
        
            
                
            
        

    
Domination Island

Copyright ©2023 Ava Paulson

All rights reserved.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over the age of eighteen.


Chapter 1

Lina Anderson sat forward on the small boat as it churned through the water, the wind whipping tendrils of her long blond hair behind her and the spray of salty water leaving droplets on her arms and face. None of this was apparent to Lina, whose attention was solely on the rising peak of lush green foliage, rimmed with white sand.

The sight before her was nothing short of breathtaking—a pristine paradise nestled amidst the azure waters of the ocean. The island was relatively small, but it was the perfect size for her plan of creating a tranquil utopia for a community of like-minded, sexually dominant women and the men that would come to serve them.

The boat slowed as it approached the shoreline of the island. Lina turned to see that the captain, who was piloting the small boat’s outboard motor was talking on his cell phone. He was tall, thin, and dark-skinned, and he was wearing a white cotton shirt that was too large for his body and a pair of navy-blue shorts that were similarly too large and were held up around his narrow hips by a length of rope.

“Yeah, we here,” he said into the phone, then slipped it back into his shirt pocket. He smiled at Lina. “OK, lady,” he said in a way that was not unfriendly. “We arrive.”

As the boat reached the dock, the boat’s captain cut the motor. He steered the boat alongside a small, wooden dock, and a man appeared ready to help her off of the boat. He looked to Lina like a shorter version of the captain, and equally friendly.

“Hey!” he called out.

Lina was not accustomed to responding to Hey.

“Hey, lady,” he called out. “Miss Lina, right?” the man asked.

“Yes,” Lina replied.

The man held his hand out and she accepted his assistance in helping her out of the boat and onto the dock. The man took a step back, trying not to stare at the extraordinarily beautiful, statuesque blond woman who towered over him, wearing a sleeveless, pale blue cotton dress that did little to disguise the feminine curves of her figure.

Once Lina was standing on the dock, she paused for a moment to observe her surroundings. There was a gentle breeze that carried with it the scent of the tropical flower blooms that appeared everywhere she looked, and the lush, verdant foliage that covered the island’s hills and shoreline contrasted beautifully with the brilliant blue of the surrounding waters. Palm trees swayed gently in the breeze, their fronds making a soft, rustling sound.

She turned toward the man on the dock.

“Where do I . . . .” she began to ask.

He smiled and pointed toward the row of palm trees. She saw a notch in the tree line, where there was a narrow path that led from the beach to somewhere inland.

“Follow the path?” she asked, turning back toward the man.

“Yes. Not far,” he said, glancing up and down at her shapely, feminine body, as though comparing its physical capabilities with the requirements of the journey inland. “I will take you,” he offered.

Lina regarded the man’s wiry frame. I could snap you in half, she thought. But instead, she smiled and nodded as she turned and followed him along the path leading from the beach.

She felt an immediate connection to the island. Tall palm trees swayed in the breeze, casting gentle shadows over the shimmering sand. The soothing sound of waves crashing against the shore filled the air, and the scent of salty ocean breeze brought her a feeling of serenity.

As they ventured inland, she noticed that the terrain was a perfect blend of lush greenery and gentle hills. Small streams trickled through the landscape, creating serene mini waterfalls that added to the island’s charm. Wildflowers painted the meadows in an array of vibrant colors, while colorful birds darted about overhead.

As she emerged from the tree cover into a soft green meadow, she saw a villa looming above her on one of the highest points of the island, perched atop a gently sloping hill. It was extravagant in size and ostentatious in its design. Lina continued up the hill and noticed the stunning view of the ocean once she’d risen above the tree line.

“This way,” the man said as he led her through the open door to the interior of the villa. “Mr. Javier,” he indicated, pointing to a short, heavyset man whose face was glistening with sweat sitting behind what appeared to be an overly ornate table which had been repurposed as a desk.

“Miss Anderson,” Javier called out, his face adopting a congenial, welcoming expression.

He stood up and walked around from behind the desk. His linen shirt was mostly unbuttoned, exposing a hairy expanse of chest and belly.

“I am Javier,” he said as he smiled and offered his hand. Lina allowed him to take her hand and deliver a damp and ineffectual handshake.

“Please, have a seat,” he said, gesturing to an empty chair placed before the table.

The man watched her lower her perfectly proportioned rear end into the chair, then walked around the table to take a seat himself. He leaned back in his chair and regarded Lina in a way that she found unappealing. She decided she hated him. She looked forward to being cruel to him.

“The island is surrounded by coral and exceptionally clear water,” Javier began, his delivery sounding like a well-practiced spiel. “The south side of the island offers potential for installing docking and mooring facilities. This villa could serve as a private residence suitable for a large number of guests,” he said, gesturing to the building they were in, “it has a main kitchen, dining room and bar. There are twelve bungalow residences and a large multi-room facility. Utilities are furnished by solar-powered water heaters and electrical systems with a backup generator, as well as a facility for rainwater collection, filtration, and storage. On the east side of the island, there’s a spacious, two-story residence surrounded by tropical gardens, where various palms, fruit trees and gardens have been established.”

Lina allowed him to continue, though she knew most of the information he was telling her. She had done her research well before she’d come. But she was amusing herself, allowing the little man to make his pitch. She had plans for what was to happen after that.

“The bay to the west provides boat anchorage,” he continued, and there are additional, smaller buildings for staff accommodation, plus a storage unit. There is a reverse osmosis filtration unit with the capacity for the production of up to 3,000 gallons of fresh water per day, along with storage available for an additional 3,000 gallons.”

He had a tendency to press the tip of one pudgy finger against the desk when making a point he thought was impressive.

“The waters are brimming with tropical fish, coral, and sea life. There’s a natural lagoon hidden on the south side of the island, and a deep-water port lies to the north with a white sandy beach to the northwest. The beach is lined with tropical palms overlooking crystal-clear Caribbean waters.”

The man paused at this point and licked his lips as he glanced at Lina’s breasts. Then he looked at her hopefully.

Pig, she thought.

“So, what do you think?” he asked. “It’s a steal, right? It’s a tropical paradise, and it’s yours for the taking.”

He slid some papers out of a folder on the table.

“If you like, we could get going on paperwork today, and I could hand you the keys, so to speak.”

“What’s the number?” she asked.

The man winced.

“Well, that’s, see, it’s—” he said.

“Number,” Lina said, staring him down.

‘It’s, t-twenty-two,” he stuttered. “Twenty-two point five.”

Lina regarded him coolly.

“Stand up,” Lina said, employing a voice that was irresistible in its power to compel obedience to her command. “And then pull down your pants.”

Javier’s pink, wet mouth fell open. His eyes widened. He glanced around, as if checking to see if they were alone. They were.

“Miss—” he began to say.

“Now,” she said forcefully. “Stand up, pants down. Show me your dick.”

Javier slowly stood up, wary, thinking perhaps she was joking with him. He saw that she lowered her gaze to look at the front of his khaki shorts. She stared expectantly. He fumbled with the button and the zipper, then lowered his shorts and underwear and pulled his dick out.

Lina had a smirk on his face, unsurprised to see that Javier had a remarkably insignificant penis.

“You are a little pig, aren’t you?” she asked, looking him in the eyes. “Do you want to play with your little dick? Of course you do. I’ll tell you what. Get on your knees,” she said, pointing to the floor beside her, “and beg me to accept a price that is no more than seventy-five percent of your current offer. When you’ve made an offer that I agree to pay, and once you sign the paperwork, I will let you jerk yourself off while I watch. If you do all of these things, Javier, then I will even let you make yourself come.”

Lina did not display through her expression her enjoyment of watching him squirm, his forehead beaded with sweat, his nervous excitement painfully obvious in the way that his hands tremored and his beady little eyes widened into little saucers.

“Would you like that?” she asked, demanding an answer. “Would you like to make your little dick spurt for me?”

He tried to speak, but his mouth was too dry. He cleared his throat and shifted uncomfortably. His penis was harder than he’d ever seen it before.

“Answer me now, you fucking pig,” she demanded.

“Yes,” he said at last, looking like it was torturous for him to admit it.

“Good,” Lina replied.

Within minutes, Lina had signed papers that secured for her the purchase of a small, private island, a sliver of paradise with white sand beaches and clear, blue waters.

* * *

Lina walked down to the beach, removed her sandals, and stood on the soft, powdery, white sand. She watched as the surf mounted its advance inland, only to exhaust itself in the attempt and recede. Following each surge, as the water momentarily conquered the white sand, she felt the foaming saltwater lap at her bare feet before withdrawing into itself for what would inevitably be another, equally futile attempt.

Lina smiled wistfully, a decidedly somber looking expression as she redirected her gaze to the horizon. In some ways, the tide made her think of all of the men she’d met in her life, each of whom would fall to her feet, bathing them in a gesture that preceded, without exception, their exhausting themselves until they retreated, in full admission of their failure.

Lina had been just twenty-one when she’d established her female-dominant nightclub back in Los Angeles, which she’d named the Pussycat. She’d just graduated from UCLA in psychology the year before, and since she had long been fascinated with studying the submissive male—simply for her own amusement—the club was a perfect place for her to continue doing so. But now she felt she’d outgrown it.

Lina Anderson had wondered if she was never going to be fully satisfied. So she’d decided she had to think bigger. She wanted her own island, in which she might create a world in which her dominant nature could be expressed fully, and all men would be conditioned to submit without question. She wanted them as slaves. And now, she was one step closer to realizing her vision. She turned back and looked at the island, a view that she thought would make a gorgeous postcard.

I am going to own this island, she thought. And soon, it will be my playground.


Chapter 2

It had taken Anton Garrett several months to get up the courage to go to the Pussycat, a club that, while open to any clientele that got past the bouncer and paid the admission, was primarily oriented toward the dominant female. It had tickled something in the back of his mind when he learned of its existence, but it intimidated him to actually attend, since it felt like an admission of sorts. He hadn’t yet come to terms entirely with that part of himself and was unsure of what might happen at such a club. Anton had long been in the habit of fantasizing about dominant women. He thought about them in the abstract, since he had only a few experiences with women who were truly dominant. Most of the women he’d dated had just been playing at it, or so it seemed to Anton. He wondered what it would be like to submit completely. It had been a wrestling match with himself, in essence, and he had finally given in to his curiosity. So he’d gotten dressed to go out and he’d driven into Hollywood to finally discover just what a female dominant nightclub would be like.

Although Anton had been living in Los Angeles for over three years, but he’d never gotten over the frustration he felt when confronted with the size of the population. Now he found himself sitting in traffic with the car’s engine idling. He had one hand on the wheel while the other cradled his forehead. There were any number of ways that he could respond to the present moment. He could lay on his horn, he could repeatedly slam his hands on the steering wheel, or he could yell obscenities out his window. Or he could do all three, but the result would be the same as if he had done nothing. The traffic would not move even slightly faster. So he waited.

Oh fuck straight off! he could have screamed aloud in his car, but he knew the driver of the white BMW couldn’t hear him, and likely wouldn’t have cared in the least that Anton was being inconvenienced.

When he finally pulled up outside the Pussycat nightclub, he was not surprised that there wasn’t any parking available. He drove around the surrounding area and finally found a space that just fit his Honda Civic after an approximately thirteen-point parallel parking maneuver. He got out, looked around at the neighborhood, thinking it a bit sketchier than he’d have liked. At least there’s a streetlight overhead, he thought.

He locked the car and walked four blocks to the club. There was a long line of people waiting outside the front of the club, waiting to get in. He approached the back of the line and tried his best to look casual, as though he wasn’t nervous to the point of feeling like his stomach was going to tie itself into knots. He noticed that the woman in front of him wore what looked like seven-inch heels, see-through stockings, a pair of black panties, and a corset. She turned to examine him. Anton noticed that she was several inches taller than him, that the corset did not cover her breasts so she had black electrical tape across her nipples, and that her charcoal-black-rimmed eyes held a look of disdain. He gave her a nod, and a slight smile. She looked him up and down, then turned away again without comment. Anton self-consciously looked down at the black trousers and black, long-sleeved shirt he was wearing. He wondered if perhaps he was dressed too casually, or too reserved for the club. He realized there was nothing he could do about it, so he decided to ignore the woman’s withering look. He had no idea that he was soon to be stripped of almost everything he was wearing, so his choice of attire would not be an issue.

As Anton walked past the bouncer and into the Pussycat club, he was aware of who Lina Anderson was, and he knew that she was the owner of the club he was entering. But he had no idea that he was soon to be introduced to her in dramatic fashion, an event that would be his entry into a world he couldn’t have previously imagined.

The music in the club was throbbing like a heartbeat, pulsing rhythmically in time with the chromatic spectrum of flashing, strobing lights, all of which set the mood and backdrop for the throng of patrons. Anton saw any number of women, each of whom were presenting themselves in their own way. There were PVC and leather-clad dommes either waiting and observing patiently, or actively stalking their prey. There was a quiet, even bookish woman wearing glasses and a demure blouse and skirt, who was holding a long, menacing-looking riding crop. There were women wearing little to nothing, each seemingly confident beyond doubt, and others who wore business suits as they leaned against the bar, surveying their options. The men, on the other hand, were either like Anton himself, wearing shirts and pants that might be worn in any nightclub, or they were in some stage of undress. A number of men were collared, their leash in the hand of the woman next to him, and they wore everything from leather shorts to silk panties, to nothing at all aside from a leather cock-and-ball harness or a chastity cage. Each of them, apparently, were deeply immersed in their own fantasy within a world of Lina Anderson’s creation.

Lina herself stood on the second-floor balcony overlooking the main dance floor of the Pussycat, the club that had been the focus of her attention for the past five years. It had entirely occupied her mind during that period. The process of establishing, and then running the club had taken her full attention, and its success had been fulfilling for her. Now, it had begun to feel like a minor irritation. Once she’d transitioned her attention to the establishment of a female dominant island destination, the club felt more like an obligation of which she’d grown weary.

Her initial interest in establishing a nightclub had been the setting of a physical boundary, that when crossed, meant the rules had changed. The world at large had a set of rules that, at best, dictated gender equality. She had found that this did not interest her. The male gender, in her mind, should not be treated as equal to her own. She felt it was unfair to the males in question to allow them to think themselves as having an equal standing. In fact, the standing position was one she only begrudgingly tolerated with the men in her life. She far preferred them kneeling, or lower.

Lina descended the stairs, unhooking the chain at the bottom that discouraged the public from attempting to walk up the stairs to her office, and reattached the chain behind her. She walked through the crowd, ignoring the eyes that followed her. Her appearance alone drew looks in her direction. She was tall, especially wearing her platform-heeled, thigh-high boots, and she had an hourglass figure wrapped in a short, tight, black dress, which emphasized her full hips and breasts. Her long, blond hair framed a beautiful face that might have appeared innocent, even naïve if she hadn’t applied dramatic eye makeup in silver and black, and a dark lipstick.

Her status within the walls of her club was that of someone famous, though perhaps more elevated than simply being recognizable, even celebrated. She was considered by many of the patrons to be a goddess, worthy of respect, certainly, and even worship. There were men present who would, without question, throw themselves at her feet with nothing more than a look from Lina. The only reason they didn’t do so automatically was because they felt themselves unworthy of showing their infinite subjugation to her. Which, in Lina’s mind, they were, and it was only a select few that she would even allow to kneel and offer her their complete and unquestioning obedience.

She arrived at the periphery of the back patio of the Pussycat. The outdoor patio had a brick floor, and a high brick wall enclosing the space. There were alcoves set into the wall, each of which had tall, thick candles providing a soft glow. She observed the crowd. She knew many of the women and men as her regular clientele. She’d taken several of the men as her submissive playthings at one time or another, but none of them had maintained her interest for long. Though she’d been preoccupied recently with the idea that her true desire may be insatiable, she put that thought aside. The hunt, as she thought of it, was occupying her mind at the moment.

Then she caught sight of a man she’d never seen before. He was tall, athletically built, and handsome, but none of that was of any particular importance to Lina. She generally required as much from any of her men, but it was the open and earnest expression on his face that intrigued her. And his eyes were a pale, almost translucent blue which implied a certain innocence that drew her attention. He was alone, standing to one side and observing, much as she was, and he didn’t seem to be presenting a character. He wasn’t acting as a submissive male, advertising to the women in the club. Instead, he appeared to Lina as a confident submissive, the type of man with which she was most fascinated.

Lina watched this man as she considered her approach. She briefly mulled over all of the various methods she had to gain his full attention, which she knew would be followed almost immediately by his full compliance. In her experience, men fell under her spell just as soon as they’d met her. She was unapologetically dominant, and more than a few men found that they’d fully submitted to her without even realizing it.

She decided the direct approach was what she was going to employ on this particular evening with this particular man. She hadn’t much patience for verbal sparring, and her hunger for submission suddenly felt like a spring wound tightly inside of her. She needed release, and it had become urgent. She made the short walk across the patio, just seven of her longer-than-normal strides.

“Do you know who I am?” she demanded. Her eyes bored into him, seeming to see through him.

“You’re Lina?” Anton said, his voice wavering. Like everyone else in the club, he knew who Lina Anderson was. Her photo accompanied advertisements for the Pussycat club, and she was known for being unapologetically dominant. Anton was surprised that she was talking to him, and if he’d been able to collect his thoughts in the moment, he’d have realized that he was impressed with himself to have gotten her attention.

“It’s Miss Lina to you,” she hissed. “Hand me your belt,” Lina demanded.

“But, um, what?” he asked, sounding perplexed. He’d never experienced a woman presenting herself as fully dominant from the first moment he’d met her.

“Now,” she said, and the tone of her voice communicated that she was someone who got what she wanted, because no one had the audacity to disobey a direct order from her.

