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“Mighty Emperor, a humble offering for consideration,” said the squat man, bowing as he stepped backwards, leaving the young woman standing.

Tiberius reached for his gem stoned cup, his many gold rings sparkling in a shaft of warm sunlight spilling in through the tall palace windows. On his ivory throne, in his rich silken red robes, he looked every inch the playboy emperor. Two sumptuous beauties fanned him at each side. Two more knelt by his feet, ready to be of service at the merest click of fingers. He took a sip of the finest of wines, then his gaze levelled on the girl.

“If I am to judge, I must see all,” he said matter-of-factly.

“Of course, of course,’ said the previously bowing man rushing forward. He quickly untied the straps of the girl’s tunic causing it to puddle around sandalled feet. Then was stepping back, white garment scrunched in one hand, bowing as he went.

Cassiopians in general were an attractive people; dark haired and olive skinned, sensuous and tactile. The girl who stood naked, clutching one elbow shyly, was no different in this regard. And yet, Tiberius was a cruel man who’d made it something of a pastime toying with such powerless creatures as that before him. He stroked his luscious beard, took another satisfying gulp of wine, only then pushed up and circled the now strongly blushing girl.

“Pancake flat titties. Chicken legs. And this…” he said grasping a butt cheek so hard it brought the girl up on her tippy toes with a gasp. “As bony as a camels hump. I have a harem of great beauties. And you bring me this underdeveloped twig. Do you purposefully offend me?”

“Please your Excellency,” said the girl’s handler, dropping to a knee. “My fullest apology.”

Tiberius returned to the throne with a sneer. “Get out of my sight before I triple your taxes. One of my men will make use of the rake.”

The handler gave a supplicant nod, then dragged the lightly sobbing and still naked girl across the white marble floor by the hand. Coming the other way, looking flustered, a few droplets of sweat trickling down his round face, was General Stavros, strategic head of the Emperor’s army. Despite his haste, he had a good ogle of the girl on passing, before once more he was rushing forward. “Emperor sir, I have ne—”

His words stopped abruptly at the Emperor’s raised finger. Tiberius had a slow sip of his wine, clicked for one of the beauties at his feet to give him a foot rub, only then told the general to speak.

“The heathens advance,” Stavros blurted out. “They outnumber us. We struggle to hold them back.”

“Do I have to come down there and clean up your mess again?” said Tiberius.

Stavros swallowed hard. “No sir.”

“Then get your shit together or you’ll be demoted to cocksucker in chief before the day’s through.”

Another supplicant nod. Then the general was dashing out.

“Such a galumphing fool,” Tiberius murmured to himself. He turned to one of the beauties at his side – still fanning him – and absentmindedly trailed his fingers up a smooth inner thigh, under the tunic’s hem. “Not like you.”

The young woman – Mila was her name – didn’t give anything away. For she was well practiced in hiding what she really thought. She kept on fanning as he teased a finger over her most sensitive spot. Finally he withdrew his hand and turned from her with a chuckle.

“Enter!” he cried out. And another citizen was tentatively stepping into the grand throne room, to curry favour, seek blessing from the all-powerful Emperor Tiberius.

The sky was a splendid blue. The turquoise sea cool and clear and refreshing against the hot sun. The five young men larked around in it, splashing and jostling and doing what those their age had been doing since time immemorial. Oh, to be eighteen years old, healthy and male in the blessed city of Cassiopia on days such as these.

Kal dragged himself up out of the water and onto the pier. He brushed a hand through his curly wet hair – long enough to cover the tops of his ears – then white teeth were showing as the others clambered up and alongside him. Here, the boys lazed in the hot sun, naked and not in the least bit shy about it. For this was their city, a place where males made the rules and did as they pleased. Where any woman was most likely occupied at this hour, cleaning and tidying and serving as they did. And if any should happen to stumble upon them? Well, they’d get quite the sight indeed!

For the bodies were lithe and muscular. The still wet skin golden in the sunlight. The youthful virility obvious in the plumpness of willies that lay across thighs or dangled on balls as ripe and full looking as any summer fruit.

“Got any plans for when summers through?” asked Romain, one eye screwed up against the suns glare.

Kal shrugged. “Maybe I’ll join the army. I hear the pays good and the work easy.”

“Till there’s a war,” said Cassius.

Felix gave him a nudge. “Against who? We are the great Cassiopians. Vanquishers of all our enemies.”

All five boys chuckled at this. And why shouldn’t they? It was true after all.

“Or maybe I’ll trade slaves,” said Kal. “Build up a stable.”

“Perhaps we four could join you,” said Romain. “Create the greatest stable of female beauties this city’s ever known.”

The thought had Kal smiling, it had all of them smiling. “Maybe. No rush,” he said with the easy-going energy that only one in possession of the dangly bits between his legs could have. He stood, pulled on his tunic. And where Kal led, the others inevitably followed.

Elegant white buildings. Narrow streets. Pomegranate scented air. A food market all hustle and bustle. Kal’s eyes locked on a pretty raven-haired girl serving at a stall. “One moment boys,” he said, not looking from her, not breaking stride.

Penelope had her back to him as he approached. He gave her bum a cheeky pinch and she jerked forward, swung to him with a delightful little pant. Most would be receiving a slap about now, but Kal avoided this fate – maybe something to do with his handsome boyish looks. Instead the girl dropped her gaze, half a smile at her lips turned back to her job of arranging the many bright and delicious looking fruits on display.

“How goes it?” Kal asked.

“As well as ever,” replied Penelope.

“How hard you work. How sore your back must be,” said Kal, laying a hand at the base of her spine.

Penelope swatted it away. “My mother won’t think much of all your touching.”

Kal glanced to his right to see the elder woman staring sternly. “She can think what she likes. For she’ll have to get used to it.”

He stepped to one side, picked a peach from a basket and bit into its juicy flesh. How delicious it tasted.

“Are you paying for that?”

“Need I?”

“Yes,” said Penelope with a disbelieving shake of her head.

Kal wrapped a hand around her waist, gently tugged her to him. “It’s not all I should like to purchase.”

“I am not for sale.”

Kal gave a purposeful glance to the mother still watching on concernedly, then his gaze was switching to the daughter. “I shall own you. A year from now I will put in my offer. An offer too big to be refused. It will be the end of your fruit selling days. You will be my personal slave.”

Her pretty brown eyes widened. Kal slipped his hand a little lower, gave her fleshy behind a squeeze.

“Enough now!” came the terse voice of the mother striding towards them.

Kal released his hold, picked a coin from a pocket and flicked it to Penelope who caught it in both hands. “A year from now,” he said with a grin as he backed away. “A year.”

Tossing the stone of the peach away, Kal walked through the market, the other boys – who’d each been flirting with interests of their own – falling in beside him.

“The sun is up, and that is not all,” said Romain, playfully clamping two hands on Kal’s shoulders. “How randy these smooth succulent temptresses make me.”

Kal shrugged him off with a chuckle. “You need to cool your blood my horn dog friend.”

“No, I need succour. I need a woman’s soft greedy slit.”

“Then it is a shame you blew all your money in that brothel only two nights ago,” said Kal.

“But you boys will see me good, won’t you?” Romain stared with a slightly desperate, horny, half crazed look all of them understood well.

Kal glanced at the others. “What do you say boys?”

“I say to the brothel,” said Felix.

“I too,” said Cassius.

“Hell, why not,” added Marcus.

Romain gave a whoop, and clomped each of the boys thankfully on the back. So it would be another day of indulging in gorgeous girls, slaking their enormous sexual appetites. Or at least it would have been. Ahead of them came the galloping clatter of hooves; first the Emperors general Stavros, flashing by in a blur, quickly followed by two of his soldiers. The last of these was unsaddled by an arrow, falling right in front of a poor passer-by who shrieked.

Then came the female warriors on their flawless white mounts; golden hair flowing, bronzed skin glistening in the sunlight, a look of fearless determination as they charged. Not one of the boys could take their eyes off them, let alone speak. Finally the riders disappeared from sight, and Kal was blinking his eyes as if not trusting what he’d just seen. But one look at the gobsmacked expressions of the others, told him they’d been real.

“What? Who?…Were they?” he murmured.

“A symbol of your all-powerful rule mighty Emperor.” The man knelt, bald head bowed, glistening golden handled sword resting on flat palms.

“A fine-looking item,” said Tiberius. “But more than an ornament?”

The man looked up. “Is a warrior’s weapon your Excellency. Sharp enough to slice a man in two with one slash.”

“You say so?”

“Yes, most mighty one.”

A grin appeared on Tiberius’s face. A grin that had the watching, still fanning, Mila’s insides clenching tight. How often she’d seen that menacing grin precede some mean spirited or humiliating command. He’s a man child, she thought in that moment, drunk on his power, using and abusing all for his entertainment.

Tiberius rose and picked up the sword presented to him. “A good weight,” he said.

Though what did he really know about wielding swords? He certainly knew nothing of combat. Like the men beneath him he’d grown unskilled and complacent, more interested in fucking and living the high life than anything that might have required a level of discipline. After admiring the glinting blade, he turned his gaze on one of the girls in his harem kneeling by his feet. Her name was Yolanda.

“Hold out your arm,” he said, stepping to her side.

Yolanda’s look was pure dread. And each of the girls felt it, for it could quite easily have been them.

“I’ll not ask again,” said Tiberius.

Head lowered, a sobbing and snivelling Yolanda raised her left arm out in front of her. Her hand trembled.

“Steady,” commanded Tiberius, raising the sword above the slender wrist.

Don’t do this you bastard! Mila wanted to scream. And yet her vocal cords felt blocked. There was nothing but paralysis. What a coward she felt. Yolanda shut her eyes, stilled her shaking as much as she could. Both hands on the swords golden handle, Tiberius drew the sword higher. Mila could hardly watch. Her heart beat double. Her body boiled with seething hate. Tiberius let the sword hover, enjoying Yolanda’s discomfort.

Would he really go through with it? Really disfigure such a beauty? To think otherwise would be to underestimate his cold-hearted cruelty. Yet before he went one way or the other, the sound of hurried footsteps turned him to the entrance of the palatial room.

“You again,” he said somewhat dismissively as his rotund general reappeared. “What now?”

Stavros stood shoulders hunched, fat lips pressed tight together, face slick with sweat – he looked on the verge of tears. Then they all saw why. The blonde warrior behind, pricking her spear to the nape of his neck, jabbed him forward. And as she did so more of her kind strode in. Each and every one of them was blonde and female. The straps of their sandals crisscrossed up toned calves. Their tunics, pleated from the waist and startlingly white where not bloodied from battle, clung to athletic, bronzed bodies.

They formed a perimeter around the room – one grabbing the staring, open mouthed man who’d come with his offering, another keeping a tight hold of Stavros. And then their leader was entering, exuding natural authority with each stride. She was as beautiful as all the others (perhaps the most beautiful) with a thick golden bracelet on her upper arm and a tiara like headdress as golden as those luscious locks swept behind.

“Emperor Tiberius, I take it.” Her voice was as authoritative as every other part of her.

“And you are?” asked Tiberius staring incredulous, sword dangling limply at his side.

“My name is Varsela. Leader of the Sirii. New Empress of the beautiful city of Cassiopia.”

The deep laughter came in great chuckling waves, rising until it filled the whole of the high-ceilinged room. Finally it came to a stop on an inward breath.

“It’s no joke. Your soldiers are routed or killed. And now we come to claim what is ours. The high throne.”

There was no laughter now. Tiberius’s look towards General Stavros was dagger sharp. “She lies. Tell me she lies.”

Stavros stared wide eyed and panicked, mouth open but not a word leaving his lips.

“Tell him,” said Varsela. “Tell him how your men scarpered like rats from a sinking ship.”

Stavros’s eyes flicked from Varsela back to Tiberius. A squeak, there was a squeak, but no more. He dropped his head in shame.

“Women! Defeated by women!” Tiberius roared. There was a chortle, this one disbelieving and infuriated rather than amused. Then his gaze locked on the one called Varsela. “Whatever you think you have claimed, you are mistaken. The city is mine. No woman shall ever rule it.”

“No,” said Varsela with the suggestion of a smile as she paced forward.

“One more step and you’ll regret it,” said Tiberius, raising the sword.

“I think not,” said Varsela.

The whip from one of her warriors cracked out, yanking the sword from Tiberius’s grip and pulling him to the smooth white marble. On hands and knees, he looked up.

“As pathetic as all the others,” said Varsela who now held the sword. She pointed it at his throat. “Do you yield?”

“Never!” said Tiberius.

She smiled down at him. “Oh, you will. You will come to heel just as all your men will heel.”

Tiberius for the first time in his life, wisely held his tongue.

“Take him away with the other two and have him stripped of these ridiculous robes,” said Varsela.

Tiberius was frogmarched away (having found his voice) shouting and cursing. Only now did Varsela approach Mila and Yolanda, Eleni and Livia, cowering behind the great throne. “I mean you no harm. Do as I say and there will be no trouble for you.”

“You say true?” asked Mila.

“Yes,” said Varsela. “You’ve no doubt suffered enough under that goon. You and all the women of Cassiopia. But things are to be very different for you all under my rule. Very different indeed.”
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“They cannot surely hold the palace. They are women for crying out loud.”

“We men will take it back before the week is through.”

There was a murmur of agreement amongst the gathering of men.

