little red welts all over his flesh. Adoring the pattern, she struck those specific spots. Sometimes she missed. Maybe she would be higher or lower, or a little to one side or the other by several inches. That was fine with her. She kept going.

For his part, he didn't know how much more he could take!

Tied up and suspended, however, Harvey didn't get a choice. He squirmed. At first, he told himself that he wanted to take this. He needed to believe he could tolerate it. Back at the Institute, he had been thoroughly trained.

But there was a problem for men like him. There were these guys who went to her for their subjugation, and so they started to develop a different kind of arrogance. Before long, they started to believe that they could be the best slave, that they could be a perfect slave, or that they could take anything these women decided to inflict on them.

That was wrong.

Harvey discovered it for himself. Perhaps he had never fallen that far. He knew he couldn't be arrogant. Around every woman, he needed to remember his place. He was inferior. As a man, he was owned. He was chattel. Being Kathy's husband meant becoming her property. She owned him! It wasn't a metaphor or a taunt. It was the reality of his situation. In this society, he was a piece of property.

As property, he could try to complain. Then again, Mistress Michelle could have just gagged or muzzled him. She didn't, not at that moment, anyway. Instead, she tightened her grip on the whip, and she delivered each blow with careful precision.

Before long, she was breathing hard, and her face was hot. She wrapped the whip around her arm, and then she stepped in front of him. She touched the underside of his chin, and she looked right into his eyes. They were wet. He looked blank, like his gaze had now drifted off. He couldn't focus; he couldn't think about anything at all. "You're starting to figure it out, aren't you?"

"I, I don't know," he told her.

"That's fine. I think right now, we should try one of those rubber straps, don't you?"

"No…"

"There it is," she said. "That's the thing about the Institute and their trainers. I think the women there might get a little bit arrogant. Men are in those isolated situations, so they don't really understand how the world really works. But now I'm teaching you, aren't I? You're starting to understand that I can inflict whatever sensation I want, and you can't stop it. All you can do is endure. But then, you don't even get a choice when it comes to endurance, do you?" With a grin, she shook her head from side to side. "No, you don't." The corners of her eyes crinkled, and now she stepped back.

She picked up the rubber strap, she came up behind him, she wrapped one arm around his waist, braced both of them, and then she adjusted her grip.

She was the strap. She brought that solid rubber down hard and fast against his naked ass. She struck a little higher, then a little lower. The sound snapped across the air, booming and reverberating through his body.

"Oh, I think I know what I want to do right now," she said.

"What?" Harvey breathed out.

Again, he blinked rapidly as he tried to clear his vision. Even now, the pain didn't fade away. Instead, it seemed to simmer across his skin, reminding him over and over again of what he had to tolerate.

That was when she lifted up the wires and clips.

She brought them down toward his balls. She pinched the clips against his scrotum, and then she drew the line up to his nipples. She connected those clasps, and they bit down painfully into his flesh. Then she grabbed the rubber strap again.

"No. Please, don't!"

"That was cute," she said. "That was real begging. Do you remember when you used to pretend?" Harvey almost wanted to remind this woman that he had been pretending. Granted, he had dictated the terms of their games, but she had triggered genuine sensations all across his body. At this point, however, he knew he couldn't argue with her. When he didn't answer her, she laughed and said, "Okay then. Keep begging."

"Please. No more. Please, I can't take it!"

"Yes, you can. After all, you don't get a choice."

She was laughing even as she touched the strap to his ass.

"Don't. Please, don't do it!"

"What have you learned?"

Right away, he comprehended what she wanted and expected and demanded from him. Perhaps she used that lightly gentle tone of voice, like this was just a conversation between equals. Then again, he could never be her equal. As a woman, she was better than him. She was smarter and stronger. Not only that, he understood that the wrong movement at the wrong angle would inflict horrible agony on him. Then again, that was the point.

He gulped and answered as quickly as he could, "I've learned that women are better than me. They are superior. As a man, I have to do whatever the women around me say. Obedience is the highest ideal for any man. I need to focus on the women around me. I need to listen to what they say. I need to be humble and obedient!" His answer wasn't especially elegant or articulate. Even so, she didn't seem to mind as she rubbed the firm strap along his ass.

She was going to use it, he thought. He clenched his eyes shut, and he attempted to prepare himself. Ultimately, however, it was futile.

After everything he had gone through, Harvey understood that underlying reality.

"Good answer," she said.

In that next fraction of a second, he automatically started to let out a sigh of relief. It was premature.

She jerked the strap back, and then she swung down, just like before. She channeled every ounce of strength she possessed into that as it struck down. When it crashed against his ass, the clips pulled against his balls and nipples. Hot pain sizzled across his flesh. He screamed out. Upstairs, Kathy could probably hear it. Maybe she was reading a book or relaxing as she scrolled through her feed. Either way, she must've smiled to herself as she enjoyed her husband’s subjugation. Theoretically, she could have gone down to watch. And yet, she wanted to give Mistress Michelle some privacy with her husband.

As a professional, Michelle didn't need to be micromanaged.

In fact, she swung down two more times in quick succession, landing those ferocious blows.

Tsunamis of agony ripped across his senses. Then it was done, and he was still twitching, and she grabbed his hair. "We're going to do this a lot," she promised him. "We're going to do this so much that you won't even think about your old life. There will only be this new existence for you. Tell me you understand."

"I, I understand, Mistress," he answered, his voice quavering.

He gave her the correct response. In fact, he had satisfied her. Even so, she still struck again!

Mistress Michelle didn't have any particular routine for him. Each morning, when he woke up, he had no idea what he was going to face. Over the course of a week, however, Mistress Michelle continued to work with him. She pulled him away from his other chores and duties for hours on end.

And by the end of that week, Kathy was absolutely thrilled with her enslaved husband! He had indeed fully surrendered and accepted his new role. More importantly, he responded beautifully to female supremacy and male inferiority. Whenever she quizzed him, he answered quickly and automatically. Clearly, his new understanding of the world had been deeply ingrained within his psyche.

Day by day, she relaxed and enjoyed herself. Ultimately, she still had some work to do. And yet, the technology was pretty amazing, so she could chat with her associates, give directives to her employees, and make those important business decisions. In the meantime, she could relax here in Athenia, especially because she had been so lucky with some of her earliest decisions as she started her company. So now, the sun filtered in through the blinds, casting narrow strips of gold across the tiled kitchen floor. The house was quiet, still holding the chill of morning. Kathy stood in the doorway, coffee in hand, watching Harvey dry the dishes.

Her wonderfully enslaved husband worked without looking up. His movements were practiced and exact, each plate placed in its rack at the same precise angle. At that moment, she was feeling generous, so she allowed him to wear some clothing. Harvey had on a gray cotton shirt tucked into dark slacks. His sleeves were rolled carefully to the elbows. The soft hum of the dishwasher filled the silence as he moved on to wiping the counter.

Kathy took a sip of her drink. The kitchen gleamed. The tiles had been scrubbed, the cupboards were organized, and the floor was free of dust. The work had been done early, before she awoke. She could tell by the faint scent of citrus cleaner still lingering in the air.

When Harvey finished, he turned to her. “Would you like breakfast?” he asked.

She considered the offer. “Just fruit. Maybe toast.”

He nodded and turned back to the counter. His hands moved with care as he selected a plate, arranged the fruit, and set the toast to brown. There was no hesitation in his actions. He knew exactly where everything belonged. It was strange, she reflected. At that moment, she could enjoy her authority. These moments were quiet and easy. From a distance, they seemed utterly mundane as well. Theoretically, she could have grabbed him by his hand, taking him down into the basement, and punished him thoroughly.

There had been those moments when she felt capricious and had done exactly that.

Although her husband had been good and obedient for her, she still decided to inflict those sharp bursts of pain, if only because she felt like it.

Was it cruel? Was it vicious? Probably. Was she going to stop? Definitely not.

As he worked, Kathy took a seat at the small kitchen table. From this angle, she could see how he had lined the spice jars by size. Even the paper towels were folded at the edge of the counter, as if placed with a ruler. She remembered a time when he never noticed messes. He used to leave dishes in the sink for days. Now, not even a crumb escaped his notice. He had learned so much at the MBMI. Just as importantly, whenever she dictated a change to his behavior, he listened intently, memorized her preference, and did his best not to make the same mistake again.

Sometimes, he repeated an error by accident.

When that happened, she could call in Mistress Michelle for another round of punishment, or Kathy could do it herself. Either way, she was always satisfied with the results.

“You’ve been keeping up with everything,” she said after a moment.

“Yes,” he replied. “I want to make sure the space stays clean for you, Mistress.”

He sounded so adorably sincere as he spoke. She smiled to herself. Hearing him scream was one thing. At the same time, she could enjoy these quiet moments as he dedicated himself completely to her. In fact, the thought started to excite her.

She looked at him more closely. His body had changed too. His arms had filled out, lean and toned. His posture was straighter. Since returning from the facility, he had kept a strict schedule. He exercised every morning in the courtyard, using the resistance bands and following the routine on his tablet. He never missed a session. He kept records of his progress in a neatly labeled notebook just as Sonya had taught him.

The toast popped up. He buttered it lightly, cut it diagonally, and placed it beside the fruit. When he brought the plate to her, he stood back and waited.

“Sit,” she said.

He obeyed at once and took the seat across from her.

They ate in silence for a few minutes. Kathy’s eyes wandered to the hallway. Even from here, she could see that the baseboards had been polished. She noticed the faint pattern in the vacuum lines across the carpet. It was the kind of detail she never used to care about. Now she saw it everywhere.

“You’ve been working hard,” she said again, her voice softer this time.

He met her gaze. “It helps to have a routine, Mistress.” Then, almost like he worried he had made a mistake, Harvey asked, "Is there anything you would like me to do differently, Mistress?"

"No," she said. She nodded slowly to herself. “Does it help you feel better?”

“Yes, Mistress. It gives me clarity. I want to support you. I want to be useful.”

He wanted to be useful. He needed to be obedient. Those were the hallmarks of perfection for a slave like him. Again, that little smile quirked at the corners of her mouth.

After breakfast, Harvey stood again and cleared the plates. She remained at the table, watching as he washed and dried each item with mechanical care. There was something peaceful about it. And yet, something about that peace unsettled her.

Later that morning, she walked through the house while he vacuumed the guest bedroom. She inspected the drawers. Every one was organized. The linens were perfectly folded. Even the remote controls had been placed at the exact center of the coffee table.

She returned to the living room and sat on the sofa. A vase of fresh flowers sat on the mantle. Harvey must have picked them from the garden this morning. She had not asked him to do any of it. He had simply done it. Elsewhere in the world, wives had to nag their husbands to help out with some of the chores. Even when those guys opted to contribute, they often messed up, either because they didn't really care or because they consciously chose to use weaponized incompetence to escape future requests.

When he emerged from the hallway, sweat darkening his shirt from the cleaning, he paused at the sight of her.

“Would you like tea, Mistress?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “Come sit with me.”

He obeyed and lowered himself to the far end of the sofa. He sat with his back straight and hands folded in his lap. He waited.

For several seconds, she considered her husband as he sat there, his back straight. She could have worked him down onto the floor. Again, it was a heady bond. “Do you ever feel angry?”

His face remained calm. “No. I used to. But not anymore. Anger was a distraction.” He glanced down, then back up at her. "Mistress, I’m dedicated to you. I understand my place and my status."

Kathy studied him. She tried to see traces of the man he had been. In some ways, she missed the old incarnation of Harvey. Then again, he had always held onto the sexist misconceptions. Granted, he had never been rude about them...not until he started listening to those podcasts.

For a moment, Kathy tilted her head to the side, and she wondered how much conflict there had to be between the sexes. As a little girl, and a young woman, Kathy had believed in equality. Until recently, she had never really considered the possibility of female supremacy. Now she saw the truth, and she marveled at how easy it seemed to be. When women stood up and fought back, they could take what they wanted. It started here in Athenia, and it was spreading out to the rest of the world. There were certainly men who tried to fight back and resisted this oncoming tide, but she believed those men were doomed to failure.

Eventually, they would be enslaved.

“Do you miss your old life?” she asked.

“I used to,” he said. “Now I see that I was clinging to bad habits, Mistress."

"Do you feel like a different person now?"

"Mistress, I have been improved. I'm a better slave now."

That afternoon, she joined a video call with some of the trainers at the MBMI. The conversation turned to domestic realignments. Several women shared stories about how their partners had adjusted to total subjugation. One woman spoke with pride about how her husband prepared her wardrobe each morning. Another described how her partner had memorized the dietary needs of every guest who visited.

Kathy smiled and nodded where appropriate. When it was her turn, she talked about how she punished her husband on a routine basis. She talked about how she had employed his former dominatrix. She talked about how he screamed, begged, and learned to crawl at her feet and serve her.

That night, she walked the halls of their home alone. The lights were dimmed. Harvey was already asleep, curled on his side of the bed, hands tucked neatly beneath the pillow. His breathing was even.

She paused outside the guest room. It smelled faintly of lavender and bleach. The windows were locked. The corners were clean.

Kathy turned off the hallway light and stood in the darkness.

She could not name what she felt. Gratitude and excitement swirled together.

Theoretically, she could have allowed him to simply sleep. Instead, she climbed into bed, she called out to him, and she commanded him to go down on her.

Despite the fatigue that must have been clogging his thoughts, he didn't have to think. He didn't truly need to understand what was going on. Instead, he crawled into position, dipped his head down between her legs, and he started licking. He began to worship her, gliding his tongue along her opening. He went in deep. He lapped at her clit and showed this woman once again what he could do to please her!

Arching her back and relaxing her muscles, she surrendered to that wild embrace. At the same time, she started to think of a new possibility. She thought of the women he had once known. That probably wasn't going to work, but…

Of course, she had access to all of his old accounts and information. At this point, she could check his phone along with all of his other communications. Granted, he no longer had any need to reach out to the rest of the world. Still, Kathy took some time. She saw his old acquaintances and those professional contacts. She went through his old professional emails and saw the different negotiations. Much of it happened over email. She was fascinated by this side of her husband. Like so many other spouses, she had known her husband worked, yet there was this different dimension to his personality, one she had never seen at home. Occasionally, he may have complained about work, but this was different.

It didn't take very long to figure out what he had done wrong, especially in the final days of his position. He had actively avoided working with women. Clearly, that had been a dumb mistake. In truth, she didn't even understand exactly why he had done that.

Sexism?

Then she had smirked. Even if he hadn't done it because he thought women were inferior, the implication was still the same. Kathy wondered about those guys who used the fear of accusations of sexism to exclude women. By trying to avoid this label, they embraced it wholeheartedly. Kathy considered that, shook her head, and marveled at just how irrational people can be.

