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Breaking Liam

Since she got there first, Bridget had her phone out as she swiped through her various feeds and searched for a distraction. The tension gripping her neck and shoulders must have been obvious.

"What did he do?" Erin asked as she sat down.

The cafe was reasonably crowded with a couple other couples, a pair of older ladies, and another group of friends. A server would be along shortly with menus. As she focused on her friend, Bridget had to ask, "What makes you think anyone did anything?"

"You're married. You're married to a man. Men can be pretty irksome," Erin replied as she followed those points from one to the next.

Bridget dipped her head down and smiled for just a moment. Obviously, she wouldn't have shown any sign of weakness if she had been with someone else, but Erin was one of her best friends. Just as importantly, Bridget had a pretty good sense of her friend's proclivities.

"You're not wrong," Bridget conceded as she considered her friend.

"So what did he do?" Erin leaned back. She was taller than most women, taller than Bridget by a few inches. Relatively small on top, she still had an amazing ass. Whenever she walked into a room, lots of guys turned to see her. They became especially interested when she sauntered away. Erin must've known about the kind of attention she received, but she never commented on it; she didn't have to. Her long black hair contrasted beautifully with her pale skin and her bright blue eyes. When she stared at a boy, he routinely withered underneath her gaze.

Even now, Bridget brought one hand up to cover her mouth as she suppressed a chuckle. She couldn't help herself, not when she thought of one night out together. They went to a beautiful winery on the edge of the city. Young men in pressed shirts and tailored pants scurried around, bringing the various patrons their food and glasses of wine. Then another guy, someone tall, paunchy, and obviously well off sauntered over to Bridget and Erin's table.

Acting as though he couldn't even see Bridget, the man held up his glass like some pompous king from a bygone era, and he asked, "So, my lovely girl, can I buy you a drink?"

Erin turned, smirked with just one corner of her mouth, and she asked, "Do you think you have what it takes to impress me? Do you think you have what it takes even to satisfy me?" She didn't raise her voice, nor did she need to. Instead, she let her gaze burrow into his face, his confidence cracked and fractured, and then he gulped like he was about to say something. Before he could get out a word, she shook her head from side to side, "No. You're not good enough for me. You're not smart enough, you're not strong enough, and you have nothing to offer me. Now go away." She may as well have been dismissing one of the servers.

"He got laid off," Bridget said. Admitting those words aloud grated against her psyche, but she tried not to let her frustration or disappointment creep into her voice.

"Unfortunately," Erin said. "So do you mind if I ask the obvious question?"

"Go ahead," Bridget replied.

"Do the two of you have enough?"

"We are going to be fine," Bridget said. Just a hint of derision touched her voice, "According to him, he is an excellent trader, and he has saved up enough to make sure we will be fine."

"Was he really laid off or was he fired?"

"I suppose it could have been a firing," Bridget said, mostly because she understood how fragile the male ego could be. Far too often, boys worked hard to contort reality into bizarre parodies of what really happened, all in the name of protecting their self-images. It always seemed so foolish to her as she continued, "That said, I think he really was laid off. His company was just involved in a merger, and it sounds like quite a few people were let go."

"The cruelties of capitalism," Erin said.

"That's easy for you to say," Bridget replied. "You work in academia."

"I do," Erin replied. In that moment, the server came up, and he set a salad in front of Erin along with another glass of wine. From there, he turned smartly to Bridget.

She glanced down at the menu and said dismissively, "I will have whatever she's having."

"I'm always fascinated by the existential dynamic," Erin said.

"I just acknowledged that you work in academia. You don't need to sound quite so pretentious."

Erin lifted her glass, smiled, and the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. They were friends. Close friends. That's why Bridget could tease her. "It's in the job description," she replied. "Sorry, maybe I'm a little bit nervous. I received word I might be getting something of a promotion."

"Really?"

"I'm not supposed to talk about it," Erin said.

"Intriguing," Bridget replied. "Can you at least talk about what you'd be doing?"

"Let's call it a position dedicated to domestication."

Bridget cocked her head to one side and waited for her friend to elaborate. Instead, Erin shifted the subject again, "But we aren't here to talk about me. You're obviously frustrated. Is it just Liam's work situation?"

"Yes. No. Maybe. I guess I'm not sure exactly what I'm feeling or why. I guess I'm just not comfortable with a lot of things right now." As she spoke, she considered the procedure. Echoed bolts of fear ran through her body, so she reached down and wrapped her fingers around the stem of her wine glass, but she didn't pick it up. Finally, she settled on an understatement, "A lot has happened."

"What about Liam? Has he been there for you?"

"He…" Bridget let her voice drift off into silence because she didn't know how to finish her sentence. He had offered to help her again and again. "Let's just say that he's a man."

"What do you mean?"

"I tried to give him some space and he got laid off. But there's just one really, really annoying dynamic that doesn't go away." Actually, there were two, but she didn't want to bring up the other one. "What is it about men?" Bridget reached down and picked up her wine glass. She took a sip and enjoyed that soft burn against her tongue and the back of her throat. "They say they want to be supportive. They say they want to be there for you, but then they expect you to direct every decision."

"Ah," Erin replied.

"Is that something you have to deal with?"

"Yes and no," her friend replied.

"Yes and no? Would you like to try to be more ambiguous?" Bridget asked with a friendly raise of her right eyebrow.

"Are you sure you want to know?"

Up until now, Bridget had always respected her friend's choices and decisions, but she had never been able to really understand them. Perhaps she was just too conservative or traditional. Or maybe she didn't think those kinds of rules and systems should have been necessary. For a moment, she smirked again, imagining that maybe she just respected men too much.

And perhaps that had been a mistake.

Before she answered, Bridget brought the wine glass back to her lips. She enjoyed another sip, glanced out onto the street, and watched as a young woman jogged by with her dog on a leash. "Sure," she decided. "Tell me."

"Okay, so I'm not like you and Liam," Erin began. "As far as I'm concerned, equality is a pipe dream. When you are with a guy, you need to establish clear boundaries. I'm not just talking about mutual respect or something like that. Instead, one partner should be in charge. Specifically, the woman should take control. That's what I do in every single one of my relationships, whether they are serious or casual."

"Do you think that sounds just a little bit sexist?"

"In the most literal sense, absolutely," Erin replied. "But it works. I tried normal relationships, whatever that is supposed to mean. Then I decided to give the boys what I think they secretly want."

"What's that?" Bridget did her best to sound skeptical, but a note of intrigue slipped between those two words.

"Subjugation," she said, almost as though she enjoyed the taste of those syllables. "Men want to be owned. They want to be controlled."

Bridget opened her mouth, but she couldn't believe it. "I don't think so. I mean, just look around. Look at their movies, their videogames. Half the time, guys get off on these wild power fantasies. If men really wanted to be helpless, then superhero movies wouldn't be that popular."

Erin seemed unaffected as she leaned forward and smiled at her friend, "Do you know what one of the most important facets of experimental psychology is?" Without waiting for a response, this dark-haired woman kept her eyes locked on Bridget, "It's this. People are irrational. People are inconsistent and contradictory. You're right. Boys tell themselves that they want to be in charge. They tell themselves that the 'normal' urge is to control or whatever. And maybe, on a superficial level, that's really how they feel. But if you go just a little bit deeper, they need to be owned. They need to be controlled."

"I don't think Liam is like that," Bridget said. But even as she spoke, she remembered those stuttering, half-uttered promises of his. Then she remembered the way he pawed at her, and she wasn't sure exactly what to think.

"Okay," Erin said. "Do you mind if I change the subject?"

"Go for it."

"Whether you agree with me or not, you're obviously stressed. Let's go away for the weekend. We can hit this spa my friend was telling me about. You won't have to think about Liam, his job, or anything else for a couple of days. We'll just swim, hang around in hot tubs, get massages, drink some wine, and have some really nice food."

"I probably shouldn't," Bridget said, although her voice tightened with desire. It was obvious what she wanted to do. The bigger question was whether or not she should allow herself this indulgence.

"Come on, isn't Liam some expert trader or something? I'm sure you don't have to worry about money."

"That's what he told me," Bridget replied. At some point, she had rested her hand on the table, and now Erin reached over, and her fingertips brushed Bridget's knuckles. She squeezed her friend’s hand and stared at her intently.

"Remember, an important part of mental health is taking care of yourself. Get away for a little while. Let's go have some fun."

"Do you want me to invite Liam?"

"Do you?"

"Let's call this one a girls' weekend," Bridget replied.

"Sounds good to me!"

"But am I supposed to leave him on his own?"

Erin's lips parted, but she didn't say anything. Bridget resisted the urge to chuckle at her friend, especially because she knew how rare this kind of self-control could be for a woman like her best friend. "He's an adult," Erin finally said. "I'm sure he can take care of himself. Or..."

"Or?"

"We could have him spend some time with a friend of mine." As a look at incredulity spread across Bridget's face, Erin leaned forward, "Sonya is amazing. She owns a small gym a few blocks from here, but I'm sure she would have a lot of fun working with your boy. She could spend the weekend with him."

"Doing what?"

"Training him," Erin replied. "Besides, don't you think he could stand to lose a little bit of weight?"

Bridget ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth as she contemplated this possibility. Part of her wanted to just laugh and wave off her friend's ideas. At this point, they really needed to be more conservative with their finances. She shouldn't have been contemplating a trainer for her husband and a weekend away for herself. And yet, she remembered exactly what Liam had told her, "Don't worry about this, baby. Yeah, I got laid off, but it's not going to be a big deal. Trust me. I know how to handle this stuff. I can sell a couple of calls, we have some dividend payments coming up, and it's going to be fine." At the time, she didn't know whether or not she really believed him.

Perhaps the relationship had been easier when he spent most of his day away at the office. Without the distraction, he obviously spent a lot more time at home.

"Let's do it," Bridget finally decided.

That night, Bridget finished her shower and climbed into bed. She wore her panties and a sports bra, but Liam wasn't ready to go to sleep yet, so she left the corner light on for a few more minutes.

"Hey," he said quietly as he crawled from the foot of the bed up toward his spot. "Are you asleep?"

"No."

"Maybe you want to fool around? Maybe I could go down on you? Would you like that?"

Bridget rolled her eyes in the dark. Really? That was how he wanted to seduce her? "Look, I'm not interested. Besides, we both know what happened the last time you were pawing at me like a horny teenager."

When he answered with an exasperated sigh, Bridget decided to tell him. "By the way, I'm heading out of town with Erin for the weekend. Oh, and I signed you up for some time with her trainer."

"What?"

"You told me you wanted to work out. You told me you wanted to lose some weight. Right?" Bridget did her best not to let an edge of bitterness slide into her voice, but he must have been able to pick up on it anyway. Like so many other guys, Liam liked to talk about what he "might" decide to do, but he never made the decision. Or worse, he would actually go out, pay for a gym membership or maybe by some expensive piece of exercise equipment, only to let it languish as an expensive spot to hang his clothes. Whatever.

"Yeah, but…"

"This isn't a debate, Liam," she said. As she uttered those words, she experienced something special, a little flutter of excitement that ran down along the length of her chest and settled just beneath her belly. "I'll have some fun with Erin, and you're going to spend some time with the trainer. Understand?"

"Yes," he said faster than she expected.

Since he was under the blankets now, she reached up and turned off the light. In the dark, he rolled over, and he wrapped his arm around her. For a moment, she enjoyed that soft embrace, but then he rubbed his crotch up against her buttocks, and she felt his nascent erection.

"You know, I could go down on you," he said, whispering those words. It was obvious he was doing his best to sound romantic. But then he squirmed against her, like he just wanted to enjoy the feel of her body pressed against his cock.

With a disgusted exhalation, Bridget understood what he really craved. This wasn't about her pleasure. This wasn't about her satisfaction. Even as he added, "I would take my time and do a really good job," he promised. "I would try my best to make sure that it feels really good for you."

Silence. Bridget allowed the seconds to take by, one after another. Remaining completely quiet, she kept her eyes closed. Perhaps he started to suspect that she had already fallen asleep, but there was something cold and tense about her frame. He couldn't hear the soft, rhythmic breathing of sleep.

"I know what you're trying to do," she said. Before he could protest or argue, she continued, "I know the this is just a trick, Liam, that guys do, right? You think you can go down on me, and maybe that will get me excited, and suddenly I will want sex. Right?"

"No, that's not what I meant," he protested.

"Go to sleep, Liam."

Liam hated being here, especially on a Friday morning. The markets were still open in New York, and he thought he should be back at the computer, executing trades. Sure, he was mostly down for the week, but he hoped he might be able to turn it around, especially because there might be news out of China.

And yet, he couldn't allow himself to disappoint his wife. That's why he stowed his phone and headed over to the small storefront. Outside, he saw the painted lettering along the window: Sonya's Gym.

He was actually going to be trained by the owner? Okay, that was a little bit impressive, he conceded to himself. He opened the door and headed inside. Right away, he saw the small desk off to the side, along with towels and different pieces of workout equipment. There was a treadmill, a bench, and some other, more esoteric pieces of equipment. Another rack held up dozens of weights.

"Hello?" Liam called out.

He glanced to the other side of the large room, and he saw icons for the men's and women's locker rooms. Then there was a third, unlabeled door with a lock on it. He shook his head from side to side and raised an eyebrow as he wondered what might be in there.

A woman emerged from the women's locker room. She was young. That much he could tell at a glance, but she was a full figured woman, tall, probably at least six feet. She wore tight black shorts and a dark red tank top. The material clung to the curves of her body.

She was a beautiful woman, and maybe he would have been attracted to her, but those desires quickly flared and faded as she approached him.

Liam, like most men, always enjoyed the advantage of height when it came to interacting with women. But now, this young woman who was probably half his age, stood over him and invaded his personal space. He tried to speak, but his voice cracked, and the words scattered before they could hit the air.

"Are you Liam?" asked this young woman.

"I am," he said.

"Sounds good," she replied. "Did you bring any workout equipment?"

"I…"

"You didn't," she said with a note of disappointment. Again, he couldn't help but squirm in front of her. She was taller than him! Not only that, he couldn't help but notice the muscles along her arms and legs. She was a well-developed young woman, younger and stronger. If she threw herself at him, she would have no trouble knocking him to the ground, pinning him, and holding him there.

That idea invaded his mind like some alien parasite. He squirmed nervously, and he wanted to retreat back a step, but it was only his masculine ego that made him hold his ground like this was a battle of wills. Liam couldn't know it at the time, but he had already lost. He didn't stand a chance against someone like Sonya.

"You can borrow a T-shirt and some shorts," she decided. "At least your shoes aren’t terrible," she said with a glance down toward his feet.

"Look, I'm not sure I even really want to be here. I have some other projects I need to take care of. Maybe I'll just come back later?" He had arrived, and now he could tell his wife he made a good-faith effort. It didn't work out, but that was okay.

"No," she said. "You're here, and you're going to work out. If you give me any trouble, then I'm also going to start your training. Your wife paid for three days. You're going to get three days. Understand, boy?"

He blinked even as he looked up at her. Sonya had invaded his personal space, and there was nothing he could do about it except retreat, which he still refused to do.

"I asked you a question," she said as she brought up two fingers and jabbed him in the chest. Something inside of him tightened and shrank. His eyes narrowed as he tried to summon that domineering exterior which had served him so well back at the office when he still had a job. Whether he spoke to some naïve little intern or a jaded executive, Liam had always been adept at summoning this air of detached competence. With a glance or some sharp word, he could make other people feel like they had no idea what they were doing.

He tried to do the same thing with Sonya, but she didn't shrivel. He straightened his back, but she still loomed over him. She was still stronger and far more powerful in this place because it was her gym. She owned it. By extension, she seemed to own everything here…

Did that include Liam himself? He tried not to think about it.

"Yes!" Liam finally answered, and he hated how his voice reverberated like a squeak rather than some bold declaration.

"Good," she said. "Now go." She actually had the gall to lift her arm and snap her fingers as she pointed toward the men's locker room.

He scurried off, and she followed for the first few steps. Then she called out his name, and he froze. This cold jolt of fear sprinted down his back, but he turned around. That's when she tossed him the shirt and shorts.

He glanced down at them. A uniform, really? It had been decades, but he thought back to his physical education classes in middle school and high school. He hated the idea of letting this girl tell him what to wear, but he opened his mouth and nothing came out.

"You have one minute to get dressed. If you are late, you're going to be punished."

"What? Are you going to make me run laps?" Liam was about to ask, but he stopped himself. Instead, he nodded and hurried into the men's locker room. Once there, he became acutely and frustratingly aware of the seconds as they dribbled past. For a moment, he hesitated, like maybe he should just wait here, let the time run out, and then saunter out into the exercise area like he didn't care.

Liam paused. He pressed the tip of his tongue up against one of his molars, and then he made a decision. Fresh waves of fear washed over him as he considered making Sonya angry. Did he really want to provoke her? Did he really intend to aggravate her?

Telling himself that he didn't want to behave like some immature child, Liam got dressed. He tried to believe that he wasn't rushing, but he moved faster than he would have as he found an empty locker, stripped out of his shirt, his pants, and pulled on the shorts and T-shirt. Surprisingly, they fit. He glanced down at the soft black fabric and the cotton of his T-shirt. Yes, this definitely felt like a uniform from high school.

This was it.

Again and again, he told himself that he was going to march out there and argue with her, but he knew he wouldn't. Deep down, on some level, he understood that she was a woman, and she was taller and more powerful, so he had to listen to her. Another word jumped into his head: obey.

He would obey her.

For another second or two, he ran his hands along his torso, and he grimaced.

Okay, so maybe Bridget was right. Perhaps he needed to start working out.

Liam straightened his back and headed out into the workout area.

"Two minutes and sixteen seconds," she announced.

"But I'm here now. What you want me to do?"

Sonya cocked her head to the side. "Did you know that there are two facets to my business?"

He answered with a timid shake of his head.

"That's right," she said as she walked forward. "First, this is a gym. Lots of people come here, and they exercise. It's all very mundane and normal. They come here because they enjoy the atmosphere and they respect the advice I give them. I majored in physiology, so I know what I'm talking about when I teach my customers how to stretch and lift weights properly."

"Good for you," he wanted to mutter. Instead, he just nodded along.

"Of course, I have a secondary business as well."

"What kind of secondary business?" As he spoke, he almost expected her to say something about selling drugs or working for the mob.

"I run a dungeon," she said, her eyes twinkling. He opened his mouth, but she spoke over him like it didn't matter what he might say or express, "Sometimes I use it myself. Sometimes I just rent it out. I suspect I'm going to be using it this weekend with you, Liam."

When they pulled up in front of the spa, Bridget had to admit the truth. She was already relaxing. The drive up here had been gorgeous. The streets and suburban sprawl eventually gave way to huge trees, the mountains in the distance, and a couple of open spaces. Out here, it was so much more pleasant.

Erin was driving, and she pulled up in front of the spa. Right away, a young man with dark hair scurried out. He took Erin's keys, and he promised to have their luggage brought to their rooms.

"He's cute, don't you think?" Erin asked as the boy climbed into the car. The two young women headed inside where another young man was waiting for them with a tray and a couple of glasses of ice water with lemon slices.

"All of the boys here are cute," Bridget said, surprising herself. Normally, she didn't like to make this sort of admission, but there was something easy here.