“What do you say Titus?”

Kal who leaned in the doorway, turned his gaze to his father who sat at the head of the table, brow heavy. He was a big man both figuratively and literally, who had many a business to lose.

“How?” he asked in a sombre tone that shook Kal to the core. Never had he seen his father look so worried. “That idiot Tiberius has blown up our army through his mismanagement – left us weak and defenceless. For we are not soldiers.”

“But they are women!” Janus all but screeched.

“Women maybe. But they are fighters. Warriors. When was the last time you killed anyone?”

A chastened Janus sagged back in his chair, folding his arms across his chest like a sulky child.

“Then what is to be done?” asked another.

“Away women,” said Titus, shooing away his wife who with jug in hand was offering to top up the mens drinks.

From the doorway Kal saw his mother’s irked glare, but didn’t think much of it, and why should he – the female gender went about their chores with zero thanks or respect. This was a city in which men dominated and women were to consider themselves lucky if they had a roof over their heads, a husband to see them safe, a son to guarantee their futures. If not for their randy urges, would the men notice them at all?

Titus leaned forward. “Our aim now must focus on stirring dissent. Which shouldn’t be hard, many already protest outside the palace gates. Enough of us band together and these Sirii as they call themselves, might see sense and scarper back to whichever desert dwelling they have come from, without anyone losing their life.”

“Is a plan, a good one I think,” said one of the men.

“Much rather we did it my way,” said Janus sourly. “It is an insult they occupy the palace.”

“All goes well, shouldn’t be for long,” said Titus with a calming nod.

Watching from the doorway Kal wasn’t so sure about that, in his mind’s eye he saw the beautiful, fearsome, blonde haired warriors charging on their mounts. A horny twinge at his loins took even him by surprise. He couldn’t possibly be turned on by these enemies of the state, by the thought of their rule, could he? Thinking such blasphemy, here in front of his father, made his insides burn with shame.

“When they are toppled I should like to collar one of the barbarians for myself,” said Janus with a lascivious grin.

“Here, here,” said another licking his lips.

“When all is done, they are sure to become slaves,” smiled Titus, then calling to his wife: “Woman! More drink!”

Kal watched as his mother hurried by with the jug. Obedience, it was all he had ever known in a woman. Was it the blonde warrior’s rebelliousness, their outright breaking of the status quo that had sparked something within that he himself had never known was there to be sparked? Another twinge below had him pushing such considerations from his mind for fear someone should somehow sense them. With the older men falling back into loud conversation, he slipped from the doorway and away.

“They are still gathered,” said Eleni, staring from the window.

“Do their numbers grow?” asked Yolanda.

“Come look for yourself.”

Yolanda got up, went and peered down towards the palace’s grand gates. “I think there may be more,” she said, sounding a little nervous.

“What good is it to speculate?” said Livia, stretching her arms out with a yawn, then laying back down on the ever so comfortable chaise lounge. “We are comfortable, well fed. The Sirii treat us like princesses.”

“She is right,” said Mila. Indeed, nobody could argue about the splendour of their surrounds – they’d been given the run of one of the courtier’s suites (all golden fixtures and fittings and elegant furnishings). “Is best we take each day as it comes. There is much out of our control. Come…” Mila held her hands out towards them.

Eleni came and curled up alongside her on one side, while Yolanda lay down, head flat on her lap. “Do you truly think we are free of him?” she asked, brown eyes big and anxious.

Mila soothingly stroking a hand through the girl’s dark locks, smiled her radiant smile. “Yes, I think so.”

Yet even as she said those words she felt a nagging doubt. She did her best not to let it show.

“What do you think they’ve done with him?” asked Eleni, absentmindedly.

“Locked him in a cell I imagine,” said Livia.

“But what if he should escape?” asked Yolanda, once more looking a little panicked.

“Shh-shh,” Mila shushed softly, calming her with gentle strokes. “These women, these Sirii are strong and commanding. They’ll know how to handle an arrogant, deluded, man-child such as Tiberius.”

Never had she spoken of the Emperor in such derogatory terms. How good it felt without fear of some hideous reprisal.

“Do you think they will be true to their word and make Cassiopia a better place for us all?” asked Yolanda.

Before she could answer, there was a firm knock at the door. Each of the women looked at one another a little terrified, then they were rising. Livia opened the door and there the blonde Sirii stood; gold dagger sheathed at her hip, tanned athletic limbs very much visible in the short, pleated tunic that was their fashion. She gave a respectful bow.

“Empress Varsela wishes to speak with you all, if now is a good time?”

Mila looked at the others, then was answering. “As good as any.”

“Then follow me please.”

Another glance from Mila to the others said, ‘be about your wits.’ Then she was leading them on behind the striking blonde warrior.

They walked the wide palace corridors so familiar. On turning a corner came across something not familiar at all. The seven men that approached had been stripped of all clothing. They were former high-ranking officials of Tiberius. And had had a tough time of it by the look of things. They followed on behind two Sirii guards, their looks downcast as they past Mila and the three other women they would have once thought nothing of ogling or touching should they have avoided Tiberius’s wrath. But how sheepish and sorry looking they were now.

Some of them had whip marks down their backs, others had bottoms that were a violent shade of purple. Yolanda held a shocked hand to her mouth. Each of the Cassiopian women had stopped and was staring.

“Mm-hm,” the Sirii woman leading them cleared her throat. “This way please.”

They swung back to her and exchanging a few amused smiles at what they’d just seen, walked on. Two more of the blonde females, clutching sharp looking spears, stood guard at the entrance to the throne room. As Mila passed between them, she felt a tingling sense of disbelief that all that had happened these last few days had really happened, that these female warriors were actually real and that the palace had fallen to them.

The feeling only intensified at sight of Empress Varsela seated on the ivory throne. She looked strong and powerful, and made the seat of power look like it had always been meant for a woman. A few feet away Mila couldn’t help but notice someone in a considerably less esteemed, not to mention comfortable position. Pinch me, she has him trussed up like a hog ready for the spit. And such a description wasn’t far wrong.

Tiberius lay flat on his belly, naked. Ankles and wrists forced over his bottom were joined by rope. A big red ball gag was unceremoniously stuffed in his mouth. The closest thing Mila had ever seen to it, was the bit of a horse.

“Ah, ladies,” said Varsela as the four great beauties came to a stop in front of her, and her deputy, Lyssa, stepped to one side. “I am glad you could join me.”

“The honour is ours,” said Mila, eyes flicking back to Tiberius, who was glowering, face knotted with rage.

Varsela saw where she was looking – as was Eleni, Yolanda and Livia too – and rose. “A pitiful sight, isn’t he?” she said, placing a sandalled foot firmly on his back emphasising her utter dominance over him. Yet still he wriggled, still he struggled for escape. All it did was tighten the ropes further, highlight the futility of his actions.

“I am told he was a cold-hearted ruler,” continued Varsela. “Selfish and corrupt.”

“Yess,” hissed Yolanda.

“He was the cruellest,” added Livia.

“I am sorry to hear it,” said Varsela. “And I would remove the gag, have him apologise here and now to each of you in turn if I thought he would. But there is venom in him yet.” She crouched down, gripped him by his bearded jaw. “But he will learn. There are things coming his way he couldn’t possibly imagine.”

Mila watched his Adam’s apple flex as he swallowed and thought she saw for the very first time, actual fear pass across his face.

“But all in good time,” said Varsela. She gave his cheek a little pat, leaving him glowering and returned to her seat on the throne. “First there is business to discuss. You four are Cassiopians. You understand the women of this city well. It is vital that we gain their trust, that they understand what we Sirii are all about.”

“And what is that?” asked Mila.

A smile formed at the edge of a Varsela’s lips. “A belief that the female is divine – superior to the male in every way. That while women were born to rule, men were born to grovel at our feet.”

At the words Mila felt a soaring expanse within that felt at once both naughty and delicious. She had many questions; how had the Sirii come to see the world so? How had they become so strong? But before she could speak, Varsela was giving her instructions.

“I want you each to go forth, spread the Sirii doctrine. Get as many on side as you can. Your women are stronger than they could possibly know. It is through them that Cassiopia will be reborn.”

A scoffing snort passed through Tiberius’s flared nostrils. Varsela regarded him with a look that was somewhere between pity and amusement, then was rising, once more crouching to him. “Something to say? Oh that’s right, you don’t get to speak if I choose it so.”

Tiberius glowered darkly. Varsela simply smiled down at him. “It seems our prisoner has much to learn. String him up,” she said rising, turning her back on him dismissively.

As Deputy Lyssa and another of the blonde guards did just that, expertly and effortlessly manipulating the rope for their purpose, Mila noted, Varsela once again addressed the former harem. “I believe you have work to do ladies. The sooner you begin. The better our chances of success.”

Mila gave a slight bow, that the other three imitated. “We will do our best.”

“That is all I ask,” smiled Varsela.

Mila’s gaze couldn’t help but drift over to Tiberius behind being pulled into an X position between two pillars. She imagined his ass wouldn’t look so smooth for much longer. And indeed she’d be right. The first of the lashes was sounding as she and her fellow Cassiopians stepped from the room.
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Was it Kal’s imagination or were the protestors numbers decreasing by the day? All week he’d been coming to the palace gates with his friends; to shout and throw stones and seek a glimpse of the blonde-haired warrior women. And on that first day he and his friends wouldn’t have come close to the gates for all the hubbub. Yet here they were close enough to almost touch the tall spiked railings. It’s just the hot sun keeping them away, he told himself, though not entirely convincingly so. For he’d heard the rumours of the blonde fighters coming for the loudest troublemakers as they slept. It cannot be so, he thought with a curious mix of swirling excitement and fear.

“Look there!” cried Romain, directing all eyes to the palace steps.

The Sirii woman was as striking as the few others they’d seen, with long athletic limbs, tanned skin, and hair like sunlight itself. Kal’s mouth fell open as he gawped. And he wasn’t the only one. The loud jeering had stopped, for the first time since they’d gathered, a silent hush descended over the crowd.

Kal didn’t notice it right away such was his focus on the radiant creature, but as she took the last step, his eye dropped to the leather strap in her grip. Then inevitably he was seeing the glinting silver chain it was connected to, from there the leather collar of the naked male that crawled behind her. Others of course saw him too, and there were intakes of breath, a few murmurs here and there, but mostly the men just stared.

Never had they seen such a blonde beauty so elegant in her flawless white tunic. Never had they seen one of their own so utterly humiliated. He crawls like a dog, thought Kal, feeling the air leave his lungs and his insides clench tight. The woman came closer, seeming to make a point of showing off her red bummed pet and her complete command over him. She strolled right past the gate, catching Kal’s eye with a triumphant smile. It had his heart drumming, his penis stiffening under his tunic. Thank the gods no one could see!

Heads turned, following her every nonchalant stride. Then she was tugging the naked male back up the steps and disappearing inside. The men stood an instant more in complete silence. There was a chuckle of laughter, and another, then the whole lot were breaking into bawling, breathless chortles. But it was nervous laughter, thought Kal. They’d been exposed to something that made them deeply uncomfortable, and they didn’t know how else to react.

It was a fair assessment all right. For if the Sirii’s little show had been intended to unsettle and unease, show the direction of travel, it did the trick. By the half hour most of the crowd had dispersed from the gates, Kal and his friends included. They wandered the sunlit streets back towards their homes in subdued silence, still processing what they’d seen.

Kal wondered if any of them were feeling what he was feeling; anxious, aroused, electrified. With crystal clear clarity he saw the moment the blonde warrior led the crawling man past him, aiming her smile his way. He felt his cock jump and quickly quashed the train of thought with no little shame at the uncontrollable reaction it had provoked. He was a Cassiopian. A male Cassiopian. They didn’t submit. Most certainly not to the soft sex. And yet something had been triggered and it simmered beneath the surface unable to be taken back.

“How long do we give it before the barbarians get the boot?” smiled Romain, clomping him on the shoulder.

His touch came as a jolting rebuke to that swirl of conflicting emotions and feelings. And for a moment Kal was able to speak like they didn’t exist at all. “A week I would say.”

“No, days surely,” said Felix.

“I should like to be there when it happens,” said Cassius.

A smirk from Romain. “The barbarians will certainly pay for their disrespect.”

There hence the boys fell into long conversation about all the ways they should like to see this happen. Kal added his bit here and there, but his heart wasn’t really in it. For an entirely different fetish had sparked within.

The atmosphere in the roomful of Cassiopian women was charged. They’d listened patiently as Mila and Yolanda had said what they’d had to say about the new regime. And now more than a few of the women were chomping at the bit to speak.

“How can you expect us to sell out our husbands, sons, brothers? They are Cassiopians! Loved ones! Not this Varsela we’ve not even met!”

“Not met, no,” said another. “But she is a woman. A woman who must know the power of man to abuse. Look at us! We are concubines! Servants! Slaves! You say loved ones. Ha! They are our masters and we their puppets, nothing more.”

“I say we cut the strings and cooperate,” said a younger woman. “I should not wish my future to be like my mother’s – on hands and knees all day, scrubbing and cleaning. And what thanks? No thanks!”

“All I’ve ever known is man’s rule,” said an elderly woman seated on a chair by the wall. Her voice was soft. Her tanned skin glowing with health despite her advancing years. A smile spread her lips, creasing the many wrinkles at her eyes. “Before I die, I should like to see women rule, even if only to fail.”