Anton dutifully removed the belt and hesitantly offered it to her. She waited a moment, then took it from his hands. She examined the belt, folding it double in her hand. Then she turned her attention back to Anton, looking at him as though he was simply an object of her momentary interest.

“Tell me why you are here,” she said.

“I, um,” he began, “I was curious about your club. A female dominant nightclub, I mean. I wanted to know what that meant. What it means.”

“And?” she asked. “What does it mean?”

“It’s not for me to say, really,” Anton replied. “I’ve seen that the women here are not shy in expressing themselves.”

“Isn’t that how it should be?” Lina asked.

“Yes,” Anton replied. “I mean, that’s what I believe.”

“And what else do you believe?” Lina asked. “Do you think that the male should give up control to the female?”

“If that is what she wants,” Anton replied.

He realized that his cock was stiffening in his pants while talking to Lina. She gave him every indication that she was fully aware of this fact. She observed him closely.

“Why don’t you take off your shirt?” she asked, though it sounded like a demand.

“I, um—” he began to say.

“Be quick about it,” she interrupted.

Anton looked around at the small crowd of people, some of whom were watching with interest. Then he looked back at Lina, whose authority appeared unquestionable in the moment. She took a step back to observe. She crossed her arms in anticipation of standing in judgement of his half-naked body, looking as impatient as she felt.

Nervously, he began unbuttoning his shirt, then took it off and dropped it on a side table. He was unsure of what to do with himself once he’d removed his shirt. He stood before her feeling awkward, watching her and waiting for her next command. She was silent, seemingly lost in thought as she examined his bare chest.

Lina looked up at Anton’s eyes, observing his reaction to being stripped to the waist. She smiled at what she saw, an expression Anton found unnerving. She could see that he was afraid of her, which she felt was appropriate. She thrust the belt forward, pressing it against the bulge that had developed in the front of his pants.

“Pants off,” she said, emphasizing her directive with a tap of the belt against his hardening cock.

Anton’s eyes widened as a unique feeling of terror ran through him causing him to shiver.

“Are you sure that—” he began to say.

Lina was quick to swing the belt, landing across his bare chest with an audible smack!

Anton was taken aback, so surprised at how demanding this woman was in her approach that he didn’t even notice the attention he was now receiving from the crowd that had assembled to watch Lina take down her chosen victim.

“Unless you want another,” Lina said, indicating the belt, “I suggest you obey, and take off your pants. Oh, and your shoes, and whatever.”

She gave him a look of approval as he unfastened his pants, then slid them down to the floor and simultaneously removed his shoes and socks, returning to position now wearing a pair of form-fitting black boxer briefs.

Lina examined him, entirely open about the fact that she was making her full appraisal of his body at her own unhurried pace.

“What’s your name?” she asked at last.

“Anton,” he replied.

“It’s Anton, Miss Lina,” Lina replied, sounding annoyed. “So again, what’s your name?”

“Miss Lina, my name is Anton, Miss Lina,” he replied.

“Where are you from?” she asked.

“Connecticut, Miss Lina,” he replied without thinking.

Lina cocked her head to one side.

“Long fucking drive to get here,” she noted.

“No, right, I mean, sorry,” Anton replied, clearly flustered. “Here. Studio City. I just moved here.”

“Oh? When?” she asked.

“Three years ago,” he replied, then felt stupid.

“Three years ago is ‘just’ having moved here?” Lina asked. “I make you nervous, don’t I?”

Anton’s face blushed, a look Lina enjoyed.

“Yes, Miss Lina,” Anton replied. “I’m standing here in my underwear and you have my belt. And you’re not afraid to use it.”

“And?” she asked.

Anton blushed a bit deeper.

“You’re really impressive,” he replied. “You’re beautiful, and you are clearly a woman who gets what she wants.”

“Are you thinking that I want you?” she said.

“That’s not for me to say,” he replied.

She smiled warmly, a look that would have appeared friendly in any other context. In this situation, it made Anton feel on edge, uncertain of what she might do next.

“Do you agree that female rule over submissive men is a preferred state of being?” she asked in a measured tone, allowing her words to have a teasing effect on his cock.

“I, um,” Anton stammered. “Yes.”

“Do you think that ideally, a woman takes a man by the balls?” she asked, her voice clearly indicating that she was enjoying playing with him.

“She might, figuratively, have him that way to begin with,” he replied, bowing his head slightly.

Then he raised his eyes to meet hers, with an expression that looked like bravery on his part. Lina regarded him for a moment. Then she suddenly took a step forward and pushed him up against the brick wall with a hand on his neck. A candle’s flame reflected in her eye when she glared at him, a look that made a chill run down his back. She appeared as a predator, having captured her prey. Her fingers were as talons, digging into his neck. She placed his belt around his neck, pulled it through the buckle, then held the loose end of the belt in her hand like a leash. Anton was so alarmed by her forwardness that he placed his hands against the brick wall, hoping that showing a full surrender would be the safest option for him.

She placed her other hand into the front of his boxers and secured his balls tightly in her grip. Once she had him as she wanted him, holding him by the leash she’d made of his belt and securing his balls in her grip, she kissed him, her tongue delving into his mouth in a way that made him feel she was indulging herself on her captive prey, hypnotizing him and relishing having vanquished him. His verbal reaction to her grip on his balls was muffled by her insistence on keeping her tongue in his mouth.

Lina pulled away and looked him in the eyes in a way that unnerved him. It was a confrontational stare, defying him to do anything other than obey her. Then she pushed him downward, an abrupt action without preamble that resulted in him kneeling on the brick floor.

Of the small crowd of people who were observing to varying degrees the man Lina had kneeling before her, some were curious, some were jealous, and some took no particular interest, as this was a fairly common sight at the Pussycat.

“Is that Lina?” one of the onlookers asked.

“Yeah,” came the reply from her friend. “She owns this place, so she can do whatever she wants.”

“She definitely seems to be doing whatever she wants with that guy,” the woman noted.

“She’s the baddest bitch,” her friend agreed.

Lina looked down on the man kneeling before her. There was so much for her to enjoy in the moment—his body, the belt around his neck, his obvious erection, and the look of desperation on his face. He was pleading, silently, with his eyes, because a stern look from her had effectively shut him up. This was Lina’s preference, not only that a man knelt before her, but also that he was desperate for her yet without permission to express that desire.

There were times when she wanted to hear a man say words that she’d instructed him to say, and there were times when she wanted to listen to the unrestrained vocalization that resulted from punishing him to the limit of his endurance. And there were even times when she wanted to hear a man beg. But this was not one of those times. Now, she wanted to see him helpless before her, kneeling, hard, and obedient.

Lina wanted to live in a world in which this interaction was automatic, expected even. It would require no preamble, no clarification, no consent. It would simply be the way it was, and she might surround herself with submissive men for her use and entertainment.

She pulled the belt taut, straightening his upper body and bringing him to attention.

“Kiss my boots,” she demanded.

He lowered his face to press his lips against the black leather toe of her boot. She observed him, amused by his humiliation.

One of Lina’s friends, Alexandra, approached without paying any particular attention to the man prostrate in genuflection before Lina. Her body was thin, almost willowy, yet her thighs and her hips and her butt were sculpted with an almost muscular appearance.

“Lina,” Alexandra said, “have you got a minute, or has this one occupied your attention?” she asked, gesturing to the man at her feet.

“Yeah, I’ve got a minute,” Lina replied. “I’m just amusing myself with him,” she added, which wasn’t quite true. He had begun to intrigue her for reasons she couldn’t explain even to herself.

“What’s this one’s name?” Alexandra asked.

Lina used the toe of her boot to lift his upper body and push him back into a kneeling position.

“This one is named Anton, and he’s exhibited an acceptable level of obedience so far,” Lina said. “Anton, say hello to Alexandra.”

“Hello, Miss Alexandra,” he replied.

“He looks like he needs a whipping,” Alexandra observed, noticing the way his cock was straining against the material of his boxer briefs.

“I don’t disagree with that,” Lina replied. “But he’ll have to earn the right to beg for it first.”

“Anyway, I wanted to ask about the dinner party you mentioned last week,” Alexandra said. “It sounded like you had something in mind, like it’s not just a casual thing.”

“You’re right, I’ve got a plan, and I wanted to gather my favorite women to discuss,” Lina explained. “Why? Don’t tell me you can’t make it.”

“I wouldn’t miss it,” Alexandra replied. “I just wasn’t sure if I could bring one of my current boy toys.”

“Well, I will have a number of men present to serve us, of course, but feel free to bring your own personal servant,” Lina said. “I want all of the women to be as comfortable as possible.”

“Thanks,” Alexandra replied. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Once Alexandra had departed, Lina returned her attention to Anton.

“In spite of your inappropriate erection, you seem to embrace your submissive status without too much trouble,” she noted. “Let’s see what else you can do.”

She pulled the hem of her short black dress upward, revealing a pair of sheer black panties barely covering her pussy to Anton’s eyes, then placed her hand on the back of his head and pulled him toward her. She stood with her legs spread far enough apart that she could straddle his face, and she began grinding her hips against his face. Anton lost himself in the moment, so entranced by the scent of Lina’s pussy that he momentarily forgot that he was almost naked in a public place. He was unaware that there were a number of people who were amused by the sight of him on his knees, clearly being dominated by Lina. They watched, noticing that he was completely hard while he knelt before her, his face pressed between her legs.

She allowed him to remain only briefly, as though she was simply making a point. After a few minutes, she took ahold of a fistful of the hair on the back of his head and pulled him away from her body. She looked down at him.

“You’re interesting,” she stated. “That says a lot. Most men fail to raise my interest. But there’s something intriguing about how focused you are in your submission to me. It shows me that you’ve come to terms with your place in subjugating yourself to women.”

“Thank you, Miss Lina,” Anton replied in earnest.

Lina placed the toe of her boot against the bulge in his underwear and stroked it, slowly and deliberately. Then she took a step back.

“I have an idea,” Lina said, “I’m having an event at a friend’s house tomorrow night. Some women I know will be in attendance, and I usually have a number of men there to serve us. One of them has backed out due to a conflict,” she explained, as a dark cloud seemed to cross her face. “But you will make for a suitable replacement. Give me your phone.”

Anton noted that she didn’t ask, but rather she was telling him what he was going to do. He reached into the pocket of his pants, which he placed on the side table along with his shirt. He gave her his phone, which she took and began typing in what he assumed to be her number.

“You know how to follow directions, correct?” she asked, handing the phone back.

“Yes, Miss Lina,” he replied, “I can follow directions.”

“Good,” she replied. “I will see you tomorrow.”

“I’ll keep this as a trophy,” she said, removing the belt from around his neck. “I like to have something to remind me of the men that I’ve brought to heel.”

With that, Lina turned and left Anton, who now realized that there were a number of people staring at him wearing nothing but a pair of boxer briefs and kneeling on the brick patio floor. He felt overwhelmed by the events of the evening, such that it took him a moment before he even registered that he was entirely on display. It seemed that his interest in finding a truly dominant woman had been answered in a way that he couldn’t have imagined.


Chapter 3

When Anton arrived home after his night at the Pussycat, he sat down on the edge of his bed and flopped his upper body back onto the mattress. He stared at nothing, trying to get a handle on what had happened. He was uncertain of what he felt in response to what had occurred. It would seem that this woman had effortlessly thrust him into a submissive role in a humiliating manner, and she had done so in front of an audience. In public. But he also realized he had gone along with what she had demanded of him. He had offered submission to her. Anton was surprised by the desire she’d enflamed in him, that grew to a roaring fire when she had his face pressed between her thighs. The scent of her lingered in his mind. She’d established a hold on him like he’d never encountered before. He slid his hand into his pants, with the image of Lina holding him up against the wall with her hand gripping him by the balls competing in his mind with the image of her tiny black panties pressed against his face.

The next morning, Anton was happy that it was a day off work, while also missing the distraction work would have provided. He found that he kept revisiting the events of the previous night and felt more and more curious about what her invitation had meant. Was it an invitation? he wondered. She had said, “I usually have a number of men there to serve us.” Was he to be a servant? he wondered. And what did that mean? She had also said, “You know how to follow directions, correct?” He felt a tightening in his stomach when he thought about what she might be intending for him to do.

Sometime after noon, his phone vibrated. He looked down and saw that he’d received a text. It was from Miss Lina, which Anton realized she’d programmed into his phone the night before. It read:

Send me your address

Anton typed his address in reply. Moments later, his phone vibrated again.

Sending a car at 8

Anton stared at the message. She was having someone pick him up? It seemed to Anton that this woman had absolute confidence in her position of dominance. Which, he realized, she should, since she had dominated him so completely and so easily. He suddenly realized he would need to start getting ready, even though it would be several hours before the car arrived.

* * *

That evening, a black Jaguar pulled up outside Anton’s apartment at precisely eight o’clock. Anton was standing outside, waiting, his nervousness making him feel on edge. He got into the backseat of the car. The driver was a woman whose countenance was so severe that he did not venture a greeting since she gave him every indication that he was not to speak to her. Though she was his driver, it was clear to Anton that she regarded him as being beneath her.

Anton’s initial reaction to the mansion he saw looming on the spacious lawn was to be appalled by its extravagance. He recalled Lina saying that the party was to take place at a friend’s house, but he found it intimidating just knowing that Lina had a friend who owned a house like this. He entered the lavish home and was escorted to a room upstairs. Lina entered the room, wearing a form-fitting, black velvet dress, with a hemline that fell across her upper thighs. It was a relief for Anton to see someone he recognized, though barely, but it was intimidating as well. She appeared even more enigmatically beautiful, self- confident, and unapologetically dominant than she did the night before.

“Hello, Anton,” she said in a way that was casually friendly, at odds with the way she presented herself.

He was about to return the greeting, but she was so forward in dealing with him that she left him no space to talk.

“I recognize that this is probably going to be really intimidating for you,” Lina said. “But there’s no way around it, is there? I have assembled a few women, all friends of mine, each of whom impress the hell out of me in their individual approach to dominating men. Your being intimidated in the process is to be expected. It’s part of what we so enjoy. And we deserve to enjoy what’s going to happen to you.”

Anton nodded, though he realized that she was disinterested in whether or not he was agreeing with her or even consenting to what was going to happen that evening. She presented as so entirely dominant that she seemed to effortlessly assume a position that towered over him even though he was several inches taller than she was. He wondered what her friends were like.

“First, I recommend total obedience toward the women I’ve gathered here tonight,” she advised. “You should be on your best behavior. These women are not the easy-going, forgiving kind. They have no interest in suffering disobedient men.”

Anton had a clear sense of her speaking down to him. She smiled in a friendly way when she communicated her demands, but there was an underlying menace, as though she implied an unspoken threat that he might be put in his place at a moment’s notice.

“You should stand at attention, ready to do anything that is asked of you,” she explained. “If any of the women decide to turn their attention toward you or give you an assignment, they’ll show no hesitation in doing that. They’ll have many demands, each of which I recommend you fulfill as best you can.”

Lina had a small canvas bag and began to pull items out of it. She handed a small leather strap with a silver buckle to Anton.

“May I ask what this is?” Anton asked. “Miss Lina?” he added quickly.

“You may, it’s a cock and ball strap,” Lina replied. “It goes around your cock and balls, obviously. Cinch it tight. It presents what you’ve got outward, away from your body. Like a present. It’ll make you look cute, don’t worry,” she said, and she gave him a wink that Anton found disarming. Then she pulled out the next item, which was a silvery wisp of fabric. “You put these little panties on over that. These are adorable, pretty much see-through. And this is your collar, for around your neck. Then the wrist and ankle cuffs. They’re similar, so the way to tell the difference is the ones that go around your ankles are a bit wider and bigger. And then the ball gag, of course,” she said, dropping each of the items on the bed. “Get changed and be quick about it. You’ll be expected out on the back patio to take drink orders in about ten minutes.”

“So, this is what I am supposed to wear?” Anton asked. He saw her eyes flash. “Miss Lina?” he added.

“Yes,” she replied curtly. “Is there a problem?”

She stood facing him, her arms crossed in a confrontational pose, clearly daring him to do anything but comply with her directive.

“Um, no, Miss Lina,” Anton replied. He suddenly felt ashamed of having asked, which he realized was due entirely to the way that Lina glared at him.

“Then don’t ask stupid questions, Anton,” she replied.

She turned and walked out of the room. Anton watched her, but even the hypnotic vision of her hips and her perfectly sculpted butt couldn’t overcome the eerie feeling of terror he had contemplating the items she was expecting him to wear. He looked at the various straps of leather, along with the silver panties and the black rubber ball gag lying on the bed. He considered his options. Then, after making a useless gesture of surrender in the empty room, he began to undress.

Anton felt naked when he finished putting on the outfit Lina had given him, but as he approached the top of the stairs and heard voices coming from below, he felt more than naked. He felt exposed, and vulnerable, but even more he felt exploited in a manner he’d never felt before. The panties were a thong that left his ass completely exposed. They were tiny to begin with, so they barely covered him in front, and as Lina had mentioned, they were see-through. But what made him feel most objectified was the black rubber ball gag in his mouth, with its straps buckled behind his head. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, Lina noticed him and approached, looking him up and down.

“You look adorable in your little outfit,” Lina said to Anton with genuine approval. “And you’ve made your ball gag nice and tight. I appreciate that more than I can say,” she said as she stroked the side of his face affectionately. “Now, I’d tell you not to be afraid, but I and the other women here enjoy your fear. We want to see that you are afraid of what will happen to you. So just do as you’re told. You can do that, right?”

Anton’s eyes were widened with trepidation, but he nodded his head.