"Welcome," said the young man behind the desk. While the other boys wore button-up t-shirts with collars, the receptionist had on a full suit. He seemed at ease as he smiled at them. After Erin took care of the check-in details and got their key cards, he asked, "Would you like a massage now?"

"Absolutely," Erin said before Bridget could say something about how she wanted to unpack.

Her best friend reached out, took her by the hand, and together they headed off to go get their massages. This was just the start of their weekend!

While Erin and Bridget enjoyed the soft, strong hands gliding along their backs, their shoulders, their biceps and all the way down to their buttocks and legs, Liam was on a treadmill, gasping. His lungs stabbed with every frantic breath he took. The sweat ran down his body, and he could hardly stay up.

"Stop," he panted out. "Please, I, I have to stop!"

He reached down for the control panel, but Sonya smacked his wrist with a ruler. Yes, she used an actual ruler like he was an elementary school student from the 1950s or something! The first time it had happened, Liam actually laughed, like this was some kind of wild joke. But now the stinging snapped through his skin, and he jerked his hand back as he continued to run.

"Twenty more seconds," she said.

Twenty?

No, he couldn't do it!

And yet, this woman wasn't about to let him stop. She had her arms crossed over her chest now, and she watched as he continued to run from one stride to the next. His heart hammered, his vision blurred, and the sweat ran down his forehead and cheeks. He kept pushing himself as hard as he could until that magical instant when the timer ran out, and the treadmill's belt finally slowed down. He wanted to stop, to roll off of the treadmill and to fall onto his back. He wanted to stare up and gasp, sucking in one breath after another.

Obviously, Sonya wouldn't allow him to skip his cool-down period.

Little by little, he started to catch his breath again.

"That was pathetic," she said. "We can add that to your punishment tally."

Finally, he managed to gasp out, "What, what is that?"

She had referred to the "punishment tally" several times, but he hadn't been brave enough to ask. Now, with the exhaustion stabbing into his arms and legs, his shoulders and guts, Liam demanded to know what was going on like he didn't really care.

"Would you like to know?" There was something about her smirk that made him hesitate.

But because this girl was younger, because he still wanted to demand respect, and because he couldn't quite tell the difference between his natural instincts and the persona he had crafted at work, Liam straightened his back and peered up into her eyes, "Tell me."

"I'll show you," she said. That's when she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Her fingers pinched down against his skin, and he could hardly believe what was happening, but Sonya dragged him forward. She opened that unlabeled door, and then she showed him her dungeon.

"You're looking relaxed," Erin said as she sauntered into Bridget's room.

"Very," Bridget replied. This was only their first day, but she had soaked in the hot tub, gone for a swim, and enjoyed the masseuse's strong and experienced touch. Honestly, it had all been so amazing. Lowering herself into the hot water had felt incredible. Gliding her way through the pool had been intoxicating, and then she just let go with the masseuse. As his fingers slid and pressed down against her body, she closed her eyes and drifted. The sensations seemed to encapsulate her, like she didn't need to think about anything else. She didn't need to worry about her husband and his urges, the procedure, or anything else.

"Are you ready for dinner?"

"Definitely," Bridget said.

As expected, the dining room was open, and there was another cute boy standing by the entrance. He escorted them to a table by a large picture frame window. The sun was setting, and Bridget marveled at the way the trees swayed gently in the distant breeze. In here, it was nice and warm, and she could savor that wholesome hunger at the base of her stomach.

"Would you like a chance to look at the menus?" asked their server.

"I would like the Caesar salad, salmon, and chocolate lava cake," Bridget said.

"The same," Erin replied.

The boys scurried off with their orders, and Bridget couldn't help but lean back and shake her head from side to side. "Honestly, I can't believe that I was so reluctant to come out here with you. Thank you for insisting."

"That's what best friends are for," Erin said.

"I really needed this." Bridget paused, thought about what she should say next, and she decided to be honest with her friend. "Maybe I should have told you before, but I went through a little bit of a health scare recently."

"What happened?" her friend asked, obviously concerned.

"A little while ago, I was with Liam, and we found a lump. Don't worry. It turned out to be completely benign, and I had it removed, but it just made me think about my husband and what he has wanted throughout our relationship."

"Too much?"

"I think so," Bridget confessed. "There's just something about him. I mean, he makes these offers, and I can tell he wants to be generous or whatever, but I don't think that's really what's going on. He's just selfish. It's like he's trying to trick me. He promises to go down on me or whatever, but it's not about my pleasure. I can tell as I look into his eyes." Bridget glanced away. She saw some of the other patrons at the spa, mostly women who were chatting with one another. "Does that make sense? Or am I just being paranoid?"

"He's a man," Erin said without hesitating. "Personally, I don't think they can be trusted."

“I told him I would never submit to a man. I would never be tricked,” she said as the memory fluttered to the surface.

“Guys can get sneaky. They get frustrated and dumb and are willing to give up on common decency if it means they might get an orgasm.”

“That’s what I thought.”

After another couple of seconds, Erin stared intently at her friend, "But seriously, you're okay?"

"I'm fine."

"Then tonight we have something even better to celebrate!"

"What, what is this?"

"I told you," Sonya said. "It's the dungeon."

Yes, he had heard those words, and they made sense in theory, but his heart hammered as he turned back to her. By now, the sweat had started to dry, leaving his skin cold. He couldn't tell whether or not it was her proximity or something else that made that chilled blast of fear run through his body.

"Let's go," she said. She still had her hand tight around the back of his neck. She forced him forward. She was so much stronger than he expected! Yes, he saw her Amazonian build, but he still didn't know how to process that force as she maneuvered him forward.

From one step to the next, he glanced around. He saw the shackles hanging from the walls like something out of some medieval prison. Not only that, he spotted a small rectangular cage, several dog crates, and shelves lined with various implements. Handcuffs glistened along with polished crops and paddles.

He saw all of this, and his body reacted. He had seen images like this online, but those were just fantasies, right? A place like this wasn't supposed to be real. A woman like Sonya wasn't supposed to exist.

That's when she shoved him down onto the floor. There was the pressure at the back of his neck, but she brought her foot up, hooked it behind his knee, and suddenly his legs bent as he fell forward. He hit the industrial carpet hard, but now he looked up at her. She had been tall before, but now Sonya positively towered over him like some goddess. She was beautiful, unstoppable, and in control.

Yes, his body responded to her position and authority. His shaft hardened, and he tightened his fingers down against the palms of his hands. If he had known that he was going to be spending time with a girl like her, there would have been anticipation. He would have imagined how easily he could seduce and manipulate her. Obviously, he wasn’t going to cheat on his wife, but the prospect would have been there...until he saw her.

This wasn't some callow girl who could be influenced or controlled. He couldn't just raise or deepen his voice to try to influence her. No, she would just laugh at him, especially because she understood so much more of the world. Despite her youth, she had experiences he couldn't imagine. More importantly, she wasn't like the interns and secretaries he had met while in the office.

Sonya understood her power. She knew what she could do as a woman. With a glance, a smirk, or a gesture, she could rob a man of his defiance, ego, and certainty. She could control him with hardly any effort.

And now she proved it.

"Strip," she said to the boy on his knees. Despite his age, she would see him as nothing but a male, which made him lesser.

His nostrils flared, but some part of him knew he needed to obey her. It wasn't a question of what she might do or even say to his wife. This was a primal instinct. And so he peeled off his shirt. Next, he moved his hands down toward his shorts, but he hesitated.

"I expect you to be naked in front of me, boy."

His heart hammered faster in his chest, but he pulled off his shorts and boxers. He stripped until he was completely naked in front of this woman.

"Now, you ran, you lifted those weights, and you stretched. Not bad. But you were late coming out of the locker room. Oh, and you tried to stop on several occasions. Isn't that right?"

"I was tired. I didn't think I could run any more," he said.

"I know," she replied, sounding almost sympathetic. “But that's the problem, isn't it? You were thinking. This is my gym and my dungeon. Here, I am in control. I rule. You, on the other hand, are just a boy. As far as you're concerned, when you step foot on my property, you become nothing but a slave. Say it."

"I, I can't," he told her.

"I think you can," she said. She met his gaze for the first few seconds, only then her focus slid down along the length of his body to his erection. He shivered with embarrassment. It wasn't fair! She wasn't supposed to guess his thoughts or feelings with such ease, but his body broadcast exactly what he was feeling!

"Did you know that I have a special set of shackles for boys just like you. That's right; they connect to the treadmill. That way, I can just strap you in and leave you there, walking, running, or jogging for hours."

"No…" Liam breathed out. He understood how pathetic he sounded, but he still shook his head from side to side.

"Say it."

"When I step foot on your property, I become nothing but a slave."

"And that's because boys are inferior and they need to be owned. Isn't that right?"

He bit down. Yes, he had certain fantasies, but they weren't supposed to spill into reality, not like this, especially because he understood that he wouldn't be able to enjoy an orgasm until he was alone.

"Yes," he finally agreed. "When I step foot onto your property, I become nothing but a slave."

"Good," she said. "Now, get on that bench right there."

She pointed, and he saw the narrow strip of leather with another set of small platforms for his elbows and knees. At the same time, he couldn't help but spot the restraints. The straps hung down, but it would be easy for her to slide them around his wrists, his elbows, his knees and his ankles. Just like that, he would be naked, spread out, and utterly vulnerable.

"Trust me, Liam. You don't want to make me repeat myself."

Those words were enough to prompt him to move. Before he realized what he was doing, he started crawling toward the bench. She chuckled and added, "You look good on your hands and knees. It's almost like that's exactly where you belong."

He threw a glance over his shoulder and glowered at her, but Sonya didn't mind. Obviously, he couldn't intimidate her, no matter how hard he tried. Seconds later, he was right there in front of the bench, she waited, and he stood. Once he was in position, she shoved him down. Her hand flew out, and she knocked him onto the bench. He hit the leather padding hard, and some of the air was knocked from his lungs.

While he was disoriented, Sonya went to work. She grabbed his arms and pulled them into the restraints. She pulled them tight simultaneously, and he experienced this flash of animal panic.

While he tugged on the straps holding his arms to the bench, she circled around. She pulled another restraint around his right leg, then his left. After that, she decided to be especially thorough, so she strapped down his elbows and knees.

He was naked, trapped, and utterly helpless.

"I want to get you properly equipped," she said, sounding prim and proper, as though she had rehearsed these words many times before. "Unfortunately, you are too excited for them, so we are going to have to try something else."

"What, what are you talking about?"

She walked in front of him again, only now she grabbed him by the back of his head. His eyes widened as the pain flashed through his scalp, but there was still nothing he could do about this. He had this beautiful woman standing over him. Yes, he was about the same height as Bridget, but Sonya exuded this raw, primal strength. Staring up at her felt like seeing a giantess, a goddess, or some other mythical being. From the strength in her arms to her powerful build, it was obvious she could overwhelm him again and again.

Worse, he found himself strapped down and utterly powerless.

"I don't appreciate your tone. Apologize."

Deep down, his instincts told him to obey. Something shivered at the base of his stomach, but he made a common mistake: he tried to behave like he was still back at work. Ever since he had been laid off, there had been that sense of powerless subjugation. Sure, managing investments for his wife had helped him. He could still feel like he enjoyed some iota of independent thought, freedom, and power.

But Sonya was just a girl. Yes, he was naked, exposed, and weaker than her, get some small part of his psyche still believed he should be able to take charge. Right here and now, he growled at her, "I am not going to apologize." There. He said it. No matter what he felt deep within the core of his being, Liam had asserted himself again, and now he expected her to back down.

In so many ways, Liam was a very, very foolish boy.

She slapped him across the face. Her hand flew down in a blur. He didn't even have time to react. He didn't get to flinch or brace himself.

Now the pain simmered across his cheek, followed by this splash of warmth, yet he could barely comprehend what just happened.

"You, you slapped me," he could barely comprehend the words dropping from his lips.

She did it again, bringing her left hand up and striking hard against his other cheek. This time, he thought he began to flinch, but she was still way too fast! In one instant, he worked hard to comprehend what had just happened. In the next, her hand struck, he heard something that sounded like a clap, and then the pain blossomed along his cheek.

His eyes watered, but he glared at her. "You, you can't do that to me!"

Yes, he was still behaving like a man who worked in an office, someone who had secretaries, interns, and other subordinates who would be required to listen to him. He sounded like he was important, and that's why she slapped him for a third time. Her hand smacked hard against his cheek, he snarled, and then she walked over to one of the shelves. She came back, and she now held a crop tightly in her grip.

Sonya came up behind him, she stroked it along his backside, and then she struck. She swiped it down hard against his left butt cheek, then his right. The pain flashed along his skin. Red lines appeared, and he kept squirming desperately.

"You know what you have to do," she said. She circled back in front of him, and he watched as she tapped the tip of her crop against the palm of her hand. She was smirking down at him, and he worked to bury that flash of intimidation, but he couldn't succeed. He pressed his lips together into a frightened pout as she smirked at him. Obviously, Sonya understood what was going to happen. She knew how much power and influence she had right here and now. This was her gym, her dungeon, and she was determined to break this boy.

"You know exactly what you need to do," she told him.

Frantic, he tried to remember. He knew? He knew what he was supposed to do?

Apologize.

Liam inhaled, held his breath for just a moment, and then he turned his gaze up at this woman. Again and again, he searched for his own confidence. Yes, he knew that it was feeble and brittle. At work, there had been a couple of moments where he had sensed his true self just beneath the surface of the façade he had constructed. Frankly, he had been surprised by some of the women at work. If they had paid just a little bit more attention, they would have recognized how easily they could have taken control. He would have yielded and surrendered. He would have been grateful for the opportunity to serve.

Sonya didn't have that problem. She wasn't weighted down by decades of corporate sexism.

As far as this young woman was concerned, she was born to rule, and a male like William could become the ideal slave.

"I'm sorry," he said finally. "I'm sorry I spoke out of turn. I'm sorry I disobeyed."

"Not bad," she said. "Now let's work on your punishment."

"But, but I apologized!"

"And now you are going to be corrected. An apology makes it clear that you understand why you are being punished. It doesn't actually fix you, boy." He hated how this young woman could address him like that, but there was nothing Liam could do about it. "Now, do your best to relax so I can get you properly equipped."

She said it again: properly equipped. What did that mean?

Then he couldn't think about it because she slammed the crop down against his right butt cheek, his left. She slapped it hard against his skin, leaving fresh red lines. They burned across his skin, making him flinch, squirm, and yank against his bonds. The bench had been bolted to the floor, so it didn't matter how hard he thought. He wasn't going to be able to tear himself free.

"How should you treat your wife?"

He froze. Despite the pain simmering along the curves of his exposed ass, he didn't know what to do. His body locked up, and he couldn't think straight. His thoughts turned to static as the lingering pain buzzed along his body.

"Well?" Sonya asked as she brushed her fingers up along his naked body, over to his buttocks, then along the small of his back. It was a gentle, intimate gesture, and it illustrated how much control she had over him. She could access any part of his body, and he couldn't stop her!

"I should be respectful?"

She struck with the crop, swiping two diagonal blows down along his buttocks. Fresh pain exploded along his nerves, making him try to throw himself forward. He would have jumped or crawled, but the straps held him in place, ensuring he remained right there before her, exactly where Sonya wanted him.

"Respect implies some degree of equality. As far as you're concerned, you should worship your wife. You get down on your knees and serve her to the very best of your ability." Right as she finished her declaration, she tightened her grip on the crop and used it again and again and again. Hot pain splashed along his nerves, flaring up through his body. He jerked against his restraints all over again, only to remain trapped right there, helpless beneath her wicked ministrations.

"How should you treat your wife?"

"I should treat her like a goddess! I should worship her. I should be ready to do whatever she wants. I should obey her at every turn!" He was panting now, gasping out each syllable, one after another until he slumped his head down. Then he froze, waiting.

That's when he heard her footsteps. Sonya was behind him, and she had stepped over to one of the shelves. Now she was coming back, and he thought he heard the sound of cardboard as it was torn.

For the next half minute or so, Sonya worked on something. She clearly had some kind of goal, but Liam couldn't bring himself to ask. Again and again, he searched for his courage. She was just a girl, he told himself. And yet, those thoughts still felt like some echoed shadow from his time back at the office. Right now, he was strapped down and powerless.

Then she grabbed him by his balls, and she slid something around the base of his scrotum. Next, she slid the tip of his shaft into something narrow and plastic. A tube? With a set of locks, she connected the various components together, and then it was done.

With that extra weight hanging between his legs, Liam had to ask, "What, what did you do?"

"That's your chastity cage," she said. "It will serve as a constant reminder of your status. You aren't allowed to control your cock or your orgasms. Do you see this?" Sonya held a key up in front of him. It was small, and it dangled from a silver chain. "This means I'm in charge."

"No…" Liam gasped with a desperate shake of his head. He couldn't believe this. He couldn't accept it! It was impossible!

Frantically, he jerked and twisted against his restraints, but he remained trapped, just like before. As he struggled, his heart pounded to the rhythm of his pulse against his eardrums even as he heard Sonya laugh at him.

And to think, this had only been the first day. Sonya had the rest of the weekend to work on his training.

Utterly relaxed and totally content, Bridget wandered into her hotel room and threw herself onto the mattress. She rolled onto her back, slid her hands behind her head, at twined her fingers together. This was amazing, and she still had the rest of the weekend to enjoy herself. It was amazing what a single day could do and how it could recharge her.

There was a soft knock on her door, and Bridget automatically called out, "Come in."

Unsurprisingly, it was her best friend. Erin stepped across the threshold and smiled at her.

For a few seconds, she didn't say anything. Eventually, she asked, "How are you feeling?"

"Relaxed, happy, satisfied," Bridget replied.

Her friend approached, smiled down at her, and asked, "Would you like another massage?"

For just a moment, Bridget was tempted to smirk or even laugh out loud, like this had to be some joke. They had already spent a lot of time getting touched by the spa employees. Those young men with their hansom faces, sculpted shoulders, and strong hands had done an amazing job relaxing both of them. How could Bridget crave another massage?

As though she needed to entice her friend, Erin pulled her hand out from behind her back and held up a small bottle. "This massage oil is supposed to be amazing." For just a second, Bridget thought she saw something else play along her friend's features, something she couldn't quite name or explain. A twinge of fear mixed with excitement tightened the muscles along her torso, so she had to answer.

"That sounds lovely," Bridget said tentatively. She got up onto her knees on the bed, and Erin joined her just a few seconds later. The mattress, sheets, and coverlet were all so soft beneath her knees. Right now, she wasn't wearing anything especially beautiful or alluring. It was just a snug pair of black sweatpants and a white T-shirt. Even so, her body seemed to react to some invisible electricity in the air. The little hairs along the back of her neck seemed to stand up, and maybe she could feel the goosebumps beneath the short sleeves of her shirt.

"You should probably take off your shirt," Erin said, sounding just a little bit shy now.

Bridget dropped her hands to the edges of her shirt, and she was about to pull it up along the length of her body, only then the question overwhelmed her, "What is this? What's going on?" Normally, she could be so articulate, but now words seemed to fail her as she stared hard at her friend. Erin was taller, and now she wore this beneficent smile as she reached out. With just the soft contours of her knuckles, she caressed Bridget's cheek, then her neck.

"Haven't you ever wondered?"

Bridget wasn't sure how she was supposed to answer.

"Just relax," Erin said. Next, she promised, "I will take care of everything."