“And what if it does fail? What then?” asked the first woman who’d spoken. “The men will surely not take kindly to those that have conspired against them.”

A chatty murmur filled the room. The same chatty murmur Mila had heard many times now. This wasn’t her fist gathering in such a house. Nor her first attempt to convince. And she’d become somewhat skilled in knowing when to let the discussion unfold naturally, at others stepping in and nudging it the way she wanted it to go. This moment was the latter scenario.

“Fear needn’t keep us in our place,” she said. “Not anymore. The Sirii are skilled fighters. Far more skilled than any of our men. The truth of it is they will impose their will with our cooperation or not. But unlike Tiberius, Varsela is a benevolent leader who gives you the chance to join her in remaking our society in very much a female orientated direction.”

“Your men will thank you,” added Yolanda.

“How’s that?” asked the sceptical woman.

“Because they will do anything to keep you happy.”

More than a few of the women exchanged smiles at that, and Mila knew there and then she’d won them over.

Kal paused in the half open doorway, hearing the loud voices below. It was his father’s voice, agitated and angry. And Kal knew exactly why it was so. He fully shut the door to it, went and lay down on his low soft bed in his comfy room. A beam of moonlight shone through the open window onto his chest. The night was humid. Any breeze barely perceptible. Kal shut his eyes, with the voices now faint enough not to disturb him, let his mind wander where it so obviously wanted to go.

There’d been a palpable sense of change in recent days. Whatever violent resistance men like his father had been trying to incite, it was failing. Just this morning Kal had seen two Sirii openly patrolling the streets. He pictured them now, their athletic bodies, their domineering presence. He felt his heart begin to race. He felt his cock stiffen. They are here, and there is nothing we men can do, he thought, tucking a hand beneath his tunic and taking hold of his hard shaft.

Now it wasn’t just his heart racing, but his mind too. Once more he saw the leashed man crawling and the goddess that had been leading him past the palace gates. Kal jumped up, was about to lift his tunic off over his head and vigorously do what his body so obviously wanted him to, when the frantic shouting sounded from downstairs. He dropped the fabric scrunched up in his hands, hurried to the door and listened.

“Get your hands off me!” Darius, his father’s friend yelled.

Now Kal was at the landing, seeing Darius and Janus and Silvester harried out. And then his broad-shouldered father, spear at his throat, also. Kal rushed down the stairs, “Mother! What is this!”

“This one too?” came the matter-of-fact voice of the Sirii, looking his way no less.

“Do exactly as they say my son, and you will not be harmed.” His mother looked at him watery eyed, then gave the blonde warrior the nod.

“There was a nudge at his back. “Let’s go.”

“But mother…!”

Kal was marched out the house and the life he’d known, and into the waiting cart.
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“A congratulations is in order,” said Varsela, looking every inch the Empress on the ivory throne.

It was in stark contrast to a certain someone who stood close by. Tiberius remained stripped of all the trappings of his former position. The silky robes and sparkly rings were gone. The menace and power too. There was something laughable about the position he’d found himself in, thought Mila, as she lined up alongside Yolanda, Eleni and Livia in front of the Empress. Really it was difficult to believe he’d actually been Emperor less than a month ago. Cuffed at the wrists, gagged at the mouth, forced to bend slightly at the knees by the metal ring looped around his balls, chaining him to a fixture built into the floor, he now resembled a powerful ladies plaything rather than a leader of men. Mila met his snarky look with a smile and watched his eyes bulge in anger.

“Your campaign to persuade, root out troublemakers and get the women of Cassiopia on side, has been a veritable success,” continued Varsela all smiles. “The protests wane. It begins to dawn on the menfolk that change is upon them and they’re helpless to stop it. And it is largely down to your work.” The Empress paused, dipping her golden jewelled head in tribute and thanks. “As a reward for your loyalty and support I offer you each a position on the council I’m setting up to see oversee the next stage in Cassiopia’s development.”

“Development?” said Mila.

“Why yes,” said Varsela. “There will be rules, laws, disciplining measures needed to keep the men in check. The council will decide. You will decide.”

The four women looked amongst each other gleefully.

“So you accept?”

“Yes,” each of them answered brightly.

A scoffing grunt drew Varsela’s gaze to Tiberius. “Something to say?” she asked, rising, stepping to him, pulling away the ball gag.

“You are traitors!” he shouted. “And the men will rise. And you will all die, die—”

Varsela snapped the gag back into his mouth silencing him. “Oh, you are tiresome. And still with so much to learn. Perhaps you ladies can help teach him.” Varsela aimed a wicked grin their way, then was clicking her fingers for her cane.

One of the guard’s handed the long thin rattan instrument of punishment over to Varsela, who in turn offered it to Livia. “Take it,” she encouraged as Livia hesitated, “and leave your mark. For he has wronged you has he not?”

Livia took the cane, stood a moment in front of Tiberius twirling it thoughtfully between her fingers. Mila didn’t think she’d ever seen a man’s eyes blaze so furiously. Her pulse had slowed in anticipation, she watched enthralled – just as Eleni and Yolanda watched – as Livia strolled behind the enraged figure who had once dominated all their lives. And then a pant, both incredulous and amused, was leaving her lungs as the swishing hit landed and Tiberius grimaced.

“Harder,” instructed Varsela.

The second strike sounded fleshier.

“Again,” said Varsela.

Livia delivered ten hits in total, each harder than the last. She stepped around the tensed, fuming looking Tiberius with a broad smile on her face, and handed the cane to an eager Eleni. And so on it went, Eleni delivering ten stinging hits to Tiberius’s flank. Yolanda then decided to even things up on the other flank, and then grinning widely was passing the cane on to Mila.

There was one word that summed up how she felt holding that cane as she stepped to Tiberius. Powerful. And never ever had she felt a feeling like it. It was intoxicating, right somehow. Her gaze wandered over Tiberius’s body; the red marks already made, the pecs twitching in frustration. Finally lingering on the cock that hung heavy looking (there’d been no release since his toppling and nor would there be any time soon). Mila’s eyes flicked up to Tiberius’s own, and he knew; there was only one place that cane was landing.

Mila positioned herself at his side, then was hovering the cane over his most intimate, tender flesh. How many times had he used that cock to reinforce his power? How many times had he used it to satisfy his own sordid fantasies? Many was the answer and Mila knew it. She swished the cane down hard on the base of his penis. Tiberius’s groan could be heard even through the ball gag. He jerked up and back, only for the chain at his balls to yank him in place.

Varsela let out a deep and delighted chuckle. A couple of the other women squealed with laughter. Mila held the cane steady. Then down it came again. There was the same groan, the same instinctive pull back and locking of the chain fixing him where he stood. Mila half smiled, feeling a heady rush and tingling arousal sweep through her. A third strike was landed, then a forth and a fifth. She stood a moment admiring the red lines she’d made travelling from the base of his cock down to his sensitive glands, then met his eyes with another of those smiles. This time he dropped his head, defeated looking.

“Couldn’t have done it better myself,” smiled Varsela, as Mila handed back the cane. She looked at all four of the women approvingly, then retook her seat on the ivory throne. “Go now councillors, for there is a treat awaiting you in your suite. Do with them as you please. They are yours now.”

There was one final nod of dismissal, and Deputy Lyssa was leading them from the room.

The eight young brown-haired men knelt naked in the most submissive of postures; heads bowed, a wrist clutched behind their backs.

“Present,” said Lyssa.

At her command they stood with the synchronicity of a marching band, revealing smooth handsome faces, green eyes, lightly muscled hairless bodies.

“A gift from the Empress,” said Lyssa, stepping to one side. “They are well trained. And will eagerly meet your needs.”

“Virile too,” said Yolanda, covering a smile.

Mila gazed upon the naked boys watching their penises stiffen as if in salute. She felt her own simmering arousal bubbling below her belly. “Who are they?” she asked.

“They are from our travels,” said Lyssa. “Boys we have claimed as our own. Now they are yours.”

“Oh, they are most beautiful,” said Livia on a sigh. She stepped forward, ran a hand over one of the boy’s jawlines, down over his toned torso.

Eleni approached another and took his hand. Then Mila and Yolanda were picking their own.

“You say they can meet our needs?” said Mila, not averting her gaze from her green-eyed boy.

“Correct,” said Lyssa. “I expect you won’t be disappointed.”

Mila turned to see her smile, then she was wrapping her hand around two hard cocks and leading them towards her bedroom. The other three women were quick to do likewise.

“Awake!” bellowed the female voice, rattling each of the open stable doors as she went by.

Kal woke rubbing his eyes, dry mouthed and disorientated. He spotted a small water filled bucket in the corner and quickly rushed to it and drank.

“Out you all come!” shouted that same voice as the woman passed by the other way.

Kal glimpsed crisscrossed sandals, tanned toned calves, the pleats of a short white tunic, and felt his insides rumble nervily. As he stepped out the stall there were a number of other boys doing just that – maybe thirty in total. They headed for the stable’s wide-open doors and the sunny outside. Kal had begun to head that way, when someone calling his name turned him.

“Cassius,” he said, seeing his friend rushing to him.

“They came in the night. You too?”

Kal nodded grimly, still hurt by what he perceived as his mother’s collusion with the invaders. And then there was his dented pride, literally playing with his cock while the invaders stormed his house. What had he been thinking?

“What do they want with us?” asked Cassius.

Kal noticed the peering look of one of the blonde guards gesturing the boys out at the stable doors. “Best we don’t talk now, come on.”

He fell in line with Cassius alongside him, and between the two Sirii guard’s they stepped out into the bright morning sunlight. The stables in which they’d slept opened out into a circular arena; normally used for the training of horses and the hosting of equestrian events. But there were no horses here today, only them and their blonde captors.

Kal came to a stop, glancing round at the others, noticing they were all a similar age to himself. Then he was feeling Cassius’s nudge at his side, seeing his wide-eyed look ahead. Kal followed the direction of his gaze and gulped. The man was bound to a pole, his ass and back streaked red from a whipping. And standing next to him brandishing the long black whip was the glossy blonde Sirii who’d administered it. She was strong and athletic looking, and seemed to take in the boys staring dumbstruck with a smile edging her lips. Her name was Syvanna.

“Listen carefully as I’ll not say this twice,” she said, with utter authority. “I care little for the easy lives you have known. I care not for the privileges you have come to expect. Today marks a new day for you all. A chance to prove yourselves worthy under the rule of our new Empress.”

She paused a beat, letting those last three words sink in. Our new Empress. They made Kal feel a little dizzy, a tad breathless.

“Disobedience. A bad attitude. Will not be tolerated here,” the imposing blonde continued. “You will not speak unless spoken to. You will appreciate your subservience to every woman you come across. Those that do not will end up like this one.”

Her arm stretched out to the bloodied trembling male hugging the pole. Kal gulped a second time.

“Now that I have explained how things are to work. Now that you understand your place as the lowest of the low. I want you to remove those tunics, step out of those sandals.”

The boys stood staring a moment, until the Sirii cracked the whip at one of their feet and got them moving. Kal stepped out of his sandals feeling the dusty ground beneath his feet. Then off came the tunic, and the warm sun was caressing his skin. Off to one side peals of laughter sounded. He looked up to see a group of young Sirii watching from the circling stand.

Kal had never been shy of his body, but this was different to bathing on the pier, this was a power struggle, one which he and every other boy was losing. That realisation had an altogether undesired effect on him. To his dismay, his cock was stiffening against every conceivable thought that might stop it so.

“Eyes on me slaves,” spoke their amused sounding instructor.

Slaves, the word came like a punch in the guts and lighter fuel to what Kal was failing to stop. He turned back to the blonde dangling the black whip beneath folded arms, his stubbornly stiff cock pointing to the clear blue sky. Her gaze was locked on him.

“Very good,” she said, not just sounding amused, but pleased. “Look to this one slaves. The sooner you come to enjoy your subservience, the better.”

Kal felt every pair of eyes turn his way. How he wanted the ground to open up and swallow him.

“A submissive male is a useful male. Any other only dangerous,” said Syvanna. “You will all come to recognise this in good time. But for now get running.”

The boys set off at a jog – any too slow getting a taste of the whip on their bare bums – willies bouncing, or in Kal’s case, swinging like a pendulum. He heard more peals of girlish laughter from the stand, saw his and every other boy’s tunic and sandals being removed by the guard’s. Then he was feeling the stinging crack of the whip at his backside.

“Get moving big boy,” smiled the blonde instructor.

And Kal was increasing his speed, cheeks blushing, head spinning under the hot sun.
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Sunlight spilled through the large palace windows and onto the smooth ochre table around which the women sat. There were nine of the councillors in total. Five Sirii and the four Cassiopians once of Tiberius’s harem.

“So, we are in agreement,” said Aruru, the composed blonde who’d taken somewhat of a lead. “The boys will be stripped of all titles, deeds and assets. They will be assigned a female handler; a wife, a sister, a daughter or mother to check they abide by our new laws. Any infraction and those handlers will be able to report to a community officer – all female of course – who will determine an appropriate punishment.”

“Appropriate?” smiled another of the blondes, eyebrow raised quizzically.

“Appropriate,” Aruru answered her back with a slight smile of her own.