“Good boy,” Lina said as she gave him a swat across his bare butt. “Get to work,” she said in encouragement.

There were three other men, each busily attending to the female guests. Anton noticed that the three men were outfitted as he was, and each were rather impressively built. There was a man who was taller than he was, with massive pectorals and well-defined abdominals. There was a man who had dark skin that was flawless in appearance and he had an athletically powerful look about him. And there was a man who was blond and tan, with a surprising level of definition to his musculature. And due in part to each of them wearing a cock and ball strap, they all looked impressively well-hung.

He was surprised that Lina had assembled this group of men, each of whom made Anton feel as though he would need to remain on point to match their level of willing submission to the females present. They appeared as though they were prepared to do whatever was required of them, and then remain at attention for any length of time without complaint.

The four women had gathered outside at the back of the house and they were seated comfortably around the firepit, each having been served drinks by the men who now stood at attention along the periphery of the patio area. Lina and the other three, who he would come to learn were named Carly, Hayley, and Alexandra, were each remarkably beautiful in their own way. They appeared as though money had afforded them the ability to live lives of comfort and luxury.

Anton stood by while the four women settled in. He’d filled their wine glasses, and the fire in the fire pit had been fed enough wood for an hour or more, so he had nothing further to do. He stood with his feet a shoulder-width apart and his wrists crossed behind his back. He kept his eyes level, looking straight ahead. He would occasionally feel one of the women touching him in a manner that would normally be inappropriate. He had come to the realization that the rules were very different in Lina’s world.

“I see that you’ve outfitted the boys with ball-gags,” Hayley noted with approval.

“Right,” Lina replied. “It’s for a very specific reason.”

“Because it’s fun?” Carly asked, laughing.

“Well, yes, but more than that. What’s the highest rank a man can hope to achieve?” Lina asked the three women.

“Pussy slave,” Alexandra answered.

“Right, pussy slave,” Lina replied. “So the ball gag is a way to train a man to accept that he must begin below that rank,” she explained. “Without his lips and tongue with which to attend to the demands of his superiors, he has only service. Following orders, fetching, cleaning, performing tasks to the best of his ability—these are all things that he must learn to do without question, certainly, and he must realize that this is his life if he never rises above it to become something more. Something like a pussy slave. So the ball gag is a required element in his training. First, he must learn to serve without use of his oral skills. Coincidentally, learning to speak only when spoken to is also very valuable in the process of his education.”

“I call it learning to shut the fuck up, but do go on,” Alexandra replied.

Lina smiled, nodding her head in agreement.

“It is only after he has acclimated to this new assignment of status that he may even be considered for the promotion, if you will, to serving his superiors with his tongue,” Lina explained, to which the other three women appeared to be in agreement.

At some point in the evening, while standing off to the side of the patio, Anton sensed one of the women approach him from behind. She placed one hand on his left butt cheek and squeezed. He steeled himself against becoming distracted. The woman standing behind him was not shy. She seemed to have no qualms about openly molesting his almost entirely naked ass. Then he felt her slip one finger beneath the strip of fabric that ran between his butt cheeks and pull it to one side.

As though I need to be more fully exposed, Anton thought.

Then her purpose became clear as he felt the lubricated tip of something pressing against his asshole. He couldn’t tell what it was, but when she pressed upward, he could tell that it gradually grew larger the farther she pushed it inside of him. He realized it was a butt plug, and she intended to insert it fully. He noticed that the other women paid no particular attention to what was happening to him, though they were obviously completely aware of it.

“There, that’s nice,” the woman behind him said as she finished inserting the butt plug. She gave his butt cheeks a pinch.

When she walked around him to retake her place on the sofa, he saw that it was the woman he had learned was named Hayley. Anton had noticed that Hayley appeared to be the owner of the mansion they were presently inhabiting. She was a bit older than the other women and had a countenance of serene personal comfort. Her blond hair, pulled back into a bun high on the back of her head, contributed to an appearance of casual elegance. Yet there was something slightly terrifying about her icy look of disdain, as though no man could possibly win her approval.

At the same time, Anton had a feeling of pride that he thought unusual in context. To have any part of his physicality singled out among this group of men made Anton feel proud, in spite of the fact that it was concurrent with the penetration of his ass with a butt plug.

It was a few minutes later that Carly called out to Anton.

“Boy,” she said as she snapped her fingers.

Anton endeavored to move quickly to attend to her. It was in doing so that he felt the enormous size of the butt plug which seemed to penetrate him more fully with every step he took.

“You’re a bit slow,” Carly said, sounding displeased. “Fetch me a new drink.”

He took her empty glass, and before he could turn to leave, she gave him a pinch on the head of his penis.

“Be quick about it,” Carly added.

Carly had what Anton thought was a deceptive kind of beauty. She appeared friendly, her round face smiling generously, but she clearly had a penchant for cruelty. She was extraordinarily curvy, even heavyset, Anton thought, with an enormous butt that had an almost shelf-like curve from her lower back before it made a long, extravagant arc downward to the tops of her thick, round thighs. Her breasts were enormous, making her figure appear as an hourglass. It seemed to Anton that she was devoted to indulging in her own pleasure.

Carly watched as Anton complied with her order, deciding that he might be in need of disciplinary action. Anton had already gotten the idea that she had a penchant for being cruel to men, enjoying making them endure any indignity.

“Truly, it’s exhausting,” Carly said to the group of women. “We can attempt to train men. We can get them on their hands and knees, and we can make them crawl. We can whip their little butts and we can make them obey. But this takes time and it takes energy. Seriously, men can be so slow in learning. It might take months of dedicated training and discipline to get a man to the point where he can even begin to understand his place in a well-run society.”

“It’s true,” Alexandra agreed. “Just getting a man to the point where he is an obedient pussy slave is an undertaking. Then he has to recognize that his actual status is quite a bit below that. As Lina said, they need to learn that the title ‘pussy slave’ is a privilege they’ll have to earn.”

“Well, that brings me to my purpose in having you all here tonight,” Lina began. “I have a proposal for all of you. My proposal is, as I think it should be, bold and uncompromising,” Lina announced with a dazzling smile.

The other women in the room were listening intently.

“My intention is to build a society, or rather, a society as it should be,” Lina continued. “A place where the natural order of gender superiority is not only recognized, but it is celebrated. It’s a place where women can come and relax. Or relax and come,” she said with a sly smile.

“I am definitely on board with all of that,” Carly replied. “I’m listening.”

“So I’ve found the perfect place,” Lina explained. “It’s gorgeous. It’s accessible but not too accessible, if you know what I mean. It’s an idyllic little island,” she revealed.

“An island,” Hayley repeated.

“Yes. I have, of course, all of the documentation on the site,” Lina replied. “It is a property in the Caribbean, which is isolated, and perfect for our purposes.”

“Wait, are you serious with this?” Carly asked.

“Drop-dead serious,” Lina replied. “This island will be a place where women may relax, secure in the knowledge that any man they encounter has already not only accepted his second-class status, but he embraces it and aspires to be nothing more than an obedient pussy slave.”

“So your intention is to have, like, what, an island getaway destination?” Hayley asked.

“Yes,” Lina replied. “There will be accommodations for those who choose to live on the island for any length of time. Some may come for the weekend, and some may decide to live there full-time. It will depend on the interests and capabilities of the individual. We can’t all just leave our lives behind and live in paradise, unfortunately.”

“What about the men?” Hayley asked. “What type of arrangements will you have for them?”

“We will, of course, have an extraordinarily high degree of selectiveness,” Lina explained. “The men who are given the privilege and opportunity to serve us will be chosen based on certain criteria. Suffice it to say that any man who arrives on the island will have passed a very rigorous set of tests, all focused on his aptitude, and his attitude as well. Men who have not only accepted their submissive status but have demonstrated a willingness to grow and thrive in such a role. We will have the pleasure of selecting only the finest specimens for our enjoyment,” Lina said, her eyes twinkling in the firelight. “There really is no limit to the degree of specificity we may engage in making decisions about which men are to be admitted.”

“Yes, I’d expect that we could set, for instance, a size requirement,” Alexandra commented, “but how about their philosophy of male submission?”

“Philosophy?” Lina asked.

“Yeah, I mean the kind of submissive he is,” Alexandra explained. “I’ve encountered men with very different concepts of what it means to be a submissive male.”

Alexandra snapped her fingers, and the blond, tanned male immediately stepped forward and knelt before her.

“There are those that want constant degradation, and crave a kind of dehumanizing treatment, for instance,” Alexandra said as she placed her hand on the blond male’s head and gathered his hair in her fist, pulling his head back.

“Oh, right,” Lina replied, paying no particular attention to the man that Alexandra was playing with. “That type will almost certainly be excluded, simply because of the words ‘want’ and ‘crave.’ They should not want, crave, or in any way desire anything other than an opportunity to serve.”

Anton recalled the scene in the Pussycat club in which Alexandra had approached Lina. He’d had little understanding of the interaction between them at that point, but now seemed to recall Alexandra inquiring about bringing a male companion. Anton had wondered if one of these men was the one in question, and now he realized that she must have brought the blond one.

Alexandra guided the man onto his hands and knees, perpendicular to her, then she lifted her bare feet and leisurely placed them across his back. Lina gave a look of approval as she seemed to notice the man for the first time.

“This will not be a training facility,” Lina explained. “We will have only men who come to us fully trained, and ready to serve.”

“So you say you’ve bought the island already?” Hayley asked.

“Well, on paper at least,” Lina replied. “There are some additional financial considerations.”

“That’s a bit unclear, I’m afraid,” Hayley replied.

“Well, the basic funding is in place to secure it,” Lina explained, “but there remains an additional investment to buy it outright, as well as some development and some overhaul of existing properties.”

“Might you have a number, honey?” Hayley said.

Alexandra smiled, thinking that Hayley was the only person who could get away with calling Lina honey.

“Well, these are the financials,” Lina said, reaching into her large, leather bag and pulling out a few pages stapled together and folded in half.

Hayley took it from her and glanced at each page until she reached the last. Then she pulled out her phone and dialed a number.

“Gerald, put $40 million into a separate account for me,” she said into the phone. “My friend Lina and I are buying an island.”

Anton remained at attention, listening to all of this while trying not to react. The prospect of Lina owning her own island, on which her word was the law, was intimidating beyond Anton’s imagination. He was beginning to understand that Lina was unlike any woman he had met before. He wondered what he was to her, or if he was anything at all, aside from being a servant.


Chapter 4

At the end of the evening, once Anton had been released from his duties, he was handed his clothing in a canvas bag. He was led out of the house without being given the opportunity to change back into his clothes, so he was still practically naked and wearing the ball gag when he was put into the back of the black Jaguar. He carefully maneuvered into the sitting position because he still had the butt plug in his ass. He noticed the driver of the car observing him in the rearview mirror, and she had the subtlest smirk on her face as she noted his discomfort. It seemed to Anton that she knew he had a plug in his ass and it amused her. He reached up to unfasten the ball gag which caused the driver to speak the only two sentences she would pronounce during the trip.

“Leave it on,” she said tersely.

She glanced at him in the mirror, to check his compliance.

“Good boy,” she said softly, as though to herself.

The driver dropped him off a block from his apartment, and Anton might have said something if not for the ball gag. Then he realized she knew full well where his apartment was. He got out and walked up the block, relieved that no one seemed to witness the spectacle of him dressed the way that he was. Once he was safely inside his apartment, he removed each item that had been given to him to place upon his body at the beginning of the evening. For what reason he couldn’t have explained, however, he kept the butt plug in his ass. He got into the shower, and seemingly without deciding to, he began to stroke his cock. It felt as though his hands and body weren’t his own, as though he was simply responding to some spell that had been placed upon him. What was even more mysterious was that when he was moments from orgasm, he stopped. He placed his hands on the tile wall of the shower and pushed his hips forward so that his cock was the target of the spray of water from the showerhead. He remained in this position and thought about Lina, this strange woman who seemed to have taken possession of his mind without effort.

* * *

Anton recalled the first experience he’d had with a girl who was what he thought of as dominant. She was one of the girls in his neighborhood, and her name was Sarah Halston. She was a year older than Anton, and he thought she was devastatingly cute. He also thought that she was definitely out of his league. She was taller than he was, and she had long blond hair, full lips that made a cupid’s bow, and green eyes that looked both inviting and mysterious.

He recalled the nervousness he felt when he was around her, which she had apparently picked up on and decided, one day in summer, to exploit. He couldn’t remember the chain of events that led to him being alone with her in her family’s rec room. He only recalled suddenly realizing that she was the only person in the room with him, and she was focusing her attention on him.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. “Do I unnerve you?”

“Unnerve me?” he repeated.

“Yeah, Anton,” she said dismissively. “Do I make you nervous?”

“No,” he lied.

She took a step closer. She suddenly raised both of her arms and playacted like she was going to lunge at him. He flinched, almost cowering, which made her laugh.

“I tell you what, Anton,” she said, “you do what you’re told, and you’ll be fine.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, backing up a step. “Do what?”

“It’s a game,” she explained. “I ask you a question. If you get it right, you get one point. Ten points and I’ll let you go. You get it wrong, and you have to take off an item of clothing. Understand?”

Anton felt his head swimming, growing lighter, while his body felt a chill that ran from his heels to the back of his neck.

“But I,” he began to protest, having no idea what he was going to say. He thought about the fact that he was wearing five items of clothing.

“But you what?” she challenged him.

“I can’t, I mean—” he began.

“You can’t?” she asked. “Why, too stupid? Well, if it turns out you’re as dumb as I think you are, then I’m soon going to be looking at you naked. What’s the capital of Florida?”

Anton realized that Sarah’s family had spent two weeks in Florida earlier in the summer.

“I, um, Miami?” he replied.

“Wrong,” she said with a cruel smirk on her face. “It’s Tallahassee. Shirt off.”

Anton’s throat felt like it had closed up. He thought about his options. Then he decided perhaps the safest option was to just go along with it and play her game. Certainly, he thought, it can’t go too far. She’ll grow bored with it. He took off his shirt.

“Is a tomato a fruit or a vegetable?” she asked.

“It’s a vegetable,” he answered too quickly, then realized she probably only asked the question because she knew something he didn’t.

“Wrong, it’s a fruit,” she said. “Shorts off.”

“Wait,” he protested, “how do I know you’re telling the truth, and also, I’m wearing shoes. I should take off one of my shoes.” To try to persuade her, he kicked off one of his pair of Vans.

“Oh, right, good idea. Take off the other one,” she said.

“But it’s just one item of clothing,” he argued.

“No, they’re a pair of shoes,” Sarah said. “Just one thing. Anyway, shoes don’t count. Both shoes off, then take off your shorts.”

“That’s unfair,” Anton said defiantly.

“I’ll take them off for you if you want,” she said. “Trust me, you don’t want me to do it the way I’d do it. Shoes off, shorts off. Now.”

Anton felt it was completely unfair, but he gave in, and felt humiliated by having to stand in front of her wearing his underwear. He could tell that she had the opposite reaction, thinking it hilarious that he was down to his underwear.

“Last question,” she said, “who was the ninth president of the United States?”

“Ninth?” he asked, sounding incredulous. “How could I possibly know the ninth president? I mean, how would you know?”

“So you don’t know?” she said. “Because that means your underwear come off. Now,” she said.

“Wait, who was it?” he asked. “What if I just guessed?”

“Well, I did a report on Willian Henry Harrison last year, and no, you weren’t going to guess that.”

Anton stared at her defiantly, but she returned the look and was far more convincing. Anton suddenly realized that he had been defeated, and rather easily. He reluctantly pulled down his underwear and stepped out of them, standing naked before Sarah Halston.

“Who is smarter, me or you?” she asked.

Anton looked down at his naked body, feeling humiliated already, and realized he only had one option.

“You are,” he replied.

“I am what?” she demanded, sounding annoyed.

“You are smarter than I am,” he replied.

“That’s right,” she said.

He noticed that she didn’t give him one point for having answered correctly. He realized that she had never intended to allow him to get to ten points and he was not going to be let go until she decided to let him go.

“Now put your arms up in the air,” she said, “and stand with your legs spread wide.”

“If I do it, will you let me go?” he asked meekly.

“No,” she snorted, laughing at him. “You’re going to do it because if you don’t, I’ll tell everyone what you look like naked.”

Anton felt a sudden pang of embarrassment at being so exposed to Sarah. She was clearly exploiting his awkwardness and discomfort, enjoying the position of power she held. It seemed to him that his only option was to do as she had directed in hopes that he might curry some leniency. He reluctantly assumed the position she had indicated.

Then he heard footsteps on the stairs and looked to Sarah with a terrified expression on his face. He saw that she remained calm and even had a little smile on her face. She did not even turn to look when her sister Megan came into the room.

“What the hell, Sarah?” Megan asked. “Anton? You targeted Anton?”

Targeted, Anton thought. The way Megan said it made him think Sarah had done this to other boys before him.

“Yeah, I wanted to see what he looks like naked,” Sarah replied. “And he seemed like he needed to be shown that he can’t disrespect the Halston girls. Tell him to do something.”

Megan looked at Anton standing naked in their rec room.

“Slap yourself on the head of your dick,” she said.

Sarah burst out laughing. Anton felt his body go cold. He looked at her, his eyes pleading.

“Do it,” Sarah said.

“Yeah, do it,” Megan repeated. “Take your dick in one hand and hold it out while you use the other hand to give it a good slap. Do it nice and hard, or you’ll just have to do it again.”

Anton took a moment to remember to breathe, then did as Megan had said, holding the shaft of his dick in one hand and readying his other hand to give himself a slap. He saw that both Sarah and Megan were watching intently, staring at his penis in anticipation. He gave himself a slap, and he realized as soon as he’d done it that the girls would not be satisfied with his effort.