Little by little, however, she collected the names, she went online, and she reached out to those other corporate leaders. Here were women who had succeeded. They had achieved so much, building up companies. It made sense that they had been able to tear apart everything Harvey had built. The business world was cruel; it was based on competitive advantages, strategic acumen, and the harsh realities of income statements versus expense reports.

Ultimately, her husband hadn't been able to compete.

Still, she decided that she wanted to test something out. She was curious, and she also needed to make some contacts of her own. As such, she sent out the emails and invited the others.

She was going to throw a little party.

The afternoon sun painted golden rectangles across the living room rug as Kathy arranged the porcelain cups on the tray. The scent of rosemary bread drifted from the kitchen, mingling with the quiet hum of the air conditioning. She smoothed her skirt, checked the alignment of the chairs, and glanced toward the hallway where Harvey had disappeared.

He returned carrying a serving platter of open-faced sandwiches. His shirt was neatly ironed, the collar pressed flat, and his expression calm. He placed the food on the table without being asked. Like every man, he wore a collar as a sign of his dedication and obedience to his wife.

“They’ll be here any minute,” Kathy said.

“I’ve set the wine to chill,” Harvey replied. “Would you like me to prepare the tea service?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

He nodded and returned to the kitchen.

Kathy took a deep breath and turned toward the entryway. Hosting was supposed to be effortless or at least appear so. Still, this felt different. She had invited three women who had known Harvey from the years before. They were former colleagues, rivals, and potential allies. Now they would see him again, though he no longer wore a suit or sat at the head of any boardroom table. Instead, he was an eager and dedicated slave!

The doorbell chimed.

Kathy opened it to see Mallory first. She wore a crimson blouse and a bright smile. Behind her came Adrienne, tall and commanding in a tailored pantsuit, and finally Lenora, elegant in a silk wrap dress. They stepped inside with greetings and laughter, their heels clicking against the polished floor. Last, Betty stepped into Kathy’s new home.

“This place is gorgeous,” Mallory said as she handed over a bottle of wine.

“It’s so quiet here,” Adrienne added, already scanning the open space.

“I love it,” Betty agreed.

Lenora leaned closer and kissed Kathy on both cheeks. “And it smells amazing. Is that bread I smell?”

“Yes,” Kathy said. “Harvey baked it this morning.”

The three women exchanged glances.

“Oh,” Mallory said lightly. “So he bakes now?”

“He does a lot,” Kathy replied. “You’ll see.” She was tempted to add, "Get ready to see what else he can do."

They moved to the sitting room, admiring the décor and the view from the tall windows. Kathy offered them seats, then called into the kitchen.

“Harvey, we’re ready.”

He entered carrying the tea set on a silver tray. His eyes met theirs only briefly before he lowered his gaze and smiled politely.

“Good afternoon, ladies,” he said. “Would you prefer chamomile or the house blend?”

“House blend, please,” Adrienne said, raising an eyebrow.

“Chamomile for me,” Lenora added.

Mallory said nothing at first. She tilted her head slightly, watching him pour. “You used to order the scotch at every dinner, remember?”

Harvey nodded. “I remember. Things have changed, Mistress.”

Mistress. He used that term with every woman. After all, every woman outranked him. Every woman was his superior.

“Clearly," she said with a knowing smirk.

Harvey set each cup down carefully and placed napkins at the side of the plates.

“Did you bake this yourself?” Lenora asked, gesturing to the bread.

“Yes,” he replied. “And the lemon glaze on the cookies as well.”

“Impressive,” Adrienne said, but her tone was thick with amusement. “I never took you for the domestic type.”

“I never made the time for it before,” Harvey said. “Now I do. I serve my wife. I obey. I understand my place. I understand my status.” The repetitions came out quickly and easily. In fact, they felt completely natural as he spoke.

The women exchanged looks again. Mallory leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “So, tell me, Harvey. Do you miss the old job?”

“No,” he said. “I am happier this way.” Perhaps that was a lie. Ultimately, it didn't matter.

Adrienne laughed softly. “Even with an apron and sponge?”

“I do not wear the apron unless I am working with grease or oils,” he said evenly.

Kathy watched the exchange carefully. Harvey’s tone remained calm. He neither flinched nor responded defensively. Still, there was something taut in his posture, something rigid behind the way he held his hands together after pouring the last cup.

Mallory bit into a sandwich. “You were ruthless in negotiations. I remember one meeting where you cut a deal while firing two staffers and buying out a warehouse, all before lunch.”

“I remember too,” Harvey said. “I no longer see those moments as accomplishments.”

Adrienne swirled her tea and smiled. “Do you see them as mistakes?”

“I see them as distractions from what matters,” he replied. "As a man, I must serve."

“And what matters now?” Lenora asked.

“Serving my owner is my most important priority," Harvey answered. "I'm not smart enough to make money. I have a lot, and I messed it up. As a man, I can't compete in the business world."

The room fell quiet for a moment. Kathy sipped her tea slowly, observing the shift in their expressions. Lenora was the first to recover.

“Well,” she said. “He’s certainly learned how to speak in a new tone.”

Mallory chuckled. “It’s like meeting a different person. Are you sure you didn’t swap husbands, Kathy?”

Kathy smiled politely, but her fingers tightened slightly around her cup. "What? You haven't been training yours?"

"I have a little bit. But to be honest, I sometimes feel ambivalent."

"That I can understand," Kathy said honestly. At first, she almost expected another rush of uncertainty. Instead, she smiled. "I have really enjoyed myself. It took some getting used to. I mean, I hear about some women who bring their husbands here, and those guys have always been sexist jerks. Harvey wasn't quite that bad."

"I see," said her guest.

“He made the choice,” Kathy said. “He believes in the new structure.”

“That’s one word for it,” Adrienne murmured.

Harvey stood. “Would you like anything else, Mistress? I’ve prepared a light dessert.”

“Bring it out,” Lenora said. “You’ve come this far.”

He returned to the kitchen.

As the door swung behind him, Mallory leaned in. “You must tell us how this happened. What was the turning point?”

Kathy hesitated. “It wasn’t one moment. It was a process. A difficult one.”

“But you’re pleased with the result?” Adrienne asked.

“I think so,” Kathy said, then quickly added, “Yes. I am.”

Lenora studied her. “That didn’t sound certain.”

At this point, Kathy smiled. She revealed the edges of her teeth. "Sometimes I still wonder about whether or not this was a good idea. But then I look around, and I think about what I'm building and what everyone here is doing. This community is amazing. I love living here. In fact, you should all consider moving here full time. It has been incredible."

Before anyone could answer, Harvey returned with the dessert. He placed the plates in front of them, offering a soft explanation of the ingredients. They thanked him politely.

He stepped back again, hands behind his back. He stood at attention, eyes lowered.

“You can sit,” Kathy said.

He lowered himself down onto his knees by her side.

“So, what is your daily routine now?” Lenora asked, directing the question at him. There was just a hint of amusement in her voice as she addressed him.

“I rise at six. I clean the kitchen and sweep the courtyard. I exercise. Then I prepare breakfast. After that, I do the laundry, review the inventory of household goods, and complete any additional tasks Kathy assigns.”

Mallory tilted her head. “What do you do for fun?”

“I read. I meditate. I write in my journal.”

Adrienne raised her brows. “Do you still think about business?”

“Not anymore,” he said. “That part of my life has ended.”

The women finished their tea and sweets. Kathy offered them a tour of the garden, and Harvey returned to the kitchen to begin cleaning. As they stepped outside, the air carried the scent of thyme and basil. The fountain bubbled gently in the corner.

“He’s very devoted,” Lenora said once they were out of earshot.

“He is,” Kathy replied.

“Do you miss the version of him who once ran a conference room?” Adrienne asked.

“I used to,” Kathy said. “Now I know who he's supposed to be."

"Can we see that version?"

"In a little bit," Kathy said.

Mallory glanced back toward the window where Harvey moved in a slow rhythm, rinsing dishes and drying them carefully. “It’s strange seeing a man so quiet,” she said. “And yet…oddly satisfying.”

The others nodded.

"Would you like to see the basement?" Kathy asked.

"What's down there?"

"Some of my favorite pieces of furniture, plus the toys."

"The toys?" Lenora asked as she arched an eyebrow.

"Ladies, we have had some fun and were being polite. But right now, we can do something else with him. Should we?"

Mallory grinned. "I think we can have some fun with him."

"Slave…" Kathy called out.

At once, her husband straightened his back. "Yes, Mistress?"

"What happens to you in the basement?"

"I’m punished, Mistress," he said.

"Yes, you are," she agreed.

"Ladies, feel free to grab him by his arms," Kathy said.

Considering how well trained he had already become, that wasn't necessary. Then again, it could still be fun. Ultimately, that was the most important consideration for these women.

Mallory and Betty grabbed onto his wrists. As they did, Kathy cocked her head, and she wondered whether or not this would be enough to break him. He had learned a lot; still, it was possible that some old flash of resistance could come surging out. He had spent a very long time as an independent man. He had struggled through his life, doing everything he could to achieve his goals. But now, these women could just play with him? They could tease and taunt him?

As that idea occurred to her, Betty leaned over, "You know, I admired you back at work, but I think this is so much better for you. You really should be a slave, shouldn't you?"

"Yes," he agreed.

Mallory grinned, "And you're grateful that we get to play with you, aren't you? You want to be our favorite toy, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said because there could be no other response.

The women were laughing. "You know, when I first met him, I really thought he was this capable man. Seeing him like this…" His former rival shook her head from side to side. "Men really do need to be enslaved, don't they?"

"Absolutely," Kathy agreed without any hint of reticence in her answer. "It's good for them. It's exactly what they need."

The women dragged him down into the basement. Even though her guests had never been here before, they quickly adjusted. They got used to this even as a few of them looked around, and a few of them stared, their eyes wide.

"Where would you like me to go, Mistress?" Harvey asked, though he didn't aim his question at any particular woman.

"Strip first," Kathy instructed. "After that, we're going to test you."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. As he answered, he made it clear that he understood his place. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. Then he removed his underwear, and he stood there.

Her guests were giggling. Back upstairs, they had noticed his refined musculature. Maybe he wasn't a bodybuilder or some exquisite athlete, but he looked good. So many guys their age let themselves go, especially once they achieved even a modicum of success in the business world. Harvey didn't make that kind of mistake.

Once he was naked, Kathy looked at him. "Tell these women that you're sorry for every mistake you made."

"Yes, Mistress," he answered.

The women didn't line up. Instead, they were standing around, their arms crossed over their chests as they watched him and waited.

If Harvey experienced any doubt, he didn't let it show on his face. Then again, his heart must have been pounding, and the fear raged across his veins as he contemplated what he was about to do and what it signified. His expression stayed placid as he lowered himself down onto his knees, first in front of Betty. "Mistress, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for every decision I made back at work. I know that you deserved far more respect and consideration."

It was a genuine and heartfelt apology. She understood that. Even so, the woman standing above him still reached down, grabbed him by his head, and forced his face up. "What was it about us? Why did you hate working with women so much?"

For a second, he wanted to protest and insist that he never hated working with women. Only then, he gulped, and he had to admit the truth. "Years ago, I was involved in a deal with a woman. She tricked me. She didn't seduce me or anything like that, but there was just something about being close to her…" His voice threatened to trail off, even as he remembered that woman. He could see the contours of her face, the curves of her breasts, and even hear the sound of her flirtatious voice. She had played with him, teasing him and drawing him on. "I got flustered, and I messed up. I made one of the worst deals of my career, and nearly destroyed my company) as it was getting started. After that, I decided…"

Lenora shook her head and chuckled. "You decided that you couldn’t trust yourself."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress."

Betty chuckled. "Is that really how you should behave yourself?"

"No, Mistress! That was just one reason why I messed up!"

"And why else did you mess up?" Lenora asked.

"I messed up by competing..." he admitted. That had been his fundamental flaw, he now understood. Harvey gulped, and he considered what was going to happen next. He looked back at these women, and his wife stepped forward. She whispered something to him. Within moments, he was stripped naked, on display, and at their mercy. He was at their nonexistent mercy. "I thought I could be a businessman. I thought I could be as smart as the women around me."

"Oh? You're not just angry because women invaded your turf?"

"I never should have gone up against them," he confessed.

The women glanced back and forth at one another, smiling as they enjoyed that admission. All too often, the men of the world went out, and they got upset when women invaded "their" territory. Maybe this would be in the realm of business, education, government, or some other facet of society. Ultimately, however, those men were just scared. They would understand that they weren't capable of competing, not really. So even as they projected their own insecurities, they accused the women of relying on unfair advantages when it was they themselves who usually began with a head start.

"Very nice," Mallory acknowledged.

"I'm enjoying this game and this party," Kathy confirmed.

Then the women arranged themselves. They formed an impromptu corridor, and Kathy said, "Walk between us."

The naked male didn't understand right away, only then he started to stride forward, and these women demonstrated exactly what kind of privileges they had with him. He had been associated with them; he had been professional with them. Even if he had refused to work with them, Harvey had at least been polite.

They didn't offer him that same consideration.

After all, they were going to have fun!

They reached out and pinched him, poking, grabbing, and teasing him. One woman grabbed his ass. Another woman went for his balls. She tugged, squeezing and sending a jolt of pain racing through his torso. Another woman grabbed his cock, squeezing as he got excited. She laughed at him, "Men really can't control themselves, can they?"

Finally, he made it through the gauntlet. Breathing hard, he turned back to them.

Kathy grinned, "Again." He had to walk from one side of the basement to the other, and these women would have the ability to reach out, to fondle him, and to make it sting. This time, someone else squeezed his balls, her hand tightening around those sensitive marbles. Someone else smacked his ass! He stumbled forward. He nearly tumbled, losing his balance and dropping down.

"That was great," said one of the women.

"Amazing," someone else agreed.

Breathing hard and fast, he didn't know what to do or say. Ultimately, he had to cooperate. He had to behave. He couldn't argue, and he didn't get to resist or protest either.

Acceptance and obedience had to be his twin goals.

"Again," she said. "Only this time you're going to crawl. Oh, and keep your eyes shut."

He thought he was going to get lost. He probably wouldn't be able to go in a straight line. It didn't matter.

Again, these women knew what they wanted. As such, he had to give it to them, even if it meant supplying his own subjugation and humiliation.

He got down on all fours, and he started crawling again with his eyes shut. He couldn't see them, so he had an idea of what they were going to do, yet he couldn't stop them. He couldn't figure this out as he made his way across the basement floor. Since he couldn't see anything, they had no problem grabbing the toys. They smacked his ass! They whipped him! And then one woman grabbed him by his head, and she yanked his face up and into her crotch. "He breathed in, and he caught her aroma. It was her arousal, the scent of her excitement, and another demonstration that she could do whatever she wanted with him.