Each of the women seated were aware of the lassitude this permitted. They were well aware that following this train of thought through, that every single male would be reliant on the benevolent grace of their female overseers, who in turn would wield enormous power. It wasn’t hard to imagine more than a few scores being settled. It gave Mila flutters.

“And what types of punishment are we talking?” asked an eager eyed Livia, so obviously wanting to hear more.

“We find public humiliation works most well; paddlings, whippings, floggings and so forth,” said Aruru.

“And there’s the stocks,” added another of the blondes brightly.

“Stocks?” gasped Eleni. There was a little colour at her pretty cheeks. “How I should like to see that.”

“All in good time,” said Aruru. She leant back in her chair and the nine women sat a moment contemplating all that was ahead.

“I’ve an idea,” said Mila, who’d yet to speak much.

“Please, do tell,” Aruru encouraged.

“Well, we all know what Cassiopian males think about day and night, and put above all else.”

“Sex,” said Yolanda with a despairing roll of her eyes.

“Not only sex. Self-pleasure also,” said Mila. “Well, what if there was a way to deny them this. Make them more pliable and controllable in the process.”

“You mean you propose a cum tax,” said one of the bright-eyed blondes.

“No, not exactly,” said Mila. “Look…” She picked up the sketches she’d been working on, handed them around the group. “It is only a rough drawing but a with a little more thought, I’m sure our metalsmiths could create such a thing.”

“A cage for cocks,” giggled Eleni.

Livia shook her head smiling astonished. “However did you come up with such a thing?”

“That would be when caning Tiberius,” said Mila. “I couldn’t help but think that such an appendage in the possession of such a monstrous man, should be behind bars.”

“So you went about seeing how it could be so,” laughed one of the Sirii.

“I think it’s ingenious,” said Aruru, glancing up from the sketch. “Especially the idea of the little lock and key. It symbolises in miniature all that we plan.”

Mila felt herself blushing bashfully.

“It is so ingenious that I think you should show it to the Empress yourself. I’ve no doubt she’ll be highly impressed.”

The Empress’s skin glowed golden in the wedge of late afternoon sunshine that lit the great throne room. She stood in front of Tiberius, still rooted to the marble floor by his balls.

“Your body begins to betray you. Look how you drool,” she teased.

He glanced down at his cock, neither soft nor hard, but spilling a line of precum nonetheless.

“Nothing more than a puppet,” said Varsela, tugging on the chain attached to the clamps at his nipples, causing him to bite his lower lip. “Nothing more than a toy. A plaything. My plaything.”

He squarely met her eyes, with a growl said, “I will not yield.”

“It matters not to me,” smiled Varsela. “I already have your throne. Your city. And soon your men will kneel before their women like the inferior beings they are.”

“Never!” shouted Tiberius. “Never!”

“Oh, so pretty is the puppet when he’s angry,” said Varsela, patting his cheek. Then her hand was dropping to his sensitive balls and she was squeezing. “Raise your voice like that again and you’ll lose more than just your pride.”

She held on a few seconds longer, finally let go, leaving Tiberius panting. Varsela called over one of the guard’s, whispered something to her. A second later and that same guard was back with two pots. Varsela unscrewed the slightly larger of the two, dipped a finger in it, then sucked the treacly golden honey from it.

“Nectar of the gods,” she said, savouring the sweet taste. She dipped her finger again, held it out to Tiberius. “Want some? Of course you do. You’ve been existing on scraps.” The honey covered finger hovered almost within reach, only to be snatched away at the last. “The look on your face,” Varslea chuckled. “What a picture.”

It was then, as she sucked her finger dry a second time, that Mila made her entrance. Varsela turned at the approach of her footsteps. “Councilwoman Mila, what do I owe the pleasure of this visit.”

Mila dipped her head respectfully. “Councillor Aruru suggested I come see you. I have an idea you see.”

“An idea?” said Varsela, taking the sketch held to her.

“It’s nothing grand. Simply a little idea that may assist in your plans.”

Any worry that Varsela might be frosty or dismissive was expelled at once.

“A prison for naughty cocks. Oh, a wonderful idea,” she beamed. Her eye drifted around the drawing, then she was holding it up for Tiberius to see. “You see what clever Mila has come up with. A device to make any disobedient male as frustrated as you are. They will bend the knee all right. Do willingly so, as well.”

Tiberius gritted his teeth, but did not speak. Maybe he was finally understanding his position, noted Mila amused.

“One moment councillor,” said Varsela, pouring the pot of what looked like honey right over his semi aroused member. She then took the smaller pot from the guard. “You know what’s in here?” she asked as the honey ran over his swollen balls and dripped onto the white marble floor. “Bullet ants. I’m told a bite is like a red-hot poker to the nerves. And you know what they like…honey.”

Tiberius’s nostrils flared, Mila thought steam might actually come out of his ears. He watched Varsela take off the lid, place the pot on the marble floor between his legs.

“Don’t you dare!” he said, unable to hold his tongue any longer.

But Varsela was already walking. “Let’s leave these ants to their feast and go see our metalworkers about your idea.”

Mila nodded, walking at her side.

“Get back here!” Tiberius’s desperate shrieks sounded behind. “Get back here!”

“The slave you requested,” bowed the female guard.

“Leave him with me,” replied Syvanna, not glancing up from her writing.

The guard gave him the once over with a smirk, then was brushing past him and out. Kal turned to the door shut behind, then his eye was back on the lead instructor – somehow commanding even seated behind her desk. His urge was to ask her what she wanted with him, how much longer he’d be in this place (he’d long lost count of the days). But to speak would to be disobedient. And to be disobedient would to be punished. He’d learnt that much from his training. And so he stood silent watching as she wrote whatever she was writing.

She folded the paper, placed it in an envelope, placed that envelope on a grooved tray and started on another. Her dismissive manner, the way she was ignoring him standing naked before her like this, soon had the drumming beat of arousal overwhelming any attempt at resistance. When she finally put the last of the envelopes to one side and looked his way, he was rigid. A smile curved her lips.

“If only I could bottle that horny submission of yours and have every male in the city drink it down, it would make my life ever so much easier.”

Kal held her gaze feeling an indescribable mix of shame, excitement, desire and defeat.

“You know what these are slave?” said Syvanna, tapping the top of the neatly stacked envelopes.

“No goddess,” answered Kal, addressing her the way he’d been taught to address all the women of Cassiopia.

“Official documents that confirm the status of you boys as slaves.” She paused, allowing her words to penetrate a mind that was already swimming. “Tomorrow you will be branded and prepared for auction.”

And now she was studying his face, and Kal couldn’t help but open his mouth and emit a little gasp. His head felt like it might explode. Syvanna’s gaze drifted slowly down and then back up a body that was lean and hard and tanned after all those days exercising out under the hot sun. Eyes back on his, she asked, “How does that make you feel?”

For one moment kal felt choked, then he dredged up the words. “Excited goddess.”

“You should be,” said Syvanna. “A lot of wealthy women will be interested in a slave like you. In fact, I’d purchase you myself if I didn’t already have a full stable. And you had a bigger cock.”

Kal couldn’t prevent said cock twitching at her teasing. Syvanna smiled amused at the ease with which she manipulated him.

“Yes, you will make a good slave for someone,” she mused. “Still, I have one last lesson for you. Now kneel.”

Kal dropped at her command as obedient as a well-trained pup. Low enough now to see beneath the desk, he stared as bronzed thighs parted to reveal the silky splendour of woman.

“You’re going to be licking a lot of pussy,” said Syvanna. “Best get practicing. Now crawl.”

Kal didn’t look up, transfixed on the full lipped pinkness ahead, tongue ready and willing he crawled.
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The vast crowd pressed the palace walls, stretched back out through the open gates and along the wide avenue as far as the eye could see. A noticeable majority of them were women, women who would ordinarily be at home, cleaning and tidying and keeping their men happy. Not today. Not now, smiled Mila.

She stood on one side of the long balcony alongside Yolanda and two of the Sirii councilwomen. Livia and Eleni stood on the other side with the three others. How powerful they looked together, two different races working with one aim. Mila turned her gaze back to the sunlit crowd. Not all of the men were sad about Tiberius’s dethroning – he’d been a cruel master with a petty vindictiveness – but did they really properly understand what was ahead for them? Mila sensed not, and put it partly down to a deep-seated arrogance and entitlement, but above all, a sad lack of imagination. They still couldn’t imagine a woman ruler – picture her, see her. That was about to change.

“Here she comes,” whispered Yolanda, nudging Mila gently.

The tall glass doors were opened. Between them Varsela strode out on to the balcony, her jewellery (the thick bracelet at upper arm, the tiara like headdress at her forehead) glinting gold. The general murmur of the crowd dropped away as her unwavering gaze fell upon them.

“Citizens of Cassiopia,” Varsela addressed the masses with not the slightest hint of nerves or apprehension. “You’ve not doubt heard much of your new conquerors. Some I’ve been told have called us bloodthirsty barbarians. Others heathens of the desert land. But I tell you now, we are neither of these things. What we are is a race of proud warriors who place the female at the apex of all that is mighty and sacred.”

A number of the men shifted uncomfortably hearing this. More than a few shouted out in disgruntlement. Emboldened by the dissent, one man yelled: “Emperor Tiberius rules! Not you! Never you!”

“We will not be led by a woman!” another man bawled.

A dissatisfied murmur began to rise. Some of the men and women visibly argued. Varsela watched all this, calm and composed, before turning to her Deputy Lyssa. “Bring him out,” she said.

Mila’s eyes shot to the glass doors, she didn’t mean…

But a minute later it was confirmed as out Tiberius was nudged. He didn’t walk, but rather shuffled due to the humbler’s vice like grip on his swollen looking balls. There was one other notable item telling of his complete powerlessness. One of Mila’s early prototypes kept his cock imprisoned. On seeing him the men in the crowd abruptly quietened. Whereas laughter could be heard amongst the women. A few jeers too – for Tiberius had never been liked by them.

“This is the man you speak of? The man you would have rule?” asked Varsela in questioning, pitying tone.

“He is no ruler of ours!” came the female cry.

At it, Mila felt a fast rush of adrenaline. She saw the men looking about one another unsurely. She saw the women beginning to believe.

“I think not,” said Varsela. Then aiming her authoritative voice at Tiberius. “Still, let us prove it. Let everyone see the snivelling dog you are. Kneel boy. I said kneel!”

For the first time Tiberius lifted his downcast gaze, showed his glowering expression.

Varsela met it with a smirk “What, you’d like another whipping at my hand?”

Now there was a snarl. Deputy Lyssa stepped up behind him and kicked his calves, dropping him to his knees. Many of the women saw this. Many more did not. Either way in the days to come it would be relayed how Tiberius grovelled at the feet of the Empress. And in the moment how all the women cheered and rejoiced. They drowned out any jeers from the men.

Varsela turned her triumphant gaze towards them. “You men will yield!” she shouted above the noise. “You will all yield!”

The subtle sweet scent of pomegranate could be picked up on the humid air. The bright white architecture gleamed. Yes, the Mercantile Quarter was as charming as it had ever been. Yet Kal had never experienced it like this. He stood on the low circular platform, just as a dozen other boys around him stood on theirs. Any body hair had been shaved. Their naked bodies covered in an oil that made their skin glisten. We are peacocks on display, thought Kal, then was scotching the thought as another overtook it, no, we are living breathing objects to be bought.

And here come the buyers now – blonde haired women beaming at what was ahead. So the Sirii will get first dibs, thought Kal, swallowing hard, turning and facing forward. He knew there was nothing he could do but stand statue like. These women had an iron grip on the city. He’d heard the rumours of public whippings and floggings, had overheard others talk of the most extremist males being threatened with castration. He only prayed his father was not one of them. Such thoughts and concerns evaporated at the sound of gentle laughter as the first of the women (a group of three) stepped his way.

Kal tensed, feeling their assessing stares, hearing their brazen chatter, yet keeping his gaze straight ahead. It took all his willpower not to stiffen there and then.

“Ooh, he is a pretty boy,” said one.

“He certainly has a pretty cock,” said another.

“Look how it grows,” spoke a third – the lilt of her tone full of amusement.

“I think our talk arouses him.”

“Is that right slaveboy? Are you that horny? That eager to serve?”

Kal, who’d been keeping his gaze on the stone facade of the building opposite, glanced at the three women. He felt as though he was burning with embarrassment. Never had he felt so naked and exposed. Never had he experienced such outright objectification.

“Answer me,” said one of the blonde Sirii, giving his cock that now extended out at a right angle towards them, a gentle slap.

“Yes I’m horny. Yes I’m eager to serve goddess,” Kal answered quickly as the slap continued to reverberate through his stunned self.

“Yes you are,” chuckled one of the women. All three of them were laughing at his obedience, laughing with the knowledge that his stiffness spoke of a true subservience within. Laughing at the fact that he could do nothing to hide it.

“Such an amusing creature is the male,” said one of the women as they walked on.

Kal inhaled a deep breath and tried to get control of himself. Around him more women were arriving, their smiles beatific as they laid eyes on the merchandise. A couple of platforms away he saw money exchanging hands and the blonde buyer collaring her purchase, clipping a leash, leading the boy away with a big grin. Kal’s cock flexed hornily at the sight. What is wrong with me, he thought, shutting his eyes as the tug of war between the submissive side of himself and the other, the side full of pride and ego raged within.