“Not hard enough,” Megan declared.

“No, not even close,” Sarah concurred.

“Do it again, much harder this time,” Megan demanded.

Anton tried again, slapping himself harder. He winced from the stinging sensation.

Megan and Sarah both laughed at the sight, but still we’re far from being satisfied with his effort.

“Again,” Megan said. “Harder. Don’t be such a pussy about it.”

Anton tried again, but still failed to do it to their satisfaction.

“Again,” Megan said.

Anton did not keep count, but he ended up slapping himself across the head of his dick many times before they allowed him to stop. What he found to be the most humiliating part of the experience was that he had an erection before he was allowed to stop.

“Wow, I guess he really liked it,” Sarah commented.

“Yeah, he’s a pervert,” Megan concluded. “It serves him right that we tell everyone how much he likes slapping himself across the dick.”

It would be for many years afterward that Anton would endure the Halston girls mocking him about the events of that day. They would taunt him, taking every opportunity to embarrass him about slapping himself on the dick and how funny they thought it was. What made it worse was that the two girls made it public knowledge what he had done, only they changed certain details to make themselves appear blameless.

The most humiliating part of it for Anton was that he found himself fantasizing about Sarah, and since he had no other point of reference, he would end up doing all of the same things she and her sister had made him do that day in his fantasies, and he would masturbate to the memory of it.

Some years later, Anton gave in to his desires and risked asking Sarah to go out on a date with him. She laughed at first, but then said that she would go out on a date with him, but he would have to agree to her terms. He knew it could end up going badly for him, but he gave in to his desire for her. He agreed to her terms before he even learned what they might be.

She told him to pick her up in his car, and she navigated as he drove, ending up at a piece of farmland that her parents owned. It was late at night, but the full moon meant that she could see him clearly as she sat on the edge of a weathered picnic table beside an old barn and observed him.

“Number one,” she explained, “your clothes come off whenever I say they do. Starting now.”

Anton was surprised in spite of their past that she would still be so forward. He consented, however, taking off his clothes while she sat on the bench, watching him closely. She made no secret of the fact that she was amused by his complicity.

“Very good,” she said in a condescending way once he was naked. “Your body has developed nicely.”

“Number two, you will go down on me whenever I tell you to. Like now,” she said, pointing to the ground.

Then Sarah lifted her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties. Anton felt arousal and fear in equal measure. He had never licked a girl before. He slowly sank to his knees and placed himself between her thighs.

“And finally, number three,” she said with a sigh as his tongue began licking her clit, “you are never going to ask me to let you come. Because I am never, ever going to let you come. Not when you’re with me. So I’m not going to watch you jerk off, I’m not going to touch your dick, and I’m definitely not going to let you try to fuck me. It’s not going to happen, so don’t even try. It’ll just piss me off. But you will lick my pussy anytime I want you to.”

Sarah’s rules remained intact over the following two years, after which she went off to college out of state. She said her goodbye in a way that did not surprise Anton, as he had come to expect her to say and do whatever would be the most embarrassing to him.

“I’ll always think of you the way you were that first day when I had you strip naked,” she said with a smirk on her face. “So humiliating. And of course, I’ll think about all the hours you spent licking me, all for a serious case of blue balls.” Sarah laughed, gloating over having gotten him to serve her in such an intimate manner while never returning the favor. “I made you lick my pussy for nothing in return,” she said triumphantly. “Now tell me you loved it.”

Anton admitted the truth, which was that he did love having been allowed to lick her pussy for as long as she had allowed him to, and that he truly was grateful for her having done so. To Anton it wasn’t nothing that he received in return, as he had learned a great deal about how to pleasure a girl with his lips and tongue. And though he had jerked off many times fantasizing about Sarah, her insistence that he never come in her presence had developed in him a certain stamina. There were stretches of time where he himself had become complicit in the torture she had designed for him, where he would abstain purposefully to feel more acutely the pain of his unrequited desire. He ultimately felt as though he had learned a great deal from Sarah and would feel indebted to her forever after.

After graduating from college, Anton drove out to Los Angeles without a clear idea of what he was going to do with his life. He had dated a few women, briefly, never feeling as though he had found what he was looking for. He was also perplexed by the thought of “what he was looking for,” since he was entirely unsure of what that might be. Until he met Lina.


Chapter 5

To Anton’s surprise, Lina called him a few days after his having served her friends at the house party.

“What are you doing on Saturday evening?” she asked.

“I don’t know, Miss Lina, what am I doing on Saturday night?” he replied.

There was silence for a moment on the other end of the phone.

“Interesting,” she said. “You are coming to my club,” she responded.

“Should I bring you the, uh, little outfit you had me wear at the house party, Miss Lina?” he asked. “The leather straps and stuff? And the ball gag?”

“Hmm,” she murmured. “Maybe I should have you wear that little outfit. You really did look very cute in that. But no, maybe some other time. So it doesn’t matter what you wear.”

Anton felt there was an underlying menace to her saying that it didn’t matter what he wore, as though she didn’t intend for him to be wearing it for very long. The days and hours before he saw her that Saturday night felt long to Anton, since he kept thinking about her, turning over in his mind just what it was that so beguiled him about her.

When Anton arrived at the Pussycat club, Lina had Anton sitting beside her in a booth on the periphery, which was a vantage point for viewing the rest of the crowd on the dancefloor.

“So I guess you know what I do,” Lina said, gesturing to the club itself. “Though this isn’t the entirety of it. I have a variety of interests. For instance, I’ve written several books about female superiority and femdom gynarchy, or the inevitable enslavement off the male gender. I’ve been thinking I should give you one to read, by the way. And as you know, I’ve turned my attention to establishing an island to implement my ideas. But I am ever so slightly curious about what you do.”

“I work for a contractor,” Anton replied. “Mostly basic carpentry. On any given day I’m framing structures, installing doors and windows, building out staircases, constructing cabinets, even furniture. Stuff like that.”

Anton had noticed that Lina’s dress, which fit her body with breathtaking precision, took a perilous plunge in the front, displaying her irresistibly perfect cleavage. It seemed impossible to him that her breasts could be the size they were yet they did not touch one another. It was an exercise in discipline to avoid staring at the front of her dress.

“Do you work with studs?” Lina asked.

Anton noticed the subtlest twinkle in her eyes. Otherwise she kept a straight face.

“Why do I get the idea you are not talking about the wooden variety,” Anton asked, “as in, vertical, load-bearing studs of a specific measurement?”

“Seriously, I love everything you just said,” Lina replied. “Is carpentry really that hot?”

“Not for me to say, really,” Anton replied. “When it’s hot, we sweat, so maybe not hot in the way I think you are suggesting.”

“No, that does sound hot, all you guys with your hard, muscled bodies glistening with sweat,” Lina said, obviously imagining the scene in her mind. “I am drawn to the thought of an entire construction crew being brought to the island and enslaved,” Lina admitted. “We have a construction crew, of course. Several. They are employed in building out some additional structures. With various specifications. But there aren’t many among them who would qualify,” she said, then turned her attention to Anton, and wrapped her hand around his arm, feeling his biceps. “They aren’t like you. You’re hard, but you’re cute too, And submissive,” she said with a wink.

Lina paused while she entertained a moment’s thought.

“I wonder what it is that makes you want to submit to me,” Lina said. “I’m just curious.” Then she laughed as she placed her hand on his leg and slowly, teasingly slid her hand up his inner thigh.

He noticed that she had a laugh that was unlike that of any other woman, but more generally it was unlike that of any person he had ever known. With most people, a laugh might exist on a spectrum between joyous and mean-spirited. Laughing with someone versus laughing at someone. Usually a laugh was celebratory, enjoying something surprising and positive, or it was spiteful, reveling in someone else’s pain or distress. With Lina, Anton found that she laughed in a way that seemed to transcend this dichotomy. She could laugh at him when he was in a humiliating situation, but it sounded uplifting and joyful. And she could laugh while experiencing pleasure in a way that sounded dirty, even sinister.

“You are the most impressive woman I’ve ever met,” Anton stated, his sincerity evident in his voice. “You’re not just beautiful, you have this overwhelming personal power that I find irresistible.”

Lina placed her hand between his legs and squeezed, holding him tightly.

“And I’ve always thought that females should be in control,” Anton said.

“You’re not wrong about that,” she replied. “But I wonder if you’re ready for the level of submission I require,” she added as she pulled his zipper down and teased his cock out of his pants.

She began to play with his almost immediately erect cock, making her thumb and forefinger into a ring and sliding it slowly over the rim of his cock head. The table before them kept what she was doing private, yet anyone watching would have had no difficulty in determining just what she was doing to him. Anton kept his hands on the seat of the booth.

Anton wondered if she hadn’t put him in a trance as she began to tease him, tormenting him with pleasure. His cock had begun dripping precum, and Lina’s drew the clear fluid onto her fingertip for use in torturing his cock with its own desire. The lubrication allowed her finger to slide smoothly in circles around the underside of his cock head, endlessly teasing him. His cock began throbbing in desperation. It seemed to Anton that she was studying him like a subject in a scientific experiment. She disregarded his anguish as she pursued what appeared to be an exploration of the amount of teasing he could endure.

As she subjected him to this treatment, it was his knowledge of what she could do that seemed to make it more agonizing. She could have, if she’d wanted to, made him come practically instantly. His cock looked bigger and harder than he had ever seen it. The head of his cock had turned bright red, looking like it was going to suddenly burst, yet she continued, evidently unconcerned with the excruciating waves of pleasure and painful ecstasy he was experiencing.

“I do wonder,” Lina said, then appeared lost in thought for a moment. She had an image in her mind of Anton kneeling beside her on the white sand beach of her island.

She rubbed the tip of his cock with a circular motion with her thumb. After she’d kept him on edge for a length of time he thought impossible, she slowly, gradually came to a stop. Her fingertips were barely touching him, giving him only the occasional almost imperceptible stroke, and then she dropped her hand and watched as his cock continued to throb, unable to come. A smile spread across her face and gradually turned into a laugh as she witnessed his desperation.

“Oh, you want to come so bad, don’t you?” she asked, then laughed with a musical tone that communicated her genuine pleasure.

Anton had never experienced anything even remotely like Lina’s edging technique. She could employ a single fingertip on the underside of the tip of his cock to keep him approximately one second from orgasm almost indefinitely. She could identify the precise point at which he was about to come and knew exactly how much stimulation was required to keep him there without giving him release.

It was extremely pleasurable for Anton to begin with, but when he realized that she was intending to keep him right where she wanted him, so tantalizingly close to coming, it became a kind of agony. It became torture. Physically, his cock and balls began to ache for release, and mentally, it began to overwhelm his mind. He could think of nothing else but the ecstasy that was seemingly moments away, and the power she held in her hand to deliver or deny it.

“But I always wonder what makes any individual man realize his submissive status where women are concerned,” Lina said.

She continued to look at him, in a way that made Anton think perhaps she was waiting for him to speak. She would occasionally give his cock a single stroke with her fingertip, watching him throb in response.

“It’s a feeling superior to that of anything else I have known,” Anton explained, “acknowledging your dominant status and offering you my submission is such a privilege to me. I’ve always wanted to have a relationship with a woman who is dominant.”

“Hmm, I’m going to stop you there,” she said, and wrapped her hand around his balls. “What do you mean by relationship?”

“Serve,” Anton quickly amended. “I have always wanted to serve a woman who is dominant.”

“Do you think I care what you’ve always wanted?” she asked in earnest, increasing the pressure on his balls.

“It’s not for me to say, Miss Lina,” he replied, wincing.

“No, I suppose not,” she replied, then abruptly switched topic. “You remember my friend Carly, right?” she asked.

“She was one of the women at that house party you had me attend?” Anton replied.

“Yes, the curvy girl,” she said in response. “She has a theory about having men by the balls,” Lina said as she began focusing on his right testicle, gently squeezing it between her thumb and forefinger. “She believes that you can tell a lot about a man just by taking his balls in your hand.”

Lina looked Anton directly in the eyes and observed him closely as she squeezed his balls, first one, then the other. Anton pressed his hands against the seat of the booth and clenched his jaw, but otherwise remained in place.

“Ooh, that’s pretty to watch,” Lina said in response. “I have to say, Anton, your submission to me is really attractive. I mean, the way you submit to my dominance over you, I can tell that you really feel present in the moment. You feel the humiliation of it yet you’re still able to just give in and surrender. It’s so fucking cute,” she said, and leaned in and kissed him, still holding his balls tightly in her hand.

She sat back and regarded him for a moment.

“What do you think, Anton, should I let you be my little cock-toy?” she asked.

“I would love to be anything you want me to be,” Anton replied.

Lina smiled as she slowly wrapped her hand around his shaft, then held it tightly in her grip.

“You know what they say,” Lina said, looking at Anton’s cock, “don’t ask a dominant woman to make you a sandwich. She’ll make you a sub.”

Anton paused, then laughed, mostly because Lina maintained a straight face for the punchline of what was a fairly stupid joke.

“I assume you mean a sub sandwich,” he replied. But I’m originally from New England, so I’d call it a grinder.”

The corners of Lina’s mouth twitched into a slight smile.

“It’s actually funny that way,” she replied. “Who doesn’t like grinding?”

She clamped her fist tighter around his cock, making him groan from the intensity of pleasure and pain.

“You will be given the gift of experiencing both pain and pleasure like you’ve never known in exchange for your submission to me,” Lina said. “But you need to spend some time on your knees right about now.”

In her own uniquely hedonistic fashion, she spread her legs wide, offering access so that he might display his devotion with his lips and tongue. Anton got down on his knees, underneath the table, and slid his tongue slowly up her labia to begin encircling her clitoris. Lina, not known for being patient with men in general, was more than content to allow Anton to spend as long as he liked in pleasuring her. She kept her thighs spread wide while one hand was placed on Anton’s head. She did not use her hand to guide him or control him, since she felt no urgency to do so. As far as she was concerned, he was already doing exactly what she expected him to do.

Anton had heard the phrase “pussy-whipped” and wondered if that was what he was. She had assumed a mysterious control, he thought, mysterious because he was unsure of the source of this power, though it occurred to him he might just be kneeling before that source at the moment. But he would not have been surprised to find that she was practicing some form of witchcraft on him. His near constant thoughts of her and the resultant erection he would have certainly attested to this possibility.

Had he been aware of what was actually happening, he might have realized that she was luring him, even hypnotizing him. He might have realized the degree to which he had become her prey. But he was aware of none of these things. He had become her property without even realizing what had happened. She’d taken control of him and ordered him to kneel before her. He willingly, enthusiastically obeyed.

Lina kept her legs spread, her knees set far apart and her hips rotated forward. It was a confrontational pose that communicated her sexual identity, that of a woman that regarded her pussy as a challenge. Anton applied himself to the task of lavishing her with as much pleasure as his tongue could deliver. He was barely aware of his having knelt on the floor of her club beneath a table, licking her pussy while his cock, still fully erect and aching to come, was protruding obscenely from the front of his pants. He thought only of the taste and scent of the woman who had so beguiled him with her insistence that he obey her completely. As he licked up every drop of wetness from her insatiable pussy, he thought of nothing else but becoming the obedient slave she seemed to want him to be.

While Anton licked her pussy, Lina watched the crowd before them, which was mostly people who were dancing to the DJ’s playlist. There was one man in particular who drew her attention. He was twenty feet away from where she was sitting, and two women had him up against the wall. She watched with interest as he was stripped, somewhat forcefully, by the two women who then made him climb up onto a table with attachments for his wrists and ankles. They secured him on his hands and knees, then began to taunt him about what punishment they thought he deserved.

He was positioned such that he was facing Lina and at some point, he made eye contact. He realized that she was watching him intently and obviously enjoying what was happening to him. It seemed to Lina that he was looking to her for some leniency as the two women began taking turns whipping him across his bare ass with a flogger. Lina was intrigued that he remained looking at her when in fact there were at least a dozen other people watching his ordeal. She smiled in a way that let him know he’d be shown no mercy and that she was deeply enjoying seeing him getting his ass whipped.

Lina had her first orgasm while watching the man being whipped for the amusement of the crowd, while simultaneously holding Anton’s face right where she wanted it. For a few moments, she was able to take her mind off of the obligations presented by attempting to establish a female-dominant community on a small island. She could lose herself in the world of her own making where she could have a man cater to her pleasure while witnessing the naked humiliation of another. It was a kind of blissful feeling that came over her, a brief respite from the constant hunger she felt to express her dominance. She pulled Anton’s head back as she felt her body relax into the afterglow of her orgasm. Her breathing gradually slowed to normal. She was pleased to see that once the punishment of the first man had concluded, another victim was brought up to take his place. She pressed Anton back into service of her pussy.

“Again,” she commanded him.


Chapter 6

While growing up, Lina Anderson had assumed she would undergo a transformation of some kind, but she’d been unprepared for how dramatically it would affect her physically. Her chest went from flat and boyish to an embarrassing display of two full, round breasts. To Lina, it felt like it happened overnight. Her hips filled out to a degree Lina felt unreasonable. And then there was her butt. While she had been mortified by what had happened to her boobs, her butt was what she thought of as the universe conspiring to humiliate her. When she walked, her hips and butt would swing pendulously in contra rhythm to her bouncing breasts.

Then Lina noticed and began paying attention to the attention that was paid to her. She saw that boys had begun acting differently. Men were acting differently. Men who were twice her age, or more, began to notice her and they began to, by Lina’s estimation, embarrass themselves in front of her. It was as though they couldn’t help it and found themselves guided by some powerful force they couldn’t control.