She came closer, and it was easy for Bridget to tell herself that this kind of intimacy was natural between women. As best friends, they had cuddled before, hugging tight, embracing one another, relaxing and enjoying the soft intimacy of best friends. Now Erin pulled off her shirt. From there, she tucked away her sports bra.

Erin didn't stop.

She reached down and placed her fingers along the yielding elastic of Bridget's sweats.

Second by second, Bridget focused on her own breathing. Yes, they had joked about this before, and maybe she suspected that her best friend had a crush on her, but this was different. Maybe her frustrations with Leo had pushed her into this. Maybe there was something about feeling so relaxed, like she could just let go of what she was "supposed" to want or do.

In any case, she decided she didn't care.

Right here, right now, in this room, in this spa, Bridget allowed herself to enjoy those moments. Time seemed to slow down as Erin slid her sweats down along the length of her legs. "May I?" she asked.

With an audible gulp, Bridget nodded. Somehow, she could be so confident and strong in front of her husband, but now she relaxed with Erin. Why? Maybe she didn't think Erin had some ulterior motive. Perhaps she had always yearned for something like this. Ultimately, it didn't matter because her pants were off, and now she wore nothing but her panties.

They didn't last very long either. Erin peeled them off of her best friend, and then she ran her fingers up and down along the length of Bridget's legs. She was touching her lightly, just barely caressing her.

A giggle brushed up Bridget's torso and jumped from her lips. She couldn't help it. At once, Erin froze, "Are you okay?"

"Fine," Bridget replied quickly, determined not to ruin the mood. "Just sensitive."

Forgetting about the massage oil, Erin simply focused on touching her best friend. She moved her hands up and down along the length of Bridget's body. At first, she concentrated on her legs, and then she worked her way up to this beautiful woman's torso. Yes, Bridget was shorter, yet there was still something so remarkable and powerful about her.

When Bridget glanced over at Erin, she could see that look of concentration etched across her features. Erin was trying so hard, doing everything she could to please and pleasure her best friend.

"That's wonderful," Bridget said. Yes, she knew her friend had done this before, but those images had always seemed alien and disconnected from her own reality. Aside from a couple of times in college or maybe she experimentally kissed another girl during a party or something, Bridget had never really allowed herself to envision what it would be like to be with another woman, but now her nerves were sending out, and she was eager to see what could happen to how it might feel…

Erin indulged her, moving her fingertips up along her torso. She was straddling her petite friend, and that's when Bridget got bold. She reached up, ran her fingers up along the contours of Erin's neck, and then she took a firm grip. She tugged, guiding Erin down until their lips touched.

This was happening.

They were kissing.

Better yet, Bridget enjoyed those sparks of desire and yearning as her body responded. She couldn't explain it, especially because she had never experienced this kind of simmering anticipation before. Their lips fit together so perfectly. At the same time, they settled into this automatic rhythm, like they didn't need to guess what was going to happen next.

Erin pulled back, and her eyes glimmered with amusement. "May I?"

Bridget understood exactly what she meant, only she didn't know how she was supposed to respond. Was this something she was supposed to crave? Was this something she was supposed to allow?

"Yes," Bridget said breathlessly.

That's when Erin leaned down. She started with Bridget's breasts, gently kissing her left nipple, then her right. From there, she started to suck. At the same time, she reached down with one hand, and she caressed her fingertips along Bridget's inner thighs.

Eyes widening, Bridget savored the sensations as her body tensed. She experienced this strange paradox of sensations: her body tensed even as this delicious relaxation swept through her. She felt like she was exactly where she needed to be.

As her best friend pleasured her, Bridget had some idea of what might happen next, but perhaps she wasn't ready to let herself hope. She understood how her body was reacting. Heat played along her skin, and she could feel that delicious tension right between her legs.

And now, Erin lowered herself down. She pulled away from Bridget's breasts, and she started kissing her sternum, her stomach, and then she slid down between her legs.

For a few seconds, her friend wanted to ask exactly what was going to happen, like Bridget needed to hear that reassurance. Instead, Erin started licking.

Her tongue slid along Bridget's opening, one graceful, darting movement. With that next motion, she went a little bit deeper. Then she went a little bit deeper after that. At the same time, while her body stretched and reacted to this incredible stimulation, Bridget leaned her head back, and she closed her eyes. She didn't think about her husband, a man she wasn't sure she could trust. She didn't think about her other friends or what they might say. Instead, Bridget allowed herself to float through the sensations, one after another. They flickered through her body and made her squirm deliciously. The pleasure pulsed through her frame. Her nipples had hardened, and now Bridget found herself biting down and gasping through her teeth. She wanted to stay quiet, like making any sound at all might break the spell. Simultaneously, she reached out and grabbed onto the pillows. She clutched them tight, locking her fingertips down against at the soft padding.

"Yes. Yes, that, that feels so good," she gasped out without thinking. Her defenses broke, and Erin might have been grinning as she licked, sweeping her tongue down, up, from side to side.

Bridget could hardly articulate what was happening as the sensations flooded through her. Sure, Liam had offered to go down on her before, but that always felt like some kind of trick or trap. Yes, he would service her, but at what cost? She might be able to enjoy an orgasm, but what would he expecting return?

Bridget wasn't naïve; she understood how deceptive and manipulative guys could be. Frankly, she didn't trust men. And why would she? These were the sexist jerks who thought they deserved to get off whenever they wanted just because of their instincts or primal drive. Frankly, it was pathetic.

Those thoughts flashed through her head, but Bridget let them fall away. Instead, she concentrated on the darting, dancing movements of Erin's tongue. Something close to desperation exploded through her body, and she didn't know whether or not she should fight this. Bridget had never been in a situation like this before, but one thought sounded like a shout between her ears.

I don't want this to stop!

In those next few seconds, she tried to resist, only Erin knew exactly what she was doing. She understood what it took to stimulate her friend. Soon, Bridget couldn't hold out. There was no way for her to resist those movements and maneuvers. Erin's dexterous tongue continued to play, turning her on more and more until her best friend lost control.

Bridget's eyes widened, but she didn't see anything. Instead, there was just that burst of color, light, pleasure and satisfaction. The ecstasy swept through her frame until she straightened her feet, tensed her calves, and cried out. She probably screamed at the top of her lungs, but she couldn't hear it.

Then her friend pulled away, and Bridget held out her arms.

The two women embraced one another, relaxing on the expensive sheets.

With her heart pounding and her breathing still coming in one ragged gasp after another, Bridget didn't know what to do or say.

"What did you think?"

"That, that was amazing," Bridget said.

Again and again, Liam had to wonder what his wife was doing. At several points, he tried to call her, but she didn't pick up. He left voicemails, but he couldn't actually allow his voice to turn frantic or desperate. After all, if she wanted to go off with her friend and relax for a little while, that was her prerogative, wasn't it?

Occasionally, he had wondered what Sonya would do if she found out about those calls. It was easy enough to imagine her growling something like, "You don't get to disturb your wife. If she is off having fun, then she gets to enjoy herself, and you will wait for her like an obedient pet." After that, she would have strapped him down again and punished him.

He already endured multiple visits to her dungeon.

Worse, she seemed to sense his secret desires.

After that first night, she finished with him and dismissed him, sending him home. The moment he closed the front door and locked it behind him, Liam had dropped his pants and tried to pull the chastity cage off of his shaft. Of course, he underestimated this device. He figured it would be easy to remove.

Sonya was just a young woman, right? Sure, a device like this might work on a guy who truly wanted to obey, but he needed to get off. She was gorgeous, and spending so much time with her had messed with his head. All he could know for certain was that he desperately craved an orgasm. Like so many other guys, he touched himself and masturbated whenever the stress became too much. Now he had his privacy, but he couldn't access his cock!

When he gently tugged on the chastity cage, it stubbornly refused to budge. It didn't cut off circulation, but it was too tight for him to remove!

His frustration mounted, and he finally jerked his hands away from those metal locks.

For a second, he thought about pulling out a pair of bolt cutters. No, he wasn't going to take that chance. Besides, the angles would have been so awkward…

No, if he really wanted to remove this, he would probably have to call a locksmith.

It could work, he knew. But what then?

Sonya would obviously inspect him. She would expect to see the chastity cage right there between his legs.

Pacing back and forth like an angry animal, Liam didn't know what he was supposed to do. His heart pounded, the aggression flared through his veins, and he stopped when he stumbled upon the obvious answer.

Nothing.

There was nothing he could do about this.

But whether he liked it or not, Liam was left to her supervision. His wife told him that he would go there on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday.

He tried to envision some scenario where he would be able to defy her. And yet, the next day rolled around, and he kept hesitating. He put it off for as long as he could, but he eventually showed up at her gym.

Once he got there, she announced that he was late.

And that's how he ended up on the bench for the second time. He was punished, and then she exercised him hard. She made sure that he was sweaty and exhausted when he stumbled back to his car.

This happened again on Sunday. Maybe he wasn't late, but she found another reason to discipline him. Not only that, she had another surprise. "This is really for your wife, but I think it's going to be good for you."

On their drive back, Bridget got very, very quiet.

Her best friend didn't press her for any kind of answer. Yes, they had been together multiple times over the course of the weekend, but Erin knew better than to ask for some kind of label or maybe even a promise. Instead, she had accepted those moments together for what they were: these wild encounters, experiences she would always treasure.

After all, Erin understood that her best friend was still married. More importantly, she couldn't guess exactly what happened between Liam and Sonya. Yes, she had a few ideas. Even now, Erin smirked as she drove them back into the city.

Still, Bridget didn't say anything.

When Erin parked outside of Bridget and Liam's house, she still didn't say anything.

Bridget could have gotten out, closed the door, grabbed her bag, and maybe thanked Erin for a lovely weekend. It would have been so generic and bland. With the sun setting and everything cast in a shadowy haze of blue or orange, it would have been easy to pretend that this was a standard farewell between a pair of friends. After that, they never had to talk about it.

Still holding on tight to her cell phone, Bridget lowered it down and slid it into her pocket. "Do you want to come in with me? I think we need to talk."

"Sure," Erin replied casually like this wasn't a big deal. And yet, she got out of the car, and she was tempted to reach over and take Bridget by the hand. Her friend was beautiful. No, they didn't need to have some kind of "relationship," but there was still this amazing intimacy between them.

The two women headed up the steps to the front door, and once they got there, they found Sonya sitting in Bridget's living room.

The dark-haired gym owner smiled and said, "Oh, hey. Your husband is just off in the kitchen. Since he didn't have anything important to do, I had him clean. I thought you would appreciate that."

Bridget smiled, dipped her head down, and tucked a loose bang of hair behind her ear, "Actually, yeah. That's very sweet of you. Thank you."

From there, Bridget lowered her bag onto the floor and moved toward one of the empty chairs. She was about to sit down when she glanced toward the kitchen, and that's when she saw her husband reappear. This was Liam, but he looked different.

First off, she assumed he was naked. He wasn't wearing a shirt, but then her eyes dipped down toward his crotch, and she saw something else: bright pink panties.

He was holding onto a tray, and there was a single glass on it. He stopped and shook like he might drop the tray at any second.

Then, just a few seconds later, he tightened up.

Bridget watched her husband for several seconds as she watched him process all of this. Part of her thought she should turn away and maybe ask Sonya a few questions, but there was something so entertaining about that look of abject humiliation on his face.

When they first got together, he had been so brazen and brash. He had acted like the kind of guy who could get any girl. It didn't matter if he was a little bit bigger or if his hairline had already started to recede. As far as he was concerned, he was a man, strong and powerful, so he deserved someone special. Since then, maybe had made a few "overtures". Like maybe he had confessed that he wanted to serve her and pleasure her, but Bridget never quite accepted those declarations. They never seemed entirely genuine.

But now Bridget was pulled from her reverie has Erin started to grin and giggle. "Liam, what are you wearing?"

Very carefully, he walked forward, lowered the tray down onto the coffee table, and then he stood up with his back straight. At the same time, he crossed his arms behind his back. There was something so mechanical and practiced about those movements.

He's been trained, Bridget realized. In the next instant, she glanced over at Sonya.

But one word seemed so special: trained. Her husband had been subjugated, especially because she knew he would never volunteer for anything like this. Despite his protestations to the contrary, she knew that he still had some clinging sense of independence and freedom, but now Bridget reached down and slid her hand around her phone, like she needed a physical reminder of its existence. On their drive back, she had received some news. Only now, she had to decide what she was going to do with that offer.

"Tell your wife what we have been doing," Sonya instructed.

"I have been trained, Ma'am. She has been disciplining me every time I step out of line. Additionally, she has put me in a chastity cage, and now she requires me to wear this pair of her panties."

Right away, she noticed that dark spot and knew exactly what it meant. Even so, she had a different order in mind, "Show me."

His lips parted, like that was the last remark he could have expected or anticipated from his wife. Even so, he shoulders tightened, and he obeyed. He pulled down the panties and let them cling around his knees. In the meantime, she saw the plastic tube. Yes, he really was wearing a chastity cage.

"And show him all of those delicious little marks you earned," Sonya said.

That's when he turned around, and she saw the different marks, little red notations along his flesh, each one indicating when he had messed up.

"I hope you don't mind, but I punished him pretty severely," Sonya said. "As far as I could tell, he really needed it."

"I'm sure you did what you needed to do," Bridget said.

Everyone in the living room turned back to her. Even so, she waited several more seconds, like she anticipated some jolt to run through her mind and body. Seemingly apropos of nothing, she turned back to Erin, and then Sonya. "Have any of you ever heard of Athena?"

"The Greek goddess of wisdom?" Sonya asked. At the same time, she exchanged a look with Erin.

"Yes, but that's not the one I’m talking about," Bridget said.

Sonya straightened her back, leaned forward, and rested her hands on her knees. "You're not talking about the island, are you?" Before anyone could speak, she said, "The place is basically a myth, right?"

Standing there, still naked and adorned by those panties and chastity cage, Liam could only listen as the women spoke. He didn't know it yet, but an important decision was about to be made. Without being scolded or shushed, he instinctively became quiet. Spending several days with Sonya at her gym had done something to him.

Perhaps he assumed that he would be able to assert himself as he once did. Yes, he enjoyed the idea of serving his wife, but that notion had always been private. He never imagined that Erin or this young woman would be a part of it.

"I was just offered a position at the Male Behavior Modification Institute."

Liam opened his mouth, sucking in a breath, and wished he could ask her what that meant.

Erin narrowed her eyes slightly. "A position? Really?"

"They're looking for managers and administrators. They're telling me I can work for them, it would be a huge raise compared to what I used to make, and I can even bring some associates with me."

Again, Liam opened his mouth and inhaled, but he said nothing. At a glance, he could tell that these women weren't interested in anything he had to say. He was a boy, so his perspective didn't matter. He wasn't entitled to an opinion, not here, not now, not while he stood there like an object with his chastity cage on display and his arms obediently crossed behind his back.

More than anything, Liam wanted to tell these women that he was a trader; he understood options, equities, and a variety of different derivatives. Using those skills, he could take care of his wife. He could make as much money as they needed. But his heart pounded faster, and Bridget turned back to him, although she seemed to address her friends instead. "I have to think about this, but I started reading about them. This island could be our future."

"That sounds amazing," Erin told her.

"Congratulations!" Sonya chirped.

"I want you to come with us," Bridget said. She turned back to her best friend. "I don't want to do this on my own. Together, we could do really impressive things. What do you say?"

Erin grinned. "Absolutely."

Next, Bridget turned to Sonya. "What about you? Would you like to come? I have been so impressed by your reports about Liam and his behavior."

Reports?

And embarrassed chill ran through his body as he dipped his head down and realized something. Yes, Bridget and Erin may have gone off for a relaxing weekend at a spa, but his wife had continued to pay attention to him. Apparently, Sonya had been writing little messages about his progress. Maybe she talked about what he ate, how he lifted weights, and how he ran so hard until his face was a bright shade of red and he was panting with desperation. In those minutes, he had begged her to let him go, only for her to strap him down and punish him.

As those memories flashed behind his eyes, he searched for the strength and independence to tell Bridget about what really happened.

But he glanced upward, and that's when Sonya made eye contact with him. This girl was almost half his age, yet it only took a glance for her to intimidate him. His insides tensed, and he yielded to her. Like an obedient boy, he stayed quiet.

"Athena, you say?" Sonya asked. "A couple of my clients have talked about the island before. Is it really what they say?"

"I've never been there," Bridget said. "But I started doing some reading on our way back. It is an island ruled by female supremacists."

Female supremacists? When Liam heard the phrase, he instantly understood what that meant, at least in theory. At the same time, he thought of the images back on his computer and what they meant. Those ideas had always been a fantasy, he told himself again. They were imaginary. Women didn't really behave that way.

Even as he tried to cling to that supposedly comforting idea, his gaze bounced from one woman to the next. Sonya, young and powerful. Erin, tall and beautiful. His wife, fierce and unyielding. Again and again, he wanted to say something, to speak up, but he couldn't do it.

Was it possible?

Yes.

Liam didn't have to do any research, nor did he need to. Frankly, it was easy for this boy to envision a specific scenario. When he had worked in the corporate world, he had been responsible for analyzing different strategies. Sometimes his bosses listened to him. Most of the time they didn't. Despite this, he liked to think he had a tactical mind. He could evaluate the different variables and assess how they fit together. He told himself he used the same skills when it came to analyzing the oil markets and how they might affect crypto, interest rates, or how the S&P performed on a quarterly basis. Now, he used to that same acumen, and he imagined women just like Erin, Sonya, and Bridget.

They could get together, he knew. They could work together, bringing their assets into play. They could secure an island and build a new community. The world was so much bigger than most people understood, he knew. If a hundred women pooled their resources, they could find some tiny island and purchase it from a Russian oligarch or some cash-strapped nonprofit. They could build a village, a town, or maybe even a city. If they worked together, they could create something amazing.

His shaft twitched as he contemplated that. Yes, the arousal sparked deep within his body, but there was something else: flickering arousal. Although he couldn't bring himself to speak, he kept wondering what was going to happen and what they would all decide.

Eventually, Sonya and Erin had to leave. With Liam still standing off to the side like a statue, the women headed over to the door. Bridget hugged Erin, and she thanked Sonya for all of her hard work while she had been gone. After reminding her friends to think very carefully about possibly relocating, Bridget said farewell, and the others headed off.

From there, Liam's wife turned back to her boy, and she walked right by Liam without addressing him.

As she made her way toward their bedroom, she glanced over her shoulder, "Follow me."

She was surprised by the ease with which she gave him this command. Better yet, he scurried after her. He pulled up his panties, and she could hear him scampering like some eager pet.

At several points, he had told her about how he could serve her. Again and again, she hadn't believed him, but now she started to wonder if maybe this would be a possibility.

It wasn't just her experience with Erin or the reports from Sonya.

Athena existed, she told herself. There was an entire island out there where women were in control. The boys were owned. In fact, the local government expended considerable resources considering how men could be thoroughly owned and domesticated for service. It was an amazing, intoxicating thought, and now she needed to follow it to its logical conclusion.

When she came into the bedroom, she climbed up onto the mattress, turned around, and lowered herself down onto her knees. "Go fetch your laptop, Liam."

"My laptop?"

She snapped her fingers, pointed toward the doorway, and practically snarled, "Now."

The color drained away from his cheeks even as he spun around and rushed down the hall to the small bedroom he used as an office.