A girlish snicker opened his eyes and there she was in all her smooth skinned, blue eyed, curly blonde-haired magnificence. In short, the girl took his breath away.

“Mother, come quick,” she said, gesturing the older woman over. “It’s the one I told you about.”

You, thought Kal, it’s you from the arena that day.

“He’s definitely in full working order,” smiled Darcina.

“Oh mother, he’s perfect. I must have him,” said Lexi.

“Think with your head, not your…eyes like this one.” Darcina glanced from her daughter back to him. “Do you speak?”

“Yes goddess,” Kal almost sang as Lexi’s fingers traced the still sensitive slave mark at his ass.

“And do you have any skills?”

Skills? What skills do I have? Kal thought hard.

“Can you change a horse shoe? Sharpen a blade?”

“No goddess. Neither of those things,” Kal had to admit.

“Oh mother, we already have boys to do those things. I want this one for, well, I want this one for other things.”

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“Please mother, pretty, pretty please.” Lexi smiled angelically.

“Okay. I’ll see what can be agreed.”

Lexi kissed her mother’s cheek. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

Kal watched them head over to the female seller. His heart was pitter-pattering quickly. He’d almost forgotten that he was rock hard. I am to be a slave to her. The thought rolled in his mind. And not another could dislodge it. Within a few minutes the two women were back, and a deal had been struck judging by Lexi’s happy smile.

“Down you,” she ordered.

Kal stepped down. He felt like he might pass out.

“You are one lucky slaveboy to be bought by me,” she said, attaching a collar, adding his leash. “Well…”

“Thank you, goddess.” Kal stared wide-eyed. “Thank you for buying me.” He could barely believe he was saying such words, but he was.

Lexi glanced at her mother with a smile. “Shall we…?”

The two women walked on, Lexi tugging her slaveboy on behind.

The half-closed shutters cooled the bedroom, saved it from the suns full glare. Which was just as well as Mila was having quite the workout. Her nipples were pinprick hard. Her back curved. Her dark hair splashing around her as the mattress bounced and she rode her obedient slaveboy’s cock. She bit her lip on a panting groan, eyes closing as the wave of pleasure threatened to engulf her whole. It didn’t. Not yet. Simply hung on a soaring note that had her mouth opening on a silent shriek of ecstasy.

In her mind she was seeing the moment Varsela had strode out on to the balcony. She was picturing the men’s gobsmacked expressions, seeing the women’s intrigued looks. She was recalling how those looked turned triumphant. And now with the wave cresting she was opening her eyes to see her handsome green eyed slaveboy beneath, staring up at her in awestruck servitude.

The look was enough to tip her over the edge. For one split instant the climatic high was almost unbearable. Then it was simply euphoric. A gasping shriek of pleasure left Mila’s lungs as the pleasure overwhelmed all thought and action. Her hips locked out – once, twice and then a third time uncontrollably grinding down on the cock still inside her. Finally, heady waves of pleasure still rolling like an aftershock, she leant forward and kissed her slaveboy full on the lips.

“Good job,” she said, collapsing at his side. She lay a good minute catching her breath, then swung her legs over the side of the bed. Her second slaveboy was there, kneeling, head down, cock hard. “Your turn,” said Mila playfully as she parted her thighs.

The slaveboy came forward knowing just what she wanted. His licks were lapping and gentle. They reignited those still tinging sparks of pleasure. It wasn’t long before Mila was having a second orgasm, which if not quite as mind-bendingly powerful as the first, was no less pleasurable. She squeezed her second slaveboy’s jaw, making his shiny lips pucker, then swiped a finger down his nose. “Good boy,” she said, rising from the bed.

Mila waltzed into the bathroom. Under a cooling spray showered. A click of her fingers and her slaveboys were there to dab her dry. They were both still sporting erections. Maybe they’d get some relief later. Or not, thought Mila, unable to supress a big grin. And why shouldn’t she saviour this moment? A lifetime she’d had of pleasing the male sex. How good it felt for the boot to be on the other foot. She dressed in her silky tunic, then stepped into the main suite, her stiff slaveboys following obediently.

“My, it looks like someone’s been having fun,” said Livia, who lay sprawled eating one of the grapes dangled to her by one of her own naked slaves.

“She positively glows,” said Yolanda, sitting on another of the long couches, feet resting on a slave acting as a footrest.

Mila took in both these sights with a smile. “It is not only I. We all do,” she said, sharing the couch with Yolanda. She took the glass of wine thoughtfully offered to her by one of the male slaves. “And where is Eleni?”

“Do you not hear?” said Livia.

The faint sound of moaning and groaning could be heard from one of the bedrooms.

“She fucks his brains out,” tittered Yolanda.

“And you haven’t your own?” said Livia.

Yolanda shot her a naughty look.

“To fucking,” said Mila, holding up her glass in toast.

As the laughing women clinked glasses, there was a knock at the door.

“Expecting someone?” asked Mila.

“Not I,” said Livia.

“Nor I,” said Yolanda.

“Then I wonder who…” Mila opened the door to see the warm face of councilwoman Aruru. And she wasn’t alone. She strode in at Mila’s invite ahead of the six naked men. Not just any men. Men who had once been councillors, high ranking officials, but now it seemed served a very different role.

“I thought you might be interested in seeing some of your creations before they are put to the Empress,” said Aruru, having the men line up.

Mila’s gaze dropped to the varying models that had sprung from that very first sketch of hers; some had bars, some were one sleek curve of shiny steel, some were incredibly constraining looking, others a little less so. “Oh, they are just as I’d imagined,” said Mila, having a good feel of one of the devices.

“They are hilarious,” said Livia, already up and investigating.

And here was Yolanda, not missing out. The men, all different shapes and body sizes, stood looking mortified. The presence of the pretty green slaveboys – Mila’s pair still sporting frustrated erections – only heightened their humiliation. A couple were turning beetroot.

“You’ll see they vary in design and fit, but serve much the same purpose,” said Aruru.

“And what purpose might that be?” asked Livia, staring into the eyes of a hairy, barrel chested man who looked like he might explode any second.

“Why to keep them in their place,” answered Aruru. “Not have them forget their subservience.”

“I’d imagine being denied that part of themselves they prize most has a quite delirious effect,” said Livia, circling a nail around the steel rim, making the man before her grunt.

“Frustrated. Obedient. More accepting of their new status would be a fair assessment of the changes we expect,” said Aruru.

“And they look so pretty,” cooed Yolanda, tickling a finger through one of the devices bars, watching as the male to whom it was attached twitched in all manner of discomfort. It had each the of the women chuckling.

“So I have your blessing to show the Empress?” asked Aruru.

“Yes,” confirmed Mila, swelling with pride to be consulted so. “I think they are wonderful.”

Such a remark was almost comical, given the suppressed dismay of the men lined up before her.

“Your idea was inspired. I am only glad we could do it justice,” said Aruru. She gave a downward tilt of her head, then took her leave, leading the six nude men to the door. “I shall disturb you no more ladies. Enjoy your evening.”

“We will,” Livia called after her. She lay back down next to her grape serving slave, while Mila and Yolanda sat on the couch with their wine.

“Have you a name for this inspired invention of yours?” asked Yolanda, crossing her bare feet over the slave positioned as a footrest.

Mila hummed in consideration.

“What about cock lock?” suggested Livia.

“Or penis prison,” chuckled Yolanda. Both women were having a merry old time at the expense of the male gender.

“I was thinking, something more…sophisticated,” said Mila. She took a sip of her wine and that was when the name came to her. “Ah, I’ve got it.”

“Do tell,” said Livia all ears.

Mila paused for dramatic effect, then proclaimed, “They shall be known as chastity cages.”

“A splendid name for a splendid object,” said Livia.

Yolanda giggled. “I hope our Cassiopian boys know what’s coming for them.”

“They shan’t need them, if they don’t misbehave,” grinned Mila, knowing how unlikely that was to be.
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Kal placed the tray of delicious looking breakfast foods on the outdoor table, then knelt his knees to the colourful tiles of the veranda. He crisscrossed his wrists behind his back and gazed out across orchard fields and the orange sun rising on the horizon. He was well used to the routine by now. These mornings spent obediently awaiting his goddess. Yet the novelty of his predicament had far from faded.

His heart beat heavy. A small lump had formed at his throat. A nervy excitement jangled in his chest. There was nothing stopping him rising from his knees, and making a run for it into those distant hills and chancing his hand in the desert land beyond. Was there? Yes, there was, and Kal knew it. No matter how much he tried to convince himself otherwise, deep, deep down, part of him was enjoying this.

He swallowed the lump at his throat, his heart beating heavier, his cock stirring in confirmation. It was now that Lexi sauntered out onto the veranda. She stopped a moment, stretching her golden arms out behind her, yawning a great big yawn. Then was glancing at Kal. “Good morning slaveboy.”

“Good morning goddess,” he answered, taking in the blonde curls clipped lazily up, taking in the beautiful face, and arms and legs and neck. All smooth and sun-kissed, slender and graceful.

She touched his shoulder gently – a touch enough to make his skin tingle and his growing cock lift off his smooth balls – and sat down at the table. “Mmm, looks delicious,” she said, taking a sip of juice. “Is someone hungry?”

“Yes goddess,” replied Kal, knowing exactly how this played out, yet still wanting it badly.

Lexi mixed some berries into a bowl of yoghurt, ate a few spoonfuls then gestured him forward. Kal tilted his head back, opened his mouth wide. Lexi hovered above it a moment, then opened her mouth, dropping the gloopy mushy content into his own. Some of it hit the back of his throat, some of it missed his mouth and fell onto his chin. Kal licked it up, swallowed it down. “Thank you, goddess,” he said.

Lexi laughed. “Good slaveboy.” Then was reaching for the bowl again. “Did you have fun last night?” she asked.

Ah last night, thought Kal, recalling the hours of teasing torment, the glamorous women, the party like no other he’d ever witnessed. The villa Lexi and her mother had commandeered was a country pile on the edge of the city. A house once used by male officials for all kinds of shenanigans. But not last night. Last night it had been the girls turn. Kal had only been one such slaveboy teased silly by their games.

“Yes goddess,” he answered, feeling the blushing heat rising at his cheeks.

“I suppose if I’d been kind I’d have let you cum,” said Lexi.

“I suppose you would, goddess,” said Kal, feeling his straining cock twitch.

Lexi’s eyes dropped to it. A big smile spread her lips. “You weren’t tempted to play with it, without my consent?”

“No goddess,” said Kal, horny desire pushing back any pussy whipped shame. “I know your rules.”

“That’s right…my rules.” Lexi continued smiling above him. “How do you feel right now, my hot slaveboy?”

“Horny.”

“I can see that,” Lexi laughed. “What else?”

“Small goddess. Small and humiliated.” Kal couldn’t believe he was saying this.

“Because I own you? And can have you do whatever I like?”

Kal swallowed. “Yes goddess.”

“Say it.”

“Because you own me and can have me do anything you like.”

“And you enjoy that don’t you?”

“Yes. Goddess.” Kal dropped his head.

Lexi raised it with a finger beneath his chin. “Do not be ashamed. It is a good thing to want to worship a woman. It is the males’ sole purpose.” She held her finger there beneath his chin, fascinated by the twitch of a cheek, the slight pout of lips – gestures indicative of the raging battle within. “Whatever else they have taught you, it is wrong,” she said with the conviction of someone who doesn’t have a smidgeon of doubt about their argument. Kal stared into her mesmerising blue eyes, feeling his heart thump harder.

Lexi stroked a finger beneath his chin, making his entire body tingle, and settled back. She picked up the white bowl, looked at him mischievously. “Open up,” she said, slipping a spoonful of yoghurt into her mouth. It didn’t stay there. Once more Kal was fed sloppy seconds, this time more than a few drops dripped onto his rigid erection.

“Oh, stand up,” ordered Lexi.

Kal did so without a moment’s hesitation. Lexi’s gaze levelled on his rigid member, drawing his own eye to it.

“Would you look at that,” she said, briefly glancing up with a mischievous smile as she moved her face to it. Her tongue flicked out, licked up a splodge of yoghurt and Kal was tilting his head to the blue sky, squeezing his eyes shut, jaw falling slack. Another licking flick. A longer stroke. And Kal was feeling like he might blow.

“There we go, all cleaned up,” smiled Lexi. She gave his cock a single fingered tickling stroke and ordered him back down. Body trembling, Kal dropped to his knees. “Are you still hungry slave?”

“Yes goddess.”

Kal expected her to reach for the bowl, but that wasn’t what happened. Instead she parted her slender tanned thighs, revealing the tuft of golden pubic hair, the glistening lips of her beautiful pussy below.

“Well slave.”

Kal needed no second invitation. Wrists still crossed behind subserviently, he dropped his mouth to her. He licked as he already knew how she liked to be licked; with soft curved tongued strokes. He lapped up her juices. He circled her clit. He changed the pace and pressure reacting to her moans. As the morning sunlight stretched across the orchards, he made her cum.

The line of naked men and tunic clothed women stretched almost to the open doors of the meeting hall. Mila strolled in and past them, one of her green-eyed slaveboy’s following behind with the brown box. She was amused to see that almost without exception the female guardians had determined to keep their property nude, but not surprised. It said all that needed saying didn’t it; about who had power, who did not.