“What are you doing?” her friend Alexandra asked her one day while shopping at the mall.

“What do you mean, what am I doing?” Lina asked in response. “I’m looking for some beachwear, same as you.”

“No, I mean what are you doing that’s making all of the guys stare at you?” Alexandra clarified. “Because they are. Every guy we see just ignores me while their tongues are practically hanging out when they see you. Is it because, you know?”

“You know what?” Lina asked, annoyed by the line of questioning her friend had launched into.

“Your, you know, your figure,” Alexandra explained.

“Well, what? I mean, look at you, your ass is spectacular,” Lina said, seeing Alexandra in profile. “Simply amazing.”

“Well thank you, I guess,” Alexandra said with a shrug.

The rest of Alexandra’s body was rail-thin, and she had begun to feel jealous looking at her friend Lina’s development.

“I do a lot of work on my gluteus muscles ’cause it turns me on to work my butt,” Alexandra admitted. “It’s always been that way. Plus, it was like a poochy butt to begin with. “But you, you know, your boobs. And the rest of it.”

“The rest of it?” Lina asked. “You mean my body? I guess,” she admitted. “It’s kind of been like this for a while, with guys paying attention to me. But it’s a lot. Mr. Hawkins, our history teacher, he stares at me like he’s never seen a girl’s body before, which is the opposite of fun. Some of the guys who notice me are cute, like Ben Mayer, so it has some utility, I guess.”

“You guess?” Alexandra said, mockingly. “Of course it has utility, as you call it. If you’ve got Ben Mayer’s attention, then just think . . . .”

“What?” Lina asked. “He hasn’t asked me out or anything.”

“He’s probably too intimidated,” Alexandra replied. “So that’s the thing. That means you can walk right up to him and tell him how it’s going to be. Once you’ve got their attention like that, you can make the rules.”

“The rules?” Lina asked. “I like the sound of that.”

“Of course you do,” Alexandra said. “And that’s the situation you find yourself in. I bet you could have Ben crawling on his hands and knees, begging just to kiss your ass.”

“Begging just to kiss my . . .” Lina began. “Where is this coming from? Is this the kind of thing you think about?”

Alexandra stopped examining the rack of clothing before her to focus on Lina.

“That’s all I think about,” Alexandra replied. “Making boys do whatever I want them to. Making demands and watching them follow orders. It’s just . . .” she paused, looking like she was experiencing something like ecstasy. “It’s perfect.”

“You say that like you have experience,” Lina pointed out.

“Because I do,” Alexandra said mysteriously. “You remember Aaron? The boy I was dating last summer?”

“Oh, yeah, he was cute,” Lina replied. “Whatever happened to him?”

Alexandra’s expression was that of bittersweet memory combined with a touch of sadness.

“At first, everything happened to him,” Alexandra said. “I had him wrapped around my finger, so I played with him. I was just so fascinated that I could say anything I wanted and he would jump to comply with an order. Sadly, his family moved because his dad got some new job or some shit. But my point is that boys can be made to do anything you want them to. I don’t know why no one talks about it. But if you’re a girl, they’ll be your obedient little slaves if you want them to.”

“Interesting,” Lina said, which was an understatement. She had only just gotten an inkling of the way in which she was beginning to see a transformation in the way she thought about boys. They had become a focus for her, and more and more she imagined what she might want to do with them. But she was uncertain of just what that might be. Alexandra’s words had an effect on her and motivated her to begin thinking about how far she might go in exploring her power to compel obedience.

The more she examined the males in her orbit, the more she saw that they would become almost comically animated in her presence. She thought of marionettes, the puppets that had strings attached to their head and each of their limbs, being made to dance around for the amusement of an audience. The more she thought of men this way, the more she wanted to be the one pulling the strings. She thought perhaps that if she could harness this powerful force, this thing that motivated them, she could avail herself of a never-ending source of amusement. An infinite power to compel men to do as she wanted them to do. To cater to her and be as servants to her whims. This fascinated her. She wanted to own men and use them for whatever purpose she decided they would fulfill.

It was a few weeks later that Lina did approach Ben Mayer at a house party they were both attending, and deciding she had nothing to lose, she led him downstairs. It was quiet, and they were alone. There, she turned to face him in a manner that was clearly confrontational and she told him that he was going to become her little slave. She fixed her gaze on him and enjoyed the way he squirmed at the audacity of her words.

“Your what?” he asked, stupidly.

“You heard me, Ben,” she said.

“You said slave?” he said cautiously.

“I did,” she replied. “And boy slaves do not ask questions, they simply do as they’re told.”

“So . . .” he began.

“So take off your clothes, boy slave, and kneel before me,” she demanded.

It took Ben a moment to think through his options, then he began to undress.

“That’s right,” Lina said with a mischievous smile on her face.

Once he had removed his clothing and was positioned on his knees, she examined him carefully.

“Very good,” she said to encourage him. “And now we will commence with the rules. These are the rules that Ben Mayer will follow in his service to me, Lina, and will never fail to observe on the threat of punishment. One, your body now belongs to me. Not you. You are my possession, and you will act like it. You will do as I say, and if I think you need to be punished, then you will, without hesitation, immediately assume the position for punishment. You will speak when spoken to, and you will never fail to respond in full to any question I ask. Do you understand these rules, Ben?”

Ben looked up at her standing over him, looking down at his naked body kneeling on the floor. He was fully erect, and his eyes were wide with surprise, respect, and even a bit of fear.

“Yes, Lina,” he replied.

“It’s Miss Lina to you,” she said, improvising the line, but then realizing she liked the sound of it.

“Yes, Miss Lina,” he replied.

Lina learned what she came to think of as a secret. It was secret because no one aside from herself and her friend Alexandra seemed to talk about it or even acknowledge it. But it remained that men could be made to do anything she wanted them to do. They would willingly strip naked and crawl on their hands and knees, debasing themselves for her amusement. She could do as she pleased with these men, and so she did. They apparently wanted her so badly that they would abandon themselves in favor of doing whatever she asked of them. She was perpetually amused by the level of control she had suddenly assumed just by being forward and making her demands.


Chapter 7

The next morning, Lina woke up from a dream in which Anton had been with her, in a place she didn’t recognize. It was something like the island, with its dark green jungle foliage and exotic, colorful flowers and the sound and scent of the ocean. She had been attempting to push him away, with her hand on his forehead, but his tongue was of such a length and dexterity that it was snaking around her thighs and up in between, lapping up the clear drops of fluid that ran down her inner thighs in rivulets. She kept trying to push him away but it seemed that the more she tried, the deeper his tongue delved into her pussy. In her dream it became an existential crisis where she was caught between her insistence that she control him and the desire he so seemingly effortlessly enflamed in her. She began vibrating from the pleasure, feeling her resolve melting as though dripping down the length of his tongue and into his thirsty mouth.

She had woken up with a start, then she sat on the edge of her bed trying to make sense of the lingering feeling of arousal in her body. She’d noticed an unusual chemistry between her and Anton, but the way she had felt about him in her dream was something she couldn’t have anticipated. It made her curious about what was happening in her own brain on a subconscious level. Finally, she got out of bed and took a shower, trying to shake off the emotional impact that Anton had inspired within her during her dream. She focused on her appointment to meet up with her friend Alexandra for lunch, in addition to all of the meetings she’d scheduled to discuss the progress of the development on the island.

“So tell me how your world-building is going,” Alexandra said over lunch at a small café just down the street from the Pussycat, a place where she and Lina often met to catch up.

“Did you know that water reclamation and desalinization is pretty much like a universe of academic study?” Lina replied. “I think you could dedicate your life to trying to master it.”

“That sounds so uninteresting,” Alexandra replied. “Don’t tell me more.”

Lina laughed.

“Yeah, well, welcome to my life,” she said. “I thought it was hard trying to navigate the building ordinances and liquor license protocol in establishing my club. Now I realize how easy that was. Hayley’s shit-ton of money helps, of course. I mean, I couldn’t do this without her help.”

“It’ll be worth it, I think,” Alexandra replied. “You’re making something beautiful.”

“So tell me, what do you think, will you ever want to come to the island?” Lina asked.

“You’d have to chain me to,” Alexandra said, then paused while trying to think of something heavy. “To a large rock, maybe?” She laughed. “Point is, there’s no way you could keep me from coming. I am so looking forward to it.”

“Unless you’re chained to a large rock, got it,” Lina said with a look of amusement. “But I mean, you know, like on a permanent basis.”

“I’ve thought about it, of course,” Alexandra said. “But it’s a pretty dramatic change. Like I said, I’m going to be there, obviously. I so want to see what you’ve built. And play with the boys. And you know my friend Sofia, I think she’s interested. And I have a niece, my sisters kid, her name is Gina. She just turned eighteen and I think it would be really good for her. You know, see what her life could be like if she decides to become dominant.”

“It’s beyond me why a woman wouldn’t be dominant,” Lina said. “So, OK, you’re thinking maybe you come and check it out, see what you think?”

“Yeah, and again, I’ve thought about it,” Alexandra said. “But it requires looking at my life as it is now and contemplating what would be a huge readjustment for me. Which actually makes me wonder what it’ll be like for the men.”

“The men who will relocate there permanently?” Lina asked.

“Yeah, it’s just such a daunting proposition for them,” Alexandra said. “You’ say you’ve set up a website for them to submit an application, right? It makes me curious about who will respond.”

“Men love a challenge,” Lina replied. “They will line up for it. Living on an island enslaved by beautiful, dominant women? Their cocks will pop out of their pants just thinking about it.”

“Do you think they will adjust?” Alexandra asked. “You will be extremely demanding, of course, so they will have a lot to do in terms of altering their behavior and their worldview.”

“I have an eye for it,” Lina replied. “Most of these men have no idea how simple it is to identify them. They will give it away in how they present themselves. I can pick out the truly submissive men.”

Lina glanced over Alexandra’s shoulder.

“Take a look at that guy,” Lina said.

Alexandra turned around and saw a man sitting alone, reading something on his phone while eating his lunch. She turned back to Lina.

“He’s OK, I guess,” she said. “Kind of cute.”

“And if either of us were to walk up to him right now and tell him to get on his hands and knees in front of everyone in this café, he would obey. It would take him a moment, we’d have to show him that we were serious, and that he had no choice but to do as we say. But he’d do it.”

Alexandra looked over her shoulder again.

“Now that you mention it, he’s a lot better looking than I thought,” Alexandra said, laughing.

“Thing is, I love, absolutely love taking a man in the wild, so to speak,” Lina explained, “but it has long been my mission to establish the ground rule that all men are fair game to be taken, used, and exploited by women. Me in particular, of course. Because yeah, I like to show a man what’s up, take him by surprise, even, but more I like to start with him recognizing his status, only to be shown that he is still overestimating his position. Take him down, so to speak. So many men that think they’re submissive when they meet me are inevitably shown that they have a lot to learn. They have no idea.”

Alexandra beamed, feeling a familiar sense of pride when talking with Lina.

“So that’s what we will have on the island,” Lina continued. “And we will have plenty to choose from. By the time they arrive on the island they will be well-suited to our purposes. We won’t have to do all of the work in training them, since the right candidates for us will be men who are able to assist in their own conditioning. That’s what I’m looking for. The men who recognize the degree to which they need to subjugate themselves to our rule will work to acclimate to our program. These are the kind of men who will self-report when they’ve broken the rules. So the application of discipline will be effortless. They will be men who crave discipline and will be deeply grateful to us for supplying them with the punishment they deserve. And since we will be selecting hot naked men for us to enjoy, any conditioning we have to do will be a pleasure.”

“Well, I am so looking forward to examining the new recruits to the island,” Alexandra said in an overt expression of anticipation.

“You will have the opportunity to do precisely that in short order,” Lina replied. “The various developments, while being a pain in the ass for me, are approaching their successful completion. Within the next month or so we will have our first shipment of fresh, young, submissive men, and one of the first things we will want to do is have them ass up for their first of many punishments. Just to help get them accustomed to the regular application of discipline they will be expected to endure, obviously.”

“I am definitely looking forward it,” Alexandra replied. “I can’t wait to sink my teeth into their beautiful, naked bodies.”

Lina laughed.

“Why do I get the impression you mean that literally?” she asked.

Alexandra raised an eyebrow.

“Because I mean that literally,” she replied.

“Well, they will be subject to your discretion,” Lina said. “You will be free to do as you please with them.”

Alexandra sat back in her chair and regarded Lina.

“Just think,” Alexandra said, “it seems like it was yesterday that you were so innocently contemplating Ben Mayer.”

“That’s an interesting idea,” Lina said, cocking her head to one side. “I wonder if I should extend an invitation to him to apply.”

“To come be one of your slaves on the island?” Alexandra asked. “That is interesting. But something else I was wondering about, since I haven’t spoken to them recently, what about Carly and Hayley? Do they have any plans regarding either visiting or potentially living on the island?”

“Carly just sold her house, if that answers the question,” Lina said with a smile. “I think she’s more enthusiastic about the whole thing than I am. And Hayley has been so instrumental financially, so she has every intention of visiting, but she’s practically built herself an empire here. We’ll see what she does long-term.”

“She has a husband, right?” Alexandra asked. “I mean, I know she has some guy she keeps on a leash, or whatever, but they’re actually married, right?”

“Legally, yes, but she doesn’t really look at him that way,” Lina replied. “She referred to him one time in conversation with me as her cuck-fuck,” she said, laughing. “She made it abundantly clear to me that she primarily cuckolds him with other men, and she goes out of her way to humiliate him.”

“I love both those ladies,” Alexandra replied. “They are both an inspiration to me. But there’s another issue I’ve been waiting to ask about. I think you know what I am on about.”

“Anton?” Lina asked.

“Is that his name?” Alexandra asked. “I know that you seem to be a bit more, how should I say, invested in this one?”

Lina shrugged, but Alexandra found it unconvincing.

“He has that muscle that makes the tip of his tongue curl upward,” Lina replied in a detached way. “And he gets the whole five-to-zero ratio.”

“That’s good,” Alexandra replied. “The ratio of female to male orgasms is always something men have trouble learning. But what’s going to happen? I mean, it seems like you might want to have him around for, you know, whatever. For some length of time.”

“I don’t know yet,” Lina said. “I am going to have to divide my time, at first. Maybe he’ll just be my boytoy here in Los Angeles. But I’ve considered mentioning it to him, the possibility that he might submit an application for acceptance to the island as a permanent slave.”

“Couldn’t you just, you know, make that happen?” Alexandra asked. “It is your island, you know.”

“Thing is, I established a process, and I don’t see subverting that out of some favoritism, you know?” Lina said. “He can apply like every other male, and he’ll have to be approved. I like the protocol I put in place for that, so I’m going to trust it.”

“Who do you have reviewing the male applicants?” Alexandra asked. “And why am I not involved?”

“You can be if you want,” Lina said. “But you will need to decide that you want to be a permanent resident. I think it’s only fair to the women who will be living on the island full-time. Some of the women you know, some you may not. You know Heather, of course. She’s so impressive with her view of corporal punishment, and she pretty much immediately decided to relocate to the island. And I don’t know if you know Viola, who I’ve got basically managing the daily workforce that the men will be for us. And there’s a cute little chick I know named Tori, who will be in charge of onboarding the men, introducing them to the rules for all males on the island. Oh, and you know Mayarta, right? The photographer? She’ll document everything for promotional materials and manage our public relations stuff.”

“Public?” Alexandra replied. “Not too public, I would think.”

“No, we’ll be pretty quiet,” Lina agreed. “But that’s the tricky part. We want to maintain a low profile but remain just visible enough that we attract the people we want. I’m still working out the balance, but we have the potential for a sizable community of dominant women and the men who will be our slaves.”

“Wow,” Alexandra exclaimed. She raised her glass. “To the unqualified success of the establishment of your female-led utopia,” she offered.

“Thank you,” Lina replied, similarly raising her glass. “I owe you for the inspiration all those years ago and hope to repay you once you arrive and see what the future looks like.”


Chapter 8

For a period of several weeks, Anton and Lina met on many occasions for what Anton couldn’t quite call a date, usually at her club, the Pussycat. Lina, Anton surmised, was not interested in dating men in the way he had come to expect. It felt to him as though each meeting was another in a long string of auditions.

Anton noticed that Lina spoke often of the island and the stages of development, as it occupied the majority of her attention. While she described the details of building out her island paradise, Anton began to have a peculiar feeling. It was a yearning, though he was unable to call it such. He didn’t know what the feeling was, as his place in Lina’s world was entirely uncertain.

She would travel often to the island to oversee the development of various projects. She had a crew tasked with renovating and improving existing structures as well as constructing new buildings to satisfy any level of appetite for lavish and luxurious amenities. And what little time she had for Anton was predominantly occupied by her using him as a way to relax and relieve the resultant stress.

After a thoroughly conventional evening in which they’d gone out to a restaurant and had dinner and a reasonably normal conversation, she’d brought Anton back to her house in the Hollywood Hills. It appeared modest from the outside, but once he was inside, he saw that it had a spectacular view of the sprawling Los Angeles landscape below. The city at night appeared as a generous sprinkling of lights that stretched to the horizon.

He’d been in her home for less than a minute when she ordered him to strip naked and submit to being handcuffed behind his back. She stood with her arms crossed in a confrontational pose, one she often adopted, as though defying him to disobey. Anton had no interest in being disobedient, so he immediately complied with the order and was soon naked and restrained in the manner she had directed. Then she led him out the sliding glass door to kneel beside her as she reclined beside her swimming pool. The lights from the pool gave the scene an unreal, shimmering glow. Lina placed her hand on Anton’s bare chest.