He carefully unplugged the mouse and power cord before tucking the machine under his arm and rushing back down the hallway. When he came back into the bedroom, he moved slowly, and she held out her hand. Just as nervous as before, he crept forward and held out the laptop. He gripped the edges with both of his hands, and she took it.

"On your knees," she said. Although she was surprised by the ease with which she made this demand, Bridget maintained her neutral expression. Her husband kept peeking up at her, but he couldn't guess exactly what she had in mind. What was she thinking? What did she have planned for him?

For several minutes, she seemed to consider the various folders before asking, "Where do you keep it?"

"Where do I keep what?" He wasn't trying to be obtuse; he genuinely understood that he had to obey her.

"Where do you keep your porn?"

For an instant, he stuttered out several different answers, like he was trying to ask a question and tell her something honestly all at once. Obviously, that didn't work, so she couldn't understand him.

"Slow down, focus on the answer, and tell me", she instructed.

Realizing that there could be consequences if he messed up, Liam swallowed back his trepidation, and he tried to think through this very, very carefully. He couldn't mess up. He couldn't make another mistake. "It's in the 'Tax Stuff' file. Click on it, then the 'Boring Stuff' file, then the 'Don't Bother Checking This Out' file."

Bridget fixed her attention on her husband for a moment, she arched her eyebrow, and then she smirked just a tiny bit. Up until now, the idea of reviewing his pornography had actually horrified her. Despite his promises to the contrary, she expected it to be harsh and brutal, gross and misogynistic. But now, she was beginning to understand the kind of man he really was.

"Let's see if you have been lying to me," she said.

"I haven't," he promised. "I wouldn't!"

Bridget didn't answer even as her finger slid along the trackpad. She double-clicked on one icon after another. And now she saw the images.

They were JPEGs simple and straightforward. At first, only the thumbnails appeared, but now she started to examine the different pieces. "This is what you like?" In one picture, a woman in a dark blue tank top had turned back to the camera even as she held up a paddle. There was a caption underneath, I can't wait to take you home and break you.

In another picture, she saw a black-haired woman with vibrant eyes grin at the viewer, Oh, you want me to give back your chastity key? No, I don't think I'm going to do that. Having you down on your knees and servicing me whatever I want has been far too satisfying. Why would I give that up? But don't worry. I'm happy to keep you denied for as long as you need. I want to turn you into my obedient chastity slave. How long do you think that's going to take?

Bridget reviewed these images, one after another. And slowly, she started to come to a conclusion. Eventually, her fingers start to glide along the trackpad, but she still didn't react.

Eventually, she turned back to her husband, and she wore this fierce grin. Normally, there was something so beautiful and alluring about her smile, except now he felt like prey in front of a predator. This Huntress was a powerful woman, and she could do whatever she liked with him. Granted, he was a couple of years older, but that didn't give him any kind of seniority or authority, especially now.

"I believe you," she said.

"You do?" Liam didn't know exactly what she meant, but he still had to ask. There was something different about his wife now, something that made him uncertain. It was like her proximity was enough to bend reality, making it harder for him to comprehend how much his world had changed. Even now, he didn't understand the full extent of her impending metamorphosis.

"Throughout our relationship, you have tried to tell me the truth, haven't you? You needed to be owned. You needed to be controlled. You were never capable of making your own decisions because you were born to be a slave. Specifically, you were born to be my slave. Isn't that right, Liam?" Her expression darkened as she stared down at him, and he stuttered out another answer.

"I'm not interested in anything you have to say right now. Just be quiet and listen."

He shut his mouth. He sat there straight on the floor and stared up at her as he waited for her to tell him what would happen next. She was in control, and she would make these decisions. All he could do was obey.

It was simple and inevitable. There was no way for this boy to argue, fight, or resist.

She saw into the core of his being, and now she knew exactly how to manipulate him.

At several points, Bridget wanted to burst out laughing because it seemed so simple and obvious. She was a woman, and so she was his superior. That alone was enough. His instincts forced him to comply. And to think, he had been yearning for the opportunity to obey before his time with Sonya.

What would happen now? How would she be able to take advantage of him? Excitement burned through her body, and that's why she said, "I want to have some fun with you. I want to see exactly what I can do with you. Go to the closet and get my bag of scarves. It's small, blue, and cotton."

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered obediently. He rushed over to the closet, and he started scouring the different options. He pushed different garments aside as he worked to find it. As he pushed one pile of clothing out of the way, then moved on to the next, Bridget touched her fingertips together and watched.

His desperation was almost palpable, like it radiated off of his shoulders.

Then he found it, he turned around, and he brought it over to her. She took it, set it aside, and then she stood. She had on a black dress with dark gray tights. She kicked off her shoes, lifted her skirt, and pulled down that layer of snug fabric. As he watched, she grinned down at him. She sat, and that's when he realized his wife had also discarded her panties all in one graceful movement.

She spread her legs, and that's when she held out her fingers. "Suck them," she said with her two digits pointed at his face.

He gulped, still uncomprehending, but he would obey her. It felt as though he had no choice as he leaned forward, wrapped his mouth around her digits, and sucked, just as she ordered.

As he served her, Liam squirmed with helpless frustration. It emanated right from his imprisoned cock. Second by second, he could feel those desires pulse between his legs. His breathing came faster, and he wanted out. He wanted out so badly! Then a twisted thought seeped into his chest. It pushed all the way down to his stomach, like he was on some roller coaster, and the world just dropped away.

What if Sonya kept the key? He couldn't believe that some girl who looked like she was barely out of college could have his shaft imprisoned like this. It was only supposed to be for the weekend. The weekend was over!

Bridget pulled her fingertips back, and he looked up at her. With big, nervous eyes, he knew he had to say something. But how could he bring up this subject?

Then his shaft twitched again as she spread her legs, leaned back, and braced her weight on one arm. With her fingers splayed and her palm down, she relaxed into the soft movements. With her free hand and her damp fingers, she slid her digits along her slit. She started touching herself, and Liam could hardly believe it.

"I'm discovering a lot about myself," she said. "And maybe I'm discovering some things about you as well, Liam."

For a second, he wanted to tell her that he had always been honest with her. Despite her suspicions, Liam had ever tried to manipulate or control her. He had never lied to her, deceived her, or attempted to trick her. But then again, he was down on his knees with a pair of panties and chastity cage between his legs, so he knew he needed to stay quiet.

Her eyes flashed, and she smirked. "Smart move," she said as though she could guess exactly what he was thinking. "You could try to talk right now, couldn't you? You could try to say something inane, but I'm not interested in anything you have to say to me, Liam. All I want you to do is be quiet and obey. Can you handle that?"

Liam opened his mouth like he thought he was going to speak, only then he remembered her point about remaining quiet. Frightened and timid, he dipped his head down and brought it back up. He nodded eagerly, almost frantically.

"Smart boy," she replied as her fingers continued to slide up and down along her opening. Surprisingly, she didn't start moaning or gasping. She didn't cry out as some pulse of pleasure dashed along her body. Instead, she leaned her head to the side, and a few loose strands of hair brushed along her shoulder, "I'm starting to see the world differently. I'm starting to understand how things are really supposed to work."

Her tone seemed distant and far away, like she needed to explore these different concepts. With each word, she tasted the different possibilities, exploring them one by one as she tried to comprehend how things could be and how they might change.

"I know that those pictures entice you. And now I'm wondering why. What is it about them that makes you so excited? The girls are pretty, that much is obvious. But look at that text. Look at what they are telling you. They want to keep you locked up. They want to take away your freedom and your independence. They want to shape the world into something new." She pressed down as she rubbed herself. She was masturbating right there in front of him, and he desperately wished he could just jump up and do something.

Help her?

Yes! Liam envisioned a dozen different scenarios where he could start licking her or stroking her or fondling her. He yearned for the chance to grope at her body, only he remembered what happened last time. He remembered how she reacted and what she assumed. Like an obedient, well-trained pet, he stayed there on the floor.

"I'm going to reconsider everything about our relationship," she promised him. "I'm going to think about how I behave and what you are going to do moving forward. Because here's the thing, Liam. I think it's time to give you what you always promised me."

He looked up at her, his eyes big with uncertainty.

"You always said you wanted to serve me, didn't you? You said you wanted to put me first. Okay. You are going to get that opportunity, Liam. From now on, I'm in charge. Say it."

For a moment, his body locked up, like he wasn't sure what to do. Before, she had told him to be quiet, and now she expected him to speak? Then again, she was in charge, and so she could change her mind whenever she liked. "You're in charge," he said.

"Say it again."

"You're in charge."

"Good," she replied. "Now, I want you to pull down your panties and caress your scrotum."

"What?"

"I gave you an order. I expect you to follow it," she said.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, but he obeyed. He tugged down the panties until they bunched around his knees again, he spread his legs as much as the elastic allowed, and now he dropped one hand down between his legs. She watched, intrigued. From there, she watched, her eyes narrowed slightly. He brushed his fingers along his scrotum. He teased his balls, massaging that spot underneath. At the same time, he started to growl, to grimace.

"Are you enjoying yourself?"

"It feels good, but…" As hard as he tried, he couldn't bring himself to ask her about the chastity cage. It seemed like a futile gesture, especially because he never saw her take the key from Sonya.

"But you want out of your chastity cage, don't you?"

"Yes!"

"Too bad," she taunted him. In the next moment, her body tightened. It started between her legs and flashed up into her torso, along her breasts, into her arms and down along her legs. Her toes tightened, and the rigidity splashed through her frame. It felt incredible.

And yet, she could have more, she knew. Unlike other women, she didn't need to "ask" her husband for his oral servitude. She could demand it. She could demand it whenever she liked!

"Slave," she whispered. She assumed her voice would have been low enough so that Liam couldn't hear her, but he gulped and nodded.

"Yes, Ma'am," he replied obediently. "I, I'm your slave."

"I like that," she said, those three words were decisive. "I like that a lot. Now stop touching yourself, crawl over here, and lick me."

"Yes, Ma'am!" His cock twitched again, and there was that flood of desperation running through his body. He experienced it along every inch of flesh, but there was nothing he could do except obey this woman. It felt right. Her words vibrated on the air, and there was no choice. He couldn't consider defiance or disobedience. That's why he crawled forward, and he slid his head up between her legs.

For so long, he had envisioned scenarios just like this one. He had hoped he might be able to surrender to her, and now he did exactly that. He started licking her. He slid his tongue along her crevice, and she purred through those first few seconds.

He lapped his tongue along her opening like he was a thirsty dog. He was worshiping her, and he was grateful. He could hardly believe it, but there was that sense of rightness; Liam knew he belonged right there, on his knees before this powerful woman.

"Stop," she ordered.

He froze and pulled away.

"That was a test," she said to him. "It's a good thing you passed."

What would have happened if he messed up?

"If you messed up, then there would have to be consequences, right? But right now, I just want to play with my slave. I want to toy with you and to see exactly what I can do with you." Her eyes shined with predatory delight. In that moment, she didn't look like the sweet, demure girl he had fallen in love with. Instead, there was a hunger rippling like an undercurrent just beneath the surface of each word she spoke.

"Thank you, Ma'am," he said with that same sense of gratitude swelling his chest.

She placed her hand on the back of his head, pulled him forward, and gave the command, "Lick."

He obeyed again, sliding his tongue up and down along her opening. When that wasn't good enough, she pulled him closer, and his tongue dipped down along the inner walls of her pussy. He tasted her excitement and savored those flavors as they danced through him. On some primal level, he knew that this was where he belonged. Something finally fit into place, like he didn't need to worry. His world shrank down; there was only her pleasure and her satisfaction. Nothing else needed to matter, so long as he could please Bridget. With Liam down on his knees before her, she became more than just his wife.

At the same time, Bridget could feel it as well. The physical sensations were amazing, she could acknowledge easily enough. And yet, there was something else as well. It was just as primal, just as powerful, only it felt like a brand-new sensation. It was a different kind of drive, a different sort of emotional response.

She had to wonder, Is this what power feels like? Is this what it means to take charge?

"Take charge" sounded so feeble compared to what she was feeling. "Take charge" was a phrase advertisers would use to sell a new cereal or energy bar. This was entirely different. It was the understanding that she could take charge of one of the most important relationships in her life. She would own this boy. She would have a new position, and she would be able to own him.

Yes, she could own her husband. She could train him and tame him and shape him to whatever she liked. Up until now, she had relied on the foolish assumption that men deserved rights and respect. But what if they didn't? What if they were just another sort of animal in desperate need of domestication?

Bridget savored that question as the pleasure roiled through her body. It spread, faster and faster. Now she braced herself on both of her arms, she curved her back, raised her chest, and tilted her head up as much as she could. With her eyes closed, she embraced the sensations and wondered exactly what it would be like to live on an island where men were owned.

Her lips parted, and she cried out, gasping. Hot desperation pulsed through her as it coalesced into an orgasm. She came hard! The pleasure pounded down against her as it morphed into that wild, incandescent ecstasy. Effervescent satisfaction raced along her body. She experienced it along every inch of skin until she finally ordered, "Stop!"

She surprised herself with the strength of her voice. This wasn't some request from a wife. No, that was the demanding command of an owner talking down to her slave.

Yes.

This felt right as the different pieces of their revised relationship started to fit into place.

And now, she had a surprise for him, something else she craved.

"On the bed," she ordered. "And take off those panties."

"What, what are you going to do?"

"Whatever I want," she told him.

He gulped, and that's when she reached for the small bag with the scarves which he had retrieved before. Once he was naked except for the chastity cage, he lowered himself down onto his back, and she contemplated this man.

"Do you know why it took me so long to understand who you really are?"

He shook his head from side to side. With those frantic, tensed motions of his head, he conveyed so much more than just his ignorance.

Fascinated by this boy, like she was seeing him for the first time, she slid her hands along his frame. She touched his arms, his legs. She moved her palms up along his chest, and then she stroked his neck. Obviously, he enjoyed the sensations, but there was something else simmering just beneath the surface of his mind and body: fear. His heart was pounding faster, and she grinned. As she did so, she made sure her husband saw the edges of her teeth.

There was a flash of fear along his face, and that's when she threw herself forward. She straddled him and pulled his right arm toward the corner of the bed.

"What, what are you doing?"

"Tying you down," she said simply.

"What?"

"I'm in charge," she answered. With those three words, she made it abundantly clear that he didn't get to have an opinion. If she wanted to tie him down, she could do it. If she wanted to torment him, then it was her prerogative. The excitement burned through her body as she uttered those words because she didn't need to justify herself. There was no need for her to explain anything to this boy.

She tied down his right wrist, then his left. She used the scarves, pulling the ribbons tight. If he hoped that this was some game, like something a couple of newlyweds might have done as they savored the excitement of being "naughty," Liam must have been disappointed. Within seconds, she had him tied securely, and it was obvious there was nothing he could do to get away.

"Those orgasms were nice, but I think I deserve more," she said. Without asking for permission or even telling him what she intended, she straddled his face and lowered her opening down against his mouth. Because he was waiting for her direct order, she said, "Lick."

Right away, he obeyed. Understanding his status, he raised his head just a tiny bit, pressed his mouth to her pussy, and he started linking.

Yes!

She braced herself, savored the sensations, and enjoyed the fact that she could simply demand this whenever she liked. Too many guys were squeamish about going down on her girlfriends and wives. They saw it as a humiliating act. She didn't know whether or not it was. After all, it wasn't like Liam could claim any kind of power in the relationship. Obviously, she had seized control. She could demand whatever she wanted, and he didn't get to argue, fight, or resist. He couldn't exert his will at all…

And she loved it that way!

With the excitement thrumming through her body, she reached up and brushed her fingers along her breasts. At the same time, she settled into the soft rhythm as she rubbed her pussy against his mouth. He kept licking, gliding his tongue up and down. Later, he tentatively tried to get creative. He moved his tongue in different patterns and movements. He tried to spell words, to make circles or stars, all for her satisfaction.

Her eyes narrowed, and she continued to enjoy his helplessness. She reveled in his captivity. Because yes, at that moment, he was a captive. For just a wild heartbeat, she glanced over at his right wrist, then his left.

"Struggle for me, slave," she ordered. Although she didn't need to explain herself, she still enjoyed these words as they hit the air, "I want to see you squirm. Struggle as hard as you can. If you can free yourself, I will let you out of the chastity cage."

Wait. Was that an option?

No, he decided. She was just messing with him. Part of him wished he could complain, but he understood his status. It wasn't an intellectual conclusion; rather, he could sense it deep within his chest, deep within his psyche. This was how the world was supposed to work. It was like following a new instinct, something that always lurked beneath the surface, but now she had pulled it out and she intended to take advantage of him.

Whether he liked it or not, there was no way he could change her mind.

And yet, it was still easy to release the dread. He let those jagged bursts of fear ran through his body as he pulled on his right arm, then his left. He squirmed, just as she expected. He pulled his body as hard as he could, first to the left, then to the right. At the same time, his wife chuckled as she enjoyed his best efforts. His muscles flexed, and it was obvious he genuinely wanted to escape.

Bridget closed her eyes, and she basked in one image: her husband gliding out from beneath her, only then he would get his head down and bow before her. Even with a taste of his so-called freedom, he would be ready and eager to serve her because he understood his place. He knew where he belonged.

Perhaps they both finally understood.

Running her teeth along her bottom lip, she hissed like a wild animal and watched as he continued to struggle. His tongue slid along her crevice, and she reveled in the sensations, one after another. "What's wrong, Liam? You can't get away? Are you trapped? Does this mean you have to be my slave? Does this mean I can tie you down whenever I want? Just keep licking if you know who and what you are."

His tongue continued to dance along her opening. He served her, and then this next orgasm exploded through her body. She arched her back again, tightened her fingers down against the palms of her hands, and she moaned, crying out those sounds. Before her time with Erin, Bridget had always been so concerned about how she sounded when she had sex. But now, she let go and released those animal sounds.

When she pulled away, her features were flushed, and she looked down along his body.

"How are you feeling right now?"

"Desperate," he answered with one quick breath.

"Desperate? Desperate for what?"

"I, I'm desperate to please you," he said.

"And?" Bridget asked as she casually reached down and brushed her fingers along his scrotum. She teased him gently, just barely touching him, yet it was enough to make his whole body stiffen. "Do you like that, Liam? Do you like how I'm touching you?" Just as vicious as before, she grinned down at him. She savored that look of trepidation as it played across his features. He wasn't handsome, not in the classic sense, but she didn't care. Right then and there, she knew she had power over him, and that was intoxicating.

Control could be a heady aphrodisiac; she had now discovered.

With her free hand, she slid her fingers along his flank, down his thigh, and up toward his imprisoned cock. Not only that, she actually wrapped her fingers around the plastic tube, and she squeezed. He must've felt that gentle touch, but he couldn't do anything about it.

"I bet you would've come by now," she said. "What do you think?"

"Yes!" Liam admitted. He kept squirming beneath her, and she marveled at his captivity.

"I wonder what the world would look like if every woman understood how powerful having a boy strapped down could make her feel. What would we do if we came together and decided that all of you boys needed to be owned?"

"You, you would be in charge."

"Are you ready to surrender to me? Are you ready to become my slave? After this, you will follow every single one of my commands. You'll do whatever I say."

"What, what about the investments?"

"Oh, I guess you can take care of those," she said, allowing him some narrow silo of independence and freedom. "Do you think you can handle it?"

"I, I will do my best. I will serve you!"