At first, he hoped it would be Kathy.

It wasn't.

Betty laughed. "Smell that? That is the scent of your superior," she told him.

Over the next couple of seconds, he thought she had something else in mind. Only then, Kathy clapped her hands together, and she turned back to her enslaved husband. Her eyes narrowed, her lips hardened, and she nodded to herself. "Let's see if he can control himself, shall we? I think we should see exactly how much a man can take. Let's string him up!"

He should have been prepared for this, especially after everything he had endured already. He remembered Mistress Michelle, but now it was a group that came after him. The women were giggling and laughing. They made this all sound like it was some kind of game when they grabbed him, shoved him into the center of the basement, spread his legs, chained his ankles, lifted his arms, and bound his wrists. Within moments, he was right there at the center of the room, on display, utterly devoid of clothing and protection, and ready to entertain them.

At this point, he knew he had to do his best to satisfy these women. Women came first; they had to be the top priority when it came to any discussion or decision. Even if Harvey recognized all of these underlying facts, he now had to see something else. True enslavement meant service. It meant focusing on them and giving them whatever they wanted. He could let go of his other drives and desires. In some ways, that seemed somewhat simpler than his work had been. Back then, he was supposed to worry about all of these different groups. He was supposed to take care of himself, suppliers, his employees, and his customers.

The women reached out. Maybe they had asked Kathy before. Maybe they conferred with just a few furtive looks. In any case, they now knew what they wanted to do.

Just like before, they grabbed him and fondled him. They squeezed and massaged.

"Come on," one woman said. "You should be able to control yourself!"

"If you can keep yourself from getting hard, then we will let you go right now," said another woman.

It was a game.

Predictably, his body reacted to their touch, to those strikes, to the raw stimulation that pounded across his senses. His insides tensed, and he struggled, squirming hard.

"Come on," said another woman. "Just smile and relax. You can take it!"

Someone slapped him across the face. Another woman whipped his back, dropping the tip against his skin over and over again. Someone else was taunting him.

"Please, no more! Please, I can't take it!"

They were laughing at him again.

He felt like he had nothing left. He felt like he had been completely overpowered, and these women could now own him so completely. They could torment him. They were breaking him!

Then again, that was the point. As a man, he needed to understand his status in the Athenia. It was one thing to hear the words, or even to repeat them. Somehow, that wasn't good enough. That didn't truly convince them that he recognized what all of this meant.

"You're alone with women right now," someone taunted him.

"What's wrong? Are you scared? Are you scared we’re going to break you?"

"You should be," someone said.

And then the woman decided that she wanted to show him just how little control he had over his body. It wasn't only a question of the restraints or the pain they could inflict. It was also the pleasure…

Frantic now, he opened his eyes when he sensed Betty's proximity. That woman was right in front of him, and she grabbed his cock, she squeezed, massaging him…Longing need gripped him; it spread all along his nerves, making him struggle against his restraints. He fought hard, but he couldn't break free, and now she stroked him, gliding her hand up and down again and again until he lost control! They were laughing at him. "You can't control yourself, can you?"

"You're never going to win, are you?"

"This is why men are born to be slaves!" His shaft throbbed, and he came. The excitement coalesced into that rush of hated bliss. Enjoyment and completion mixed together even as he understood what he was losing. Once again, the women had won, and he had lost, reminding him that he had been ironically correct. Even those many years ago, Harvey had been right to be scared of those women. After all, they had always enjoyed this kind of potential. In Athenia, however, they finally got to fulfill it, and there was nothing he could do to stop them!

They gave him his orgasm, so now it was time for the chastity cage. They locked it on, but they weren't done with him. They decided to tease him another way…

It was time for the plug. They slid it into place, turned it on, laughed, and savored the expressions on his face, the sounds he made, and those desperate pleas that jumped from his mouth.

This was their victory and his permanent defeat.

She trained him occasionally. She disciplined him, making sure that he never forgot his place. But then, they couldn't play all the time; they couldn't simply focus entirely on his subjugation.

Sometimes, they settled into an easy routine like when Harvey heard the front door open just after six. The soft thump of Kathy’s heels against the wood floor echoed through the quiet house. He wiped his hands on a dish towel, took a breath, and walked to the entryway.

At once, he lowered himself down onto his knees before her. "Mistress, I have completed the time you gave me. The house is clean, and I'm working on dinner. I'm ready to serve you however you see fit. Are you interested in dinner?"

Kathy set down her bag and slipped off her jacket. “I am,” she said, leaning in for a kiss. “It smells incredible in here.”

“Dinner’s nearly ready,” Harvey said. “It just needs a few more minutes in the oven.”

Kathy looked around the entryway. Everything gleamed. The shoes were lined up. The mail had been sorted. A faint scent of lemon from the cleaner still hung in the air. She did not say anything about it, but she noticed, and he caught the way her eyes lingered on the details.

“Long day, Mistress?” he asked, leading her into the living room. Although she could have directly worked off of her laptop at home, she had decided to rent out some office space. She had also hired several employees. He didn't know exactly how it worked. She went into the office, she made important decisions, and then she came home.

Kathy nodded as she sat down on the couch. “Meetings, paperwork, more meetings. I’m exhausted.”

“Put your feet up,” Harvey said. “Let me take care of you for a bit. Please, Mistress?”

She raised her eyebrows but smiled, allowing herself to lean back into the cushions. Harvey disappeared into the hallway and returned with a warm towel. He folded it carefully and placed it behind her neck. Then he knelt beside her and gently lifted her feet onto his lap.

“My eager slave," she said. "How do you feel about this?"

“I want to,” he replied. “You carry a lot. Let me help.”

He began to massage her feet, working slowly and attentively. She let out a long breath and closed her eyes. The room settled into a calm rhythm. Outside, the wind rustled faintly against the trees. The warmth of the house stood in contrast to the chill just beyond the windows.

Kathy opened her eyes again and studied his face. He was focused and gentle. She reached out and touched his shoulder. “You’re good at this,” she said. "I should have enslaved you a long time ago?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said. At times like this, he could relax just a tiny bit. He could indulge in a trace of what their relationship had once been. Of course, he recognized her authority, but he also knew she wanted to have fun with him. She wanted to have a relationship where she could relax and indulge in the easy quiet of having time with her husband. She still loved him, even if she also recognized that it was better to own him. He gave a small laugh. “I’ve had time to practice.”

They said nothing for a while. His fingers worked carefully, and she slowly melted into the couch. After a few minutes, he set her feet down and stood up.

“Dinner’s ready,” he said. "May I get it ready for you?"

"Yes," she said. "Go ahead, slave."

She followed him into the dining area, where the table was already set. The lighting was soft, and music played in the background—instrumental, slow, unobtrusive. Harvey brought two plates from the kitchen and set them down.

He had made roasted vegetables and a lemon-herb chicken. The food was arranged neatly on the plates, garnished with sprigs of rosemary. Kathy blinked in appreciation. “This looks like something out of a magazine.”

“I tried to make it nice,” he said. "I want to please you, Mistress."

She took a bite and let out a satisfied sigh. “It tastes as good as it looks.”

Harvey smiled and began to eat. Their conversation drifted between them: small talk, stories from her day, questions about the garden he had started on the back porch. He told her about the new herbs he had planted and his plan to try making fresh bread over the weekend. She listened and nodded, occasionally reaching for his hand across the table.

After dinner, he cleared the plates and poured her a glass of wine before Kathy sank into the couch again. The dishwasher hummed softly in the background as he wiped down the counters. When he returned, he brought a blanket and tucked it around her legs.

“Come sit with me,” she said, patting the cushion beside her.

He sat. She leaned against him, and he wrapped an arm around her shoulders. They sat there for a long time, not speaking. The silence felt full and easy. Eventually, Kathy spoke. “You seem happy lately,” she said.

“I am,” he said. “I like our life, Mistress.”

She tilted her head toward him. “Even this part?”

He nodded. “Especially this part.”

She searched his face for something unspoken. “Why?” she asked. “A lot of people wouldn’t be content like this.”

He thought for a moment. “Because I feel like I understand how things work now. I'm sorry for all the mistakes I made before."

"Good," she said. "Because if you weren't, you would need even more punishment."

"You're going to punish me when you feel like it, aren't you?"

"I am," she confirmed.

"Yes, Mistress," he said automatically. "Thank you,, Mistress. I'm grateful for the opportunity to be your slave, and I am eager to do as you say."

Kathy exhaled softly. “I’m glad,” she said.

They watched the light fade outside the window. The sun dipped below the trees, leaving streaks of gold and violet across the sky. He stood again and began tidying the living room, fluffing pillows, folding the blanket she had used earlier, and placing a cup in the sink.

Kathy remained on the couch, watching him with quiet appreciation.

When he finished, he returned to her side. “Mistress, would you like a cup of tea before bed?” he asked.

She nodded, and he went to prepare it. She listened to the sounds from the kitchen; she picked up on the the boil of the water and the clink of ceramic cups. When he returned, he handed her a cup and took his own place beside her.

They sipped in silence. The tea was chamomile with honey, just the way she liked it. He remembered these things without asking. Then again, if he had made a mistake, she would have needed to punish him. In fact, the idea sent a little thrill running down her back. Tonight, she knew she wanted something else, but she looked forward to the next moment when he made a mistake, no matter how minor. For that, she would string him up in the basement, use the plug, tease him, taunt him, and force him to beg or scream or both.

Eventually, she rested her head on his shoulder again. “I don’t take you for granted,” she said.

“I know,” he said. “And I don’t take you for granted either, Mistress.” He exhaled. "I want to do my best for you. I never want to overestimate myself, my importance, or what I have done for you,, Mistress."

They stayed there until the cups were empty. He stood again and began turning off the lights, checking the doors, and making sure everything was in order. She watched him move through the house. Although he was currently allowed to wear clothing, she decided to remove that privilege.

"Strip," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied, removing everything except for his collar and the chastity cage. Of course, he wasn't allowed to remove either of those items.

"Crawl to me," she said as she stood. She raised her skirt and grabbed onto her panties before sliding them down. Suddenly, she was naked underneath her dress. She sat, she spread her legs, and she beckoned him. "Come and service me," she ordered.

At once, he slipped his head between her legs, and he licked her pussy just as she wanted. His tongue darted along her crevice. He went in deep, just the way she enjoyed. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and relaxed before the tension started to spiral at her center. It felt so good, so wild and incredible!

After she cried out, Kathy considered whether or not she should give her husband a reward. She could have allowed him to touch himself. Or maybe she could have tied him down, climbed on top, and claimed him once again, riding him hard. Instead, she decided that it had already been a long day, so she ordered him into bed with her.

As they climbed under the sheets, she touched his arm before slipping under the covers. “Thank you,” she said.

“For what?” he asked.

“For making this a home.” Then she smiled. "Thank you for being such a good and obedient slave. I'm sure there are lots of men out in the world who would have fought so much harder. But you know your place, don't you? Deep down, I bet you have always known that you needed to be owned by a woman like me."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

Like Kathy, Wendy had to go get her husband. Unlike Kathy, Wendy grinned at the prospect. For her, the time at the Serenity wasn't a respite before she had to make a difficult decision. Instead, Wendy enjoyed that rush of delayed gratification. She grinned wickedly as she contemplated what she was going to do and how he needed to be tamed.

He had broken their deal. For her, it was as simple as that.

When they got married, she was going to be the trophy wife. On some level, she knew that he had never really respected her. Then again, he made enough money and gave her the kind of lifestyle she wanted, which meant she was willing to put up with his pigheaded misogyny.

But now…?

In Athenia, they could come to another arrangement.

Eventually, however, she decided he had waited long enough, so she would go talk to him.

Wendy stepped out of the transport vehicle, adjusting her coat against the sterile chill of the detention center. The complex stood like a gray monolith beneath the overcast sky, its facade as impassive as the officers who guided her inside. She had rehearsed this moment several times in her head, crafting the right balance of resolve, amusement, and maybe something close to empathy.

In some ways, she didn't like her husband. In others, however, she had respected him.

Did she still?

Wendy honestly wasn't sure about that final detail.

She waited as the security gate clicked open, its mechanical rhythm cold and deliberate. The room beyond was small and functional, lit by pale, humming lights and surrounded by reinforced glass. A single table separated the two chairs, one of which was already occupied. She also saw the spanking bench off to the side, and that one detail made her grin.

Marty sat slouched, his wrists free of restraints but his body tight with indignation. His eyes darted toward her with instant suspicion. His lips curled into a smirk, though it held no warmth. The chair groaned under him as he leaned back, arms folded as if to barricade himself against what was coming.

"You look like you're here for a funeral," he said. "Come to gloat?"

Wendy pulled out the other chair and sat down without answering immediately. She placed her hands on the table and met his gaze with careful calm. "I came because I thought you might have had a little change of heart. Maybe a new attitude?"

Marty scoffed and looked away. "Spare me the pity. I don't need anyone in my corner. Besides, you believe in this place, don't you? You accept all their idiotic propaganda!"

"You made a mistake, and now you’re paying the price. I’m trying to help you think about what comes next."

Marty leaned forward, his voice rising. "What comes next? You really think I’ll grovel for a second chance? You think I’ll just sit here and let these people dictate who I am?"

"You broke the law," Wendy said, her tone firm but not unkind. "Liam didn’t want to be rescued. You ignored that because you couldn’t accept that someone might choose a different life than the one you wanted for him."

Marty laughed, but it sounded strained. "Different life? You call this a life? Men walking around like pets, afraid to speak unless spoken to? Do you know what they’ve done to people in here?"

Wendy leaned slightly closer, her voice steady. "You don’t have to agree with everything about this society to recognize that you went too far. You didn’t just talk, Marty. You acted. You violated someone’s autonomy. That’s the part you’re not facing." Then she smirked and shook her head from side to side. "Don't worry. Your autonomy is going to be violated soon enough."

"You think I care what they call it?" he snapped. "Autonomy? You think that matters when the whole system is rigged? Men can’t even own businesses anymore. They can't walk down the street without permission. And you—you’re sitting there acting like I'm the one who went too far."

"I’m trying to get you to listen," Wendy said. "You keep yelling over me."

Marty slammed his hand on the table. The sound echoed in the small room, sharp and jarring. Wendy flinched but held her ground.

"Do you even hear yourself?" he said, eyes burning with frustration. "You’re parroting the same garbage they feed everyone. You think just because they’ve dressed it up in nice words and uniforms that it’s any better than what we had before?"