“So as you may know, I’ve established a website to allow men to apply for a position of service on the island,” Lina explained. “I think it’s funny that it’s called a website, since it’s definitely a web for the purpose of entrapping the men who come upon it.”

“Have you gotten many responses so far?” Anton asked.

“As it turns out, yes,” Lina replied.

She observed him carefully, as if deciding whether she wanted to say what she was thinking. She pinched one of his nipples as she mulled through her thoughts.

“The requirements of the island are comprehensive,” she said, as though finishing an unspoken thought in her head. “Complete, really. Men will have absolutely no bodily autonomy. I’m not sure you would be up to it,” she said. “But it would be interesting for me to watch you try. So I’m considering having you apply.”

“To live on the island?” Anton asked. “As a slave?”

“Yes,” Lina replied.

Anton had two opposing feelings about the matter. One was based on his feelings of arousal, the other was based on his fear.

“You would become the property of Goddess Atlantis LLC,” she said.

“Goddess Atlantis LLC?” Anton asked.

Lina allowed herself to giggle as she explained, “It’s just a name. For legal purposes. To tell you the truth, I didn’t take a lot of time thinking about it. I mean, the island doesn’t even have a name.”

“No?” Anton asked.

“Well, it has a name, several really, each given at different times by different groups of people, but since it’s come into my possession, I’ve just called it ‘the island,’” Lina explained.

She was quiet for a moment.

“So what are your thoughts?” she asked.

“I admit that I have been thinking about the island,” he replied. “Your island,” he amended his statement. “It’s still like something from a fantasy, I guess. For me. But maybe it’s one that could become real.”

“Well, it is very real,” she replied. “But you’re right, it would mean an entirely different existence for you. If you were to apply and win acceptance as a candidate to live on the island as a male slave, it would mean that you would necessarily have to undergo an extreme transformation. You would have a lot to learn. And your life as you know it would come to an end. And that’s only if you are accepted.”

“Well as far as applying,” Anton said, “Couldn’t I just, you know, ask the woman who owns the place?” he asked with a sly smile.

“Funny, my friend Alexandra said the same thing. But no,” Lina said flatly. “There is a process. We have a committee that reviews all submissions, and we generally take Friday afternoons to look at each of the candidates, after which we discuss their potential, only accepting those that are approved unanimously. So it’s not just my decision, and it’s not just me that will be involved in approving your being accepted to the island. But you do have some advantages. I’m kind of partial to the idea of you becoming one of my slaves,” she said, sliding her fingertip down the front of his body.

One of my slaves, Anton repeated in his head. One of Lina’s slaves.

Lina had a smile on her face, but it made Anton feel a bit on edge, even nervous.

“As I mentioned, I’ve thought about it,” Anton said. “A lot. But I wonder how I’d even go about it. I mean, my life . . . .”

“And?” Lina said. “Is there something here that you’re holding on to?”

“Maybe not,” Anton admitted. “Maybe it’s just my ego that makes me feel wary of surrendering everything.”

“The male ego needs to be crushed under a woman’s heel,” Lina replied. “It’s good for men to be shown their proper place in service to a dominant woman. Don’t you think?”

“I’m learning, Miss Lina,” Anton replied.

She studied him for a moment. He appeared content, kneeling and naked before her with his hands secured with handcuffs behind his back.

“I’m going to say this and it will sound like a warning,” Lina said, “but I want you to understand it for what it is. I am a threat to any man in my sphere of influence. And the larger that sphere is, the more men there are that are susceptible to me. I see men as my prey. As my victims. I like taking them down and making them surrender to me, admitting defeat. My body is a threat, and my pussy should most definitely be regarded as a threat to any man I allow to serve me,” Lina said with a disarming smile. “I’m demanding, and if I find a man is lacking in dedication or devotion in pleasuring me, I will insist that he pay the price in corporal punishment. And worse.”

Anton had the look of being deeply affected and intimidated by her that Lina loved to witness. She flashed her brilliant white teeth, which Anton thought had the appearance of fangs when she smiled.

“Now you, my darling Anton, are uniquely talented,” she said. “Which makes me curious. Show me your tongue.”

Anton smiled, blushing slightly, but he stuck out his tongue as ordered. He knew that his tongue was longer than average, but not remarkably so. It was more that his experience had availed him of a lot of opportunity to practice.

“It’s nice,” Lina said after a brief examination. “But it doesn’t explain your talent. You may put your tongue away.”

“Well, I’ve been allowed to develop its skill, Miss Lina,” Anton replied.

“Have you now,” she said, sounding amused. “Do tell.”

Anton began by briefly explained how a girl in his neighborhood, Sarah Halston, had established the rules of their relationship when he was younger.

“So she what, basically had you in boot camp?” Lina said, sounding amused.

“I guess you could say that,” Anton replied. “But then I had this professor in college, she taught a Societal Dynamics and Economics course,” Anton explained. “I had to see her in her office after class one afternoon, and I confessed to her that I was worried about my grade in the class. After a bit of further conversation, she proposed a method by which I could assure myself of a passing grade. Suffice it to say that a series of events led to me kneeling underneath her desk.”

“Excellent beginning,” Lina said. “You got right to the operative point. So what happened then?”

“Well, she decided that on Tuesday and Thursday afternoons I would appear at her office,” Anton explained. “I was to knock softly, then enter, and lock the door behind me. She wanted me to remain quiet so as to not disturb her. Then I was to put all of my clothing, except for my underwear, on a chair against the wall, then kneel beside her desk chair. Then I was to pull my underwear down to mid-thigh.”

“I love that image,” Lina commented.

“So did she, I guess,” Anton replied. “I thought it curious that she liked that. That she demanded it. It was a visual, I guess. Less than naked yet completely exposed. Naughty, you know? I guess she liked to see me in a way that looked like I’d pulled my underwear down, exposing myself out of desperation. And I had to hold my hands crossed behind my back.”

Anton gestured with his own wrists, which were handcuffed behind his back. They made a soft clinking sound, which made Lina smile.

“She would continue working for some time, but at some point, she would rotate her chair to face me,” Anton continued. “‘You may begin,’ she would say. When I received my grades, I noticed that the professor I’d spent the semester serving on my knees in her office had given me an A grade in a class in which I’d done no better than C-grade work. I realized that I had gotten an A for licking pussy.”

Lina smiled broadly.

“Well, I’ve yet to assess a grade for you,” she said in a sultry voice. “But I know how you might earn yourself some extra credit.”

Lina spread her knees far apart in the confrontational pose Anton had become accustomed to. He needed no further direction.

“Tell me you want nothing more than to be my slave,” she said.

“Miss Lina, I want—” he began.

“No, don’t just repeat what I said,” she chastised him. “I don’t even need you to say anything. In fact, I prefer that you shut the fuck up. No, I want you to tell me through your actions. Or by your inaction, by which I mean staying still, and being obedient. I do so love obedience.”

She raised the hem of her dress, exposing her naked pussy to his eyes.

“I decided that I want you to apply to become one of the slaves on my island,” Lina said with a contented sigh as Anton began licking her pussy. “I think you’re a good fit for the position of pussy slave,” she said as she pressed the back of his head between her thighs and thrust her hips toward his face. She heard his handcuffs make their soft, metallic sound and she smiled, looking up at the night sky, imagining her life once she’d established the island paradise she had been dreaming of.

Would Anton be one of the slaves that she would have to serve her once she’d taken up full-time residence? she wondered. She combed her fingers through his hair, relishing the well-practiced pleasure he could provide with his lips and tongue. The more he served her, the more she wondered if she wanted to be without his skill in service to her. It was a strange and new sensation for her. She was more inclined to think of men being disposable. Anton seemed to be different, for what reason she had yet to work out. She purred contentedly and put the thought aside for the time being. She placed feet up on Anton’s lower back and settled in for a nice, long session of having her pussy worshipped by Anton’s talented tongue.

“You know I will fuck other men,” Lina said in a low, breathy voice. “So if you become a permanent slave on the island, it’ll be something that you are confronted with on a regular basis. If I have some men lined up for me, you may be included, you may not. If I want you, you’ll be expected to serve me. If not, then you can fuck off. Ordinarily it might bruise a man’s ego, but you won’t have one. We will beat that out of you, so to speak.” She smiled, then added, “Well, it won’t be just a figure of speech, we will literally beat you as well.” A jolt of pleasure surged through her as she envisioned Anton taking a beating for her.

Anton had a confusingly contradictory sensation which afterward he would liken to the feeling of holding a nine-volt battery to his tongue, only it was his cock that received the twinge, causing it to throb and harden to the point that it was painful. He was aware that Lina had no intention of being committed to him, but he was able to compartmentalize this fact. Lina making a point of being upfront about it caused him to feel something he’d never felt before. He realized he was unable to determine just what this feeling was. All he knew was that Lina was becoming something of an addiction for him, and the more he was allowed to serve her pleasure, the more he wanted to be her slave.


Chapter 9

Anton arrived home after work, and after he changed out of his work clothes and took a shower, he got out of the shower and reached up to take a towel down from the rack. Then his hand stopped. He lowered his hand and walked out of the bathroom dripping wet. He walked into his bedroom and stood at attention, feeling the drops of water slowing drying on his naked body. Had someone been observing him, and had they asked precisely what he was doing, he would have been unable to explain himself.

He thought about Lina, which prompted him to think about the fact that he hadn’t ever met a woman who impressed him the way she did. It even caused him to consider that his previous definition of what it meant to be impressed was insufficient in describing the way he felt about her. With women he had dated, he had observed how their physical characteristics had drawn his attention in a superficial manner. He had dated women who had seemingly perfect bodies and beautiful faces, but there always seemed to be a disconnect between the way they looked and the way Anton had felt about them.

With Lina, her physicality had improbably become but a side note. She was simultaneously the most beautiful woman he had ever met, with the most remarkably desirable body he had ever encountered, but this was quickly overwhelmed in his thoughts by the person she projected. The image she put forward as an expression of herself was so definitively more attractive than her mere physical attributes taken as a whole. It brought to his mind the phrase, “an embarrassment of riches,” since he realized that if she had been somewhat formless and plain, he would have felt the same way about her. It was as though her image was just a lure to bring men into her grasp where she could impress upon them the far more devastating, sexually charged personality she possessed.

Something that Anton had noticed was that even though he found himself constantly thinking about Lina, which inspired arousal and desire within him, he did nothing to alleviate the tension his body felt in response. It brought to mind the now distant relationship he’d had with Sarah Halston, in which he had, at times, refrained from masturbating while thinking about her. With Lina it became a certain self-discipline. She made him hard with some frequency, even when he was alone with only his thoughts about her, but his erection had become, primarily, a symbol of her growing influence of ownership. He felt his body and his mind surrendering to her, becoming nothing more than one of her possessions, something she could take out of a box and play with at will. It was as though he was losing possession of himself, a right that was slowly and inevitably being transferred to Lina.

She had been immediately and inexhaustibly demanding, sexually and otherwise. It seemed to him that she had an insatiable desire she needed to constantly attend to in an attempt to extinguish it. It seemed to be an act of futility, as she never seemed to be fully satisfied. She demanded submission, but it seemed to Anton that any show of respect for her dominant status just fueled her desire to push him further.

Anton thought about his job working with his construction crew. The contractor was a guy he’d begun to feel somewhat obligated to, having been gainfully employed over the past three years. The work had kept him busy and he didn’t hate it. The guys on the crew were reasonably easy to work with. The job was hard, sometimes, building out additions to the homes of wealthy people. But was it his life? Was it fulfilling to the point that he would turn away from the opportunity Lina presented?

Still naked, Anton walked over to his desk and sat down in front of his computer. He opened the website that Lina had established for those that wished to come to the island. The opening page showed a spectacularly beautiful image of a white sand beach on the edge of the turquoise blue ocean. It looked idyllic, relaxing, and beautiful. There were two entry portals, one for women and one for men. He clicked on “Male Applicant.” It opened up a lengthy questionnaire with boxes provided for his responses. It began simply enough, asking generic information including his name and address, followed by more specific questions about his physical body, including questions related to his health records. It began with a brief warning that read:

We do not want you to waste our time in reviewing your submission if you know that you haven’t a chance of being accepted. Read the rules carefully. If you do not fit our criteria, we will not consider you as a candidate. Should you feel as though you might have a reasonable chance of being considered worthy of being a servant to the women of the island, and that you are prepared to begin a life as a slave in perpetuity, then complete the following application and submit the required materials for our review. If we feel that you are an acceptable candidate, we will contact you with additional questions and requirements.

Then there began a series of questions for the male applicants to answer as part of their application:

1.) Why should we select you to serve us?

Anton sat looking at the question, and the cursor slowly blinking in the box below, awaiting his response. He thought about what it might mean for him to give up his current life and become what Lina thought of as a servant. A slave.

2.) What skills do you have that would benefit our community?

Anton briefly listed his professional skills in carpentry and woodworking, construction, and general competency in working with his hands.

3.)      What commitment are you willing to make in offering your service?

Anton leaned back in his chair and examined the question. It was one that he realized he had to answer to himself before he could provide a response.

4.)      What does service mean to you?

Anton wondered about the difference between what he thought might be the correct response, and what he truly felt was an honest answer. He considered whether the two were different.

5.)      How do you think you might grow and learn to be a perfect willing slave to us?

This, he realized, meant not only foreseeing what his life would be like as a permanent, submissive servant, but then look forward to a time beyond that, into the future.

6.) Do you believe in female supremacy?

Anton considered the question, trying to come up with an answer that he felt was more than just a simple affirmative response.

Then there was an explanatory statement that proceeded the contract. It read:

Throughout the following contract, the use of the word “You,” and “Your,” shall be employed to indicate the male candidate for the position of slave. This is for clarity. It should not be read as an endorsement of the personhood of the male candidate. Should you be accepted as a male slave and put into service on a permanent basis on the island, The concept of “you” and “your” will cease to exist. You will not be considered a person and will be treated as such. You will be a slave to the female guests and inhabitants of the island. You will not be allowed possessions, so the word “your” shall indicate only that which you’ve been assigned, as in “your obligation to serve.” Furthermore, you will not be taken into account as far as your personal wants and desires are concerned. The object that is “you” will be referred to by a name, which may be your own, or it may be one that is assigned to you, but you will be considered property, and no longer allowed any rights related to personhood.

Then there was a contract, which Anton found to be not unlike Lina herself in that it aroused him and terrified him in equal measure. It read:

This document is a contract between _________ and Goddess Atlantis LLC. _________, being of sound mind and body, is entering into an agreement to become the wholly owned slave, possession, and property of Goddess Atlantis LLC, in perpetuity. Upon entering this agreement you will surrender any and all claims to your body, your mind, and your freewill. You will effectively surrender any claim to personal rights of any kind. You give permanent and irrevocable consent without exception. You understand that you will receive absolutely nothing in return for your service.

1.) You agree that you are familiar with the concept of slavery and understand that the decision to enter into and fulfill the contract is permanent and irrevocable. With this understanding, this contract confirms your wish to proceed with entering into a lifetime of permanent slavery.

Initials ____

2.) Your purpose will be to benefit the female inhabitants, guests, and visitors of the island. Every moment of your life will be devoted to the pleasure and happiness of your female superiors. You may be used sexually, as a servant, or for any other purpose that the females on the island choose. You will serve anyone as directed to in any way required. This includes sexual acts as well as performing potentially degrading acts for entertainment.

Initials ____

3.) You will serve as a domestic slave. You will be required to perform tasks as ordered. Failure to complete assigned tasks on a regular and ongoing basis will result in punishment. Lack of effort or expediency when completing tasks will be punished. Unsatisfactory performance will be punished. Excuses will not be accepted and will result in punishment.

Initials ____

4.) You are, among other things, a sex slave. You will be required to perform sexually as well as be used sexually on a regular basis. The signing of this contract is your consent. This consent may not be revoked. Any part of your body may be used sexually in any way. Your asshole may be penetrated at any time. Warning may not be given, so you will be expected to keep yourself ready at all times. You will avail yourself at all times to sexual service. There is no limit to place or time that you may be used.

Initials ____

5.) Though it is expected that you will arrive fully trained in service to the dominant female, you will also be required to submit to a training program. The purpose of the training will be to remold your body, mind, and attitude to what is expected of you. This training will be ongoing. Your training will follow a punishment/reward system to reinforce desired attributes.

Initials ____

6.) Punishment will be used as a tool in training as well as to reinforce expectations. You will be punished for forgetting your place, insufficient effort, failure to perform to expectations, breaking rules, and for any other reason. There will not, however, need to be any given reason to punish you. You will be given periodic punishment regardless of behavior to remind you of your place. Punishment may take many forms, whipping being the most common. Typically, you will be naked and bound to receive punishment. Other forms of punishment may be used, and they will not have limitations.

Initials ____

7.) You accept that the pain and humiliation from punishment is a part of your service that you will be subject to regularly. You acknowledge that the pain will not be limited to punishment and may be intense and extended. The slave will show gratitude for correction regardless of the pain it has endured.

Initials ____

8.) You are required to care for all of the possessions of the inhabitants of the island, which includes your physical body. You are required to keep yourself as attractive and physically fit as possible. You may be kept in bondage or restraints. The restraints may be locked. In any case, you are not allowed to remove them once placed upon your body. Your body may be used in any way at any time. You will be prepared to respond to a command to serve. You will kneel or stand, if allowed. You may be required to receive permanent markings such as tattoos, or branding, and these marking may be placed on any part of your body without exception. You will have a piercing performed before coming to the island. It will be a small, symbolic ring that will be located on your perineum, halfway between your testicles and your anus.