"It's cute when you make it sound like you have a choice," Bridget said to her bound husband. "Now, plead for the chance to be released from your chastity cage."

"But, but we don't have the key," he wanted to say to her. Before a full second could elapse, he stopped himself from uttering those foolish words. After all, he needed to be a boy, which meant he had to follow her orders. It didn't matter if they didn't make any sense to him. It didn't matter if this felt illogical or irrational. Gulping back his trepidation, he looked up at his wife. Yes, she was beautiful. Yes, she was powerful. Yes, she controlled him. "Please. Please let me out of the chastity cage. Please, let me out, just for a little while? Please, I need to get out of this thing. Please, let me go! Please, I, I can't take it!"

The desperation and powerlessness accented every word as he stared at her. His eyes were big, his muscles tightened again, and he thrashed about, but she kneeled over him. She still had one hand on his locked shaft. With the other, she teased his balls with soft caresses that sent sparks of desperation running up along the length of his body.

Deep down, Liam wondered how long he could endure this. He seriously had to wonder how long it would take before something inside of him broke, like this primitive need could shred his mind and leave him spent and burnt out.

"Please, Bridget. Please, Ma'am!" He didn't know how he was supposed to address her. At that moment, she didn't seem to care either, so long as she could enjoy the combination of fear, desire, and desperation. "Please, please let me out of the chastity cage. Please!"

"If I did, would you remember your place?"

"Yes!"

"And where is that?"

"On my knees, at your feet, wherever you want me. I, I have to serve you. I belong to you! I, I am your boy. I am your slave!" The words flooded out of his mouth, one after another. "Please!"

That's when she reached over, opened the nightstand drawer, and pulled out a key. When he saw it, his eyes grew wide, his lips parted, and he stopped, paralyzed by some mixture of disbelief and hope.

Casually, like this didn't matter, she reached down, and she unlocked his chastity cage. Bridget removed the lock, and then she set it aside. He heard the metal clatter down against the surface of the nightstand, and he remained locked in his own body.

Was this some kind of game? Was she just taunting him again? What if she removed the lock, only to set it aside before bringing it back and clicking it into place?

She could do that.

As his wife and as his owner, she could do whatever she wanted, and he would never be able to stop her…

The truth of their relationship slammed into him, burrowing deep as he watched. Then she pulled the tube away, followed by the plastic ring from the underside of his scrotum. She set the different components aside, and now his shaft was hard and pointed upward.

Feeling wicked, she reached down and glided her fingers from his scrotum up to the base of his cock where she stopped, lifting her fingertips and starting over again with his balls. His pulse quickened as he took one shallow breath after another.

"Is there something you want, Liam?"

"I, I want to serve you," he said. "Please allow me to serve you?"

"You know, I could just leave you here right now, couldn't I? I could leave you tied down, and then I can come back and lock you up again. Maybe this should be a reward for you. What do you think, Liam? Should an erection be considered a reward?"

He surprised her, "I, I don't know."

At so many points during their relationship, he donned that carapace of masculine certainty and assertiveness. When he went to parties or while he was at work, he would try to pretend that he could handle anything. But now, he told her the truth. He didn't know because this was her decision, and she was in charge.

She peered down at her boy and understood what he meant. He was ready to serve. He understood where he belonged…

That's why she positioned herself over him. He probably couldn't believe it, but she wrapped her fingers around his cock. She took him in hand, lowered herself down, and she slipped into position as she surrounded him.

A shiver ran through his body as he enjoyed the heat and dampened tightness of her slit as she claimed him. Far too often, boys assumed that sex was about penetration. No. They were wrong. When a woman claimed the man like this, she was in control. Liam was on his back, strapped down and powerless, exactly where he belonged. In the meantime, she could do whatever she liked.

And right then and there, she savored how they fit together. She enjoyed claiming him just like this.

She slid upward, lowered herself down, and settled into this movement. "Don't you dare come without permission," she growled down at him.

"Yes, Ma'am," he promised. "I, I won't."

She leaned down and pressed her palms against his shoulders. At the same time, she locked her eyes on his. Maybe she wasn't as tall as Liam, yet that hardly mattered at this moment. While she was placed on top of him, she bound him thoroughly. Better yet, she seemed bigger and more powerful, but he never could have stood a chance.

By her will, she owned him.

And now, she enjoyed the pleasures of his body as she rode him. She savored how he felt right there between her legs, the contours, heat and solidity of his cock.

In the meantime, Liam struggled hard not to lose control. His breathing came faster and faster. He squirmed. At several points, his biceps tightened, and he pulled hard on the scarves. The soft fabric bit down against his wrists, but he didn't care even as his fingers wrapped around the material. He pulled on it as hard as he could, yet he remained trapped right there on his back, underneath this woman, precisely where he belonged.

"I can use you," she said. "I can take you whenever I want, just like this."

Liam didn't know whether or not those words were really intended for him. Perhaps she was talking to herself. Maybe she just wanted to enjoy vocalizing her power. Ultimately, it didn't matter what he did or said.

They both knew it.

And then she locked her eyes on him again. Another smile crested her lips, and he knew he had to speak. He had to acknowledge her authority. "Yes. Yes, I belong to you. I swear, I will serve you. I will do everything I can to please you, to pleasure you. I will be the best husband I can be."

She slowed and stopped, "And what does that mean, Liam?"

"It, it means I'm a slave. It means I’m your slave."

"Perfect," she said.

For a moment, he envisioned some scenario where she might lean down and kiss him. Instead, her features tightened, and she sat up. She scratched her nails along his chest but he hardly noticed. Instead, she sped up. She moved her body up and down along the length of his cock again and again. The pleasure building, the pressure intensified, and she knew she was almost ready.

Almost…

Almost…

Almost…

Yes! She allowed her body to relax. There was that thunderclap of sensation, and it raced along her body. By now, she had lost track of how many orgasms she had enjoyed. In that moment, she stopped thinking about anything, yet a couple of words still jumped from her lips, "Come for me!" She wanted to dictate the exact moment when he lost control because she was the owner, and he had become little more than her property.

Sure enough, his shaft throbbed and pulsated. Moment by moment, he pumped into her, lifting his hips as much he could. Liam was on his back, but he did all of the work now. She braced herself on top of him, held him down, and basked in his powerlessness. He couldn't get away. He couldn't stop. She dictated his every action.

And then it was done.

Panting, she pulled away, and then she looked down into his face for just a moment.

"You're spent," she said. She glanced back down along the length of his body. Moment by moment, the energy and enthusiasm seemed to be fleeing him. His shaft started to soften, and she grinned again. "I guess that means it's time for more chastity."

That's when she dipped her head down, and she whispered into his ear, "Don't worry. I'm not going to get tempted again. This time, you're going to stay locked up for much longer. It might just be a weekend. It might be a week, two weeks, maybe a month."

If this was a test, Liam had to pass it. That's why he answered with the only two words that could have been construed as appropriate, "Yes, Ma'am."

"Good boy," she said before patting him on the head. Then she drew back, and she decided to go take a shower. She wanted to relax, but she should probably lock him up first as she said, right?

Nah. Casually, she slipped away. If he had any questions, he didn't ask them. He knew better than to question his owner.

As far as Bridget could tell, this was how relationships were supposed to work. They were certainly simpler and far more exciting this way.

Her control didn't end with a single night. No, she kept him mostly naked that first night. She ordered him to pull his panties back up, and then she used him as little more than a human pillow. She relaxed against the warm solidity of his body, and she closed her eyes before drifting off to sleep. If Liam had any questions he wished he could ask, he simply didn't get the chance. Obviously, his wife wasn't interested in talking to him. She had used him, and now she was done.

When they woke up in the morning, she pushed herself up, and she smirked down at him. "Go make me breakfast," she commanded.

"But, but I should check on our investments," he said.

"You can do that later," she replied smoothly.

At that moment, Liam probably could have argued. There were different answers he could have given her, yet his insides tightened, and he knew that he needed to obey his wife.

"I understand," he said. He pulled himself out of bed, and he was going to grab a pair of sweat pants and a T-shirt, but she clicked her tongue. At once, he spun, and he faced his wife...now his owner.

"No," she said. "You still look cute in those panties. Just go cook."

He gulped, nodded, and headed out into the kitchen. In the meantime, Bridget placed her fingers together behind her head, she closed her eyes, and she contemplated the future. As he worked diligently in the kitchen where he belonged, Bridget thought about his new position.

More than that, it would be a new country, an entirely new lifestyle. Was she prepared for something like this?

Probably not, but she didn't care. She was ready for the challenge. Last night and this weekend had been so much more than she could have ever anticipated, but she found herself ready to adapt. She could become someone else if that's what it took.

Eventually, she rolled onto her side, grabbed her phone, and she started reading about Athena.

Over the next several weeks, they worked on moving. There was packing to be done, arrangements to be made. Along the way, Bridget kept waiting for some burst of defiance from her husband. She thought he might try to reassert himself, like perhaps her original suspicions had been correct. He didn't "really" want to be subjugated. Instead, it had all been some kind of lie, especially because she enjoyed tying him down, feeling him squirm, climbing on top of him, and riding him hard.

She did this almost every night. Each time, the orgasm swept through her body, overwhelming and unconditional.

When Bridget sat down and relaxed and simply allowed herself to consider all of these changes, she recognized something simple: this suited her. Control, power, and authority came easily. She was surprised, especially because she had never really sensed this within herself before. Even when Liam had made those promises, she hadn't quite been able to believe him. But now, she enjoyed seeing her husband scurry around her home. She loved knowing that she could give him any command, and he would obey. It all seemed so right, so natural, like this was exactly how the world was supposed to work.

Soon enough, it was going to get even better, she knew.

It was time to go to Athena.

The flight was easy enough. Her new employer purchased first-class tickets for both Bridget and Liam, although when she first spoke to the liaison who was helping her, the woman asked, "Are you sure you want to buy a ticket for your boy? If you prefer, we can be transported in the cargo hold."

Bridget had been alone in the living room. For a couple of seconds, she was genuinely tempted. A little smirk pulled out the corners of her mouth, and she dipped her head down. Eventually, however, Bridget shook her head. "No, that won't be necessary. I think his transition to Athena is going to be traumatic enough already."

The liaison nodded, perhaps having heard that answer before, and so he got to enjoy one last taste of independence and freedom. Of course, Athena was a small island with just a few flights coming and going each day. The planes were nice, of course, considering the amount of wealth concentrated in this tiny country. Bridget leaned back and enjoyed the leather seats. She and her husband watched different programs and relaxed together.

Of course, he still remained utterly subservient. But while they were making their way across the ocean, Bridget didn't have any tasks for him.

She fell asleep at some point, and woke up right as they landed. There was that jolt of sensation as the tires hit the runway.

Since she and Liam were in first class, he retrieved their carry-on luggage, and they headed out onto the main concourse. Once there, they both paused for several seconds. Bridget had no idea what her husband was thinking, but she didn't especially care, especially as she admired her surroundings.

In some ways, this looked like a standard airport. There were little shops, small eateries and restaurants, plus lots of seats where people could wait. Women strolled and strode around with greater confidence than you might have been able to see at some other airport in some other country. But then, there were the men: many of them were naked, all of them were collared. A few of them had been leashed, and women walked in front of them, holding onto those leads as they headed toward their destinations.

A young woman in a blue uniform came up to Liam and Bridget. She was tall and carried herself with graceful confidence, "Ma'am, we're going to need to take your boy for processing."

"What does that mean?" Bridget asked.

"Don't worry," said the officer without addressing Liam himself. "This is going to be for his own good."

Right away, Liam glanced over at Bridget. He expected some word of reassurance, but his wife just smirked at him.

The woman in the blue uniform took him away from his female sponsor.

He followed obediently, and he kept wondering if the woman was going to say something.

A few seconds later, he found himself in a plain, white room. The woman had him sit down on an exam table, and he couldn't help but notice the leather restraints. Fortunately, she didn't use them on him. As she turned to go, however, Liam had to ask, "What's going to happen?"

"Don't worry. These are just a few precautions. When the technician comes back, she's going to give you a Covid test."

"Right," he said. The door closed behind the woman, and he couldn't help but flinch when he heard the audible click of a lock engaging.

"Welcome to Athena," he whispered.

It was ridiculous, but Liam stayed on the exam table, like he thought he might get in trouble if he even dared to put his feet on the floor.

A few minutes later, a woman in a white lab coat came through the door.

She held a tablet computer in her hands as she considered the information. "Liam?" she asked. It didn't sound like she actually cared about his name; rather, she wanted to make sure she performed the right procedures on the correct male.

"That's correct," he said with as much dignity as he could muster.

"Strip naked and bend over the table," she ordered.

"What?"

She exhaled, releasing a slow sigh of exasperation, "Is this your first visit to Athena?"

"Yeah," he said. "My wife and I are moving here."

"Well, since you and your wife are moving here, that means you need to get used to following orders. I'm a woman, and you’re a boy," she explained like he was nothing but a child, "As such, you are expected to behave. Strip and bend over."

A nervous gulp slid down his throat, but Liam didn't see any choice. Despite the fatigue from his trip, he pulled off his shirt, his shoes, socks, pants and boxers. Soon, he was wearing nothing but his chastity cage.

"Don't worry," she said. "Your wife gave us a copy of the key."

What? She gave a copy of the key to his chastity cage to a bunch of strangers?

By now, Liam was standing right there in the middle of the small exam room. That's when the woman put her hand on his neck, and she shoved down. His elbows hit the soft padding, and she said, "As long as you cooperate, I won't have to restrain you."

He opened his mouth and wanted to say something about how she wouldn't have that option. Then again, he remembered his place. More importantly, he knew he had to serve his wife. He needed to make her proud, which meant cooperating. Even if this felt strange or unusual, he told himself that he was in another country. He had to follow their laws and the regulations unless he wanted to get in trouble.

Standing behind him, the technician pulled out a tube. When Liam glanced over his shoulder and saw it, it looked like some kind of dildo, only she carried it over to him, ordered him to open his mouth. He was thinking she would use a cotton swab or something.

Instead, she shoved the dildo-shaped instrument right into his mouth. "Don't spit this out," she commanded. Her tone turned harsh, and he knew there would be consequences if he struggled.

Next, she pulled out another tube, she slid some kind of gel along the contours, and then she stepped right behind him. On some level, he must've known something like this was going to happen since she had commanded him to bend over. She parted his butt cheeks, slid it down, and penetrated him with the tube. From there, she inserted small brushes into both of the tubes, "This is a much more effective form of testing."

Next, some kind of creamy liquid was shunted through the tube in his mouth. "This is going to help soothe the irritation in your throat," she said, which was only a partial truth.

Obviously, the technician wasn't going to share this information with a boy, but the liquid that he now swallowed also included a special drug. It was a modified sedative, one that relaxed certain behavioral reactions. Essentially, this drug helped males embrace their natural obedience. It would make it harder for him to think and harder for him to resist any command. On Athena, they had found a way to create chemically induced obedience.

"You're going to need to be tested for the first five days after your arrival," she said. "Now, we can proceed with the medical exam."

After removing the small tube from between his butt cheeks, she gave him an anal cleansing followed by the insertion of a butt plug. "This is going to make sure there aren't any leaks," she said.

Liam thought he had felt something else from behind, but he didn't ask any questions. He didn't know if it was a question of fear or something else, but he knew he had been penetrated. At the same time, there was this added pressure, and next she actually removed his chastity cage! As she unlocked it with that casual ease of a clinician, he thought he might be able to enjoy a few minutes of freedom.

He was wrong.

The technician opened a drawer, and she pulled out another item. "This is a sanitary belt," she explained. It came with a cage and a sock for his penis, plus a special pad to soak up any dripping excitement. She put the belt around his waist, held it against his butt crack, then around his scrotum and attached it to a new cage. From there, the technician pulled his balls through a hole at the bottom of the belt. Finally, she added another set of locks.

His freedom had stretched on for just a few seconds. Feeling defeated, he followed the technician into another small room.

Once here, he found his new set of clothing.

"What, what is this?" Despite the belt and his new cage, Liam turned back to the technician. A hint of anger slipped into his voice as he picked up one of the possible outfits.

It was made from some kind of soft material. It felt like a combination of treated cotton and satin, but now he lifted it up and saw that he was holding onto a mini dress.

"You can think of it as a skirt, like something maybe an ancient Greek or Roman gladiator might have worn," she said. "Now get dressed."

Liam hesitated. He couldn't help himself.

Was he really going to wear something like this? Granted, he was in a new country, one where women had complete power and authority, but this was ridiculous. He couldn't wear something like this!

"Do I need to talk to your sponsor?"

"No!" Liam promised.

"Then get dressed," she said.

He pulled the new outfit over his head and shoulders. The waist was cinched, making it squeeze along his torso, but he didn't have any choice. Not only that, he glanced down and saw the pleated skirt. One of his shoulders was laid bare, and he glanced around, thinking he would be allowed to wear some underwear or at least panties.

Nope.

"Come along," said the technician.

She strode ahead, glanced back once she was at the doorway, and she watched as Liam dipped his head down and followed along.

Bridget had her legs crossed as she swiped her fingertip gently along the tablet. She scanned across the different pictures, memes, videos, and updates on her feed. She had slept through much of the flight, which meant she needed to catch up. Besides, she knew it would be a little while before her husband was done.

Yes, she knew all about the drugs, the exams, and the humiliating medical procedures. She had also reviewed some of the different clothing options for Liam as a male on Athena.

After a little while, she noticed movement in her peripheral vision, glanced up, and she saw the technician first. This young woman had on her white lab coat, and she seemed friendly in a professional manner. Behind her, Liam followed like an obedient boy.

Bridget lowered her tablet onto the seat next to her, she climbed up onto her feet, and now she saw her husband.

There was something different about the way he walked. Then she snickered for just a moment, thinking of the insert and the belt he had now been forced to wear.

This was going to be good for him. "Okay, Liam. You look lovely," she said, her eyes twinkling. He opened his mouth; he understood that she was teasing him, but there was nothing he could do about it. "Let's go."

At several points, he asked her what she was going to be doing with her new job. Each time he inquired, tension flared along his body. Even so, he needed a distraction. Liam and Bridget both sat in the back of a car. A woman was up front, and she drove quietly. As they made their way from the airport, he knew he could look outside, but he didn't want to see the naked or collared men. At one point, he had glanced up at the wrong time and noticed the way a metal band glistened around one man's balls.

Bridget had noticed and smirked. At that point, she had opted not to tell him about the ownership ring or what it meant.

A little while later, they pulled up in front of a lovely, two-story home. It was gorgeous with rocks out in the front, beautifully trimmed hedges, and a large porch. "Get the luggage," Bridget instructed. Of course, they had already shipped most of their belongings to Athena, but she still enjoyed giving him a command.

At the same time, he had noticed how he didn't get an answer. She didn't tell him what she would be doing. She didn't offer him any kind of insight about her new job, whatever it was going to be. The only thing he really needed to know was that he would be dependent on his wife. Yes, they obviously had an internet connection, so he could continue to maintain their investments, but that was the last of his independence.

Once inside, they started to explore. They saw the formal dining room, the kitchen with its granite countertops, the expansive living room, the family room, and the bedrooms upstairs.

Bridget saved her favorite part for last: she took him to the master bedroom, only now she pushed another door aside, and that's when he saw the cell. It was a small space, about as large as a walk-in closet, only a set of shackles dangled from the wall.