And then there was the ease with which it pricked any inflated egos and chauvinistic attitudes, especially if they were less than well endowed. And Mila spied more than a few small cocks, saggy asses too. As for the men, their expressions hardened at sight of the brunette beauty. They knew who she was, knew her affiliation to the Empress and the power she wielded because of it.

Mila breezed past them well aware of the hard stares, well aware that this was still the beginning of a huge change, and that there’d be bumps along the way. These boys represented a few of those bumps. And she planned to help have them ironed out smooth. As she reached the front of the queue, the woman there stopped speaking and the community officer, Kiara, behind her table, began to rise.

“No need,” smiled Mila. “Carry on.”

Standing to one side, her slaveboy with the box beside her, Mila watched as Kiara – a buxom, mature woman – retook her seat, gestured for the woman ahead to continue.

“Like I was saying,” she said, sounding irritated from the off. “He doesn’t listen, doesn’t do his chores. He’s lazy. He has bad attitude.”

Her husband rolled his eyes at this. He was a stocky man with a rough muscularity. The woman was diminutive in comparison.

“Have you tried caning him?” asked Kiara.

“No,” said the woman with an unsure glance at her glowering husband.

“Well, I recommend it,” said Kiara. “Ten daily to remind him who’s in charge. Ten more whenever he steps out of line, or the mood takes you.”

The community officer gave her a smile, then reached into a silver bucket with an array of canes and handed one to the diminutive woman. She rolled it between her fingers, there was another unsure glance at her moody looking husband.

“Show me,” said Kiara.

“Now?”

“Yes, trust me you’ll enjoy it. You…” Kiara turned her gaze on the sullen faced man. “Hands on the table.”

He gave a sneer as his eye found the Sirii guards stationed keeping watch, then was stepping forward, clutching the edge of the table.

“Spread your legs,” said Kiara.

Another irritated stare. His face was turning puce. It made it all the more enjoyable from Mila’s perspective. She watched his diminutive wife draw back her arm, deliver the first of the hits.

“He can take harder than that,” said Kiara.

Once more the man showed his teeth. Then he was flinching as the second strike landed with a firmer thwack.

“And again,” said Kiara.

But the wife didn’t need to be told. With each strike her hesitancy was disappearing, the gap between the hits shortening. In that moment she was experiencing what so many Cassiopian women had and would experience; an outlet for years of frustration, the irresistible taste of their own empowerment. The last few strikes came in a flurry, then the woman was breathing heavily, standing taller.

“Feels good doesn’t it,” grinned Kiara.

“Yes,” the woman replied exuberantly. Her husband glanced behind at her astonished, then was stepping back beside her, looking slightly diminished.

“There is something I should like to add,” said Mila at this point. Her slaveboy placed the box on the table and opened it up. Mila picked out one of the many devices inside.

“Whatever is that?” asked Kiara, eyes widening with curiosity.

“Look, I shall show you,” said Mila. She strode directly to the caned male, within seconds had squeezed his balls through the metal loop, placed his less than impressive cock within the elegant curve of steel. The noise of the mini padlock clicking shut as she secured all in place, brought with it a tingling flutter. Talk about satisfying.

“This is for you,” said Mila, handing the small key to the diminutive woman staring in wonder. “You alone will decide when he’s allowed out. When he’s proved himself worthy of your leniency.”

The woman curled her fingers around the key, face beaming. She understood all right – what this meant, what control this gave her.

“I’d give it at least a month,” said Mila, sauntering back over to the table. “Plus a week for the pathetic size of his…manhood.”

“This isn’t fair! This isn’t—” the man began to speak enraged only to be silenced by the stinging thwack at his ass.

“Quiet,” said his wife tersely. “No more talk until I say otherwise.”

The man visibly gulped. Mila and Kiara exchanged a smile, then watched as one satisfied wife led her husband away.

“Wow,” smiled Kiara. Then staring in the box. “What do you call these things.”

“Chastity cages,” said Mila. “Dole them out freely. There’ll be plenty more on the way.” She tapped the table with a smile, then was walking. There were more hard stares from the men in line. Mila sensed that by the time they left the hall, quite a few would be regretting their bad behaviour.

Kal was in a world of trouble. As the feather brushed up his cock with the lightest of touches, he’d have struggled to tell you which way was up and which way was down such was the thought scattering strength of his thrumming arousal.

“He’s about to burst,” giggled Luna.

“Ah, ah, no coming slave,” said Lexi. “Not without my permission.”

For an instant it felt like he was balancing atop a tremulous wave, then there was a levelling and he was inhaling on a quivering breath.

“Good boy,” said Lexi. She handed the feather over to best friend Luna – another radiant blonde – with a smile. And Kal, hands clutched behind his back, was presenting his jutting erection to her. Never had he felt this hard. Never had he felt as untethered from the rational part of himself. Lexi’s edging had swept away all those conflicting emotions. She’d made him a slave to his most basic urges. And his urge was to submit.

“What a handsome slaveboy,” cooed Luna, caressing the feather down over his abs, pulling it away from his cock at the last and tickling his plummy balls. “And such obedience.”

And now the feather stroked up his cock, leaving Kal gasping.

“Just as well we came and took over your city really. Or you’d never have realised your true destiny to serve.”

The feather brushed almost imperceptibly upwards. And Kal was on cloud nine, shutting his eyes, oozing precum.

“Careful now,” came Lexi’s warning. “I’ve not given you permission.”

Kal tensed, teetering on that wave, feeling the pushing, pulsing need within. Somehow he denied it. A smirking Luna handed the white feather back to Lexi, and Kal was once more turning to her.

“You know you don’t get to fuck me if you can’t control your seed,” said Lexi, ever so gently running the feather up Kal’s inner thigh. He felt his cock flex. He was bursting! Bursting to cum!

“Yes goddess,” he said on another of those quivering breaths.

The feather slowly wisped over his balls, began up a shaft slick with his own juices.

“All good slaveboy’s have to learn to control their seed,” said Luna, her voice cut through with amusement.

Kal wasn’t looking at her. He wasn’t looking at either of the two girls. His eyes were half shut. He was hearing the slaveboys in the other room laying the table for dinner. But it may as well have been a million miles away, in another dimension, on another planet for how he felt.

“Open your eyes and properly look at me,” commanded Lexi.

Kal forced his eyes open and on her, sensing that it would all be too much. Lexi’s look was one of challenging amusement. It said you cannot hope to resist me. And she was right. The feather brushed up over his sensitive glands. Kal could hold on no longer.

“Please goddess,” he yelped. “Permission to cum.”

“I don’t know, will you continue to be a good, obedient, slaveboy,” Lexi teased.

“Yes goddess!”

“What do you say, Luna?”

Her good friend grinned naughtily. “I’d like to see him cum.”

“Very well, permission granted slaveboy,” said Lexi. She brushed the feather one last time over the sensitive tip of his penis, a smile edging her lips gave him that look that said try and defy me.

Kal stared into her eyes feeling the hot magma like rush inside of him. His body trembled. His cock strained upwards looking more erect than it had ever looked before. Then with one last quivering flex, he blew. The first of his pearly cum shot high into the air, the rest – and there was plenty – oozed to the tiled floor. If the instantaneous release had felt blessed, what followed was tinged with frustration as his cock humped the air, desperately seeking the touch it was denied.

Lexi and Luna relished this, their grins were wide, they offered no assistance. And as much as Kal wanted to, he was forbidden from removing his hands from behind his back. And so he stood, watching them gawp and take pleasure in his frustration. As the last of his cum spilled to the floor, it was now more than ever he felt the rebellious urge to disobey. What was he doing here? He was no one’s slave.

Only in the same moment the rational part of his brain was clicking into gear, and the truth was crashing into his consciousness. Yes, you are – you’re a slaveboy – you’re Lexi’s slaveboy. And you’ve got the slave mark branded right there on your ass to prove it. The truth of all that had passed, had him gulping.

“Maybe we should sell tickets next time,” said Luna. “What a show.”

“Feel better slave?” asked Lexi.

“Yes goddess,” Kal said softly.

Lexi held his gaze – it was an exchange between hunter and prey. Victor and loser. Dominant and sub. Kal felt his insides clench tight.

“Clean up your mess slave,” said Lexi as she and Luna rose. “Then go wait for me in my bedroom.”

Kal watched the nubile blondes wander through into the dining room, then got cleaning.

The throne room was cast entirely in dusky shadow. Yet still the ivory seat of power gleamed. How it mocks me, thought Tiberius, fingers gripping the thick leather collar at his neck. The fat chain connected to it and secured tight at the other end to an iron peg by the wall, was strained taut. His eye dropped to a silver bowl containing some brown sloppy looking liquid. Reluctantly he reached for it.

“Dog food,” he muttered, settling back by the wall and dipping his finger in it. He gave it a sniff, flicked out his tongue in tasting. The taste didn’t change his opinion. “Fucking dog food!”

The anger was there now, as fierce and burning as the day of his dethroning. Maybe more so. In a fit of rage, he threw the bowl. It hit the throne room door, rattled to the floor overturned, its previous gloopy brown contents spilled across the floor.

“Bring me food!” shouted Tiberius, chain taut behind. “Proper fucking food!”

There was nothing for a moment but the sound of his own furious inhales and exhalations – Tiberius’s chest rose and fell, his glare was anger personified – then there was a metallic unlocking, the jarring sound of the large throne room door being opened. The Sirii guard strode in. She took one look at the overturned bowl, another at naked Tiberius, then was marching his way.

There was no breaking of stride, it all happened in one flowing movement. The arm swung back, the back handed slap landed flush. Tiberius’s head was turned by its force. He held a hand to a bloodied lip, then was sneering the woman’s way. It was at that moment he noticed the boy, broom and brush at hand, being hurried in.

“You will eat what you are given or not at all,” said the guard.

Tiberius slowly nodded as he retreated back to the wall. When he looked up he saw the female guard marching back out, the doors being shut. To be sure the coast was clear, he waited a few excruciating seconds before calling the boy over. “Do you have it?”

“Yes Emperor,” replied the boy, unscrewing the broom head, taking the knife from the hollowed-out handle within.

Tiberius’s eyes alighted on it feverishly. “Then get to it,” he hissed, tilting the back of his collared neck to the boy.

The boy twiddled the knife in the big lock connecting collar to chain.

“Hurry yourself,” said Tiberius, his eye on the throne doors.

The boy continued to fiddle. “I think I’ve almost…” There was the obvious click as the lock sprung. “Got it.”

At the sound Tiberius let out a huge pant of relief. He tore the collar from his neck, grabbed the knife from the boy and rushed to the far wall. Here in the patterned skirting board, he dislodged a tile, pulled a lever. A small portion of the wall rolled clear with a clunk, revealing a small inlet.

“A secret passageway,” gawped the boy.

Tiberius was already crouching in its shadowy darkness, when he turned to the boy. “Wait,” he said. “You cannot follow. The two of us together will raise too much suspicion if we are seen.”

It was a weak, feeble argument, but said everything about Tiberius’s ruthlessness.

“But you promised—”

“I promised you would live in luxury for the rest of your days. And you will, on my return, when me and my men crush these she-devils.”

“But in the meantime…?” The boy stared dismayed. “They will be sure to flay the skin from my bones.”

“Great loyalty, comes with great sacrifice.”

“But, but…”

Tiberius pulled the lever and the secret door slid between he and the stricken boy. Wasting not a second more, he turned to the darkness and made his escape.

The sound pulled Kal from sleep. What was that? It had sounded like smashing glass. Though now in his sleepy state he was beginning to wonder if he’d heard anything at all. He remained propped up on his elbows listening. Nothing. His gaze drifted to Lexi on the bed. She lay half on her side in a shaft of moonlight; a silk sheet covering her lower back to her upper thighs, a curve of breast pressing the mattress, her mane of locks – spilling over the pillow – gleamed in the silver light. Good God she was beautiful.

His eye still on her, he circled his jaw, feeling its ache. It must have been a good hour he’d pleasured her with his tongue before bedtime. How many orgasms was that now? Honestly he’d lost count. Though he was certain of one thing; Sirii sexual appetites were voracious. The line of thought had his mind racing and his cock stirring.

What have you become? he asked himself. But he needn’t have. The answer was obvious. A slave. Her slave. And what is wrong with that? Nothing, said one voice. Everything, said another. He emitted a slow sigh, gave the smooth skinned sleeping beauty one last sweeping glance, before he was pushing up from his blanket, heading from the room. How strange he might have thought it not so long ago, to be wandering naked in another’s home. But not now, not after being denied his clothing for so long.

He stepped into the large kitchen, made for the big brass taps. He just wanted a sip. The night was humid. His mouth dry after its vigorous workout. He’d get his drink, then return to the blanket at Lexi’s bedside, nobody the wiser. Or at least he would have. He turned the taps handle, was dipping his mouth towards the waters flow, when the knife found his neck.

“Speak and I’ll slash your throat,” came the voice from behind, deep and sinister. “Understand?”

“Mm-hm,” Kal squeaked.

“Good. Now turn. Slowly.”

Kal did exactly that until he was facing the bearded man he recognised at once.

“You know who I am, don’t you?”

“You’re…you’re…” Kal couldn’t finish such was his shock.

“Emperor Tiberius. One true ruler,” Tiberius finished for him. “And you’re going to do exactly as I command.”

“But…”

The knife flashed in Kal’s eyeline. “Everything. Now fill this.”