Initials ____

9.) Since your existence is for the benefit of your female superiors, you will at all times maintain a submissive demeanor. Unless given other direction, you may not speak unless spoken to. You will address all females as “Miss,” unless instructed otherwise. Your standard response to all directions will be “Yes, Miss.” You will have no right to privacy. Any female may watch you shower, change clothes, etc. You will not close doors or attempt to shield yourself from view at any time. When in the same room as a female superior, you must ask permission to leave the room. You do not have the right to say “no” and will do everything asked of you by your female superiors without hesitation. The male inhabitants of the island are not free to leave the island at any time.

Initials ____

This was followed by a model release, which read:

You understand that you retain no rights to your body or its likeness. Use of your image, either in photographs or video shall be unrestricted, and may be used for any purpose and in any medium. You may be photographed or filmed at any time for any reason, including publication and sale. You consent to any and all recordings for any use in perpetuity.

Initials ____

This was followed by an explanation of the photos required with the application. It read:

You will provide as part of your application photographs with the following specifications:

A.) All photos will display your entire body, fully exposed.

B.) You will complete the full set of photos with your penis flaccid, or soft, and then again, fully erect.

C.) Each set of photos will be full frontal, reverse, and profile.

D.)            The sets will be standing, kneeling, and the genuflecting position. The genuflecting position is kneeling, with your forehead touching the floor and your arms straight out in front of you with your palms flat on the floor.

And then there were the video requirements:

You will provide with your application a video. It will feature your entire body in frame, and you will be completely naked. You may, if you choose, wear certain items as long as they don’t obstruct our view of your body. Items such as a spiked metal cock ring, or nipple clamps, or a ball-gag would all be acceptable. Be creative. This is your chance to impress us, so make it entertaining for us to watch.

You will position yourself on your knees before the camera. Then you will explain why you think you would be of value to us if you are selected to serve as a slave on the island. Explain what you have to offer. Sell yourself.

Simultaneously, you will masturbate for our amusement, edging yourself without coming. You are not allowed to bring yourself to orgasm at any point in the video. You will also insert the largest dildo you can manage into your asshole. You will ride this dildo for our entertainment. This is an opportunity for you to impress us. Show us how hard you can fuck yourself in the ass. Show us how big you can take it.

We will watch your video (we’ll make some popcorn), and we will review your written submission. If we find that you are an acceptable candidate, we will contact you with further instructions.

Should you be chosen to devote your life to serving the women of the island, you will be allowed entrance as a permanent slave. You will necessarily surrender all rights to privacy, as well as any individual rights you now possess. You will give up any claim to self-representation. All matters concerning you and your personhood will be assigned to the women on the island for a decision. Any decision regarding you, and your well-being, will not be subject to appeal. You will at all times be obligated to serve without any right to question the authority of the women on the island. You will respond to any female as your superior. Any directive issued by a female resident will be considered a command. Failure to submit and obey will be punished severely.

If we select you as a candidate, we will make the entirety of your application materials, along with all photos and videos, available for the perusal of our female residents. You will be required to surrender all rights to privacy in this regard. All material submitted will become the property of Goddess Atlantis LLC, for our use without limitation in perpetuity. Your signed release forms are required before we will consider your application.

In the past, you were free to make decisions about yourself and others. Now, you will be something far better, something elevated. The best possible version of yourself. You will be a slave to the women on the island, with the potential of becoming a pussy slave. As you will become the property of Atlantis Goddess LLC, you will no longer have possessions yourself. You will no longer have financial obligations or responsibilities. Therefore, you will liquidate and transfer the entirety of your financial holdings to Atlantis Goddess LLC. This will be your sole monetary contribution, and it is nonnegotiable and non-refundable.

Your submission to becoming a slave is final and irrevocable. Once you’ve submitted to us the entirety of all that you are in the world, we will take you and mold you into something new. You will be reshaped into a perfect slave for us and you will live out your life in service.

And lastly, we know that this is a terrifying proposition. We know that you are scared. But that is the way we want you to be. We want to see the fear in your eyes as you offer yourself to us. If we select you to embark on your new journey in service to us, you will be stripped naked, whipped, and brought to your knees. We will enjoy seeing you tremble before us, terrified of what we will do to you. Feel that fear and know that it is beautiful in our eyes. We want to see it. We want this for you. We are waiting.

Anton sat back in his chair and it was a few moments before he realized he had forgotten to breathe. When he drew in a large breath, trying to fill his lungs, he felt a sudden ache in his throat. His mouth had gone completely dry, and the air rushing past caused a sharp stab of pain. He swallowed hard. He looked down and observed the fact that he was fully erect. His erection now looked entirely like an object he no longer owned. Lina appeared in the back of his mind, since she might as well have had her name printed along the length of his shaft. The sight of it now made him think about her, her ownership of him, and the intensity with which he desired to become her slave.

Anton stood up and retrieved his camera, setting it to take photos on a timer. Then he took several steps back. He began the process, the end of which would be result in his having applied to live on the island as a permanent slave. Surrendering to a life of servitude was no longer something he felt he had any right to deny. Lina had him in thrall to her in a way that precluded him from thinking independently. He had become her possession. Or, as she sometimes referred to him, her cock-toy. And all that he desired was to become her pussy slave. He only needed the women of the island to accept his submission.


Chapter 10

It was two days later that Lin had Anton kneeling on the white carpet of her bedroom, directly in front of where she reclined on her cream-colored sofa with her feet tucked up beside her. She was wearing a long-sleeved, cashmere sweater and a pair of panties, and she had Anton entirely naked.

“It’s actually fun for me to hunt for men like you,” Lina explained as she examined Anton. “A lot of fun. It’s almost. . .” she began, but then she trailed off. She had thought to say that the hunt, as she called it, was more fun than the capture, but then the vision of Anton kneeling before her silenced the thought. She liked both, and wanted to continue pursuing men to conquer, and to dominate, as well as have men who were actively committed to serving her.

But ultimately, what is the purpose of the pursuit if not to claim victory over these men who fall into my clutches? she thought.

She reached out and stroked Anton’s cheek.

“You’re so obedient,” she said, her voice sounding gentle and appreciative. “Your submission of an application to be a slave on my island is, well, it’s touching, really.”

She ran her fingers through his hair.

“I appreciate your recognition that being a slave is a privileged position,” she said.

Then she gathered a fistful of hair and pulled his head back. She examined his neck, exposed and vulnerable, and the attitude of his naked body, submissive to her and attentive.

“But is that enough for me?” she wondered aloud. “Because I want more than just your obedience. I want more than your submission to me.”

Lina suddenly got up of the sofa and retrieved a metal device from her bedside drawer. She returned and held it out for Anton to examine.

“See this?” she asked, holding out a metal device comprised of two hinged semi-circular pieces lined with sharp metal spikes.

He swallowed hard, unsure of what she was holding out for him to examine but feeling his stomach turning at the sight of the shiny metal spikes.

“Ooh, don’t know exactly what it is, do you?” Lina said, clearly enjoying his trepidation. “Well, I am delighted to introduce you to your new reality. This is a cock cage,” she said, closing the two hinged pieces into a cylinder. “Your cock and balls are trapped inside, completely vulnerable to these sharp little points here,” she explained, opening the device again and sliding her fingertip over the tips of the spikes. “I love this device more than I can say.”

Lina sat down on the sofa and leaned forward, taking his cock and balls in her hand. She did so aggressively, as though defying him to attempt to avoid his fate. She brought the device up underneath, then slowly, obviously relishing the process, closed it around his cock and balls. He could feel the spikes make contact, then press against his sensitive skin. She observed the expression on his face closely as she pressed the device shut, then used a small hexagonal wrench to screw it shut.

“It just fits so tightly, and so securely. Unless you have one of these,” she said, holding up the little wrench, “then you’re locked into this device until I decide to let you go. I’m guessing you’re going to be on your best behavior, right? Surely, you’ll want to stay on my good side while you’re locked up in a spiked cage. So let’s see what a good boy you can be.”

Lina licked her thumb, then took the head of his cock in her hand and rubbed her thumb over the tip of his cock.

“Of course, the harder you get, the more the little spikes are going to press against your shaft,” she explained. “So let’s see you get nice and hard for me. I want to see you be a good boy and get as hard as you can in your little cock cage.”

Then Lina slipped her panties down her legs and sat back on the sofa, spreading her legs to present him with her naked pussy. She had her legs spread wide, with her hands were on her knees as though to emphasize the distance between them. Her hips were rotated toward him, presenting her pussy as a challenge.

“Come here, Anton,” she commanded.

Anton maneuvered onto his hands and knees, with his gaze focused on Lina’s hypnotically beautiful pussy. When he was just inches away from her, she placed her hand on his forehead, halting his forward movement.

“Beg for it,” she demanded. “Let me hear how much you want it.”

Anton inhaled the scent of Lina’s body, and his mouth watered at the sight of her soft, pouting labia, which were rosy pink and dripping wet.

“Please, Lina,” he began, “please allow me the pleasure and privilege of serving you and worshipping you as you deserve.”

Lina paused for a moment, examining Anton. She could see his erection in the spiked cage. She took him by the back of his head and brought his face between her thighs.

The scent of Lina’s pussy enveloped Anton, fogging his brain with desire. Anton’s cock felt the torture of his own arousal as his erection pressed against the spiked cock cage. Lina held Anton by the back of the head and pressed his face against her pussy.

The way that Lina sighed contentedly when he began to stroke her labia with his tongue was the most satisfying sound to Anton’s ears. It was a deep, decadent exhalation, as though all was right with Lina’s world when she was having a male slave worship her insatiable pussy.

She moaned softly and quietly in reaction to his tongue. Her body relaxed. Her hips tilted slightly. Her pussy was generally insatiable for the attention of his tongue, but she was patient, savoring the anticipation as Anton licked her slowly and gently.

At some point she placed her hand on the back of his head and simultaneously pushed forward while thrusting upward with her hips pressing his face against her pussy, and his tongue deep inside of her. He had learned over time, over many, many repetitions how she wanted him to attend to her pleasure. Guided by her hand, he would begin to worship her. The shape of her lips had become so familiar to him, yet his own lips and tongue still delighted in exploring her body. The taste of her was seemingly always in his mind, yet it still seemed like an exotic aphrodisiac. She would be wet to begin with, but over the course of an hour she would drench his face in her wetness, while he lapped up and swallowed every drop.

He would pleasure her with his mouth, kneeling on the floor for a length of time that felt endless. There was a luxurious decadence in the way she reveled in the pleasures of his mouth. She would moan softly, a low, deep sound with a breathy gasp as his tongue swirled endlessly over her clit. He could tell how close she was to coming by the way she reacted, her hips beginning to buck, gently at first, and her thighs, which would intermittently clamp down on the sides of his head. He was rewarded by her audible reaction when his tongue surprised her by teasing and pleasuring her in a way that was sure to set off her first, followed by her second orgasm.

As Anton knelt before her, worshipping her pussy, the thought of being Lina’s slave felt more and more real. And like the spiked cock cage, the greater his desire, the more it became a form of torture.


Chapter 11

Anton had been checking his email constantly, impatiently since he’d sent in his application. Knowing that there was a group of women, Lina included, who were going to sit in judgement of his submission made him feel anxious. He tried, unsuccessfully, not to think about it.

He felt a jolt when he saw the email. It was from Goddess Atlantis LLC. He opened it and was unsure of what to think, at first.

“Before you will be given clearance to come to the island, you will undergo an extensive physical exam,” the message began.

Anton read the entirety of the email twice. It seemed encouraging that they felt positive about his application to the point that they were moving forward with the process. It indicated a doctor they’d provided, with an appointment time already scheduled.

Anton arrived at the doctor’s office and waited in the examination room for some minutes before a young woman entered, greeting him with a warm smile.

“Hello, Anton, I’m Maria,” she said warmly. “Go ahead and undress,” she instructed in what sounded to Anton like a rather routine tone of voice.

Anton noticed that she hadn’t arranged anything for him to change into. Then he realized that she intended to not only remain in the room, but in fact, watch him take off his clothes. This was something he thought perhaps he would need to become accustomed to, that his body was going to be fully exposed and available for viewing by any female at any time. But it was still new to him. It made him feel vulnerable and even a little intimidated. Once he had undressed, the woman began what Anton recognized as a standard part of a medical exam, including height, weight, and measuring his blood pressure.

“OK, now just remain here and wait for Dr. Ferris,” she said.

Eventually the doctor came in, and Anton thought she also seemed very friendly in her greeting. She performed what Anton thought felt like a standard physical, aside from his being completely exposed throughout. As the examination continued, he began to feel a departure from what he would expect during an annual physical. She had him wait while standing in the middle of the room, and while she was very professional in her manner, she asked him very personal questions about his body and his sexuality while never letting him forget that he was naked.

“So you’re going to live on the island,” the doctor said, a question that didn’t sound like a question.

“Yes,” he replied.

“You will be transferring all legal rights concerning your physical body. That’s a big step. Are you sure you’re prepared?”

“I think so,” he replied.

“You think so?” she asked. “Are you nervous?”

“I guess, a little,” he replied.

She explained that she needed him to be relaxed to perform the exam, so she suggested that he dance around a little bit. She said it in an offhand, casual manner so he thought she was just joking. But then he noticed that she was waiting. He hesitantly began to dance for her, and she encouraged him until he was doing his best to dance for her. He felt ridiculous, but it did actually cause him to feel more at ease.

She laughed, watching his naked body dance around the exam room, but Anton felt that she wasn’t being mean, or trying to humiliate him. Rather it was a joyful laugh, and she encouraged him to continue. Finally she clapped and smiled broadly, saying that she was impressed with his little dance.

“It appears that you have at least the right mindset going forward,” she said. “Now let’s talk about masturbation. Are you in the habit of masturbating frequently?”

“I, um, do my best not to,” he replied.

“Well, you will have to do better than that,” she said. “I understand that self-pleasuring is a no-no once you move to the island. Should you be accepted, of course. Have you had your prostate massaged?” she asked. “I ask due to the fact that I can’t guess what might be decided for you going forward. It’s conceivable that you will be prohibited from ejaculating on a permanent basis, in which case you might need to have seminal fluid drained on occasion. In that case they might want to perform a prostate massage.”

She continued asking questions, notating his responses, and when she was done taking notes, she had him demonstrate his flexibility in increasingly awkward poses and positions, each seemingly designed to make him feel exposed and vulnerable. First, he was to stand up straight, stretching to his limit upward and then downward. She had him bending over, grabbing his ankles, and had him hold the position for a full minute.

She had him stand with his legs apart so she could examine his penis and testicles. She began pressing her fingers against his abdomen, moving slowly downward. Then she lifted his testicles in one hand while prodding between his legs with the first two fingers of the other hand. Then she pressed her fingers into the upper part of his scrotum, which Anton thought felt a bit uncomfortable.

“Please demonstrate a testicular examination for me,” the doctor said, and waited patiently to observe Anton showing her proficiency in performing the self-exam. “You should be a bit more aggressive,” she said, admonishing him for being too gentle for her liking. She took his balls in her hand and rolled each of them firmly between her thumb and her first two fingers. “Like this,” she said, as Anton gasped, then winced at the sensation. “Oh, relax, you’re in for a far more aggressive handling than anything I’m going to do to you.”

She lifted his penis in one hand and began slowly pressing the base of either side of the shaft between her thumb and first two fingers. She pressed firmly, then moved forward an inch and pressed again, until she reached the head of his penis. Then she repeated this with her thumb and fingers on the top and bottom of the shaft. She asked questions throughout, stopping to hear his response, then continuing.

Anton realized that he was becoming erect, which was embarrassing to him, but the doctor explained that it was not only preferable for his examination, it was required. She explained that the healthy functioning of the penis is most visible when it is erect. She conducted a visual examination of the head of the penis all around the rim. With her thumb and forefinger on either side of the tip she spreads the urethra open to insert what looked to Anton like a tiny Q-tip. Then she began pulling downward on the shaft until she could feel resistance, then performed the same test side to side.

“I know they had you self-measure, but they want a more accurate assessment,” the doctor explained.

She measured his erection, both length and circumference, and measured his balls using a caliper device that Anton had never seen or experienced before.

“All right, now I need you to bend over and place your forearms on the table,” she said.

Anton positioned himself.

“Arch your back for me, please. A bit higher up, now,” she said. “I doubt they’ll ask you twice when you’re on the island,” she said, allowing herself a gentle laugh. “That’s right. Now just relax.”

The doctor fully inserted her gloved and lubricated finger into his anus.

“Keep your back arched for me,” she said as she placed her other hand on his testicles and lifted them, pressing her fingers against his body. She slowly rotated her finger inside of him. “This is your prostate that I am pressing against, Anton. A little bit of massage and you’d be squirting seminal fluid out of your penis. You’re not tensing up too much, I appreciate that. I guess you’ll need to endure penetration that is much larger than my finger,” she said with a gentle laugh. “They will need you to maintain yourself such that you are prepared at any moment to accept anal penetration. So I would recommend that you become accustomed to keeping yourself at the ready.”

She pulled her finger out of his ass and gave him a slap on the butt with her other hand.

“OK, Anton,” she said. He began to stand up when she stopped him. “Woah, hold up. Back in position,” she said.

He lowered himself back onto the table.

“We’re not done with you yet. Stay right there,” she advised as she took off her exam gloves.

Anton heard the door to the examination room open and someone entering the room.

“Hello, Dr. Ferris. This must be Anton,” a woman said.

Anton felt awkward about the fact that she was addressing his ass.

“It is,” the doctor said. “Anton, this is Henna, she’s going to do your piercing,”

Anton felt his stomach twist.

“My what?” he asked, looking over his shoulder.