"You don't want to be a bad boy," she said.

Fortunately, the movers had already brought most of their furniture in, including a new chair. Frankly, it looked more like a throne, and then he noticed the opening.

"Let's try it out," Bridget decided.

"What? Right now?"

She lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and tossed them onto the floor. "You can fetch those later."

Then she snapped her fingers and pointed to her throne. "Crawl underneath," she ordered. He understood what was going to happen. She would sit, her body would be exposed, and he would be expected to lick and to service her.

That's exactly what happened. Once he was underneath, she assumed her position, and now her sex pushed down against his mouth.

As his tongue danced along her crevice, she decided to tell him about his new life, "You're going to love it here." She didn't know if that was true, but she giggled. It felt like the right thing to say. "I'm going to make sure of it. Yes, you're just a boy, and you need me to be your sponsor, and there are special rules for you. You have to worry about what you do when you go outside. Yes, there's a curfew for boys on this island. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

His heart pounded faster, and he could feel the heat play along his cheeks.

Honestly, Liam didn't know how he really felt about this. There had been his fantasies, but this was different. This was an entire nation. At the same time, he didn't need to ask. He would never be able to leave, not without her permission. Now that he was on an island, the local government assumed that he belonged to her. They were married, right? Didn't that make her property?

His shaft twitched inside of its cage.

"Oh, and I'm going to need to get you a part-time governess," she said.

What?

He couldn't speak, but she paused and seemed to revel in that idea. "That's right. She's going to watch over you, make sure you do your housework, and teach you the rules and protocols here. Then you're also going to need a trainer, aren't you? I want you to develop and maintain a nice, firm body for me. Plus, there are so many techniques you can master when it comes to servicing your owner and pleasing her. Don't worry. By controlling your chastity, we will make sure that you are properly maintained and trained."

She said all of this while he continued to lick. "Oh, and don't forget about the scrotum stretching treatments. Eventually, we're going to attach an ownership ring. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

His eyes widened, but he couldn't see anything while he was beneath her throne. Despite his shock, despite his disbelief and uncertainty, he continued to lick. If nothing else, he understood that he had to obey this woman. Back in the United States, his compliance had been a choice, like a lifestyle or something. Here, he knew it would be maintained and enforced.

On their first night, she enjoyed several orgasms, first on her new throne, then in the living room, then right before she went to sleep. Feeling puckish, she watched as her husband brushed his teeth, and then she called out, "Liam, come here and service me." That was all it took. He scurried back, slid his head between her legs, and he eagerly ran his tongue along her sex.

At the same time, she had to ask, "Are you nervous, Liam? Are you scared about your future here? Don't worry. I'm going to have fun taking care of you. I'm going to make sure you get everything you need."

He didn't know whether or not he should believe that. He couldn't decide whether or not he could trust his wife at this point. Obviously, she enjoyed her power and control. On this island, she was an influential woman while he was nothing but a boy.

Eventually, she finished with him, pulled him back up, and they fell asleep together. Of course, he still wore his belt, and she relaxed into the ease of knowing she was in control, of knowing that wouldn't change…

On those first couple of days, he continued to service her. Yes, she started to go to work, but she still didn't tell him what she did. As far as she was concerned, he was just a boy, and he didn't need to know one way or the other. It wasn't like she cared about his opinion or that any of his ideas mattered.

After four days, however, she decided she wanted to start working full-time, and that's when her "help" arrived.

When someone knocked on the door, Bridget ordered him to go answer it, and he obeyed. He was wearing nothing but a black collar around his neck and the chastity belt between his legs, but he still scurried over. He braced himself, thinking he was about to be embarrassed in front of strangers.

No, it was worse.

Liam opened the door, and he immediately recognized their visitors: Erin and Sonya.

His eyes widened, and he sputtered out one word after another. He couldn't remember what he tried to say to them, but everything seemed distant and incoherent.

"You made it!" Bridget said. She scurried to the front door, and the three women embraced.

Erin snuck a kiss, like she could do whatever she wanted, and Bridget just grinned back at her.

"Liam, go get a couple of glasses of wine for our guests." From there, Bridget conducted them inside, and the three sat down while her husband rushed to follow their commands.

A few minutes later, he came out with a tray, glasses of wine, and he could hear them laughing. Once he appeared, they shifted the topic of conversation, "Liam, meet your governess and your trainer."

He lowered the tray onto the coffee table and stood. At the same time, the drugs affected him and made it almost impossible for this boy to think clearly. Both of these women were taller than him, stronger than him, and they could control him. "Yes, Ma'am," he said. "I, I will do everything in my power to obey." Those words surprised him, and he blinked, but Erin rose to her feet.

She started circling him, looking him up and down.

"Don't worry," she said. "I can make sure that you learn how to behave properly."

"And I'm looking forward to getting you on a real training regimen," Sonya said from her spot. She crossed one leg over the other, took a slow sip from her wine glass, and smirked at him. "This time, I won't have to give you up after just a couple of days."

The women continued talking, Liam stood there, and he didn't know what to do, he didn't know what to say, and so he was left with just one option: obey.

Several days later, Liam woke up. He had been allowed to sleep in his wife's bed, and he pushed himself up onto his hands and knees. That's when he heard someone knocking on the front door. For a few seconds, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth. What would Bridget want him to do? How was he supposed to behave under the circumstances?

Tentatively, he hoped he wasn't breaking any rules as he crept down to the first floor. Along the way, he kept hoping he would see or hear Bridget. But no, apparently she had gone to work. Liam answered the door, and his shoulders tensed as he saw her.

"Hello," Erin said. She had her hands on her hips, and she grinned down at him. "Let's get started on your training."

She sauntered into the house as though she owned the place, started to look around, and she nodded to herself. "This is a lovely home, but you're not doing a very good job with the upkeep, are you?"

If he had been back in the United States, then maybe he could have argued with her. Perhaps he could have summoned his old veneer of defiance and masculine authority. After all, he had always wanted to belong to Bridget. He had always wanted to serve his wife, a woman who had the potential to seize control.

But after days of being subjected to the obedience drugs, Liam gulped and dipped his head down. "What would you like me to do? How can I serve you?"

How can I serve you? The question popped into his head even as it left his lips, and it felt absurd. Even so, she circled around the living room, and she brushed her fingers first along some of the shelves, then the coffee table, and finally she turned to the large TV mounted to the wall. "That's what I like to hear," she said. "Obviously, you are not taking your role as house husband seriously enough. Go ahead and start cleaning. I'm going to sit down here, oh, and you should get me a glass of wine, don't you think?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

But this was Erin. It wasn't his wife. Why did he just address her as Ma'am? Frustration flared through his body, and he couldn't quite understand it, yet a different reaction asserted itself: arousal. His shaft twitched, and he tried to ignore her as best he could, but this woman was still beautiful and powerful. She exuded the easy grace of a woman who knew she couldn't be defeated, especially by a boy like him.

And so he started cleaning.

Along the way, she "educated" him.

"You know, it's good for a boy like you to learn your place. You are inferior on this island. I mean, you are still an inferior back in the United States, but you didn't know it then, did you?"

Liam couldn't bring himself to answer, mostly because he didn't know what he was supposed to say. He remained quiet and hoped that would be good enough.

She giggled, enjoying the way she could just tease him relentlessly. At the same time, she must have known that this would be good for him, "Boys need to be trained. They need to be subjugated. That's what's going to happen to you, Liam. You can feel it, can't you? Day by day, you know that you are surrendering to the women around you. And it's not just Bridget, is it?"

"No, Ma'am," he said. Somehow, remaining silent had started to feel like defiance, which he knew wouldn't be tolerated. In fact, there was this sense in the pit of his stomach that he needed to obey all of these women. He always had to do whatever they said. They were in charge, and he would serve them to the best of his ability.

"Good. That's why you like having a governess, isn't it?"

He locked his teeth together. He wasn't sure what he was supposed to say.

No, that wasn't true. There was a correct answer here. There was exactly one response he could give her.

"Yes, Ma'am," he finally said. As he uttered those words, it felt like some vital surrender, but he couldn't bring those words back.

"Say it for me," she said.

"I, I like having you as a governess," he said.

"And your grateful?"

"Yes. I'm grateful. Very grateful."

Again, some part of him wanted to rebel, yet a sense of subservience overwhelmed all of his other impulses. He couldn't help it. Deep down, he knew who he was supposed to be. No one had told him about the drugs, but even if they had, it wasn't like he could do anything about it. Yes, he was locked in his belt, but a simple order probably would have been good enough to keep him trapped.

As he cleaned, she followed him around. She observed. And every time he messed up, perhaps missing a spot or simply because she wanted him to repeat an action, she gave him an order. "Clean that again," she would say. "Oh, I think you need to do that again. Don't you?" Whenever she asked him a question, there was only one possible answer, "Yes, Ma'am."

Despite his need to follow her commands, Liam could still think clearly. He could still consider his situation, and he could track how strange this was. Yes, Erin was Bridget's best friend, but it seemed so odd that she would be in control. Again, he considered how it felt natural to listen to Bridget. But Erin? Sure, she could intimidate him, especially with her superior height, not to mention her beauty. There was the shine of her dark hair, the way her eyes blazed, and so much more. She was intoxicating, but he still needed to think for himself, right?

"Guess what?"

By now, almost an hour of his frantic cleaning had gone by. Again and again, she had corrected his behavior, ordering him to clean or rearrange one item or another. By the time Bridget came home, this house would be spotless.

"What?"

"We are going to start your orientation. Today."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. Despite his instinct to follow her orders, a question jumped into his head, so he had to ask, "How long will that take?" He assumed she was going to say a couple of hours, perhaps a couple of days at most.

"One year," she said.

"What?" He couldn't help but ask. Yes, he had a sponge in one hand and a damp rag in the other, but he turned back to her, and he straightened his back. He wasn’t defiant, not exactly, yet some part of him couldn't process what she had just told him.

"It takes a year," she said, striding closer to him. She marched forward with the easy confidence of a young woman who knew she couldn't be defeated, not by this boy anyway. "You see, men are foolish, silly creatures, and so they need a lot of training. They need a lot of discipline. But don't worry. That is exactly what I'm going to give you. I'm going to make sure that you are thoroughly broken for your wife or whatever woman she's decides to sell you to."

"Wait, no…" Somehow, his confusion became so strong that he could defy the drugs running through his veins. Now he looked at this woman, and he shook his head from side to side. "No, that can't be right. She would never sell me. She can't."

"Why not?" Erin asked. At the same time, her eyes shined with that same sadistic delight. Perhaps she enjoyed his trepidation, the way he scrambled against the new realities of his situation. Once he hesitated, like he couldn't push through the effects of the drugs, she seemed almost saintly as she placed her hands together just in front of her stomach. Her fingertips touched, and she smiled again. "Go on, tell me. Is there some reason why your wife wouldn't be able to sell you?"

"Is there slavery on this island? Really?" He clung to that thin thread of hope and possibility.

"It isn’t called slavery," she replied. "That would be crass."

"But…?" His voice drifted because he couldn't finish the question.

"Boys are bought and sold all the time," Erin replied. "But don't worry. We're going to make sure you are thoroughly trained. She could get a much better deal that way."

"No, you can't let her do that," he said.

"Why not?" Erin sounded genuinely curious. "Do you really think you have something to offer, Liam? As far as I can tell, you are average at best. But here you go. Let's see what you have. Let's see what you can do. Go on. Keep cleaning. Don't mind me just observing."

She was observing him and judging him and then she made it obvious, "You know, Bridget is my best friend. She's going to listen to me."

Erin didn't stride forward, but Liam still felt as though he had been struck. He couldn't take this. He couldn't handle it. Only then, she grinned, "Keep working. You don't want to disappoint your wife. You don't want to disappoint me either, do you?"

No, he didn't. If he messed up here, then maybe she would convince Bridget. After all, there were those strange little moments, instances where he thought he saw something flash between Bridget and Erin. At first, he had thought it was just his imagination. Yes, Erin enjoyed being with women, but Bridget didn't.

Nothing could happen between them. Right?

Obedient because of his natural inclinations, the drugs, or some combination of the two, Liam went back to work. She followed him, she watched him, and she enjoyed the tension that played along his shoulders, up his neck, and in each of his frantic movements. He scrubbed so hard! He vacuumed furiously. He made sure to get every speck of dust and dirt.

Even so, she pointed out imaginary mistakes, and he nearly panicked every time.

Perhaps Erin reconsidered whether or not she should be cruel to this boy, but it was so much fun! She could tease him with the different possibilities. Besides, she still had her plan.

"I'm going to go take a bath," she announced. "Keep up the good work."

A bath? His brows creased with concern, but he knew better than to tell her what to do. She was a woman while he was just a boy, so she could follow her inclinations, no matter what they happened to be. He, on the other hand, needed to stay quiet and out of the way. If she wanted his opinion, she could ask him for it.

Once she was gone, however, some of the frantic energy abandoned him.

For another ten or twenty minutes, he continued to clean, only couldn't maintain that pace. He slowed down, and then he pulled his hand away from the sponge. He glanced back at the kitchen counter tops. Seriously, they were literally sparkling, so why did he have to do this.

Erin gave him a command. As his governess, that was her right.

Liam nibbled on his bottom lip. At the same time, he glanced outside. Technically, he understood some of the important rules. He wasn't supposed to leave the house, not without permission. Despite that simple directive, he really, really wanted to get some fresh air.

She was still taking a bath; she would be at it for a while, right? Besides, if he stepped outside without permission, it wasn't like anyone would know. He could just be right back inside. The house was huge.

With those thoughts ringing inside of his head, Liam stretched his arms, and then he walked toward the kitchen and the back door. Very tentatively, he reached down for the knob, turned it, and suddenly he enjoyed a soft breeze against his face. He opened the door, stepped outside, and he just relaxed. He considered the backyard for a couple of minutes.

Almost frightened of being outside now, he quickly stepped back into the kitchen. But as he did so, this anger clawed at him. What was he doing? What was he so scared of? He could go outside if he wanted!

And yet, he still considered himself to be an effective strategist, so he cleverly headed back upstairs. Unsurprisingly, the guest bathroom door was closed, so he came up to it, knocked, and asked, "Ma'am, is there anything I can get you? Is there anything I can do for you?"

"No…" Erin said. She sounded very, very serene, like she loved just soaking in their bathtub. "I think I'm going to be in here for a little while. Keep working," she instructed.

The house was pristine. There was nothing else he could do.

Granted, that didn't matter. At once, he understood what she expected from him: constant work and continuous effort even if it was utterly futile. She didn't care if he wasted supplies or time or energy. None of that mattered because he needed to obey.

Again, he felt that urge again. There was this inkling, prompting him to obey his governess. Although he didn't know about the chemicals running through his body, he still endured the consequences. And now, Liam felt like he had a decision to make.

While she was busy taking her bath and relaxing, that meant he had some time. Didn't he?

"I can do this," he whispered.

Liam ran the tip of his tongue along his molars. He contemplated the shapes of his teeth as he pushed his lips together. Finally, he made the decision. Without thinking about it, he rushed downstairs. He didn't run, not exactly, especially because he didn't want to make too much noise or attract Erin's attention. He needed her to relax. He needed her to enjoy herself.

Back before they came to Athena, Liam had routinely gone for walks. He often meandered through the neighborhood around the block. Now he would do the exact same thing.

He went to the front door, opened it, and he glanced outside.

It was daylight, so boys routinely went outside unescorted. Obviously, they had to have permission, but it wasn't like anyone would check. Unless he got profoundly unlucky and some random cop just happened to be in the neighborhood, he would be fine.

If he had to endure a full year of training and so-called "acclamation," then he wanted to reassert himself. For just a few minutes, he needed to prove that he wasn't utterly helpless, nor did he have to do whatever these women said. He was still a man, which meant he still enjoyed some sliver of independence and freedom. Simultaneously, he tried to justify all of this. He thought about how Bridget was technically his sponsor, so did that mean he even had to listen to Erin? What rights did she have as his governess?

He hated that title. It made him sound like he was some little kid from the 1850s or something.

Shaking his head, Liam made his decision, and he stepped outside. Then he turned around and very carefully closed the front door so that it wouldn't make any extra noise. Within a few seconds, he was out on the porch, and then he stepped down to the walkway. From there, he made his way past the hedges and to the edge of the property. He saw the sidewalk. He looked around. The street was pretty much empty. Technically, people could have been watching him from the windows, but that seemed unlikely. They had phones, tablets, and a functionally limitless supply of content.

He stepped onto the sidewalk. From there, he fell into an easy stride. Seconds later, he started to speed up. Obviously, he didn't know how long Erin might spend on her bath, but he couldn't be greedy.

Feeling disobedient and puckish, he giggled, sped up again, and then he broke into a light jog. This felt ridiculous, like he had just stolen something, perhaps a piece of candy, and now he needed to get away. It wasn't meaningful; it wasn't significant. Even so, he had broken a rule, and now he was getting away with it!

He cleared one street, then another. He turned, and he was halfway back home.

By then, the adrenaline started to spike in his bloodstream. He was disobeying his governess. What if he got caught? What if someone saw him? What if one of the neighbors reported him or something?

No, he told himself. It was the middle of the day, and that wouldn't happen.

Besides, he wasn't officially breaking any rules. He hadn't violated the male curfew. If anyone saw him, they would assume he had permission. Most men didn't break the rules. Most men were quite obedient and docile. There was no reason to suspect him. He could use that.

As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, he decided he couldn't take this. He came back onto his street, and then he broke into a run.

He was only a couple of houses away when he heard it: a siren.

In that first fraction of a second, Liam told himself that this was just some kind of bizarre coincidence. A police officer had been driving by, and she was headed off to some important call. It had nothing to do with him, he didn't need to panic or freak out.

"Stop right there, young man," came an amplified voice.

Liam froze, turned around, and instinctively held up his hands. It felt ridiculous. He had done nothing but walk outside, and yet there was a police cruiser right there. It was the afternoon, so they didn't have their headlights on or anything, their emergency lights flashed, and he didn't know what to do.

A woman got out of the driver's seat. Another officer got out of the passenger's seat, and they approached him.

"Is there a problem, officers?" Liam asked as though he had been in the situation before. But really, he had heard those words repeated in different movies and TV shows, so now he parroted back this question and hoped it might work.

"What are you doing out here?"

"I, I'm just going for a walk," he said. He looked from the first woman to the other, but their mirrored shades made it impossible for Liam to read their expressions. What were they thinking?

Although it couldn't help with any kind of certainty, the two women glanced back and forth at one another. They smirked.

They just want to mess with me. They just want to mess with me for a couple of minutes, and then they will get back to doing their jobs. It is a power play. It's nothing else. I don't need to freak out. I don't need to worry. Desperately, he clung to those thoughts. He tried to believe that this would only last for a couple of minutes. If he could get back in time, then Erin would never even know he was gone. He could still get away with this.

"A walk?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, careful to get his head down low and to maintain a politely respectful tone. These women were in charge; they made all of the important decisions, and he was just a boy. He tried to convey his understanding of his status and theirs with each word and gesture.

"Does your sponsor let you out like this?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Are you lying to us?"

"No, Ma'am. I'm being honest," he said a little bit too quickly.

"You sound nervous," said one of the officers.