The large container was thrust at Kal’s chest. He filled it under the tap without question, only taking silent peeks back at the man who had once been everything boys like him dreamed to be. He had none of the breezy confidence nor rich trappings he’d come to associate with him. His eyes were wild, his beard untamed. The makeshift material he’d tied about himself no tunic at all. Kal turned off the tap, screwed on the lid of the container.

“Good,” said Tiberius, grabbing him by the arm, dragging him on through the door with the smashed pane he’d gained entry – and out towards the stable.

Only as the two horses were led towards him did Kal feel a deep sinking feeling.

“Cover yourself and climb on,” said Tiberius, chucking him a piece of cloth and mounting.

“You mean for me to go with you?”

“Climb on!” Tiberius hissing fiercely. Leaving the slaveboy who’d freed him had been one thing, facing the desert lands alone an altogether different prospect. At Kal’s hesitancy he said, “My men wait for me. If you do not climb on, we will come for you and your end will be as unpleasant as the usurpers.”

The hard stare reminded Kal of his fathers. Eighteen years he’d lived under it – a few months of female rule wasn’t going to dislodge what was so stubbornly inside of him. He had a loyalty to the male sex. He had a loyalty to the Emperor, did he not? If there was no little doubt, it did not stop him climbing on – and riding hard.
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The three children played in the early morning sunshine; two girls wielding pretend swords chased the boy. He didn’t get away. Mila couldn’t help but smile as she wandered past them and their giggly shrieks. The city was changing by the day, women becoming more empowered, girls learning that they no longer needed to submit to fathers and brothers. Where previously it was men who dominated public spaces, it was now women who lazed on street corners or outside homes while their slaveboys did their chores.

Mila spotted one now, carrying a basket of washing. Needless to say he was stark naked. Between his legs the steel chastity glinted in the sunlight. Another smile – this one wider than the last. How she enjoyed seeing such sights on her early morning strolls. The chastity devices had been a roaring success by all accounts, a key weapon in modifying any stubborn males’ behaviour. Knowing it was so, gave Mila immense satisfaction. An inner warmth matching her outer glow, she wandered on back up towards the palace.

She was rounding a fountain when the three Sirii riders came galloping her way. Deputy Lyssa pulled to a stop, white horse rearing on its hind legs.

“Where goes thee with such haste?” asked Mila.

“Tiberius has escaped. We hunt him down,” came Lyssa’s breathless reply. Horse hooves hit paving’s and without another word spoken, she was harring her mount on.

Mila watched them gallop away, half stunned, then was turning and hurrying the opposite way. There was a hubbub outside the palace when she reached it, other groups of the blonde warrior women readying for the hunt. Mila rushed past them and in, was soon walking the long wide corridors briskly in places, running at others.

She made her way to the throne room, upon entering heard the loud crack of the whip, the boy’s yelping wail. He hung by his wrists, feet not touching the floor. His ass already a crisscross of strokes.

“I suppose you’ve heard about Tiberius’s escape,” said whip holder Varsela, sounding almost amused. “Don’t worry, he won’t get far. Not with my huntresses tracking him.”

“But…how?”

Varsela flicked her head to the far wall. “A secret door. And this one’s sneaky conniving.” She drew back her arm, with a simple flick of her wrist, licked his ass with the black whip making him yelp again.

“It was there all this time.” Mila stared at the secret door in wonder. “He must have been the only one to know.”

“Yes,” said Varsela. “No doubt a secret passed from Emperor to Emperor.”

“From coward to coward more like,” said Mila, feeling the first real flush of anger at Tiberius’s escape.

Varsela smiled at this. Then had her boy singing again. She turned back to Mila and held out the handle of the whip in offering. “It will make you feel better.”

Mila had some sympathy for the slave (she knew how persuasive Tiberius could be), just not enough to decline the offer. Her fingers curled around the grip.

“Please!” shouted the boy. “No more!”

Varsela, bright eyed, half a smile at her lips, gave an approving nod. “They must learn. They must all learn.”

How could she disagree with that? Mila drew back her arm, then was lunging forward, whip cracking out ferociously.

The sun bore down. The desert land stretched on and on, not a landmark or feature, only the same rolling dunes as far as the eye could see. The horse’s front legs gave way beneath it, just as the other horse’s had, and Tiberius and Kal were falling ungainly to the sand.

“Lousy! Good for nothing creature!” shouted Tiberius. He turned Kal’s way, bad temperedly snatched the container from his grasp. “Give me that.”

Kal watched him raise it to his lips, and drink and drink and drink. “Wait, save some for…” Kal’s words trailed off hopelessly as the last of the water disappeared down Tiberius’s throat. He stared, rendered speechless by the man’s selfishness. There was one last deep gulp – a gulp that had Kal wanting to strangle him there and then. Instead he stood exhausted and disbelieving as Tiberius lowered the container, thrust it into his arms.

“Let’s go,” he said.

Kal overturned the container. Not a drop – as he’d suspected. He tossed it to the ground. “Go where?” Tiberius stopped. “What? Who do you expect to find out there? Your men were rounded up like cattle. The Sirii control—”

“Don’t mention their name in my presence!” Tiberius swung. His eyeballs bulged. His look was acidic. He stood unblinking, staring his hard stare. “You want to go back to them? You want to live as their slave?”

“No,” said Kal. But the word came out weak and unconvincing. And now there was dawning on Tiberius’s face. His eyes narrowed. And Kal felt the dizzying dread of his secret discovered.

“You enjoy it, don’t you? Being their bitch?”

Kal slowly shook his head, his mouth dry, his chest clenched tight. How many times these last three days had he wished he’d shouted out that night Tiberius had dragged him into his doomed plans? How many times wished to be back at Lexi’s side? Was it so wrong to want to serve such a beauty, rather than die out here in the desert with this maniac?

“Pitiful,” spat Tiberius. “Kneeling at their heel like a loyal dog. Where is your pride boy?” He was all up in his face now, delivering patting slaps.

Kal somehow found the strength to push him clear. “Pride? You speak of pride,” he said, squinting as the desert wind whipped the sand and stung his eyes. “Look where your pride has gotten you. There are no men waiting for you. You will die alone and defeated, a miserable end.”

“Better dead than submission.”

“No.” Kal shook his head. “Not for me.”

One stared at the other, Kal’s look unashamed, Tiberius’s disgusted – as the hot sun continued to beat and the swirling desert wind picked up. It was now that the convoy appeared like a mirage. It cannot be, thought Kal. For a second he thought he’d been wrong; Tiberius’s men really had been waiting. But then he saw they were camels not horses, the robed riders bearded and lean and hard faced.

“Desert dwellers,” sneered Tiberius. “Best let me do the talking.”

Kal watched him walk out to meet them, hands up, fingers splayed unthreateningly. Words were spoken between he and one of the men. There was a gesture towards Kal. A dismissive shrug of the shoulders from Tiberius. And Kal was suddenly getting a sinking feeling. He started towards them and, as he did so, the man Tiberius was speaking to, glanced at two of his men, gestured them forward.

“Wait!” said Kal as they came marching towards him. “What are you—” They grabbed his wrists, and now Kal was shouting beyond them. “Whatever he’s promised you it’s all lies. He’s no emperor. He’s—”

The piece of cloth was stuffed and tied at his mouth to stop his shouting. His wrists and ankles were bound.

“Do with him as you like,” said Tiberius as he was bundled past. “Boil him alive for all I care.”

The sound of the men’s laughter lifted Kal’s chin from his chest. For the last half hour he’d been fidgeting against the tent pegs his wrists had been bound – all to no avail. Now he stared at the brutish, hard faced nomads gathered around the crackling fire. Sight of them chomping down on the charred meat (the horse had been sliced and diced, hardly a part of it gone to waste) had him feeling decidedly sick.

His eye found Tiberius eating amongst them. Kal’s expression hardened. As if sensing his look, Tiberius glanced his way, then was pushing up and wandering over. He stood a second staring down at Kal, still gagged with the cloth at his mouth.

“It’s better than you think,” he said, gesturing with the bone of rib. “Tastes like beef.”

Kal glowered up at him, moody and disgusted. Tiberius crouched, pulled down the cloth gag. “Not hungry?” he asked, holding the charred meat right under Kal’s nostrils.

Kal squirmed from it. “How can you?”

“Easily enough,” said Tiberius. He took a big bite of the meat, licked his lips, smiled a big grin.

“They’ll see through you eventually,” said Kal. “You and whatever lies you’ve spun.”

The grin disappeared, replaced by a snarl. “Watch your words slave. Your blonde bitch of an owner’s far from here. No one out here’s going to care much for your screams.” And now warming to his theme. “Not one of these wanderers will hesitate in using you as they want. You see how they glance your way, do you not? A rare sight for them is such a fine smooth skinned specimen.”

Kal felt Tiberius’s warm, meaty breath on his cheek, felt the brush of his straggly beard as he whispered at his ear. “Horsemeat is not all they eat.”

Kal gulped, suddenly trembling a little. He felt the cloth gag pulled up tight at his mouth, watched Tiberius return to the group chuckling. He glanced up at the many stars twinkling brighter than he’d ever seen in the darkness above, and prayed there and then for some sort of divine intervention to save him from the horrors now rolling like a reel through his imagination. He didn’t have to wait long.

The first arrow had the nomad clutching at his back. The second collapsed him into the crackling fire. And suddenly there was all manner of shouting and noise as men reached for machete’s, dove for cover. Arrows whizzed, spears flew. One of the rushing nomads – speared through the chest – crumpled at Kal’s side. He angled his wrists, cut himself free using the spears sharp tip. And then he was running from the mayhem.

He’d made it up to the rise of a dune when the blonde-haired warrior came galloping towards him on her white steed. “Please…no…” he cried, arms raised in submission.

Face fixed in that same determined expression the golden beauties had worn as they’d ridden into Cassiopia that most fateful of days, she rode straight past him, so close his dark curls rippled as if on a breeze. He spun following the riders charge, and now properly saw the chaos of camp, the futility of the men’s battle. It was a massacre. The soft gallop of hooves sounded once more from behind. This time Kal didn’t have time to turn. He was clomped hard on the head, and out before he hit the sand.
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The blissful sensation overwhelmed all thought. Mila felt nothing but pleasure. It was some way to start the day. The last of the jolting shudders rippled through what felt like every cell of her body, then she was peeling open an eye, glancing down the length of her body to the green eyed slaveboy resting on his arms between her legs. His mouth was wet with her juices.

“Thank you, goddess,’ he said.

“That’s right,” Mila smiled. “You thank me.” She held his gaze savouring the tingling warmth still radiating outwards from between her thighs, then was rolling from the bed with a satisfied sigh.

“Don’t worry,” she said, glancing at her second slaveboy kneeling by the door as she slipped her tunic on over smooth tanned skin. “You’ll get your turn later.”

“Yes goddess,” he said, stiff cock twitching hopefully.

“Such obedience. Such good slaveboys,” said Mila, varying the pitch of her voice in teasing lilt. She gave them and their beautiful bodies the once over, then with a smile, clicked her fingers out behind her. “Follow,” she said, striding from the room.

In the main suite a delicious looking breakfast spread lay arranged over the tables untouched. Close by, near large open windows, Yolanda stood gazing out on what promised to be another hot day.

“Good morning,” said Mila brightly.

“Morning,” came the less enthusiastic reply.

“Everything all right?”

Yolanda’s worried look, said not. “I’m afraid Mila. He’s still out there is he not?”

“Oh Yolanda.” Mila walked over and draped her arm over the slender shoulders of her good friend. “Do not be scared. The worst he has done is over. He will not harm you again.”

“But what if he comes back? What if he overthrows the Sirii and takes his revenge?”

“Let him try. He will be crushed.” Mila’s eyes gleamed.

“But…”

Mila shushed tearful Yolanda. “All will stay as it is. With us women in charge. I promise you.”

“Yes.”

“Yes,” smiled Mila. “Now come. Sit and eat. It will do you good.” She led Yolanda by the hand to the table where the two women sat facing the light filled morning. “You overthink things Yolanda. All will be well,” said Mila, absentmindedly palming two grapes into her slaveboys mouths.

Sight of them crouching, stiff cocked at Mila’s side, had Yolanda smiling. “You treat them like dogs.”

“It does no harm. In fact, if anything I think it only makes them better slaves.”

And now the two women were leaning into one another, good natured giggles filling the room.

It took a good moment to grasp his position, recall what had happened. His eyes opened slowly on the sand passing below. He felt a gentle rocking. He felt a slight rush of blood at the head. Then his disoriented gaze was tilting left – half aware now of the white horse to which he was strapped like a sack of spices – and seeing the cascading blonde hair of the saddled rider. She glanced around, saw he was awake. A half smile curved the corner of her mouth.

“Not far to go now,” she said, then gave his bare ass a gentle pat and turned back around.

Kal emitted a silent pant of amazement. But it was all coming back now; the crackling fire, the flying arrows and spears, the blonde warriors attack. He made to reach for the back of his still sore head, but found his wrists were bound, again. His gaze swung back to the blonde rider sitting prim and upright in the saddle. There was an urge to shout, an urge to tell her to free his hands this second and let him sit upright. There was also a realisation that this was unlikely to do any good.

He swallowed his words, looked up and around as far as he could from his less than comfortable position. Around him he saw more white horses and blonde riders. And then he saw something or rather someone, that had his heart skipping a beat.