"I think you’re hurt," Wendy said after a moment. "And I think your anger is making you blind to the reality around you." She leaned forward and looked right into his eyes. If he hoped to intimidate her, he had to be disappointed. "Marty, things are different here. You understand that, don't you? And if you continue to act like this, there are going to be consequences."

He stared at her, breathing hard, the muscles in his jaw clenched tight.

"I’ve seen what they do to people in here," he said. "They strip you of your pride. They smile while they tell you you’re being rehabilitated. They make you repeat things until you don’t remember who you were before. And you expect me to accept that?"

"You’re not listening," Wendy said quietly. "You think this is about defiance, but it’s about trust and obedience. You broke the rules here. And until you see that, no one is going to want to help you."

He stood abruptly, pacing a few steps behind his chair. His body moved with restless energy, as if he were a lion trapped behind glass.

"I don’t need to change," he muttered. "The world needs to change back."

Wendy sighed, her fingers curled slightly on the edge of the table.

"I want to help you, Marty," she said. "But I can’t do it alone. And I can’t do it if you keep refusing to hear what people are telling you."

He turned back to face her, his expression caught between desperation and disdain.

"You used to be different," he said. "You used to get it. What happened to you?"

Had she been different? Possibly, Wendy silently acknowledged to herself. Then again, she thought again of their arrangements and how things needed to change.

"In a lot of ways, this community is better. Women here feel safe. They feel seen. They feel like they're in charge."

"They feel safe because we’re all in cages," Marty spat. "And people like you are the wardens."

"Am I?" Wendy didn't contradict him.

He returned to his chair, sitting heavily, the fire in his eyes dimmed but not gone.

"Ultimately, if you want to get out of here, you're going to have to cooperate. Can you do that?"

"Fuck you."

"What?"

"I said, you can go fuck yourself!!" Marty finally roared. He jumped up again. All of his fury from before rushed back to the surface as he glared at her. He slammed his hand on his fist, as she tried to talk to him. She tried to get her husband to listen. He refused.

That was why she stood, she stepped back toward the door, and she opened it slightly. "Please restrain him on the bench."

If Marty heard any of those words, he didn't give any sign of it. More likely, he just found it easier to ignore her. Throughout their marriage, he had contradicted her and talked over her. Maybe he assumed the exact same thing could happen right here and now and that it would be so easy…

Wendy grinned because she understood something. She just realized the truth. He didn't understand. Despite his capture and arrest, he still didn't believe that the world could change. Like so many other men, he believed that he was untouchable. He believed that the women around him couldn't actually alter his fate. He was supposed to be the master of his own destiny forever and always.

"Strap him down," she said to the guards. Those well-trained women grabbed him, and he thrashed and struggled. "Strip him," she said casually. Again, they cooperated. Judging by the grins on their faces, they had been waiting for these kinds of commands. They shoved him down, strapped him onto the spanking bench, and then one of them held out the whip for her.

"Thank you," Wendy said as she took the twill. She enjoyed the heft. In truth, she had never done anything like this before, but she was looking forward to experimenting.

"You can't do this!" Marty roared. Any semblance of a civil conversation between equals had disappeared. He thought he could tell her how this would go. He thought he could take control and assert himself. He couldn't. She wouldn't let him.

For the next few minutes, Wendy indulged her own patience once again as she let him rant. He struggled, jerking against the bonds attached to the spanking bench. His naked body was on display, his ass up and vulnerable, not that he seemed to recognize this.

Then she struck.

She delivered one blow. He howled out.

She struck again.

He cried out some sound. After that, he tried to maintain his silence. He tried to pretend that she couldn't really do this to him. She was laughing, and then she started to strike him again and again.

At some point, he started shouting at her. He unleashed a torrent of profanity!

She was laughing.

A man like Marty thought he could always intimidate those around him. He had needed to believe that he could fight and win. He thought he could always get whatever he wanted. For so long, he had been successful.

But now, she took that away from him.

Before long, red welts appeared all along his skin. She broke his flesh, and he was squirming.

Eventually, he said, "Please. Please, can we talk about this?"

At first, she hadn't even picked up on that shift in his tone. Defiance and outrage gave way to something else…

He was making a request. He was asking for mercy…

Wendy didn't care. If anything, the shift in his voice simply made it easier for her to have fun! She delivered strike after strike. She whipped this man as she helped him to understand what slavery entailed.

"Have you been counting?" Wendy finally asked him. Fatigue had soaked into her arm, and she was breathing hard. Droplets of sweat dotted her brow, yet she didn't need to stop. She knew she had to keep going for a very long time.

"I can't take any more," he blathered. "Please. No more! Please. Please, Wendy! I can't take any more!"

That was the moment when she chose an honorific. She stood in front of him, she grabbed him by his hair, and she looked down into his eyes. "Mistress."

"You're joking," he stated right away. Disbelief shined from his eyes, so she shrugged, she stepped back behind him, and he was gushing out with his apologies. He was pleading again, desperate and pathetic.

She didn't mind. On the contrary, she loved hearing those eager little mewling sounds from her husband. For so long, he had been overconfident. He thought he had understood every facet of the world and how things were supposed to work. But now, she showed him a new dimension of what his existence could be. And to think, this was only the appetizer. After this, she knew exactly where she was going to send him.

"Let's get you to one hundred. And when I'm done, you're going to thank me. You want to thank your owner. You're going to refer to me appropriately."

She couldn't be sure, but she thought he heard him say, "Yes, Mistress."

She raised her arm, she aimed her whip, and then she struck with as much force as she could summon. She threw the tip ahead, and it slapped down against his skin, inflicting one blast of agony after another, all while he jerked and bucked and thrashed.

Along the way, she laughed.

This wasn't hell. It was worse.

As far as Marty could understand, hell had been something he could imagine: pain, fire, brimstone, and some sense of his own wrongdoing.

Athenia was different. It was worse because the women around him, kept insisting that it was a special kind of heaven. They considered this society to be positively utopian!

When he had first been abducted, he just wanted to call them a bunch of stupid bitches who didn't understand how the world really worked. But now, he was battered, bloodied, bruised, and he didn't understand. In truth, he kept waiting for his thoughts to return. He wanted the confidence to flood through him, just as it always had. Even when he had lost all of those lawsuits and failed with his different business ventures, Marty had still clung to the belief in his own exceptionalism. He was supposed to be amazing, smart, capable, and ultimately unstoppable. Although he could acknowledge that there might be setbacks here or there, they were only supposed to be temporary.

But after that first session with Wendy, he was no longer so sure. They took him, they locked him in a chastity cage, and they sent him to the Male Behavior Modification Institute. When he first heard that name, he thought it sounded like some ridiculous euphemism.

But now, the fear pulsed through his body. His wife had done something to him. She had forced him to question one of the most basic tenants of his identity. His confidence had been stripped away, and now it was about to get worse when he faced the automated systems employed by the women who broke and trained the men of Athenia.

By now, they had transported him, and he found himself in his small cell.

Marty sat on the edge of the white cot, the seams of the sterile mattress pressing into his palms. The room around him pulsed with artificial silence. The walls were a shade of gray that defied memory, as if they were deliberately designed to neutralize thought. A single overhead light hummed faintly, casting no shadows. It was impossible to tell the time. That was part of the point, he understood. It was psychological manipulation.

He wished it hadn't been so effective.

He had tried to count the minutes. Of course, he had failed.

When the door opened, it did not make a sound.

The figure that entered had the shape of a woman. She moved like a dancer and spoke with a voice too smooth to be real. Her frame was covered in a matte white shell that mimicked fabric. Her face was sculpted into a permanent calm, eyes softly glowing. Her expression seemed too gentle. At a glance, she looked human.

“Good morning, Marty,” she said. “My designation is IONA. I will be assisting with your personal care orientation.”

He did not stand. He stared at her instead, jaw tight.

“I don’t need a babysitter,” he said.

Her smile did not waver. “This orientation is mandatory. It ensures health, hygiene, and social alignment.”

"I've never heard of you before," he complained.

"I'm the new model," she said. "Currently, I am one of a small number of units with this designation at this facility."

He gulped. He gulped and thought about what it meant if the women of Athenia had an army of robots on their side. Ultimately, humans wouldn't be able to compete. And if these machines truly were loyal to the women of the world, then his sex didn’t stand any kind of chance. They would be conquered…

Before he could respond, two more robots entered. They were identical to IONA in shape and expression. One of them carried a small tray with grooming tools arranged with surgical precision. Another wheeled in a mobile sink, already filled with warm water.

Marty stood up. “You think I’m going to just let you wash me like I’m a damn child?”

“Orientation is not punishment,” IONA said. “It is the foundation of reintegration.”

He took a step back and found himself against the wall, his fists clenched at his sides. “I know what this is. You’re trying to make me weak. You want to scrub me down until I think like you.”

“No,” IONA said, as she gestured for the others to begin. “We do not require you to think like us. You must only to accept your new role.”

They moved toward him with the detached grace of machines, and Marty froze. He hated how calm they were. He loathed how pleasant they sounded.

This time, he did not scream. He did not fight. Somewhere inside, he understood that neither would help.

Instead, he stood still as one of them washed his hands, inspecting his fingernails and trimming them with quiet precision. Another guided him to sit so she could clean his face. The water was warm, the cloths soft. None of it hurt. That made it worse.

And then they stripped him. They pulled off his shirt, his pants, and his underwear. Again, he didn't resist. Even if every instinct he possessed cried out for him to defy these machines, he knew it wouldn't make any difference. But then one of them put her hand on his neck, and she shoved him forward. Another robot held his shoulders. "What are you doing?"

"You need a spanking," she said.

"You can't punish me!"

“You are not being punished,” one of the other robots said. “You are being cared for.”

The machine came up behind him, she grabbed his ass, which instantly sent a flash of pain racing across his nerves. After everything he had already endured, he knew this would be so much worse. Without the previous whipping, then maybe he would have been able to take it. Now, however, his body was even more exposed, even more vulnerable. That rawness made it so that just a few blows would morph into unadulterated agony.

The robots proved his predictions correct. The machine came up behind him, and she moved with the easy and fluid grace of an organic being. Even if she was artificial, the women in this society knew exactly what they were doing. They were experts in robotics, it seemed.

She struck, delivering one blast of agony. It was so much more intense than he had expected. It was actually worse than the whipping! He couldn't explain it. Humiliation and excruciating pain exploded along his nerves.

"This is good for you," said one of the machines.

He looked at the robot in disbelief. “You don’t even believe what you’re saying. You’re not real.”

The third robot—still smiling—replied, “And yet we are the ones guiding you. You may struggle with that.”

Marty closed his eyes. He tried to focus on something else.

The spanking kept going, and he cried out. At some point, he gave up on Stoic detachment; he couldn't just take this. He had to fight back. Even if he knew he was going to lose, he envisioned this scenario where he could spin around, raise his fists, throw a punch, and kick out. The robots never gave him the chance, however. When they held onto him, he felt as though their hands were as strong as steel shackles. They didn't release him. They didn't let him go. They spanked him, and they made him cry out. When they finished, he collapsed to his knees.

His strength had been spent simply on struggling and failing to get away.

When they were finished, they handed him a new uniform. It was pale gray, loose-fitting, with a high collar that brushed his throat. It felt clean, unthreatening. It made him feel erased...like the man he had once been was gone. He was no longer the leader or the professional.

IONA gestured toward a padded bench that faced a blank screen. “Now that your hygiene protocol is complete, we will begin social instruction.”

“I’m not sitting through propaganda.”

“This is not propaganda,” IONA replied. “It is recalibration.”

The other two robots stood beside her, their hands clasped politely in front of them. Marty thought they looked like mannequins from a department store window that had been taught to smile.

He did not move.

“If you do not sit, we will assist you,” IONA said. “We do not prefer that option.”

He sat.

The screen lit up. A calm female voice narrated a series of scenarios. Men opened doors for women. Men listened quietly while women spoke in meetings. Men offered compliments, but only when appropriate. The tone was gentle, instructive. At first, Marty thought it was a joke. He was told that he needed to address his wife as "Mistress." He needed to defer to her because she was in charge. She was a superior being, and she was smarter than him.

He couldn't believe it. He hated this. He had only been at the MBMI for a couple of hours, yet he could sense that weakness creep through his body. He felt like he was losing something primal. That toxic passion from before was fading away, and he didn't know how to get it back.

They held him down as the video continued. Men were shown cleaning homes, folding laundry, preparing meals with precision. They knelt beside couches and offered foot massages while women sipped tea. No one shouted. Everyone smiled.

“This is nonsense,” he muttered.

“This is order,” IONA said.

As the screen played on, Marty began to realize how carefully each frame had been chosen. There were no signs of discomfort. In this video, everything was predictable and perfect. It was a beautiful display of idealized harmony.

Even though they could have started spanking him at any moment, Marty was still brash. Deep down, he was scared, yet that fear quickly transmuted into anger again. That was how he had operated over the course of his life, and these machines wouldn't be able to change him over the course of just a few hours. “You think you can just show me this and I’ll forget who I am?”

“You are not being asked to forget,” IONA said. “You are being asked to adapt. You need to learn to appreciate your enslavement. You are a man, and men are born to be owned."

He looked at her with narrowed eyes. “Why do you all look like women?”

“Our design parameters match societal expectations. The female form produces less resistance while inspiring greater loyalty and dedication."

Marty shook his head. “So even your robots are playing the game.”

“No,” IONA said. “We do not play. We correct.”

The words stuck in his chest like ice.

He stood up again. “I’m not watching any more of this.”

"Yes, you are," they said.

Only this time, they didn't simply grab him and push him down onto the edge of the cot. Instead, they shoved him to the wall, pinned him, pulled down his pants again, and gave him another swift spanking.

"Ask to watch the video."

Marty broke right away!

"Please, can I watch the video?"

They pushed him down on the edge of the cot once again because it was time for another dose of indoctrination.

Just like Harvey, Marty needed to take his classes. He needed his lessons; he had to be taught how to behave. Granted, the systems were different for these men. They didn't realize it, but they were studied, evaluated, and careful psychological profiles were drawn up along with systems of behavioral modification.

Ultimately, training, men would require flexibility. The women in charge of the MBMI understood all of this.

So now, Marty sat in the sterile classroom, the walls painted an unthreatening shade of pale blue. The color seemed carefully chosen, designed to calm rather than provoke, but he could not stop the tension that buzzed beneath his skin. He sat in the middle row, flanked on either side by other males who shared his fate. No one spoke. Most of them stared at the front of the room where the teacher—a woman with a measured tone and unreadable eyes—stood waiting for the last of the students to file in.

Her presence was composed. She wore a uniform of deep gray, with a single silver badge at her collar. Her hair was pulled back in a smooth knot, and her eyes scanned the room with the calm authority of someone used to complete control. Marty did not know her name. She had never offered it. Instead, she simply introduced herself on the first day as “your instructor.” The anonymity felt like a tactic. It was meant to remind them that names meant little here.