Fresh dread pumped through his veins. It burned along his body as he endured that fight or flight response. Moment by moment, he desperately wished he could just turn around, slam his feet against the concrete, and run hard. At the same time, he was acutely aware that these women had a cruiser; it would be so easy for them to drive him down and to catch him. No, running would be stupid. He knew this, yet the itch to do so kept simmering just beneath the surface of his skin.

"Respectfully," he said, "I'm talking to a couple of police officers. I am nervous." He hoped that this bit of honesty would be enough.

"Where do you live?"

Obviously, he knew his own address. He hadn't needed to use it, but he was aware of the numbers and the street name. Even if he had forgotten, Liam could have raised his arm, pointed, and made it quite clear where he lived. Even so, something held him back. He couldn't bring himself to speak, not here, not now.

"I'm sorry, ma'am. I didn't mean to cause any trouble. Is it okay if I just go home now?" He tried to sound innocent, like he hadn't done anything wrong, but the reality of his situation continued to press down on him like gravity had suddenly grown stronger.

"No," said the first officer.

"That's right," said her compatriot. "Don't worry, boy. We will tell you when you can go." She stepped forward, invading his personal space. He wanted to retreat back, only he wondered if that would make him appear even more guilty. "Now, tell us, where do you live?"

"I, I can’t tell you," he replied.

"You can't, or you won't?"

"I can't," he said.

"Is that because you are out here without permission? Did you sneak out, young man?" There was a very good chance that both of these officers were significantly younger than Liam. Despite this, they had no problem talking down to him.

She asked a question, and he didn't have any other option. He understood that he was in trouble, and so he turned. He threw himself forward, and he tried to run!

One of the officers pulled out her stun gun, aimed, and fired. The prongs shot through the air, caught him at the small of his back, and the electricity roared through his body. All at once, his world became a bright burst of pain. Light flashed across his vision before he found himself on his back. He was staring up toward the sky, and the atmosphere was so blue with a few puffy clouds, but then there was this officer, and she had her boot right there on his chest.

At first, he couldn't understand what she was saying, but he stared at her mouth as she held up her radio.

Just like that, he knew he had been caught.

He expected to hear his Miranda rights. But then again, this was Athena, not the United States, and he was a boy, so it wasn't like they had to worry about proper procedure. As far as they were concerned, they had resecured an errant piece of property. He had wandered off, and now he needed to be interrogated. In some ways, it was all very simple.

They didn't talk to him right away. On the contrary, one of the officers went back to the trunk of her cruiser, she opened it, and she came back with a set of restraints. They locked leather manacles around his wrists after pulling his arms behind his back. Next, they splid the muzzle into place.

"I wonder if some of the boys are developing a tolerance to the drugs," one of the officers said.

"Hey, I like it when they try to run. It gives us something to do," said her companion.

"True," replied the second officer. "But now we also have to do the paperwork."

"Yeah, but we are going to have some fun with this one. He looks like he's going to squirm."

By now, they had shoved him into the back of the cruiser, they slammed the doors shut, and the two policewomen assumed their positions up front.

When they brought him to the police station, he again expected them to start asking questions or make demands of him. Nope. They weren't interested in talking to him. Instead, they posed him, took several pictures of him for their records, and then they went to his belt. One woman ran some kind of scanner along the edge of the belt, and it chimed. She nodded, turned back to her computer, typed in some information, and sent him along.

"It's time for your interrogation," said a different woman.

They shoved him into a small room, and they made him lie on the floor before his head was placed in a box. His hands were secured to the side to that box, and his ankles were cuffed and locked with chains that dangled from the ceiling. His legs were then separated and pulled back above his head.

At first, he didn't know what was going to happen, but another woman came in. She wore a white lab coat. She was a different kind of technician, however.

First, she removed his muzzle.

"Look," he said. "I'm sorry. I messed up. Please, just give me another chance. Send me home."

By that point, they had to know who he was, right? All of this personal information had been uploaded into a small microchip on the belt. That's what they had read, right? Even now, Erin or Bridget was probably on her way to come pick him up. That's what he desperately wanted to believe, but the technician just cocked her head to the side. She was a young woman, and she looked a little bit like Bridget, but she grinned and said, "No talking."

No talking? Really? This wasn't a freaking library!

But that's when the woman opened up his belt, she freed his shaft, and the cold fear kept him from getting immediately erect until she inserted something into his cock. She penetrated his urethra with a small, metal rod.

His breathing came faster and faster, but the technician wasn't done. His butt cheeks were spread, the metal plug was also inserted. From there, both the rod and plug were connected to a control panel with different dials, switches, and buttons. Until now, Liam hadn't paid any attention to the machinery.

But now, he started to figure out what this was. He began to imagine what these women had in mind for him.

"If it helps, you're going to be working with two of our finest today," said the technician. She glanced down at her clipboard, scanned across the different pages of the roster, and then she grinned. "Officers Daisy and Amanda are two of our finest. If they don't feel like playing with you, they’ll probably break you in a couple of minutes and send you home. How does that sound?"

"If they don't feel like playing with me? What does that mean?"

Liam didn't seriously expect an answer, but the technician smirked before lowering her clipboard. "Well…sometimes they get frustrated and decide they want to have some fun with our boys. If that's the case, you're going to be in for an interesting time." With that ominous promise hanging on the air, the technician turned around and headed toward the exit.

"Wait…"

"Yes?"

Liam couldn't believe he was about to do this, only the panic spread through his body. It ripped through his defenses, making it impossible for this boy to think clearly. He knew he had to try something, and he obviously wouldn't be able to free himself. At the same time, he could already imagine the electricity flashing across the wires. He hadn't experienced that yet, and he knew time was working against him.

After one nervous gulp, he tried to make this sound like a serious offer. This woman needed to listen to him; she had to believe him!

"My, my wife still lets me control our investments," he said. "If you let at me out of here, I can pay you. Please. I can pay you!"

"Interesting…"

Interesting? Interesting was good! He could work with that!

"I swear, if you just get me out of here, we can go to a bank right now. Or better yet, once we are outside of this building, I can give you all of the passwords and login information that you will need. I swear, I know the credentials. I know everything. Just get me out of here!"

The woman paused. He clenched his eyes shut, and he held onto this one hope. It really sounded like she was considering his offer.

He wasn't a terrible salesman, he knew. Maybe that wasn't his greatest strength, but this could work. It could really work!

It seemed like the technician was seriously considering his offer.

"They don't pay very well, do they?" As those awkward stilted words left his mouth, he flinched. Yes, he was restrained in one of the most demeaning and humiliating positions imaginable. Not only that, he had been violated and penetrated. Still, he tried to sound nonchalant.

"They don't," she said.

"Look, you don't have to be part of this; you can help me. You'd be doing a good deed. Please, just help me get out of here!"

"Okay," she said.

"Okay? Okay, you’re going to do it?" Almost frantically, he jerked with his arms and legs as he desperately attempt to free himself. The chains and restraints clattered as he attempted to move. In spite of his best efforts, he wasn't going anywhere. That didn't matter, however. Again and again, Liam told himself he was getting out of here!

In fact, with that hope burning bright at his center, Liam started to wonder if maybe he could talk his way out of this. Maybe he could go back to Erin and try to bribe her as well. These women liked to believe that they were prim and proper, but maybe they could be just as venal as any man.

"No," she said.

"Wait, what?" He couldn't push the disbelief out of his voice.

"I just said okay. I mean, okay, I'm going to have to tell your guards about this. They aren't going to like that you tried to bribe and manipulate an employee here."

"No, wait!"

It was too late; the door shut behind her.

A sickening sense of fear throbbed through his body. Before, he had known he would be punished, but now it was so much worse! With his heart thundering, Bridget's boy redoubled his efforts. He twisted and squirmed, yanking and pulling as hard as he could. He fought so hard to free himself. With his head locked in a box and his arms restrained and his leg suspended, he didn't stand a chance. There was no way he could tear through this metal, but he couldn't give up either.

Then the door opened, and he froze.

"What do we have here?" asked a female voice.

"I don't know, Daisy."

"Huh. Amanda, I think this is a disobedient boy who’s in desperate need of discipline.

"Really? He looks okay to me," Amanda replied. "What did he do?"

This was a farce! They obviously knew about his crimes, but they were putting on this little production for his benefit. Liam needed to speak, to say something. He had failed with the technician, but maybe he could reason with these women? Perhaps there was something he could say?

Clearly, a bribe wouldn't work. What else did he have? As his thoughts and buzzed into useless static, Liam struggled to come up with a good idea. In the meantime, they continued to tease him.

Officer Daisy strode forward and ran her fingers along his naked leg. Then she reached down toward his cock and balls. "First, he left his home without permission. Second, he tried to run away from some of our officers."

"He ran away from police officers? Doesn't he know he’s just a boy? Doesn't he know he has to do whatever he’s told?" She emphasized specific words for dramatic effect.

"Look, I messed up. I get that. Please, don't do this. Please!" He sounded so pathetic. Even to his own ears, he didn't come off as powerful or aggressive. He sounded like some boy who had messed up and was now pleading for mercy.

Back in the United States, when he worked in an office, he had stood tall and controlled most conversations. Even if it had felt fake, it still worked. He had been able to craft his own persona and influence those around him.

No more.

Officer Amanda walked up to him, and she moved her hand along his body. She touched him casually, like she was a potential buyer and needed to get a sense of his contours and the solidity of his frame before making her decision.

Should she buy him? Should she leave him?

"I didn't give you permission to speak," Amanda decided.

Immediately, he understood what was going to happen next. With his head in the box, he didn't get a good view of the control panel. He only really saw it when he walked in here, although he had assumed it was unimportant. He never imagined it could be used for something like this…

He heard the click of one of the switches. She snapped it into place, and before the sound finished vibrating along the air, the electricity surged up into his body. The wires became electrified, and he felt it right between his legs, both at his front and his back. Two items penetrated him. And now they surged with biting electricity.

Everything became pain.

Everything morphed into incandescent agony.

His thoughts scattered, disintegrating into oblivion as he endured that first burst. Maybe she pulled the switch back. Maybe it was only programmed to last for a fraction of a second. Even so, time seemed to stretch. After the electricity stopped, he still twitched.

Obviously, Liam had pulled hard against his restraints, yanking and twisting with everything he had. Those thoughtless struggles didn't change anything. When his consciousness knitted back together, he still found his head in that box, his legs raised, and his wrists encircled by those shackles.

I'm trapped. I'm trapped, I can't get out of this. They can do whatever they want with me! What can I do? How can I convince them to stop? There has to be something I can do! There has to be—

Amanda didn't make another demand. She didn't talk to him or even turn back to her compatriot. Instead, she hit a different button, or so Liam imagined, and then the electricity struck again. Serious, jagged bolts of energy shot through those wires and straight into his body. It flared down along the length of his cock, between his buttocks, and straight to the core of his body. It felt as though every nerve he possessed suddenly cried out all at once.

Everything turned to white. He was screaming or shouting again, but Liam didn't even hear those noises. The sounds may have bounced off of the walls, or maybe they were swallowed up by that agony. He didn't know. He couldn't understand what was happening, not while he endured.

Then it faded, but his body still shivered with aftershocks.

"Oh, you didn't like that, did you?" Officer Daisy asked. Sadistic joy resonated with her question, probably because she had dealt with arrogant boys before. In fact, she told him, "You know, I’ve seen guys like you. You come to our island, and you think you can do whatever you want. It's really aggravating. I mean, this is our island. We are in charge, and you’re just a boy. While you are here, he will do as you're told. You'll be obedient. I saw your file."

At first, Liam didn't want to say anything. Fear tightened at his core. At the same time, he instinctively flexed his fingers and his toes, like he needed to remember how his body worked. Over the course of just a few minutes, it seemed like his nervous system existed for just one reason: pain.

"What did it say?" Amanda asked. Presumably, she had gone through the same information, but they enjoyed talking in front of him. They were teasing him.

Even so, Liam experienced something very strange: gratitude. Yes, they could punish him at any moment, but he didn't want to fall back into that agonizing storm again. He needed to stay here. Even if it meant being naked, penetrated, and humiliated, it didn't matter. He tried to cling to his sense of obedience. He tried to think of himself as inferior, just as they demanded.

"First, this boy had the temerity to go out on his own," Officer Daisy said.

"You mean he went outside without his sponsor's permission? That's awful," replied her colleague. Officer Amanda slid her hand over to his right butt cheek, she pulled her arm in the air, and then she smacked him hard. Next, she went for his right thigh; yes, those swats hurt, and they sent fresh jolts of embarrassment running through his body, but it was still better than the electricity.

"Oh, he did more than that," Daisy told her. "When our officers found him, he tried to run."

"Is that true?" Amanda asked the trapped boy. "Did you really try to run away? Don't you know that when a woman asks you a question, you have to answer her? You don't try to run off, even if you have done something stupid like leave your house without permission."

"It, it was a dumb thing to do," he agreed.

"Very dumb," Amanda said.

"Very, very dumb," Daisy told him.

"What setting should we use?" Amanda asked, only she wasn't addressing the trapped boy at this point.

Her fellow officer considered this, and she said, "Make him scream."

"No. No, don't," he pleaded. He couldn't watch as her hand drifted closer and closer to the control panel. Any moment, she would push a button or hit a switch, and the electricity would shoot into the wires, frying his nerves.

He closed his eyes; he couldn’t watch this.

It hurt!

The pain burned through his body, making him scream. Their prisoner shouted and cried out with everything he had. It was no longer conscious, and he was no longer cognizant of what happened. He pushed that air out past his lungs, even as he twitched and struggled against his restraints. He fought with everything he had, but he wasn't thinking. There was no strategy here.

Worse, there was nowhere for him to hide. For those long seconds that somehow felt like hours, Liam endured the agony just as these women enjoyed themselves.

"Now, tell us why you went outside without permission," Officer Daisy demanded.

He didn't answer right away. That might have been enough to earn him another shock, but she decided to smacked his exposed asked instead. She brought her hand down hard, raining the blows one after another.

Liam tried to tell himself that the electricity made these blows irrelevant. It didn't matter if she smacked his ass, but that wasn't true. Fresh pain drilled into him, sprinting along the contours of his body. At first, he managed to bite down, to retain some semblance of dignity even as his fingers tightened and his toes locked into place.

But then he called out again. He squirmed, gasped, and finally whimpered.

This woman knew exactly what she was doing.

She made sure every blow stung.

Finally, it stopped, and she asked again, "Why did you go outside without permission?"

"I, I just needed to get some fresh air," he said, stuttering through his answer.

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure you didn't have something else planned?" Officer Daisy asked. Each time I spanked him, they had to roll him onto his side. The restraints just barely allowed him to move into position, but now they did it again, and he shivered. The dread raced along his frame, making them freeze up.

Officer Amanda reminded him, "You know, you're going home to your sponsor at some point. Your wife is going to want to talk to you. And of course, she's not going to believe anything you tell her about your time here. She might punish you, especially if we remind her that he misbehaved. She could be really upset with you right now. What do you think of that?"

"I, I don't want to make her upset," he said. "I'm telling the truth. My governess, she told me about my orientation. I realized that I wasn't going to get out of my chastity cage. I, I couldn't take it. I had to get out. I just had to get out for a little while. I did everything else you want to. I cleaned so hard. I worked so hard!"

"Excuses, excuses," Officer Daisy said. She was probably shaking her head. "What do you think? Another spanking or fresh electricity?"

"What do you want, Liam?"

"I want to go home!"

"That's sweet. He wants to go see his sponsor. He wants to get down on his knees and beg for forgiveness. Isn't that right?"

Liam knew this wasn't an interrogation, not really. They were teasing him, toying with him, and asking questions in order to train him. They were state-sponsored man-breakers. He was about to snarl this point back at these women. He intended to shame them because it was the only weapon he had left.

Perhaps they sensed something in their captive's body language. Perhaps he tensed up a moment before he was about to defy them. He had to push through the effects of the drugs, but Liam didn't care. He could to this!

No, he couldn't.

They didn't give him the chance.

The officers hit another button, turned another dial, or flipped another switch. In the next moment, the pain exploded through his body all over again. He became rigid even as he cried out. Maybe he thrashed some more, and perhaps the women were laughing at him. Maybe the gentle sounds of their enjoyment wafted across the air as they took in the show. This would have been a fun little demonstration for them. They didn't have to fill out paperwork or worry about some meeting with their colleagues. They could just do what they loved: punishing an errant boy who thought he could run off.

Then it stopped, and that's when he saw one of the women standing over him. She had pulled away the top of the box, and she smiled down. She seemed so tall, so powerful and overwhelming. He didn't know whether this was Officer Amanda or Daisy, yet it hardly mattered. She pulled up the hem of her skirt, and then he saw that she wasn't wearing any panties. She sat down on the box, and suddenly her pussy was right there over his mouth.

"We can take a break from the questions," said this woman. "In the meantime, lick."

Right away, the prisoner slid his tongue along her sex. He understood how he was getting used. He recognized his diminished status. Deep down, he could feel it: his position as a slave. Maybe they didn't use that term. Whether they loved it or hated it, the consequences were the same. He was owned, trapped, and he wasn't going anywhere.

His tongue darted along her opening, just as she demanded. He licked her, servicing her as quickly as he could. At first, Liam told himself this was the best he could do, only he knew that wasn't really true. She just wanted satisfaction, right? She just wanted to get off, didn't she?

He could accomplish that goal, but he didn't have to genuinely offer his best. This was just a power trip for her, right?

Only then, she pulled away, she smoothed out her skirt, and she looked down at him. Wait. Why had she forced him to stop? Why had she withdrawn?

Turning back to face him, she looked down at this boy. "That wasn't very good," she said. "When a woman demands that you lick her, you have to give her your very best. Was that your very best?"

Liam started to answer. There had to be some kind of explanation he could give, but the officer turned back to her compatriot at the control board.

Realizing that she wasn't listening, Liam switched tactics. He started to beg, "No. No, don't. Please, don't!" They all knew exactly what was going to happen, just as they understood that he wouldn't be able to get them to change their minds.

In that next moment, electricity raged through his body all over again. Those tendrils of energy ripped across his pain receptors. His nerves screamed out. He jerked as hard as he could against his restraints, but there was no escape. He couldn't move more than a few inches in any direction, and the women were laughing. He couldn't hear the sounds, but maybe he could feel it somewhere in the depths of his psyche.

Then it stopped, and Daisy stood over him. She lifted her skirt, and she positioned her slit right over his mouth. "Lick," she ordered.

This time, he jerked his head up, and he held it at that awkward angle while his mouth opened and his tongue slid along her crevice. He sped up, going faster and faster with his tongue. He did his absolute best to this time. Liam worshiped her body, giving him everything he had. No, she wasn't his sponsor, but that didn't matter because she was a woman, and she could punish him whenever she saw fit to do so.

He stretched his tongue as much as he could. He went deep, and he could feel the swollen contours of her clitoris as he pleasured her. Moment by moment, he sacrificed his dignity. He burned through his personality, like he really had become nothing but a piece of property. He was an object to be used, so it wasn't long before Daisy shivered through her orgasm. She gasped, let out a little cry of pleasure, and pulled away. She smoothed out her skirt, tilted her head to the side, and glanced back at her companion.

Officer Amanda asked, "Does he deserve another shock?"

"No, please don’t," Liam panted. His lips were wet and shined with the woman’s excitement.

"Yes," Daisy said. "He spoke out of turn."

The color drained away from Liam's face for just a moment. He tried to brace himself because he knew what was coming. At the same time, he understood the futility of his reaction. He couldn't "brace himself" for something like this. The pain would explode through his body.