Tiberius wrists were bound by rope, a rope attached to the back of one of the Sirii’s saddles, forcing him to run unless he wished to be dragged across the hot sand. The makeshift tunic was gone. He jogged naked, his backside being lashed gleefully by one of the blonde riders ordering him to keep up. His expression was one of pure burning rage.

They’re taking us back, thought Kal, with huge relief and no little dread. For he had no idea how they’d view his part in all this. Still, for now it was enough to have simply survived the past twenty-four hours and be alive. He lowered his head as the Sirii huntresses rode under the hot sun, their prey well and truly captured.

It wasn’t long before they reached the outskirts of the city. From here word spread; a crowd of women soon lined the road, come to see their former Emperor led naked through the streets. His body was ogled and leered, his ass pinched and grabbed. The women were going to have a merry old time at his downfall, and why shouldn’t they? After all he hadn’t done for them.

Draped over the back of the horse, Kal didn’t miss out. His own ass was groped and slapped. “Naughty boy,” one husky voiced woman whispered in his ear. He heard the laughter and the jeering and the whistling. His cheeks burned red, his cock began to harden. A few exploratory hands found their way to it. By the time they closed in on the walkway up to the palace, his head was swirling, his body aching with soreness, pulsing with arousal.

Outside the palace, the bronzed riders dismounted; Kal was unstrung, pulled from the horse. There were many smiles, much laughter at sight of his stiff cock. Then on unsteady legs he was nudged on behind Tiberius. The troop of huntresses escorted them through the palace’s wide corridors. Many more followed.

Other women came from rooms hearing of the news. Mila and Yolanda, Livia and Eleni were four of those women; they fell in behind, followed on and into the throne room. Here Varsela sat on her throne imperiously. Tiberius was pushed in front of her. All the noise – gleeful and giddy – of the onlookers that had swept into the room, silenced.

Varsela surveyed naked Tiberius coolly. “Did you really think you could escape me? Did you really think you could outrun me?”

“You…” Tiberius shook his head from side to side. His dander was up. His nostrils flared. A vein pulsed at his temple. “You are just a thieving opportunist. A snake in the long grass. A woman!”

The word echoed around the cavernous room. It was used as an insult. The worst kind of insult. And it said everything that needed saying about Tiberius’s thinking.

“And a woman cannot rule!” he said as sure of himself as he’d ever been.

In the crowd watching on, Mila took Yolanda’s hand, stilled her trembling.

“You are arrogant. Stupid. And unwise,” said Varsela. “I give you one last chance to kneel before me and submit.”

“Never!” Tiberius growled.

“Very well. Then there is nothing more to be said.” Varsela unsheathed the dagger at her hip, tossed it onto the marble floor. It landed with a jarring clank before Tiberius. His eyes alighted on it on it greedily.

“Take it. It is no trick,” said Varsela, holding up a hand, instructing her guards to stay back.

His menacing eyes on hers the entire time, Tiberius picked up the dagger. “Only a woman would do something so stupid,” he said, clutching the dagger’s handle tight.

Varsela stood. “Come. Prove to be me what a deserved leader you are. For I’ve not seen it yet.”

The words riled Tiberius all the more. He needed no second invitation. He rushed forward and swung wildly. There were gasps amongst the crowd. Varsela nimbly dodged the attack. Tiberius came again slashing madly. This time Varsela ducked low, and as she did so unsheathed the second dagger at her ankle. Tiberius snorted, wiped a slick of sweat at his forehead and made a beeline straight for her. It was now Varsela sprung and, with an elegant sweep, cut his throat from one side to the other.

Tiberius stared in disbelief. Then a hand was at his throat and he was collapsing to the marble floor at Varsela’s feet. She stood over making sure she would be the last thing he ever saw. When the last of the life had drained out of him, she marched back to her throne. “Get him out of my sight,” she said.

Two slaveboys rushed out, cleaned away the blood and carried away the body.

“And what of this one?” asked one of the huntresses.

Kal felt himself pushed forward. After what he’d just seen, it took all his willpower to stop his shaking.

“Please. Do not hurt him,” called a voice from behind. “He is obedient. And does as he is told. He was simply led astray.”

Lexi looked like a ray of sunshine to Kal, as his eyes locked upon her. He smiled softly towards her.

“Is that true slaveboy?” asked Varsela.

“Yes…your Empress.” Kal gulped, bowed his head respectfully.

“Then you will have no problem kneeling.”

Kal immediately dropped to his knees.

“Or crawling towards me and kissing my feet.”

There was a glint of amusement in Varsela’s eyes as she said this. It had Kal’s cock stirring. The shadow of a smile passed across Varsela’s face as he crawled towards her and delivered two thick lipped kisses to each of her feet.

“Very well, I believe you,” smiled Varsela. “But that doesn’t mean to say you should go unpunished.” Her eyes dropped to kal’s now rigid erection. “A month in chastity. And twenty lashes of the whip should suffice I think. Or I can…”

“No, thank you, thank you,” said Kal understanding he was to show his gratitude.

Varsela flicked her chin to her guards. Kal felt himself grabbed. There was one last look at the woman seated on the throne, so commanding and authoritative. If he’d ever doubted a woman’s right to rule, it evaporated in that instant. He took in the curve of Varsela’s smile, and was bundled away.
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An excited murmur rippled around the arena during the lull in events. Mila wasn’t surprised, given how much of it was new to them, including the numerous events. Already there’d been archery and spear throwing and horse riding for the women, naked mud wrestling, and tug of war for the boys. And the entertainment, in honour of the Empress’s one-year anniversary, was far from over.

“Look, there she is!” pointed Livia from the private box she, Mila, and Eleni had watched the day’s action unfold.

Down on the arena floor, Yolanda checked the harnessing leading from her chariot to the two bridled muscular males serving as horseboys. She tweaked one of their nipples, whispered in the ear of the other.

“What do you think she says?” wondered Eleni.

“Something to incentivise him to run hard for her by the look of it,” said Mila, seeing the male’s cock twitch.

She was far from the only one to notice. There were titters, knowing nudges amongst some of the watching women.

“How humiliating it must be for them,” said Livia.

“The more humiliating the better,” said Mila. She shared a smile with the other two women, took a sip of her wine as Yolanda stepped up onto the chariot. Mila felt nothing but pride watching her take the reins in one hand, dangle her whip ready in the other. A year ago she’d been such a timid, frightened thing, but not now, now she looked a symbol of the feminine power that had swept through Cassiopian society.

The several charioted riders poised ready, the flag came down and they were off. And what a funny sight it was to see the boys running and pulling, straining every sinew like beasts of burden. Though a few of them weren’t going quite fast enough judging by the frequency with which some of the female riders were brandishing their whips.

“There’s going to be some sore bottoms tomorrow,” said Livia.

“Indeed,” said Mila, aware of her building arousal, beating heavy with each blurring recoil. She looked around at the all female crowd, laughing, shouting, soaking it all up. Female spectators – never mind competitors – had been strictly forbidden during Tiberius’s reign (and all those male rulers before him). How sweeter it made all that was happening this instant.

She watched the chariots circle, once, twice, then close in on the home straight. And now Livia and Eleni were enthusiastically cheering as Yolanda came up on the rails. She gave one last crack of the whip spurring her horseboys to give all they’d got. And took the lead and the race on the line.

“She won!” exclaimed Livia, almost spilling her wine as she raised her arms exuberantly.

“It seems her words had the desired effect,” smiled Mila.

“I’ll say,” said Livia. “Come, we must go and congratulate her.”

Mila took Eleni’s glass, as Livia tugged her arm. “Go, enjoy the moment with her.”

She watched the two women hurry from the box and down the steps. Then her gaze was back on Yolanda cooling down her naked horseboys with a bucket of cool water. She shook her head, a smile at her lips, sipped some more wine.

“She does you proud,” came the voice behind.

Mila turned, throat catching an instant upon sight of who it was. “Your Empress,” she said with a slight bow.

Varsela smiled, dismissing such formality with a gentle hand on Mila’s shoulder. “These games of yours were a wonderful idea,” she said. “Our women showcase their strengths and talents. Our boys their submission. I should like to make them an annual event.”

“I think the women would like that,” said Mila. “Very much.”

“Then it is decided,” said Varsela, clicking her fingers out behind her. An obedient slaveboy quickly passed her her drink. Varsela clinked it against Mila’s own and each of the women took a sip in toast.

“We are moving on to a new phase,” said Varsela. “The boys are tamed and yet…animals still at heart. It will be up to the likes of you to ensure we never see another Tiberius in our midst ever again. If of course you’re still happy on the council.”

“More than you could imagine,” replied Mila.

Varsela patted Mila’s shoulder. Her eyes twinkled. “Very well then.”

Mila watched her walk away, descend the stairs, step out onto the arena floor to a cheering roar of clapping and hoots. Mila herself was clapping as loudly as any.

“You hear that?” asked Lexi, stopping as the roar from the arena sounded in the distance. “The women must be having a good time,” she mused, an amused smile momentarily flickering.

Kal could only assume it was at thought of his fellow slaveboys being humiliated right about now. Eyes on his, Lexi slowly scraped her teeth over her lower lip. She knew he knew what she was thinking about. And the hint of a smile became a grin. Kal felt an excited shiver ripple through his being, then the lead at his neck pulled taut.

“Come on you,” said Lexi, striding on.

And so on they walked along the sunlit, pretty hibiscus tree lined streets. She in her short, pleated tunic – toned calves and slender arms soaking up the sun – looking as beautiful as ever. He as naked as the day he’d been born, except for the thick leather slave collar at his neck. His lusty body glistening with vigour and good health. His cock throbbing and thick at sight of Lexi’s smooth legs ahead.

There was that grin again as she briefly glanced behind, ran her gaze up and over him. God she’s a tease, thought Kal, slowly exhaling, failing to retain control of his ever-thickening cock as it lifted off his balls.

“Oh look, a stall of summer fruits. How delightful,” said Lexi.

Kal felt his chest clench tight, his stomach loop-the-loop as he looked ahead and saw who was stationed behind said stall.

“Go take that stiff cock of yours and fetch me one of those ripe looking peaches,” said Lexi, unclipping the leash and giving his erection a playful slap. She handed him a coin, sat down on a bench in the caressing sun. “Well, off you go.” She gave his butt a slap getting him moving.

And what was Kal to do, say no? There was no such word for slaveboys such as him. And so with a gulp he approached the stall, seeing her clearly now; that shiny raven black hair, slender frame and pretty face. Kal swallowed and closed the remaining distance between him and the stall, coin clenched tightly in his fist. It took all his willpower to keep moving as she glanced up and spotted him, and her smiling brown eyes dropped to his jutting member, then were locked on a face he was sure was burning crimson.

“Well, well,” said Penelope. “Look at you.”

“A peach please,” said Kal, wanting the interaction over with as quickly as possible. But that wasn’t how it was going to go.

“Come here,” said Penelope. Then dropping her tone with playful menace as he stood fixed. “Come here.”

Kal knew better than to disobey a superior (which all women were to boys like him). He gave a quick glance behind to Lexi bathing in the sunshine, then stepped behind the stall.

“So she is your owner?” asked Penelope.

“Yes.”

Penelope looked at him like he should know better.

“Yes goddess,” he corrected himself.

“I can see why she likes you.” Penelope stroked two fingers down over his abs, ever so lightly caressed the tip of his penis, making Kal’s head swim and pecs twitch with horny arousal.

“She keeps you on edge,” Penelope all but giggled.

“Yes goddess.”

“This must be humiliating. Given all you said to me,” Penelope purred at his ear. “Do you remember?”

“Yes goddess.”

“Tell me.”

Kal swallowed, feeling like he might spontaneously combust any second. “That in a year’s time I would own you. Make you my slave.”

“And now here you are,” murmured Penelope on a breath. “An obedient slaveboy like your friends.” And now she directed his gaze to the other stalls, where Romain, Felix, Marcus and Cassius, worked lugging sacks, carrying boxes – each naked and collared.

“Maybe I will speak to your owner and see if I can trade one of them for you for a while,” said Penelope.

Kal was oozing for her now.

“Or maybe I will seek to own you outright.” Another light caress – this time at his flank. “I’m sure I could have some fun with you.”

Kal tingled from head to toe. He held what was seeking to burst forth on a quivering breath. Penelope had proved her point, and had had immense fun doing it. She gave his ass one final hard slap that made his hips buck and his cock almost blow there and then.

“What was it you wanted?”

“A peach…goddess,” he spluttered.

With the ripe fruit in hand, he headed back over to Lexi seated on the bench.

“Did you know that girl?” she asked, taking the juicy looking peach from him.

“Yes goddess,” said Kal, kneeling on the paving, cock still rigid.

“Was that humiliating for you?” Lexi inquired.

“Yes goddess.”

“You know, when I’ve finished this I think we’ll head back over and you can introduce me.”

Kal felt his cock throb and his heart jolt.

“How does that sound?” asked Lexi, with a raise of her eyebrows and a creeping smile.

Kal did all he could to stop the frustration sounding in his voice. “Good, goddess.”

“Good,” she repeated back at him smile growing wide.

She settled back on the bench and bit into the delicious fruit. Kal watched her slightly dry mouthed, feeling every horny throb of his twitching cock. For and him and boys like him all over Cassiopia, this was only the beginning.
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