“Let’s begin,” she said without preamble. Her voice was clear, not unkind, but it lacked warmth. “Today’s lesson concerns emotional regulation and deference.”

Marty clenched his jaw. He refused to take notes. Others around him dutifully opened their slim tablets provided at the start of the program. The screens glowed softly in the dim light. Marty had left his tablet untouched on the desk.

“Some of you,” the instructor continued, “have struggled to adapt to the expectations of civic balance. That is understandable. You were raised in systems that reinforced hierarchy through aggression, rather than cooperation.”

She looked around the room, letting her gaze settle briefly on Marty before moving on.

“In Athenia, respect is not optional. Cooperation is not conditional. You are here because something in your actions suggested you did not understand that.”

Marty felt his stomach twist. He hated the way she spoke with such certainty, as if there was no alternative perspective, as if her truth was the only one that mattered. He raised his hand.

She acknowledged him with a small nod. “Yes?”

“I still don’t understand what I’m doing here,” he said.

“You attempted to circumvent lawful boundaries,” she replied, still calm. “You interfered in the reclassification process of another man who had already consented to his assignment. That was not your decision to make.”

“I was trying to help him,” he snapped.

“Help,” she said, her tone neutral, “should be requested. It was not.”

The room remained quiet. Marty glanced sideways at the other men. One or two stole glances at him, but most kept their heads down. Whether they agreed with him or feared drawing attention, he could not tell. What he did know was that no one else seemed willing to speak up.

The instructor turned and activated a screen behind her. A diagram appeared. It showed a circular flowchart labeled “The Cycle of Resistance.” Words like “denial,” “anger,” “bargaining,” and “submission” appeared along the perimeter.

“This model,” she said, “is based on patterns of resistance we observe in men who enter the civic correction program. You will note that emotional volatility and misplaced loyalty are common in the early phases. They are not character flaws. They are remnants of outdated social structures.”

Marty felt heat rise in his chest. It was the language that infuriated him most. She could take any thought he had and reframe it as evidence of dysfunction. There was no room for disagreement here, only diagnoses.

“I’m not going to sit here and pretend like I’m the problem,” he said, louder this time. “You talk about equality, but what I see is just a different kind of subjugation.” As far as he was concerned, he was the one who was supposed to be in charge. As a man, he was supposed to have the right to strike out at the world and reshape it as he saw fit.

The instructor did not flinch. “For your outburst, you get one demerit. You already know that you're going to get five strikes of the cane. Do you need more?"

Of course, he didn't want to believe it. He still didn't want to accept the reality of his situation. The threat was quiet, but it landed. Marty pressed his lips together and said nothing.

She continued as if nothing had happened. “Today’s reading assignment,” she said, “is a historical case study. We will study male incompetence, and you will consider what these men should have done differently.

She handed out physical copies of the case study. Marty noticed that even the paper had a strange texture, smooth and resistant to folding. A minor detail, but one that made him feel even less at ease.

He skimmed the first paragraph. It described a small border region in the early years of Athenia’s formation. The study praised its success in reducing conflict and violence by limiting male influence in decision-making. It described this as a breakthrough. Marty felt his stomach tighten again.

When the instructor opened the floor for discussion, Marty kept quiet. He knew that speaking again would only earn him another warning. Instead, he let his eyes drift across the room. He noticed how still everyone else was. How easily they obeyed. Some of them even looked…at peace. They were accepting this. More importantly, they were getting merits! Each time a man gave a correct answer, the instructor smiled and nodded.

That realization unsettled him more than the teacher’s rhetoric. Were they faking it, or had they truly accepted this?

It didn't matter, he told himself. These other guys could surrender completely, but he wasn't going to break.

Or so he thought.

Eventually, the class came to an end, and the men got up to leave. The instructor called out to Marty, "Stay." Her eyes were locked on his.

"What is it?"

"Remove your clothing," she said. She walked over to her desk, she opened a drawer, and then she pulled out the cane.

"That's not necessary," he said. Although he hated his uniform at the MBMI, he really worried about how that strip of wood would feel against his skin.

He had already been punished. He had already been disciplined. He didn't think he could take anything more!

"Remove your clothing," she commanded again. "You earned quite a few demerits today."

"Can we talk about this?"

"You're still refusing instructions," she said. "You know what that means, don't you?"

It meant another demerit. It meant an additional blow from the cane. He hadn't answered her questions appropriately. He had been resistant and defiant. For that, he would be punished. He would be shown, just like all the other men had, what happened when he failed to accept this coercion. In this society, he had a place. He had a status.

"You're hesitating," she said. "That's another demerit."

"No. Please…"

"Another demerit," she said. At this point, she didn't even tell him how many he had earned. For all he knew, she was just going to make up a random number.

Worst of all, he couldn't stop her! He couldn't keep her from tormenting him like this.

The instructor smiled back at him.

As this happened, Marty searched for his old aggression and that vibrant, unshakable confidence. He remembered talking to a subordinate once. She had looked up at him after he had her asked her. At this point, he couldn't even remember what he had done. Maybe he grabbed her ass? Maybe he made some inappropriate comment? But then that woman had looked right into his eyes. Her anger had been adorable; when she got upset, it just made him want her more because she could try to push back. It wasn't going to work, of course. He was her boss, and he had held onto that unassailable position within his company. Even so, she told him, "I wish I had the confidence of a mediocre man." At the time, he had snorted? Mediocre? Never!

(But now, he had to wonder if that point was true. Maybe he had been mediocre. Maybe that was why he couldn't overcome this woman. She was just an instructor at this Institute, yet she had total control over him!)

"I'm going to give you a question," she said. "And if you answer it to my satisfaction, I will wipe away all of your demerits, and we won't even have to bother with the minimum five strikes."

"What? What is it?" Marty asked right away, gushing as the desperation jumped from his lips.

She smiled. The corners of her eyes crinkled. Her whole face seemed to light up with amusement as his chest tightened with unwanted anticipation.

"Why are you inferior?"

The color dissipated from his cheeks. He could feel it drain away from every inch of his body as he stared at her. If this had happened back in the United States, then he would have laughed at her. There would have been so many different answers he could have provided. In a best case scenario, he would have just laughed. He could have exuded that same sense of unabashed confidence he always carried wherever he went. Even if he got angry, he could have laughed in her face, sneered, and told her that she was being ridiculous. And as he uttered those words, he would have made it abundantly clear that the absurdity of her statement was obviously tied with her sex. She was just being a silly girl, whether she could see it or not. As the worst-case scenario, he could have turned around and walked away. Even if it called him to do so, Marty could have ignored her. He could have stomped off, incensed, but ultimately unaffected.

Here, however, Marty faced something so much worse. Again, there was that scraping frustration at the back of his brain. He loathed how he couldn't just dismiss her. This instructor could watch him, and she could patiently wait for his answer. If he didn't have one, there could be consequences…

This wasn't right! This wasn't how it was supposed to work! He was supposed to be able to tell her whatever he wished to say, and she had to listen. More importantly, he should have been able to punish her. Whether it was a question of his size and strength, his confidence, or his social capital, Marty should have been able to overpower her!

He didn't. He couldn't. He couldn't do it, not here.

All of the different pieces fit together, even as he glared back at her.

Again, the instructor wasn't intimidated.

For a second, he wanted to answer, "inferior? No! I might be outnumbered here, and maybe I can’t fight your robots, but I am not inferior! I am a man, and I am always going to come out on top!" Deep down, he still believed it.

He didn't care how much training they gave him. He didn't care if he had to wear a chastity cage or a collar. He didn't care if they were going to strike again and again! That was what he told himself.

In actuality, he looked back at her, and Marty couldn't utter a single one of those words. Instead, his body shook. He quivered because there was that fear sitting there at the pit of his stomach. He hated it. He hated that he couldn't control it. Back in the United States, Marty had always believed himself to be a bold and brave man. He had loved to go on and on about the risks he could take.

At this moment, however, he still stood there, and he didn't know how to react.

Worse, there was that shadow of a smile on her lips, all because she knew exactly what he was going through. She understood that he was panicking. Perhaps he managed to maintain a mostly confident manner here, but it was just a façade, and they both knew it.

"What's wrong? Are you having some trouble? Do you need some help?"

She only stepped forward, yet he flinched anyway.

"Yes," he said. "I'm inferior."

"That's only part of it," said the teacher with a little giggle. "You have to tell me why. Come on. If you do it, I will wipe away all of your demerits, slave."

He wasn't a slave! He wasn't property!

He remembered being back at the office and talking to some of his colleagues (the men he respected). He loved laughing about the wage slaves and the girls at the office and how they were modern-day concubines. When they took a job with him, they had to understand that there would be certain "expectations".

But here and now, she meant it literally. She called him a slave, and he was supposed to accept it. Worse, he was supposed to embrace it! He saw it at the institute! Other men did it. Day by day, they surrendered to instructors just like this woman. Maybe they tried to lie to themselves, thinking that they only did it to avoid another dose of pain. In actuality, he could see what was happening to them.

These men were succumbing; they were yielding and giving in. They were surrendering…

Marty couldn't allow himself to do that.

And yet, he had just told her exactly what she wanted to hear. He had acknowledged his own inferiority.

But that wasn't good enough for her.

He wanted to roll his eyes, to bite down, and to growl back at her.

"I'm inferior because I'm a man, and men aren't as intelligent as women. I'm a man, and I'm not as strong as the women around me." Even as he uttered those words, he knew how she would interpret them. Theoretically, he could lift bigger and heavier objects. But when the women here talked about "strength," that wasn't what they meant. They weren't interested in physical capabilities. They were talking about insight, intellect, and willpower.

Despite centuries of sexism and patriarchal oppression, the women here built, maintained and expanded Athenia. Even though millions of men all across the world hated this society, they still thrived. They worked hard too, and they created something amazing. (Even if he hated this society, he could acknowledge what they had done. He could see the wealth, the power, and the especially advanced technology.)

She watched him. She waited. Apparently, that wasn't enough, but she was willing to give him another chance. "I'm inferior because men need to be owned. We need to be enslaved. It's good for us. It's better for us." He was standing up right in front of her, yet his eyes had drifted down toward the floor. He could see the edges of her boots.

"Not bad," she allowed. "But you did something wrong."

"What's that? What did I do wrong?"

The instructor reached out, and she touched the underside of his jaw. He hated how she could just caress him like that, whenever she wished. Worse, he silently fumed over how his body responded. Part of him enjoyed the affection. This woman could spank him or use that hand to bring a crop down hard against the softest curves of his body.

"First, you didn't sound eager enough," she replied.

"Eager?" Marty whispered, each syllable loaded with disbelief.

"Second," she said, "you need to be down on your knees when you make a statement like that. You should be groveling at my feet, nuzzling my boots, and begging for the chance to be heard by a woman like me."

Never!

That singular idea rushed through his body as he started to think about what he would do next.

"You want to try again?"

"No," he shot back. Despite all of the training, he could still hold onto that angry sliver of defiance.

She grabbed him. She moved faster than he had expected. Clearly, this woman had been trained to fight and handle men just like him. She took him by his arm, twisted it behind his back, shoved him against the wall, and held him in place. She adjusted her grip, sending a spasm of pain along his limb.

After everything he had endured, he didn't have the inner reservoirs of strength that he might have possessed before.

"Stay," she said. "If you move a muscle, you're going to get additional demerits."

"How many?" Marty forced himself to ask.

"It depends on how many times you move," she said. He hated how he could hear that excitement in her voice, like she loved this and she couldn't wait to implement the punishment.

Only seconds later, she came back. She yanked on his pants, dropping them down. Then she lifted the edge of his shirt, and she touched the cane to the curves of his ass. "You had a chance," she said. "You squandered it."

In that moment, he could have apologized. He could have insisted that he had just messed up because he was a foolish man, so he deserved her mercy or sympathy. He refused! In that instant, he held out, taking down every ounce of willpower he possessed.

It didn't matter.

She pulled the cane back, and then she struck, leaving a bright red welt along his ass.

"Count," she commanded.

"One," he replied without moving his hands. He glanced over at his wrists, and it was easy to imagine those shackles around each limb.

She struck again.

"Two," he said.

She swung down, delivering another blast of pain.

"Three," he said.

"You're not doing it right," she said. "Let's start again."

For a second, he wanted to cry out, "What are you talking about?"

She struck!

Marty tried to understand what he had done wrong. And then he realized the mistake he had made. "One, Mistress!" She was a woman, so she deserved that kind of respect. Like she said before, he belonged on his knees, groveling before her. At that moment, he wasn't allowed to move, but he understood how this worked.

She struck again and again, and he counted, starting from the beginning.

By the time he made it to fifteen, he didn't know whether or not he could stay upright. But then she stopped, she stepped forward, and she touched the back of his neck. "Are you a grateful slave?"

At this point, he couldn't think. He couldn't remember what it was like to try to be defiant. "Yes! Yes, I’m a grateful slave!"

"On your knees," she said. "Grovel."

At once, he fell before her, and he kissed her boots. He nuzzled the soft leather. At the same time, he went on and on about how he was just a dumb man who needed to be trained. He talked about how he was grateful. He promised he would always do everything he could to obey within her class. And even if it wasn't true, it didn't matter because he would break again and again until he finally learned.

The robots used pain and pleasure.

They strung him up, they slipped a tube over his cock, and they penetrated him.

Then they made their demands clear. "Tell us how you are an inferior man."

That was the foundation of every lesson. The longer he spent with any woman or android, the more it became clear: they intended to wipe away his own belief in his superiority. They wouldn't even allow him to accept some notion of equality. When they were done with him, he would be groveling, pliant, and ready to serve. Not only that, he would understand that he really was inferior to the women around him. They were better and smarter and stronger.

As he went through that next session, he was naked and strung up, his feet shackled to the floor, his legs spread. He had his arms above his head as he dangled from those tight shackles.

When the robots restrained him, he had started struggling, jerking from side to side as he fought. He understood how pleasure and pain can be used against him. He recognized that the sensations could overwhelm everything else.

Worse, the pleasure made it almost impossible for him to adapt to the pain. If they had only inflicted agony, then maybe he would have been able to lose himself. Each time, however, they drew him back.

So now, the vibrator slid along his shaft, sending those delicious, undulating sensations racing across his body. He could feel it there at the center of his being! He wanted more! He wanted and needed to climax so badly!

That wasn't going to happen.

The androids didn't get bored, or did they make mistakes. They detected his levels of arousal, and they understood that he was about to enjoy an ejaculation. Consequently, they turned off the toy. They removed that stimulation, making it impossible for him to finish.