A couple seconds later, those terrible predictions were proven correct. First, they let him soak in the fear of what was about to happen.

They unleashed another barrage of electricity. Burning agony swept through him. It snapped along his body instantly. It felt like he had been dropped into an ocean of excruciating energy. If he shouted, he didn't hear it. If he screamed, he didn't have the strength to be ashamed of his reaction.

Then it stopped, and Officer Amanda was standing over him. Like Daisy had done, she lifted her skirt, sat down, and positioned herself right above his mouth.

Immediately, he started to lift his head and licked with that same frantic desperation.

After less than a couple of seconds, however, Amanda pulled away.

"Did I tell you to do that?"

Oh, no. He had messed up!

Liam started to grovel, to apologize. Despite his humiliating position, he tried to tell her that he was sorry. It wasn't good enough.

They shocked him again. Electricity blasted through his body. The pain washed away every other thought and idea. But then it stopped, and he was still twitching, but Officer Amanda stood over him.

"Let's try that again," she said. She lifted her skirt, retook her position, and she waited several seconds.

With his heart pounding, Liam didn't know what he was supposed to do. Part of him ached to serve and satisfy this woman. Another part of him knew he had to wait for her order.

This time, he didn't mess up. "Service me with your mouth," Amanda eventually commanded.

Terrified that he had misheard her or might mess up, he raised his head, pressed his lips to her opening, and he started licking. His tongue penetrated her slit, and he tasted her crevice. His breathing came faster and faster, especially because he kept expecting to hear the disappointed cluck of her tongue that would portend another burst of electricity. But this time, the seconds ticked by, and she seemed to enjoy herself.

As he did with Daisy, Liam licked her as eagerly as he could. He pumped all of his remaining energy into maintaining his position with his head raised and his tongue gliding along her opening. He worshiped her as best he could! He gave her everything he had!

"Good. That's right. This is where you belong. And you know it, don’t you? You need to be on your back, ready to serve. You need to be ready to listen to the women around you because they are smarter than you and stronger than you. We have this island. And you know, we’re going to move son. We have plans."

Plans. That word seemed so innocuous, yet he could imagine these powerful women spreading out, taking over countries, one by one. Some instinct tried to tell him that the United States couldn't fall, but he understood how arrogant the boys around had been. He had never imagined a place like this, but now he was trapped, and he would never be able to escape. Perhaps they’d let him go back to his home, but he would still be his wife's prisoner.

"Yes!"

Amanda savored that moment. She had her hands on the sides of the box, and she squeezed down. Her muscles tensed, and the pleasure flared along her nerves. She finished with him, sat up, and grinned down at this boy.

"Last chance," she said immediately. "Tell us why you tried to go outside on your own without permission."

"I just wanted some air," he said, but he could already tell that these women weren’t going to believe him.

And that's why they shocked him again and again and again.

Bridget set her tablet down, got back up, and she paced back and forth. First, she went to the window, looked out onto the darkened street, and turned back to her best friend. Erin was right there. Since her friend got up, Erin had set her phone off to the side as well, and now she sat and watched Bridget as she waited for her to say something.

"I should go get him," Bridget said.

"In the morning," Erin replied.

"But this is my fault! He got picked up because of me!" At first, she sounded guilty, only then she made a pair of fists, and her elbows tensed as her shoulders bunched up near her neck. "Why did he have to do that? Why did he have to sneak out?"

Erin shrugged, "He's a boy. They make stupid mistakes all the time."

"I know…" Bridget answered. Again, she turned back to the window. "This just isn't fair. I shouldn't have to worry about my husband. We came here so that I could focus on my career."

"I know," Erin answered. She gave Bridget several more seconds there at the window before she rose to her feet, approached slowly, and eventually came closer and closer. She slipped her arms around Bridget's waist.

Her friend tensed up for just a second before turning and facing Bridget.

"What—?"

Erin leaned down and kissed her. It was a soft moment of connection between these two friends.

Bridget blinked, surprised. It wasn't just the kiss. It was everything it provoked deep within her. Her body tensed, especially when she remembered that weekend at the spot. There had been an intimacy there, something soft and sublime, easy and natural.

"Why, why did you do that?"

"You looked like you needed a distraction."

"Maybe I did," Bridget answered, and now the smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. Unfortunately, it only lasted for a couple of heartbeats. "It's just not fair. I mean, I care about him, but I'm so worried about him. This isn't right, you know?"

"You could always hand him off," Erin said. The governess made it sound like some off-hand comment. It didn't really have to mean anything. It didn't have to be significant at all.

"What?"

"Let someone else deal with him. You care about him, and that's fine, but you could find a nice owner for your boy."

"What, what would I do?"

Erin didn't answer, not with words anyway. Instead, she cupped Bridget's cheeks between her hands, and she leaned down, kissing her. But this time, it wasn't just a quick interruption. Instead, she pressed her lips to her friend's mouth as a tender, passionate embrace. At first, Bridget clearly didn't know how to respond. This was different, only she must have enjoyed at the warmth of her friend’s proximity, the soft feel of her body, and the gentle connection he could enjoy.

Half a minute went by before Erin finally broke off the kiss. With her eyes still closed, Bridget leaned forward like she didn't want that connection to ever come to an end.

"Come with me," Erin said. She took Bridget by the hand, and they went upstairs together.

Stair by stair, Erin couldn't know exactly what would happen. She had no idea if this was going to work, but she had to hope.

Moments later, they were in the bedroom, and now Erin didn't let go. She held onto Bridget's hand, and soon they were both on top of the bed.

They were kneeling, and Erin still towered over her short her friend. She leaned in again, and she saw that note of reluctance, like Bridget wasn't sure exactly what she needed or really hoped would happen.

Because she didn't want to scare or intimidate Bridget, Erin waited a few seconds. And then, slowly, she leaned in again. Moment by moment, it would have been easy for Bridget to pull away. Instead, she continued to look up at her beautiful best friend. Their lips touched, she closed her eyes, and it was easy to relax into that soft embrace.

No, she didn't know what she was going to do about her disobedient husband. He had wandered off. Really? He had tried to run away. Truly? It seemed to so impossible to believe, but Bridget allowed herself to drift into Erin's welcoming arms.

There was something so amazing and electric about the soft give of Erin's firm lips. Their tongues danced against one another. They teased one another. Moment by moment, sparks of desire flared through her body. She didn't need to think. She didn't need to worry. And then Erin nudged Bridget down onto her back.

Yes, this was what she wanted. Yes, this was what she needed.

From there, Erin started to unbutton Bridget's blouse. At any moment, Bridget reminds herself that she could stop her friend. This could come to an end, and she could head back downstairs. She could…

Why would she want to that? Instead, there was this magnetic energy between them. Pleasure seemed to dance along her skin; she loved seeing Bridget's dark hair, the contours of her cheeks, and the full curves of her lips.

Layer by layer, Erin stripped her. Bridget understood what was happening, but she didn't mind. "I'm going to distract you. I'm going to make sure you can't worry about anything at all. I'm here for you, and I care about you."

I care about you. Those words were so simple, so obvious, and yet they seemed to be layered upon deeper truths.

Bridget sat up again, just long enough to pull off her blouse. Next, Erin leaned forward, slipped her hands behind Bridget, and she unhooked her bra. She freed her breasts, and she tossed the shirt along with the bra down onto the floor. The garments fell to the carpet, and Erin didn't stop there.

Next, she unzipped her skirt. She pulled off her shoes, her stockings, and her panties. She stripped Bridget until she was completely naked. Exposed and vulnerable, Bridget nonetheless enjoyed the cool air as it ran along her skin with soft caresses.

"I…I care about you too," Bridget said.

Although she didn't have anything planned, she wanted to see her friend. When she was with Erin, she felt something different, something she couldn't experience with her disobedient husband. "I feel like you can take care of me. Is that wrong?" Bridget finally asked.

A warm smile curved along Erin's features as she leaned down. Some of her hair fell forward, and it tickled Bridget's cheeks. "No," she said. "That's not wrong. I'm your best friend. I’ve been here for you, and I'm not going anywhere. I can take care of you. I can take care of everything."

Bridget heard those words, and they suffused her with this warm sense of safety.

That sounded amazing.

It struck her as perfect. It seemed like exactly what she needed and had secretly craved for so long.

"Let me take care of everything," Erin repeated as she pulled away for just a moment. They were so close, so incredibly close. “Let me take care of you."

Paradoxically, Erin pulled away her shoes and socks before lifting her snug skirt. She peeled down her panties, drawing them along the length of her body. At the same time, she must have noticed how Bridget watched her. This was a facet of her personality that Bridget had never explored, not until the spa, and they hadn't really talked about it. But then, Erin had followed her halfway around the world. That meant something, didn't it? Not only that, Erin had boldly, bravely, and adroitly convinced Sonya to come with them.

"You want to do this," Erin said.

"I do," Bridget agreed.

In the next moment, the women were making out all over again. Bridget had a good understanding of what was about to happen, yet she didn't say those words. She couldn't bring herself to face the truth. It felt like an impossible inevitability. The contradiction was right there, glowing bright between them, and yet she knew it couldn't be any other way.

These two women fit together so perfectly. Better still, Erin reached down. This time, she didn't use her mouth as the two women closed their eyes and kissed with the magnetically charged desperation to lovers who had finally discovered one another. Erin stroked and massaged, teased and caressed the woman who was about to become so much more than just her best friend.

Blazing desire burned its way through Bridget's petite frame. Moment by moment, she lost herself to that incredible satisfaction. The wild instincts exploded along her form. She sensed those pulses of passion along every curve, every line.

And then Erin pulled away, only she leaned it down. This time, she placed her mouth on Bridget's left nipple. She started to lick, to suck. She traced her tongue in tight little circles around at first nipple before moving on to the other side.

"No one, no one has ever touched me like that before," Bridget panted out.

"Good," Erin replied. "Because I'm not going to stop. This is just the beginning. This is just the beginning of you and me."

Bridget tightened up as those words hit the air. They vibrated along her eardrums and straight to her scent her. Even so, she could hardly process what was happening.

And then Erin's tongue continued to move, dancing and sliding, teasing, stroking, and stimulating this girl. Bridget tightened up, curving the arches of her feet, straightening her legs, and clenching her calves. The eager need buzzed through her body, becoming more and more powerful. Waves of the need formed into this oncoming tsunami, and she knew she couldn't stop it.

Timing this perfectly, Erin licked, rubbed, and finally penetrated Bridget with her two digits. She rubbed along the inner walls of her opening, and Bridget couldn't take it. Her eyes shot open wide, only she didn't see anything. It was like her mind and body couldn't process that incredible onslaught. The heat blossomed within her body, spreading out.

From there, Bridget gasped out, "Yes. Please. Please, more!"

Playful and sexy, Erin knew exactly what she needed to do; she understood exactly what it took to give this young woman what she craved. She picked the right rhythms, going slow, speeding up, relaxing again, only to bring Bridget to because been an orgasm over and over.

"Are you going to let me take care of you? Are you going to be mine?" Erin asked. She whispered those words.

Bridget probably had a hard time picking up on those individual sounds and putting the syllables together. Despite this, she agreed. She would have agreed to anything!

At first breathless, Bridget tried again and again until she had enough air in her lungs to call out that single word, "Yes!"

"You're mine," Erin said.

By then, Erin didn't need to hear any kind of agreement. She saw this beautiful girl, and she knew she had her. Bridget was hers. Liam was off somewhere else, getting punished, getting trained, getting domesticated. It hardly mattered since Erin slid forward, and now she positioned herself above her friend. She lowered herself down, and suddenly Bridget had a wet slit place right above her mouth.

"Lick me. Lick me now. Make me feel good," Erin said. "I'm going to take care of you. I'm going to make sure that you don't have to worry about anything. You can go to work and focus on your new job. I'll make sure you feel safe. I'll make sure you don't have to worry."

Bridget didn't ask how that would happen. It hardly mattered because she knew what she had to do; she raised her head just a tiny bit, kissed Erin's slit, and then she started licking. She slid her tongue up and down. She penetrated her friend. She went deep, stretching the walls of her opening. Moment by moment, Bridget gave Erin everything she had. For too long, she had been responsible. Her husband lost his job. He made all of these promises, and now he got himself arrested?

No, she couldn't handle it. She didn't want to deal with him. And so, she licked this woman, and she actually smiled while her tongue continued to dart, play, and satisfy Erin.

"Yes. Just like that. Show me what you can do. Good. That's very good. Yes. That feels incredible," Erin said, uttering one word after another. She closed her eyes, and she lost herself to the pattern. She didn't know exactly how Bridget would lick her from one second to the next, but it hardly mattered.

She had what she wanted, so she was never going to let go.

Soon enough, she climaxed. The pleasure lanced through her, racing like an electrical current. She pulled away, looked down at Bridget, and her eyes were hooded with that wonderful sense of satisfaction.

"Thank you," Erin whispered. She kissed this woman again, grateful.

The police officers put him back in his sanitary belt. They refilled the butt plug and shoved it hard right between his cheeks. Next, they muzzled him, and cuffed him. They didn't allow him to wear any clothing besides his belt.

Over the course of the night, they had used him again and again. Liam had no idea how long he would stay in Athena, but he was certain of one simple fact: he would never forget Officers Daisy and Amanda.

When a different guard grabbed him and pulled him out into the reception area, he thought he was prepared. He expects to see Bridget standing there. She would probably look angry or disappointed, but he knew what he would say once the muzzle had been removed.

Except it wasn't Bridget or even Erin.

Instead, he found himself face-to- face with Sonya.

"Thank you, ladies," Sonya said as she grabbed him by his arm. The trainer escorted him out through the doors and into the parking lot. Then she brought him up to her sedan, and he thought he was going to be shoved into the back seat. He was wrong.

Sonya popped the trunk open, and then she pushed him down into it. As he rolled onto his side and looked up, she smirked down at him.

"You're nothing but property, slave. You might as well ride in the trunk." She slammed it shut, and he bristled. At the same time, he thought of the last time he had tried to assert himself.

Alone in the dark in the back of her car, Liam made a promise to himself. He would to obedient from now on. He would surrender completely. No, he wouldn't escape this island. No, he wouldn't be able to act like a real man. He needed to give up everything.

The car rumbled around him, and they drove for just a few minutes. Then he heard the driver's side door open and close a second later. Next, the trunk opened, and bright sunlight flashed down against him. Blinded, he hardly knew what was going on as she grabbed him and jerked him up. The trainer yanked him out of the trunk and escorted him to another door. He tried to look around, to get some sense of where they were. There was a busy street off to one side with cars and pedestrians. He thought he saw a sign, but he didn't get the chance to read it.

Then they were in a small waiting area, but she strode past the empty reception desk. The lights came on as she approached, and that's when he saw it.

"What do you think of my new dungeon, boy?"

His breathing quickened as he saw the benches with the restraints, the shackles, the cages, and various chairs, all equipped with different bonds.

She brought him to the center of the room, grabbed his arms, and pushed them up toward the ceiling. Then she attached a set of manacles, locking them around his wrists. Next, she spread his legs and chained him to the floor.

Finally, she grabbed a something off of the wall. "Back in the United States, using something like this would have been considered outrageous or radical. Here? It's normal." That's when she held up the shock baton, and he saw the metal prongs at the end. She hit a button, and blue lightning sparked between those metal tips.

"Now, I'm going to remove your muzzle eventually, but right now, I want you to suffer."

He waited for something else, some other explanation or detail. Instead, she jabbed his right side with the baton, she had the button, and fresh waves of electricity burned through him. After his "interrogation," Liam may have imagined that he built up some kind of resistance or tolerance. No. If anything, he became more vulnerable, more sensitive.

"How was that? Should I shock you again?"

Frantically, he worked his head from side to side. As he turned his head toward her, he stared with big, frightened eyes. At the same time, he tried to convey something like, "No. Please. Don't. Please, I can't take it!" As he whimpered through his muzzle, Sonya just smiled. Obviously, she enjoyed this. She loved having this male restrained and utterly at her mercy. She could do whatever she wished with him, and he couldn't even hope to stop her.

His heart kicked, and he struggled against those chains, but they didn't release him. He couldn't break free, no matter how hard he tried. He couldn't summon the strength, the energy or leverage needed. And so she stroked him with the baton. She shocked him, blasting his right thigh, then his left. His right flank, but his left. She trailed it along his flesh, lighting him up whenever she felt like it.

"How is that? If I did this to you every day, would you become an obedient boy? Would you learn your place?" She nodded to herself, as though she was the only one who could possibly answer that question. "Yes, I think that would be good for you. I think that would be very, very good for you."

He tried to shake his head, to silently plead with her all over again, so she smacked him hard across the face.

"I'm going to take off the muzzle, and you're going to tell me that you’re an obedient slave. You will serve your owner no matter what."

True to her word, she loosened the straps holding the muzzle in place, and she pulled it out.

Right away, he knew he had to give her what she demanded. After all, he remained helpless. Worse, she still had the baton in her hand. "I, I am an obedient slave, and I will serve my owner no matter what." He uttered those very specific words.

That's when he heard the slow applause. Someone was clapping, and he strained to turn around. He heard a pair of footsteps come from behind, but he couldn't see who had entered Sonya's new facility.

"That's what I like to hear," Erin said.

Again, he twisted as much as the bonds allowed, except he still couldn't see either of Sonya's two guests.

Finally, Bridget circled around him and stood in front of her husband. She put her hands on his shoulders, and she looked right into his eyes. "Goodbye, Liam."

His brows creased with confusion as he stared at her. He couldn't comprehend what was going on. He struggled for the right words, but it was his former governess who chuckled and said, "What's wrong? You can't figure it out? I thought you were supposed to be smarter than this." She shrugged. "Oh well."

Again, he opened his mouth, but he didn't want to provoke these women.

Then she continued, "Liam, Bridget has something to tell you."

His pulse quickened, and he stared at her hard. He couldn't put the different pieces together. He couldn't understand what these women had planned for him. If he had known, then he would have struggled twice as hard, not that it would have helped.

Bridget told him, "You know, when we first got together, I thought you were going to be strong enough to take care of everything. I thought I could rely on you, but I can't, can I? Even when it comes to being a house slave, you mess up. You can't just stick around. I'm sick of worrying about you, and so I decided to sell you. Sonya is now your owner."

There was only one key detail he could try to use. Breathing out through his teeth, he fought against the drugs as he tried to think of himself as an independent man all over again. That's when he told her, "You…you can’t you can't sell me. I, I take care of our investments."

"No," Erin said with a snide shake of her head. "You don't."

"You did, Bridget conceded. "But I have transferred those responsibilities over to a broker with the Women's Bank of Athena. From now on, they can handle it. I had one of the women go through the numbers. Apparently, you weren't even doing a very good job."

He froze up.

Erin wrapped her arms around Bridget.

"You, you did this. You seduced her! You tricked her!"

"Me?" Erin asked with this bright smile. "I could never do anything like that. But don't worry. Sonya is going to train you." Just like that, she finished, she took Bridget by the hand, and those two women started to walk away.

Sonya stepped back in front of him. "What were you saying about being obedient and to serving your owner?" Her eyes sparkled with delight as she tapped the edge of the baton against the palm of her open hand. "Let's get started, boy." They had a lot of work to do.

The End


Connect with me:

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

My favorite games:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.
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