Now it was time for a different kind of debasement. They used the dildo from behind him. They pumped into him, thrusting hard. They yanked it back. The vibrations were degrading and humiliating. He wasn't supposed to get penetrated like this! As a man, he believed in his own superiority.

Or at least, he had…

As he endured this, he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do. At this point, he forgot what they had commanded.

But then, one of the androids delivered an electrical shock. "Tell us how you are an inferior man."

When he started speaking, he didn't have to think. Instead, the words just fell from his mouth. "I'm an inferior man! I'm not as smart as the women around me! I'm not capable of making my own decisions!"

And as he spoke, he started to believe this more and more…

There was something Wendy wanted from him.

Marty was down in his cell, on his knees, restrained and helpless. A pair of cuffs encircled his wrists, and shackles ensnared his knees and ankles, keeping him trapped there.

"This is your husband," said one of the trainers at the MBMI.

"Hello, Marty," Wendy said briefly. At that moment, he was blindfolded and gagged.

Even so, he jerked his head up the instant he heard her voice. He started to whimper and moan. He tried to shout out.

For her part, Wendy just touched her fingertips to her chin as she watched him. Shaking her head, she marveled at his shift. He had looked so demure and helpless down on his knees when she first walked into the room. That was before he realized who his visitor was. But now, he was trying to shout. He was fighting so hard to get her to listen to him.

Despite everything he had gone through, he still thought he had the right to be heard.

"Quiet, slave," commanded one of the trainers. She lifted her shock baton, touched the metal tips to his skin, and delivered that rush of electricity. The jolt blasted through his body, ripping away his will to fight.

Finally, he seemed to recognize that these women were talking, and they weren't interested in anything he had to say. If they wanted to hear him speak, they'd remove the gag and tell him what to say.

Wendy loved the way he struggled there against his bonds.

"Can I see that?" asked his wife.

The trainer smirked; without a word, she handed Wendy the baton. It was heavier than she had expected, but she didn't let it fall from her grip. Instead, she lifted it, looked down at it, and appraised the tool. Finally, she tapped the button, and she watched as those blue sparks appeared. She held that button down, rammed the baton against her husband's side, and listened as he howled. He shouted. He screamed. He fought so hard to get out real words.

At that moment, he may have tried to threaten her. Or maybe he made some promise. Either way, his words had been rendered irrelevant. Throughout their marriage, he had been able to dictate the terms of what would happen next. He would tell her when they were going out to parties, what she was supposed to wear, and how she was supposed to behave.

At this point, however, he didn't get to speak.

Wendy loved it!

She pulled the baton back, considered it again, and wondered whether or not she should move on. Theoretically, she was supposed to go meet up with Kathy. They would have lunch, chat, and compare their experiences.

For the time being, however, Wendy ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. She contemplated what should happen next. After a few more seconds, she decided that her husband deserved more of her attention. With a ferocious grin, she used the baton. She rested it down, she hit the button, and she watched as he bucked against his shackles. He tried to pull away from the restraints, yet they held him down, trapped right there on his knees, on the floor, and at her feet.

She was laughing.

"I bet you never thought you would end up in a position like this, did you? Just remember, this is all your fault. You never had to come here, Marty." She grinned, she stepped forward, and she leaned down. When she came close enough, she exhaled through her nostrils, and that warm breath ran along the side of his neck. He flinched, squirming as he tried to get away. Again, there was no escape for her husband. "You never had to come here," she repeated. "You wanted to do it because you thought you were big enough and strong enough to fight all of these women. But you weren't, were you? You are just a dumb male. You got lucky, a couple of times, so you thought you were smarter than everyone else."

She clicked her tongue and shook her head.

She glanced over at the other trainers. Those women smiled back at her. They must've witnessed scenes like this before. There must have been lots of women who dealt with arrogant and brash males. But now, Wendy whispered to him, "You were never any smarter than the other men. You got lucky, but now you belong to me. And I'm going to leave you here for quite some time." She rose to her feet. She stepped over to talk to the trainers. She said something.

He heard those words, but he couldn't believe them. His eyes widened behind his blindfold. He bucked and thrashed again, fighting hard.

His wife had said, "Drain him. I want you to drain him every few hours for the next ten days. Make sure he feels every single orgasm. I want him to understand that we can drain him and milk him as much as we want because he is nothing but an asset. He's a piece of property, and I'm going to use him however I see fit."

After that, she walked away. The door closed, and the other trainers went to work.

They released him from his restraints, shocked him again, paddled him, whipped him, and chained him up. Within moments, he was back on his feet as they delivered fresh doses of agony. The pain ripped across his senses, only then he experienced something else. They penetrated him with a dildo from behind. They shoved the plug deep between his butt cheeks. The humiliation rushed across his body, yet he distantly understood that it was about to get worse.

He had no idea, not really.

Marty had never envisioned this kind of punishment. He had never tried to contemplate what something like this might mean.

The vibrator activated. It triggered those instincts and urges in a way he absolutely hated. For him, arousal was supposed to be the source of power. He thought of the women he had paid, seduced, harassed and intimidated. He thought of his command, and how he had always been able to use his libido as an easy justification. As a man, he wasn't really responsible for what he did or said, not when those girls were so alluring.

But now, they started to touch him. They started to tease him. They worked him up.

"He's trying to resist," one observed.

"He can try all he wants," agreed another. "It won't make any difference."

He hated how easily they uttered those words. More importantly, he silently raged against the reality that they were probably right.

It didn't matter.

He was going to hold out! He was going to fight back!

He tightened his core, he bit down, and he tried to think of how he could resist this. He could fight his libido, he could ignore those reflexes, and he could show these women that he was better. He was stronger and smarter. He would do whatever it took!

He wouldn't let this happen…

He wouldn't surrender control…

Marty could do this. Again and again, he came back to that key idea as they touched him. The stimulation ran through his body, and he focused on the theory that came from thinking of his wife and how casually she had told the others to drain him and milk him. Every few hours? That wasn't possible, he told himself. Even if he loved his virile instincts, he knew it would be far too much.

And yet, his breathing came faster, his heart stuttered, and the excitement started to roar across his skin. They drew him to that point of release. He fought back. Theoretically, he could have clinched down at any moment. That was all it would have taken. He didn't allow it to happen, however. He didn't succumb to those urges. The desires may have been there, but he could do this. He could handle this. He could fight back those desires!

He was going to win. He was going to resist and hold off the inevitable…

The inevitable? Marty blinked. Then he clenched his eyes shut, because he hated the idea that it felt as though they were going to win no matter what.

They wouldn't. They couldn't. He couldn't allow them to do this to him! The vibrator thrummed some more, and he knew what he wanted. Even if he hated this, he couldn't ignore those urges and instincts. The desires swept across his body.

He still had to fight!

They stroked him. They touched him. Soft and gentle caresses ran across his ass, along the small of his back, up between his shoulder blades and over his arms. They stroked and squeezed his cock. He was hard. He was so hard!

He didn't want to endure those pulses of sensation, yet he didn't know how to escape either!

Marty tried to concentrate on the fact that he was a man. As a man, he was supposed to be disciplined and in control. He remembered being a little kid and realizing that they didn't cry; men didn't succumb to their emotions or feelings. Later, as a young man, he understood that he needed to chase after the girls at his school. Then he went after the women at his workplace. It was always so easy. It always felt so inevitable. It was a game, one that he always felt like he could be really good at.

"It's time," announced one of the female voices.

He still had his eyes shut. He still tried to hide.

Then she squeezed, and she slid her hand up and down along his shaft. She tightened her grip right there!

He tried to resist it. This time, she hit some invisible button. She crossed that unseen line. The excitement raced through his body, and he came!

They drained him, working him up.

Then they let him hang in there for an hour, maybe a little bit longer.

He was back in his blindfold, gagged, and helpless now. That was when they started touching him. They reinserted the dildo, and they went through this process again!

Marty tried to believe that he wasn't ready.

They touched him, and there was that ache along his body even as those first sparks of arousal started to shoot across his skin. Again, he wanted to fight it. That orgasm before had felt incredible, but there was no way they could make him do it again...

They made him do it again!

It was just like before. There were those caresses, the squeezing movements, and the relentless manipulation.

He squirted again, not as much this time. Even so, he slumped against his restraints as he survived the humiliation of getting milked.

"Very good," she said to him.

They gave him another hour.

When they returned, he lifted his head, and he listened intently. They still had him blindfolded. Then they were touching him, and he once again tried to fight it. On some level, however, he had understand that he wouldn't be able to resist. The exhaustion permeated his body, and he shook his head from side to side. He tried to tell them that this wasn't going to work. It simply wasn't possible. There were limitations…

These women, however, wouldn't accept his protests or pleas. They weren't going to listen to anything he tried to say. He could do his best. He could try as hard as he liked, which just meant he'd fail that much harder.

They drained him again!

He lost control. They forced him.

The realities pounded into this man even as he started to struggle harder. He didn't want to believe it; he couldn't accept it. After all, his sex drive had always been this source of great strength. He remembered being younger and having girls whisper nervously about male instincts and urges. In college, one girl had said something like, "You have to be careful around guys. You never know what they're going to get up to. It's like they’re animals!" Rather than get insulted, Marty had loved that idea. He was an animal. He was some dangerous wolf or a shark slinking through the waters. He was someone who could get and take whatever he wanted.

He could be the apex predator!

These women were taking that away from him! With every session, they drained him, leaving him exhausted and spent.

Before long, his desperate begging took on a different tone. It was not just the pathetic sounds of a captured animal. Instead, he could feel something inside of him shifting. Wendy knew him. As his wife, she knew exactly how to break him! He didn't want to believe it. At some point in his life, he had honestly believed that his vaunted self-control would give him an advantage in every situation. Here, however, he discovered the truth. They were taming him, and there was nothing he could do about it!

Hour by hour and day by day, they forced him to climax again and again until it felt like he couldn't think, couldn't speak, couldn't do anything at all. He was at their mercy, and he truly understood what that meant and how it felt.

After his classes, his punishments, the milking, and the mind control, Marty felt like a new man. His thoughts took on a different tenor. He no longer considered himself to be the aggressive warlord who'd conquer any scenario he confronted. Instead, he understood that he was a man in this new community, and so it was his responsibility to serve his superiors.

Women were better than him. They were stronger than him. They were smarter than him. He couldn't compete with them on a strategic level. In fact, he simply needed to do as they said. Obedience was the best path each and every single time. He needed to defer to them. He needed to understand that he should always think about their wants and needs over his own. All of these realities had settled over him day by day and week by week.

In truth, he didn't even know how much time he spent at the MBMI. At first, he had wondered whether or not they slipped drugs into his food. Maybe they had. Maybe not. Either way, it was their prerogative to decide how they wanted to treat and train him.

But then one of the trainers told him, "It's time for you to go home."

"My wife is coming to get me, Mistress?" Marty asked.

Mistress. He used that term easily and automatically now. He didn't have to think about it. Simply speaking meant using the word most of the time. Women around him noticed. They smiled at him, and Marty discovered something else.

Their approval mattered most of all.

He was eager for the chance to make them happy. He wanted to make them feel good. Whether those women told him to get down on his knees to service them, to beg, to plead or to make his promises, he did it each time.

So now, when they loaded him up in that cage and shoved him into that truck, he didn't argue or complain. Instead, he was thinking about her.

Wendy.

Thoughts of his wife should have maybe infuriated him. He was vaguely aware of that possibility, only there was the other reality as well. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he remembered that he had been trained. He was owned. Whether here in Athenia or anywhere else, Marty had to be a good and obedient husband for his owner.

When they arrived at her new home, they took the cage from the truck and set it down. They ordered him to strip. He removed every article of clothing except for his collar and the chastity cage. From there, they motioned for him to go to the front door. "This is your wife's house," said one of the trainers. "Go, Marty. Go and show her everything you've learned. Make us proud."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He walked up the concrete pathway to the front door. He took the steps of the porch, and then he stood there. He knocked.

Somehow, that didn't feel right. In the moments before she answered, he lowered himself down onto his knees. He bowed his head down, and he prepared himself. When he saw Wendy again, he wasn't sure exactly what he was going to feel. He knew what he was supposed to feel: the drive to obey. It had been instilled in him as a new instinct. There was this urge, and he couldn't resist it. He couldn't deny it. He couldn't fight it.

The door opened.

"Hello?"

That wasn't Wendy's voice. Immediately, he looked up, and he saw a young man standing there.

Marty didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say or how he was supposed to respond. His mouth opened, and he wanted to jump up, to turn around and apologize.

"Max, who is it?" Wendy called out from within her new house.

This time, Marty didn't know what to do. Part of him wanted to leap up onto his feet, yet that felt like a terrible idea. He was torn between his training and his confusion. Next, Wendy appeared. She stepped into the entryway, and she casually reached up, gliding her fingers along this man's neck.

As Marty blinked, he felt like he was trapped in some kind of alternative reality. He didn't know where he was supposed to go or what he was supposed to do. His training hadn’t prepared him for something like this.

"Hello, Marty," she said. "Max, be a good slave, and fetch his leash."

"As you command, Mistress," said the stranger.

Realizing that he was back on his knees, Marty searched for the right words. "You know, I was thinking about telling your trainers about this so they could prepare you, I think I made the right choice. The look on your face right now is utterly precious!"

He opened his mouth. The moisture dissipated. He breathed in, yet couldn't figure out how to make his tongue work properly.

"Here you go, Mistress," said the other man. He handed a leash to Wendy. She casually reached down and attached it to her husband's collar. "Come along," she said. "I want to show you around the house."

"May I...may I ask who that is?"

"Max is my slave," she said as she tugged on his leash. "Come along now. Let me show you around the house."

"Your slave?"

"That's right," she replied. "I decided to buy him a few days ago."

"So what happens to him now?" They had just walked into the living room, but she stopped and turned back to her husband. The moment she aimed her eyes at him, something inside of him shriveled.

"What do you mean?"

"I’m your husband, Mistress. I'm your slave." There was that little note of obedience in his voice. He had learned so much, and now he thought he was ready to serve and obey.

"Marty, I can own more than one slave," she told him, making it sound like the most obvious and natural thing in the world.

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed. "Of course, Mistress."

Wendy stepped back toward him. "Do I need your permission to own more than one slave?"

"No, Mistress!" As he spoke, he remembered that first moment when she saw him again after his arrest. He remembered being in the cell, getting pushed down against the spanking horse, and feeling every blast of pain as she punished him. The same thing could happen here. More than that, he knew the same thing would happen here. It was an inevitability. He needed to remember that and focus on this underlying reality.

As a woman, it was her prerogative. She could punish him, and discipline him whenever she wished. She didn't even need a reason. Some of the men back at the MBMI made that mistake. They were more cooperative, so he assumed that they could still retain some kind of autonomy, so long as they cooperated. Then again, for these women, it wasn't just a matter of obedience. Instead, these women wanted to ensure that the men around them learned to obey completely. Most of all, that meant these men had to embrace the possibility that they would get punished, even if they hadn't made a mistake. They didn't need to mess up. They didn't need to commit some kind of faux pas. Even a perfectly ideal slave could be punished because his owner simply felt like it. Or maybe she wanted to enjoy the possibility that he thought he could control his destiny.

Instead, each and every man in Athenia needed to embrace a different reality: there was only the drive to obey. There was the drive to accept everything that these women decided. If a woman told him that he needed to put his hands on the wall so she could whip or cane or smack his ass, then he still had to obey. It wasn't a negotiation, nor would it be a conversation or a discussion. She was the woman, so she made the choice.

"Good," she said. "Now come along. I want to show you around the house."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "Thank you, Mistress."

She guided him from room to room. Along the way, she instructed him on his new chores. In the distance, behind them, and sometimes at the edge of his peripheral vision, he saw that other man: Max.

Wendy was proud of the house. She pointed out the different details she had chosen or designed. Here was an accent wall that she particularly liked. She was especially proud of the painting she had hung above the fireplace in the living room. Along the way, she informed him that he would be vacuuming here, wiping down these windows, or cleaning dishes in the kitchen. She clearly loved the granite countertops and the marble floors. She adored it. She had never seemed so domestic to him before.

"This is the first time I have had a house that really feels like mine," she said.

"What about the penthouse, Mistress?" Marty asked.

"We both know that was your property," she said. "By the way, I wanted to let you know that I spoke with the lawyers. All of the paperwork has gone through."

"Paperwork?"

"For your assets back in the United States," she said. "Obviously, you can't own anything here. Men owning property?" She tittered before she turned back to him. "Back in the US, things are a little bit different. Their laws are still pretty backward, but I'm sure that will change soon enough."

"Mistress, I don't understand."

"I spoke to a lawyer and had all of your accounts transferred to my name. The same goes for the real estate holdings."

"What?"

At one point, he had been quite wealthy. His company had been profitable, and he had been able to save quite a bit of money despite his worst habits. The failed investments and lawsuits had decimated his assets overall, but Marty had still been able to cling to a few vestiges of his old wealth. For a moment, he wanted to argue with her, insisting that there was no way she could do that.

Then again, she had the help and support of the women around her. They were smarter. Not only that, they were infiltrating every facet of government. He understood that this was happening, just as he understood they couldn't be stopped. Those women were going to remake everything; they were going to win no matter what. Men like him could try to fight just as he had, but they would fail.

"Do you have a problem with that?" Wendy asked. She stepped forward. "Because right now, you don't have anything. Sorry, Marty." She uttered those last two words without any hint of sympathy in her voice. Then again, it made sense. He had once teased her about how she was completely reliant and dependent on him. Perhaps she had hidden away a little bit of money here or there, but it wouldn't have been anything compared to what he had.

And now he had...nothing.

After all, he was a possession. He was property. If she wanted to sell him, she could.

"No, Mistress," he said.

"Good," she answered. She proceeded to show him the rest of the house, including his small bedroom. "This is where you're going to be sleeping on some nights," she said. Right away, it reminded him of his cell back at the MBMI.

Next, she showed him her bedroom. It was luxurious and expansive. It had that fourposter bed, the couches, the small kitchenette, and a private en suite. All of the different details beat down against him, especially when he saw the pair of cages off to one side and pressed up against the wall. "Those are for you and Max," she said. "They're going to be nights when I want you both in here. Or maybe I will let you sleep with me. Would you like that, Marty?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

Over the course of his training, he had learned that his erections existed to serve her pleasure. Although he still wore his chastity cage, he understood that she would be the only one who could release him. And of course, she would only release him when it would please her.

"Good," she said. "Now, let's take you to the discipline room."

This was the final space in the house.

Wendy took her enslaved husband, and she brought him up the stairs to what had once been the attic. She unlocked the door, and then he saw the well-equipped dungeon. "First off, I want you to know that you're going to receive a weekly maintenance spanking in this room. And of course, if you ever disrespect me or disobey, this is where I will deal with you. It will be severe, it will hurt, and you will scream. I will spank you, and I will punish you. So now, I think you need a quick sample, don't you think?"

He opened his mouth. Of course, he wanted to disagree. He yearned for the courage or the wisdom to somehow confront her and convince her to change her mind.

As a slave, he understood that wouldn't happen. Ultimately, there was only one possibility: acceptance. After all of his training, he knew better than to try to resist his owner.

Understanding that she expected an answer, he pressed his lips together into that furtive line for just a moment. Someone else may not have even noticed, but Wendy knew how to read her husband. She grinned, she stepped forward, and she said, "See the shackles right there? Lift your arms." He obeyed, and she grabbed the chains before she looped the manacles around each wrist. Then she used the pulley, and his arms were lifted above his head. He was suspended. She spread his legs, and she restrained them as well.

"Think of this as a reminder," she said. "You know who you are, and you know where you belong. In this room, we can reaffirm that reality again and again, as many times as you need. I'm very generous like that, don't you think?"

"Yes, Mistress," he had to agree. Worse, he had to add, "Thank you, Mistress." She was going to punish him, and he had to be grateful for it. For some fraction of a second, maybe there was this phantom idea inside of his head. It didn't really form, yet he still somehow expected it. As a man, he was supposed to be his own individual; he was supposed to resist and fight back. By now, he knew that wasn't true, yet, there was still that space for resistance or defiance. Instead, he had expressed his gratitude.

First of all, he felt it.

He was grateful. He didn't want to go back to the MBMI, and he understood that men all over the world needed to be trained. At this point, he didn't have to think about it. It was simply a fundamental law of the universe, like gravity. Women ruled and men served.

With his legs spread wide, he waited. She giggled behind him, and then she said, "I love this position because it always allows for the easiest adjustment. I mean, if I want to give you an intimately intense correction, I can, can't I?" As she spoke, she casually reached over and grabbed his balls. She squeezed for just a moment. It didn't hurt, not really, yet, there was still that flash of fear that glanced through his body. It started right there at his scrotum, and it pierced his stomach just as she intended.

Then she stepped back, and she spanked him hard! She struck over and over. She slapped his right cheek, then his left. She delivered one blow after another, making him grimace, then cry out. He made those sounds for her, all while she laughed.

Later that night, she made a point of inspecting him.

He hated this.

Marty hadn't expected that, if only because he had honestly believed that the women at the MBMI had used their proprietary training protocols to completely erase the kind of man he had been before. But now, he knew that wasn't completely true. (Of course, he was to resist or defy them, yet he was more complicated than just an obedient machine.) Marty now had to contend with this other slave.

As Marty stood there, naked with his back straight and his chin raised, he felt like a statue as his wife, inspected him. She ran her fingers along his chest and arms. She examined him, touching every part of him. "From now on, I expect perfection. You will continue to exercise, and maybe I will punish you just like this, but I do enjoy the red right here." She grabbed his butt and squeezed.

In the meantime, he was aware of Max's presence. The other slave was here, standing on the other side of the room with his arms held behind his back, his head raised, and his eyes aimed at some distant point. He looked like a guard. Clearly, he wasn't invested one way or the other, but he would do as he was told. The moment when she gave any command, he would rush to obey and serve.

"But if I want to make sure I don't leave any marks at all, maybe I have to find more intimate spots?"

That was when she held out her hand. Clearly, she had already instructed Max because he rushed to one of the cabinets. Now he came back, and he handed her something.

When Marty saw the thin whip, he didn't understand why she would need this slender implement. Generally, the women back at the MBMI preferred thicker implements. They wanted to be able to exercise their arms as they punished the men around them.

But this was going to be different, he quickly understood.

"What, what are you doing, Mistress?"

"This," she said as she removed his cage and lifted up the thin strap.

She whipped his cock!

He hadn't been prepared for this kind of pain. The prospect always been there; as a man, he understood his vulnerability. But now, the agony thundered through his body. It snapped across his skin as he thrashed, bucking and fighting against his restraints. He pulled on the chains, but this discipline room had been well-designed. He wasn't going to be able to get away.

Next, she went for his balls. He howled in pain, but he had to accept it.

She struck again and again, going for the right side of his scrotum, then left. She smacked the base of his cock before slapping it to the side with her thin strap. She used her new favorite toy again and again. At first, he tried to count. Within moments, however, the sensations overwhelmed him. He couldn't keep track, no matter how hard he tried. He was gasping, sucking in one desperate breath after another, yet he still couldn't break free or get away...just the way she liked it.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said. When she finally allowed him the chance to pause and maybe catch his breath. "Thank you for the punishment. Thank you for the discipline. It is your right to do this whenever you want."

"Yes, it is," she said. Then she proved it by striking again!

"More? Would you like more?" A wicked grin curved along her beautiful mouth as she teased him. Then, even though he hadn't answered, she unleashed another barrage!

Again, he howled out. He screamed and shouted, snarling like some wild animal as she inflicted those doses of agony upon him. He pulled against his shackles, and the metal bands pressed down against his skin, but he couldn't get away.

"There we go," she finally finished. "Welcome home."

That evening, he was back in his chastity cage and collar. He didn't wear anything else. For that evening, neither did Max.

For the most part, he stayed out of the other slave's way. At first, maybe he thought there was going to be some kind of territorial dispute, like the two men would bump chests or start arguing or start throwing punches over how this was going to all play out.

But now, Marty had to discover exactly what his nights would look like.

Wendy brought both of her men into her bedroom, and she looked back at Marty. "Stand in the corner," she said.

When he obeyed, she smiled. "Good slave."

Then she lowered herself onto her back, she raised her feet, and she told Max, "Go ahead. You know what to do."

Clearly, he did.

Max leaned forward, and he pulled her panties down. He stripped her, and then he slid his head between her legs, and he started servicing her. He licked eagerly, moving his tongue in languid, relaxed motions. She savored this. Then she turned her head, and she made eye contact with her husband.

While locked in chastity, he had to kneel there and watch and understand that this was how it worked. She could have whichever man she wanted whenever she liked. She could make that decision, and it wasn't like he could do anything to persuade her. She was in control. She owned both of them!

"Go fetch me a drink," she said.

At once, he jumped to his feet, he rushed into the kitchen, and he grabbed her a glass of wine. Then he came back, bringing it to his owner. She took it. She smiled. She enjoyed a sip.

Then she told him to hold onto the glass for her while he stood there. In the meantime, he still had to watch…

"On your back, Max," she said after her third or fourth orgasm.

Again, he obeyed quickly and without question. He didn't glance back at Marty, yet the older man probably suspected that Max enjoyed this, like he appreciated having an audience because of everything it meant. Even if it never became explicit, there would always be that sense of competition between them.

More than that, Max intended to win.

Wendy rode his face. She pressed her pussy down against his lips, and he licked just as eagerly as before. Then she freed his cock, and this time Marty couldn't ignore that tickle of jealousy at the back of his brain. Up until now, he had been able to suspend all of those reactions. As a slave, it wasn't his place to question her authority or her choices. But at that moment, he desperately wished for the opportunity to be used just like Max.

Instead, it was Max who was on his back, and who became a living dildo for his owner. It was Max who got to feel the tight and wet heat of her pussy as she rode him!

In the meantime, Marty still stood off to the side, helpless as he watched.

This was their first evening together. This was how every evening was going to work. He had to endure that prolonged mental torture of seeing his wife enjoy another man. And later, maybe there would be others…

At first, Marty had honestly believed his wife would simply enjoy her life of luxury and relaxation from before. Since that had been the arrangement, he assumed she would continue on this path.

Instead, he saw her plans and the work on her laptop. She didn't share any of this with him explicitly. Rather, he would be cooking or cleaning or working on pleasuring her, and he would see the materials there.

Initially, he had assumed she was just interested in this new cultural center. He didn't think she was going to do anything with it. Then, little by little, he started to overhear some of her conversations. Since he was a man, it wasn't like she really worried about him listening in on her conversations. In some ways, he had become little more than a piece of furniture.

Eventually, it became clear: his wife was going to become the director of a new cultural center in Athenia. Positioned at the heart of the city, this cultural center would showcase female culture as it promoted, art, science, writing, and history. Better yet, it would also include a permanent museum with so many different historical artifacts, all of which emphasized female supremacy. She planned out the different scenarios, especially the ones that would include bringing in noted speakers like Kelsey Rhodes and Anna Ritter, two authors who had contributed to the pursuit of female supremacy.

In some ways, he almost wanted to be proud of this woman.

Then again, she gave him other things to worry about…

Once the cultural center had been completed, he was required to attend the opening ceremony. She had him, and Max on leashes, and she walked around, chatting with different women. Since she didn't want to risk an outburst, she had simply gagged both of these men. They could look around, but neither of them would be saying anything. As males, it wasn't like they had anything useful to contribute anyway.

And after just a few days, she said, "Marty, I have a special surprise for you. This is going to be one of our inaugural events at the center. Are you ready? Are you ready to have some fun?"

Right away, he agreed. Ultimately, he knew it would be a very bad idea to try to argue with his wife. She was in charge. She pulled him, and now he watched as she became more powerful in Athenia. Although he had once underestimated her, he was quickly coming to realize just how much power and potential this woman had always possessed.

She escorted him back to the center along with Max. But at this point, she pushed him up onto a stage in one of the presentation halls. Then he looked out, and the lights were shining bright down on him.

He couldn't see the crowd beyond the muddled silhouettes of different women.

His wife quickly clarified things for him, "Marty, these are all of the women that you have wronged over the years, and they have come here for just one purpose. Do you know what that is?"

At any moment, she picked up her microphone and started talking to the crowd. Instead, she addressed him, and now she waited for his answer. His chest tightened, and he had a pretty good idea of what was going to happen next. Or at least, he was smart enough to be scared. "No, Mistress. I don't know what that is," he said.

"Retribution," she said. She gave him several seconds to appreciate her answer before she pointed to the front of the stage. That was when he saw the large frame. He also saw the different parts of the obstacle course leading up to it.

Right away, he understood that any slave could be secured to the frame and held in either a vertical or horizontal position. Suspended and trapped, he could also lie on the floor or table and be bound or stretched into any position. Despite his overconfidence, Marty had never been an engineer, yet he still tried to put the different pieces together as he fought to understand what he was seeing.

The frame could also hold the slave's head and hands along the sides of the box.

Finally, he figured it out. This was a queening box; a woman could sit on top and enjoy the slave's mouth and tongue.

As Marty understood the different pieces and how they were going to work together, he quickly opened his mouth to speak.

His wife touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. By this point, he was so well-trained that he didn't even consider speaking again. If she expected silence, then she would get it. At the same time, however, that dread swirled and spun just beneath the surface of his features. Maybe he understood that he wasn't going to be able to stop her, yet the fear still rushed along every inch of his body!

For her part, Wendy enjoyed her authority as she stood up in front of the crowd. She lifted the microphone, she stepped toward the edge of the stage, and she said, "Ladies, you all know why you are here. This is my husband, Marty, and he made some terrible mistakes, didn't he?"

The women in the audience booed and hissed.

"That's right," she said. "And what did he ask you to do? What did he make you do when you were working for him?"

Surprisingly, none of the women were ashamed. "He grabbed my ass!"

"He made me suck his cock!" someone else shouted out.

"Exactly," Wendy agreed. "And for that, I am truly sorry. But now, you get your opportunity to punish my husband. You get the opportunity to put him in his place and to remind him of what he did and how it was wrong. You get retribution!" Then she turned back to her husband. "Go down there," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied.

He turned, he took the steps down onto the main floor, and that was when the women grabbed him and restrained him.

Before, these women had all looked like they were pretty much just dressed normally. Only now, underneath those sharp lights, he saw their glistening strap-ons. These woman wore harnesses and dildos, and they were going to punish him!

"On your knees," said one woman. She shoved him down, and then he saw the fake cock right in front of his face. "Suck it, slut," one woman said to him.

He didn't want to obey. He didn't want to follow these commands, yet he had no choice.

He wrapped his lips around that toy, and he started sucking. Behind him, another woman grabbed his shoulders, and she bent him forward. With his ass braced upward, she had no problem penetrating him! He was getting taken from both angles. At the same time.

It was fine, he tried to believe. It wasn't a big deal. These were just toys, and he would have to lick and suck. It was about the humiliation, nothing else…

That was what he thought.

Only then, he looked up at the woman in front of him, and he watched as desire and arousal flashed along her face. In that instant, he remembered her as an intern from several years ago. He had cornered her in the break room, put his hand on her shoulder, leaned forward and said, "Unless you want me to fire you right now, you're going to come with me to my office, you’re going to crawl across the floor, and you're going to give me a nice and wet and sloppy blow job." She had refused, and he had laughed. For him, it had just been a joke. If she had cooperated, then he would have enjoyed playing with her. This time she said no, he insisted that he had never really meant it. It was just a little bit of gentle teasing and hazing…

But now, she pushed up against her fake cock, licking and sucking. And then she pushed forward, and there was that special pressure against her pussy. The clitoral pad rubbed along that sweet spot, pushing her closer and closer to an orgasm.

They could enjoy this. They could savor it. They could use him, take him, tease and humiliate him.

Then she shoved forward, and that was when the reservoir activated.

He didn't know exactly how it worked, but then he tasted that ejaculate at the back of his throat. He could feel the squirting spurts along the roof of his mouth. "Swallow," one woman commanded. She held onto the sides of his head, ensuring that he couldn't pull away or even get the fake shaft out of his mouth.

He started to gulp it down.

"That's yours!" Wendy called out from the stage.

That was his?

He didn't get it. He didn't understand.

What was this? What was he tasting? At that moment, what was he gulping down?"

"You like that?" Wendy called out from her position on the stage. Clearly, she understood exactly what was happening to him. "A couple weeks ago, I had you drained. You remember that? That's what you're swallowing right now!"

It was his own ejaculate…

Despite all of his training, Marty tried to jerk free from the women holding him. If he had tried to fight just one, he probably would have been able to overpower her. In that instant, however, they outnumbered him. They held onto his head, his neck, his arms and his legs. They trapped him.

That first taste wasn't going to be his last. After all, these women were just getting started with him!

They pumped him, thrusting into his ass, sliding into his mouth, and showing him exactly who he was and where he belonged. This was retribution. He got to experience exactly what he had unloaded on those women so many times before.

He had to suck their fake cocks. He had to understand what it was like to have their shafts pump into him!

Then there were the women who just stood around and watched. They were enjoying seeing him suffer the indignity of getting used like this.

Between sucking and licking those fake cocks, he had to service their pussies. Lots of the women weren't interested in those toys. Instead, they just wanted to shove him down, to ride his face, and to feel his tongue glide along their openings. Understanding that any kind of disobedience would warrant additional punishment, he got used again and again. Worse, he cooperated! He played along!

He found himself strung up in different positions and taken from both directions. Then he was shoved down into the box, and he was pleasuring those women, one after another.

Unfortunately for him, it wasn't just a question of service. Even as he gave them exactly what they wanted and craved, these women demanded more!

They wanted him to suffer.

The indignity was good, but it wasn't enough to satisfy them!

Among their ranks, some of these women decided to implement a different sort of punishment. They wanted something more traditional…

They whipped his ass and kicked him in the balls. The first time that happened, he was down on his knees, and he looked up at this young woman. She was slender. At first, he didn't even remember her. But then he recalled the freckles along her cheeks and her dark red hair. She grinned, revealing the edges of her teeth right before she threw herself forward, lifted her foot, and launched the tip of her shoe right between his legs. She kicked him in the crotch! His eyes widened, and his hands dropped down for just a few seconds.

This time, the women were almost generous.

As he looked up at them through big, shining eyes, he realized that wasn't actually true. This wasn't about their mercy, sympathy, or generosity. Instead, they watched him, and they were fascinated by that straining look of pain as it spread across his face.

"Crawl," said another woman.

"Kiss her feet."

Obviously, he would have preferred to nurse his tormented testicles for at least a few more seconds. Unfortunately for him, he didn't get the chance. Instead, he had to start crawling. He moved on his knuckles and knees, and some of the women laughed or petted him. Others grabbed him by the back of his head and shoved him down, forcing him to kiss their feet even as his butt got whipped.

Between those kisses, he had to apologize.

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry for everything I did. I was such a stupid man! I will never make those kinds of mistakes again. I'm sorry, and I know I can never be forgiven, but I will do everything in my power to make up for my past mistakes!" He called out those words, and so many others. He pleaded with them, desperate for the chance to earn something close to forgiveness.

As he crawled, he understood it. He understood that his male ego had been stripped away. The arrogance was gone, utterly destroyed and annihilated by the power of those women surrounding him.

More than that, he sensed that other completion, the knowledge that these women had succeeded in spite of a man like him. He had been given so many different advantages, yet he had still failed. He had still lost! These women, on the other hand, had never given up. Despite dealing with guys like him, they fought, and they took what they deserved!

They were better than him…

This was his reality. This was the reality every man faced…

If he had been an anthropologist or a sociologist, then maybe Marty would've been fascinated by the dynamics of ownership in Athenia. Men were property, and chattel. That much was fairly obvious. Then again, there were other dynamics here, including the concept of ownership. Wendy had owned Max because she was in charge of him. That said, he was technically on loan.

"What? You thought I was going to keep him forever?" Wendy taunted Marty and she explained how it worked. "No. You see, there are women like me who like to come together, and we share certain assets, including obedient men like Max. I just wanted to keep him on a temporary basis as an example for you. Aren't you a lucky boy?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said automatically.

"Of course, now I need to decide what I'm going to do with you…"

"Yes, Mistress. I will abide by any decision you make, Mistress." After everything he had endured, both at home and at the MBMI, he had no fight left in him. He had been so thoroughly stripped of his old ego that he now accepted his new status. He embraced it as an inevitability. This was who he had to be. Wendy and the women around him had completely remade him into something different and someone better…

"I was thinking about sending you off to be a loaner slave," she said. "Especially after your time in front of the stage, I figured you would be an excellent specimen. Is that what I'm supposed to do with you?"

They were in her bedroom, and she considered him.

He stood there, with his shoulders down and his arms behind his back. He was in his collar and chastity cage, nothing else. At the same time, she really did marvel at how he had evolved over the last few weeks and months. When he came here to "rescue" Liam, his idea had been so incredibly asinine. And yet, the results were pretty astonishing.

"I don't know, Mistress."

"Get down on your knees and tell me what you think I should do."

At once, he fell to his knees before her. But after that, he raised his head, and he looked up at her. He contemplated how he was supposed to respond. The different words hovered there behind his eyes and between his ears. This was probably the hardest part of enslavement, he reflected. Most people considered the concept of being owned, and they automatically assumed it meant being told what to do on a perpetual basis, as though slaves could simply allow their minds to wander. So long as they obeyed, they would be fine. Realistically, however, slaves had to contend with a different kind of truth. After all, slaves may have had broad commands, but that didn't mean they could simply relax.

If an owner said that she wanted breakfast, then her slave had to decide exactly what would be best for her. It wasn't like he could always just make everything in the kitchen and present her with different options. Instead, he had to anticipate her needs. He had to consider exactly how she felt, what she wanted, and what might be best. At the same time, he had to respect the reality that his opinion didn't actually matter. It was a strange paradox, one that some slaves couldn't handle.

Marty, however, needed to be a good and obedient slave for his owner. He had to do his absolute best. As such, he gulped, he looked up at her, and he said, "The decision is yours to make, Mistress. But if you are asking for my perspective, then I can tell you that I would rather stay here."

"Really? After everything I have done with you and to you?"

He remembered the discipline room, the shackles, the chains, the whips and paddles. He remembered how she had come to him, dropping that strip of wood hard and fast against his naked buttocks. Every detail raced behind his eyes as he contemplated what this was and what it meant.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He uttered those words like a confession as he looked up at her. "Mistress, I understand my place, and I know who I am supposed to be. You and the other women here have taught me what a man is supposed to be. I want to be your man. But if you decide to sell me, then I will do my best to serve my new owner. I want to reflect well upon you, so I want her to understand that you did an amazing job with me. I am grateful for the training, the discipline, and the punishments you have given me." When he stopped speaking, he was surprised to find his chest pumping hard. He was almost panting as he uttered those words.

But now he had to wait. He had to wonder exactly what was going to happen.

"Put your hands on the wall," she said.

He obeyed, rising to his feet, stretching his arms, and bracing himself. Then she came up behind him, and she grabbed his ass just as she had done so many times before. "For now, this is mine," she said. "Maybe I will sell you. Maybe I will sell you off to some sadistic woman. What do you think of that?"

"I'll do my best to please you. I will always do my absolute best to please you!"

She ran her fingers along his chest, down to his crotch, and over his legs. His body responded to her attention. He couldn't help it. Even if he wanted to be better than this, he had to understand his place. He had to recognize his status.

She chuckled, she squeezed, and then she drew her hand back before she slapped his posterior. Her hand came down in a tight arc, and she delivered that blast of pain. "Marty, I want you to understand something. If you continue to be a good boy and obey your superiors, you'll always do well here. You can stay on your knees before me. I enjoy having a trophy slave crawl behind me. I want to show you off to my new friends and colleagues and acquaintances back at work. I'll help you keep that male ego and your natural arrogance in check. Just keep in mind, I can not only sell you. I can always sell you to one of those truly harsh and cruel women who loves to punish men!"

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "Thank you, Mistress!"

Over the coming days, they settled into that easy routine. It may have been simple for her, but it was always a challenge for her slave. More and more, she started to think of him as her trophy husband and her model slave.

At regular events, she enjoyed bringing him in, naked, collared and leashed. She loved to have him crawl behind her. Her friends and acquaintances would smile and chuckle as they saw him in his degraded position. At those moments, she liked to describe him briefly, mentioning what kind of man he had once been.

Here in Athenia, the stories never got old. After all, the women of this community were wise enough to recognize the importance of remembering what the male half of the population had been like. Before the rise of female supremacy, men had believed they could be superior. They thought they could take control.

They were wrong.

And yet, the women of this society needed to remain diligent. Like any other political ideology, Female supremacy could only thrive when the women worked and exerted themselves. If they ever allowed themselves to become docile, complacent or foolish, then everything they had built could fall apart.

But for the time being, there was no chance of that happening.

Wendy and her associates all remembered exactly what it was like to have to serve the men around them. They had hated it, and they had no intention of ever going back.

When she wasn't taking him out to show him off, she enjoyed those quiet days at home. In the morning, she would wake up, stretching her arms above her head. Most nights, he slept in a cage. It had a remote-controlled lock, meaning she could grab her small device, hit the button, and free him. She often did that right as her alarm went off. Then he would crawl forward, and he would kneel there in front of her bed as he waited for her decision.

On some mornings, she commanded him to climb under the sheets and blankets. He would slide his head down between her legs and worship her pussy. He would lick hard and fast, giving her exactly what she wanted.

It was a very refreshing way to start every day!

From there, she would tell him what she wanted to wear, and he would select her clothing as instructed. Once again, Marty had to marvel at everything he had learned over the course of his enslavement. Before this, he had never paid much attention to women's fashion (beyond the garments that excited him). But now, he knew all about her socks, her panties, bras, jackets, blazers, blouses, skirts and pants.

While she showered or took a bath, he would rush to the kitchen to prepare her breakfast. From there, she would eat at the dining room table while he kneeled beside her. Sometimes, she would casually reach over and brush her fingers down along his head. She might scratch at the back of his neck, treating him like he was nothing but an animal.

That was fine with her slave. So long as she was pleased with his behavior, he didn't care what she did to express her appreciation.

From there, she would go to work. On most days, she allowed him to roam through the house. He would be free to do his chores as required.

There were those other days, however, when she wanted to contemplate his enslavement. She might say something like, "You're going to kneel right here by the front door, and you are going to wait for me until I come back." At one point, he had asked how long she might be gone. She had taken him to the discipline room, spanked him, whipped him, and made him apologize. He didn't deserve any kind of timeframe. She could go out for as long as she wished. He would wait. That was his obligation. That was his duty.

After that, he never made the same mistake again.

If he wasn't kneeling by the door, she often put him in his cage. She would make him contemplate his status.

Fortunately for Marty, both of those options were rarely employed, probably because she liked having him work.

He was so much more useful this way as he cooked and cleaned and prepared her home, making sure it was exactly what she wanted.

And when she came home, he would greet her by the door, serve her dinner, and help her relax.

After she ate, she would sit down by a fire, read a book, and sometimes spread her legs. Occasionally, she motioned for him to crawl to her. Then, just like in those mornings, she would tell him to service her. He would pull down her panties, lick, and express every kind of gratitude for the opportunity to serve her!

"What have you learned?" Wendy liked to ask him.

"I have learned about my own inferiority. That was the root of all of my mistakes, Mistress!"

"Yes," she liked to agree. "Yes, it was."

And like Harvey, Marty now understood his place. He recognized his own position, just as he knew he could never escape. He had been trained, tamed, and domesticated for her pleasure. It made sense; this was the fate every man faced, whether or not they knew it.

The End
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Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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