“Your piercing,” she repeated. “All males on the island are to be given a piercing along the perineum. It’s in the contract you signed.”

“Oh,” Anton said, “right. I’d forgotten about that. That has to be done now?”

“Yes, now,” Henna replied. “I’m just going to give you a swab with alcohol, then some topical anesthetic. Then I’ll insert the piercing needle. It’ll just be a pinch, nothing to worry about. When we’re done, you’ll have a nice little piece of jewelry that shows your status on the island. A reminder, really.”

“Is it mandatory?” Anton asked.

Henna paused as she placed her hand on his hip.

“Everything is mandatory for the men on the island,” Henna replied. “Now raise up a bit. Arch your back. That’s right, keep yourself just like that.”

Anton didn’t ask about what would happen if he wasn’t accepted for entrance to the island. He assumed that the piercing was going to happen regardless. He clenched his teeth at the sensation, but it was over in moments.

“See, that was simple enough,” Henna said when she was done. “If you feel any pain or swelling, just apply an ice pack.”

When Anton returned home, he felt compelled to examine himself in the mirror. He took off his clothes. It seemed that he would look different, since he felt different. He thought that he was the same in appearance, but his body had begun feeling as though it was not his own.

A few days later, the Anton received a call from Dr Ferris.

“It looks like you are good to go,” she said. “Now you behave yourself when you get to the island,” she added, giggling to herself.

“Yes, doctor,” Anton replied.

Anton sat down on a chair, gingerly. He had been unable to sit comfortably for a day or two. Now he sat before his computer, re-reading the email. It was, apparently, his acceptance notification.

“We are pleased to inform you that after a thorough review of your application, signed contract, photographs and videos, as well as the results of your physical examination, we have decided to accept your submission to become a permanent slave and property of Goddess Atlantis LLC. Congratulations are in order. We are highly selective, and our acceptance of your application means that you have been deemed worthy of becoming a slave to the women on the island.

Your freedom to exist as an individual with full human rights ends now. You have been sent additional legal paperwork for the purpose of transferring ownership of your physical body, which will need to be completed before your scheduled flight. You will find a ticket for your flight and an itinerary. Note that the ticket provided to you does not provide for luggage, as you are not allowed to bring anything with you to the island. You will arrive with nothing more than the clothes you will be wearing, which you will surrender before you are allowed your official entrance to the island.

All that will remain is yourself, which from now on will be considered property of Goddess Atlantis LLC. You will receive financial paperwork, which will make the transfer of the entirety of your financial holdings to Goddess Atlantis LLC as seamless as possible.”

Anton sat back in his chair, wondering just what he had gotten himself into. Now that it was real, it had become something else. It was no longer an idea, a yearning to be with Lina, it was now something that was really happening. He was going to be trading life as he knew it for something entirely new. He was excited, but he was also terrified. He had beads of sweat on his forehead. There was a knot in his stomach. And though it no longer felt as though he had ownership of it, his cock was fully erect.


The Island


Chapter 12

Anton noticed that there were four other men on the boat. He had to wonder what each of them would give as explanation for having applied to live as a permanent slave to the women of the island. It seemed almost mysterious to Anton why he himself had decided to launch himself into this strange new existence. He was nervous, and he noticed that he was not alone in feeling that way.

We are literally all in the same boat, he thought. Once the boat had docked, he stepped off onto the island, deciding to be optimistic about the situation. Anton had only a moment to examine his surroundings, which were idyllic and beautiful, but the feeling he had of his heart pounding in his chest made everything a blur of blues and greens as he did his best to be wherever he was supposed to be at any given moment. He and the other men who had arrived on the boat were instructed to stand in a line along the dock. An energetic woman with a big smile approached them, carrying a clipboard. She was wearing a white T-shirt, tied off above her midriff, and a pair of cutoff jean shorts and a pair of flip-flops.

“My name is Tori, you will address me as Miss Tori,” she announced. “You will address all females as Miss, followed by her name if she has given you the privilege of addressing her by name. Any individual female may instruct you otherwise, that will be according to her preference. You will respond to any name she gives you, offering the name you are known by only if she asks. You will never initiate conversation with any of the women on the island. You will speak when spoken to. This is of utmost importance. Do you all understand?”

“Yes,” each of the men responded practically in unison.

“Good,” Tori said, then consulted her clipboard. She read off each of the men’s names, to which they each responded, “present.”

“Excellent,” she said when she’d finished, then looked up at them with a friendly smile. “Now, you will no longer need the clothing that you were wearing when you came here,” Tori explained, “so go ahead and strip down. Miss Heather will take your clothes,” she said, indicating an athletic, redheaded woman in a tight, sleeveless T-shirt and a pair of cargo shorts. Her arms were impressively muscular, and she looked like she had little patience for disobedience.

“Where do we . . . ” one of the men began to ask.

“Right here,” she replied. “Now.”

Each of the five men made the mental adjustment, realizing that this was the kind of thing they had envisioned happening on the island, they just hadn’t imagined it would happen immediately after they stepped off the boat.

“The concept of being stripped naked is generally understood to mean having one’s clothes removed, but you will come to know it as a universal concept of having everything taken from you,” Tori explained as the men dutifully removed their clothing, while Heather collected each of the items. “You will be more than simply stripped naked,” Tori explained, “you will be entirely exposed and vulnerable in every way. We will exploit every advantage in your transformation. You each have been sufficiently submissive to female dominance such that you’ve impressed us and earned your admission to the island, but we want you to keep going. Down, down, down,” she said with a broad smile across her face. “This will be your release. Your new life has begun.”

As Anton and the rest of the men finished taking off their clothes, some of the men became noticeably nervous. Aside from Tori and Heather, who had been introduced, there were several other women watching, and they were not shy in observing closely. Anton noticed a woman he recognized, but it took a moment for him to recognize her in this context.

“I love seeing the new slaves,” Carly said to Heather. “Stripped naked and looking terrified.”

“I know,” Heather said, having collected and deposited all of their clothing into a large bin. “I am looking forward to giving them their first whipping.”

“How did you get such a fun assignment?” Carly wondered aloud.

Heather shrugged.

“I have to do something to pay my way here,” she said as she picked up a long, thin, riding crop. “Amazingly we call what I do a job.”

“Now,” Tori announced cheerfully, “you will endure your first punishment, a whipping that will serve as your welcoming to a life of slavery.”

The men noticed that she was remarkably enthusiastic in delivering this announcement.

“Heather, who has taken possession of the clothing you will no longer need, will now deliver the whipping you so clearly do need,” Tori said. “Trust me, you will be grateful for any punishment you receive while in service on the island, as it will help you to adjust and correct any shortcoming you display. This particular punishment is just to mark your having arrived to begin this new life, as well as actually mark your little butts,” she said, then giggled at her own joke. “You will, of course, remember to thank her graciously once she’s given you your whipping,” Tori added.

“All right,” Heather announced. “I need each of you to remain in place. When I tell you to, you will turn around, presenting your bare butt, and place your arms up and your hands behind your head. You will remain at attention.”

Anton was fourth in line, and he noticed that Heather’s method meant that he was going to be able to witness the whipping of each of the men, though only in his peripheral vision. As a result, the anticipation grew as she whipped the first three men.

“Now Anton,” she announced.

He quickly assumed the position. He steeled himself against the relentlessness of Heather’s application of the whip. She had delivered twenty-five strokes to each of the men, which Anton had assumed wouldn’t be too difficult to endure, but he hadn’t accounted for the speed and intensity with which she was going to apply the crop across his ass. He couldn’t help but be impressed that she had such a powerful stroke, and as Tori had prompted, he expressed his gratitude to her when she had finished.

“Now you will be given a pair of shorts,” Tori explained once the whipping had concluded. “Men are expected to wear this uniform and nothing else while on the island.”

Anton noticed that she had small, thin pieces of fabric in her hand. She handed them out to each of the men, and Anton saw that the material was thin and lightweight to the point of being practically see-through. There was elastic along the waistband, but it was so relaxed that the garment hung low on the hips and could be removed entirely without effort. At the same time, the shorts ended no sooner than they’d begun, landing along the upper thigh, so that when Anton put them on, he noticed that the head of his dick was within millimeters of being exposed. And the fabric was so relaxed in its weave that it revealed every contour of the wearer’s body, specifically revealing quite clearly his length and girth of his cock as the material draped over it.

Some months previous, Lina had viewed several options for the uniform shorts she wanted for the men with Andi, the woman who’d been tasked with coming up with designs for the shorts. She examined how they appeared on the body of Mark, a man she’d assigned the task of modeling.

“I like this fabric,” Lina said, examining the shorts that Mark was modeling for her. “I can see the rim of his cock head,” she pointed out, reaching out to slide her fingertip across it. “And the waistband seems right,” she said as she took ahold of it and pulled it away from his body, then released it, letting it snap back in place. “Turn around,” she directed Mark. She examined the way his butt looked draped with the soft, stretchy fabric of the shorts. “Nice,” she concluded. “Let’s go with this for the men.”

“OK,” Andi said with a shrug. “Though I still vote for them wearing nothing.”

“I see the appeal,” Lina admitted, “but I think it would be annoying after a while. Think about it, they’re going to be in their hands and knees, scrubbing the floors, and you walk in and all you see is they’re assholes.”

Andi laughed.

“Well, that’s not a problem, exactly,” she said.

“We can always make that happen whenever we like,” Lina pointed out. “The shorts come off whenever we want them to come off,” she said. “It doesn’t mean that they are wearing clothing. They aren’t, really, they can be stripped of the uniform at will. It just focuses their minds on their tasks when they have it on. It helps them understand that it’s not about their dicks. They’ll no longer own their bodies the way they’d become accustomed to, so this is to make clear that fact. No man on the island will be under the impression that he owns his body while wearing this uniform. I’m sure that the women on the island will be reinforcing that through their actions.”

“We will at that,” Andi agreed.

“The thing with the little uniforms, the shorts they wear, is that I want there to be something they can be ordered to pull down,” Lina explained. “I’ve always thought of dominating, well, boys at first, but now men, is that a key moment is instructing them to pull down their pants. Or shorts. Fill in the blank, whatever it is, they’re wearing something but now they have to take it off. They have to reveal and expose themselves to me, and to whatever is going to happen to them. They have to offer themselves naked to whatever I’ve planned for them. It’s a mental thing, in part. The psychological impact of having to reveal themselves to me to be judged, examined, and ultimately punished should I determine they are in need of that. Or just used for my pleasure, whatever it is, they have to cross that threshold. Making themselves naked on my command to receive whatever I’m going to give them.”

“OK, OK, shorts it is,” Andi replied, amused to see that Lina appeared to be so passionate about her approach to expressing her dominance over men.

* * *

Once Tori had handed out a pair of shorts to each of the men, she took a step back and addressed the men as a group.

“Since you’ve all had a nice, fresh whipping, courtesy of Heather,” Tori announced, “when you put your shorts on, be sure to lower them in back to show off your butt. It displays for everyone on the island you’ve been disciplined recently, which is always to your advantage. Going forward, you should always display your butt when you’ve been whipped.”

Tori watched as all of the men complied, and it gave her a now-familiar feeling of contentedness seeing the row of men standing at attention and wearing their shorts pulled down in back to proudly display their having been punished.

“Now, let’s go up to where you will be staying, and you can get settled in your new home. It’s what we affectionately call the dickhouse,” she said cheerfully.

Seriously? Anton thought. The dickhouse?


Chapter 13

Tori led the men to the dickhouse, a building that was something like a dormitory at an elite school. It was well-built, comfortable, and fit its surroundings in a way that made it appear a naturally occurring structure, yet it was primarily functional in design. It had an entryway that admitted to a long hallway with doorways along its length.

“All of you have been assigned rooms,” Tori explained. The rooms are extremely nice, luxuriously comfortable, and they have a gorgeous view. They are a short walk to the villa, where you will get your work assignments, and the beach, where you can go for a swim, or whatever you like in your off-hours. Now, off-hours are what we call the time when you are not assigned to any particular task, but really, you may be called upon to serve anyone at any time.”

Anton noticed that there weren’t doors to the rooms. This appeared to be a part of its purposeful design as a place for the men to live that afforded no privacy. Like everything else, from the uniform shorts to the rules for male residents, it was intended that the men were to be vulnerable at all times to examination.

“Now, your primary responsibility will be to serve all of the women on the island,” Tori explained after each of the men had assembled before her in the entry way of the dickhouse. “We have our residents, our visitors, and our guests. Their needs, wants, and desires are to be met and exceeded throughout their time here. They are to be catered to at all times by the men on the island. That means you. You will never be too busy to attend to the needs of any of the women, and their comfort is paramount. It’s why they are here. If they snap their fingers, you will jump, so to speak. Their word is your command, and I mean that quite literally. They are allowed to touch you, they are allowed to speak to you in any way they choose, and they are allowed to punish you in any way they feel is appropriate. They are not allowed to injure you in any significant or permanent way because you are each the property of Goddess Atlantis LLC. Otherwise, they may do with you as they please, and you will never, ever disobey a direct order. Do you all understand this?” she asked.

“Yes,” the men replied, again almost in unison.

“Good,” Tori said. “You may consider this your final warning. You will not be reminded of this obligation—you will only be severely punished. The first offense will be a caning, carried out in public as an entertainment for our guests. It will be spectacularly humiliating and painful, and it will not be over quickly. Your behavior will adjust immediately after this correction should it be necessary. After that, you will be a model servant.”

Anton noticed that Tori’s enthusiasm was directly related to her assumption that each of the men would excel in adjusting to a life of service and obedience. She had a friendly smile as she continued her orientation.

“Specifically, you will be punished severely if you are discovered gossiping about any of the women,” Tori explained. “A punishment for that offense will also be very public. In fact, we will make a show of it. It’s entertainment for us. It will not be entertaining for you, however,” she said with a slight smirk on her face. “You will be bound and whipped. Thrashed, really, and it will render you unable to walk afterward. So don’t. You do not want that punishment. The second offense is expulsion from the island. We expect you to learn from your mistakes and learn quickly. Ideally, your punishment will be for some minor infraction. The women on the island have extremely high standards, so we know that you men will get tripped up from time to time. Your failure is practically guaranteed at some point. We know that you have limitations. This is the underlying motivation for our establishing a female dominant society in the first place: men have limits to their ability to obey. So we expect that you will fall short in your attempts to remain submissive subjects. So we will punish you, but we will do so with the intention of providing you with a gentle reminder. You may regard it as an act of our affection for you.”

Again, Tori flashed her brilliant smile.

“You may think of yourselves as our pets. We love having you around to play with, but we need you to follow the rules and we need you to obey. You should think of yourselves as our pets that need guidance. I’ll give you an example. Last month, a man named Rimjob made a little mistake. I know, that’s a funny nickname, but he earned by showing talent in providing outstanding service, so it is a badge of honor for him. Anyway, he was in service to a few of our guests, who, you will find, can get a bit rowdy. They’re understandably a bit excited about the abrupt change in the dynamic that occurs when they step off the boat onto the island. One of the guests decided to take Rimjob in hand, literally, reaching out to take hold of his penis. This can happen because the female guest has never had what we on the island feel is quite natural and should be expected, which is a woman’s right to take ahold of a man by the dick at will.”

Her brow furrowed uncharacteristically at the idea that a man might object in any way to what she felt was the natural right of all women.

“Anyway, this particular guest reached out to give him a pinch or a squeeze, whatever, and unfortunately Rimjob had forgotten his conditioning. He reacted without thinking and pulled away. Though this woman was a guest, she knew that was against the rules and so she rightly reported his behavior. Now, we understand these little mistakes can happen. So we invited the woman and her friends to witness his punishment, which was twenty across his bare ass with the belt, and ten with the short strap across his penis. After that he was allowed to apologize to the woman he’d offended and each of her friends. He was sweet about it, showing remorse and thanking her and her friends for witnessing his punishment. They were satisfied, but they felt that he should show he’d learned his lesson by continuing to serve them with his shorts off for the rest of the night. They were instrumental in teaching him a lesson by testing him throughout the evening by repeatedly grabbing him without warning.”

Tori had a look of satisfaction on her face.

“It speaks well of Rimjob that he did not repeat his mistake, in spite of how aggressively the woman and her friends tested him throughout the evening. So, my point is that the little game the women played with him, trying out little grab and hold techniques was, more than anything else, instructive as well as an affectionate reminder. He needed to be reminded that he is a pet for us to play with. Per my example concerning Rimjob, it can’t be repeated often enough for you men: your bodies are now the property of the women on the island. Your dick is now the property of the women on the island. You have surrendered all rights to bodily autonomy. You are a plaything, a possession, and a pet. Act like it.”

She gave each of the men a stern look.

“I cannot stress enough that you must come to understand your body is no longer your possession. This means, obviously, that your penis is most definitely not your possession. You will keep your hands off of it. It’s not yours to play with. If your body is assigned a task, or a position, you will disregard your own thoughts regarding the physical reaction of your body. And obviously, do I even need to say it, you will not ejaculate without permission. If at any time there is cum leaking from your cock, it is because one of the females on the island has specifically demanded it of you. Masturbation is prohibited, of course, even touching yourself for pleasure, and you will be punished severely if you commit this infraction. The offense will be deemed having taken someone else’s property. Don’t touch what you don’t own.”

Tori paused for a moment as she examined the line of men.

“Daniel, come stand here,” Tori said, pointing down and to her right.

Daniel moved quickly to stand where she had indicated. Tori slid her hand down the front of his shorts and grabbed ahold of his balls. He tried to restrain himself from doubling over, but he was partially unsuccessful.

“Now, you will see by his reaction that I am squeezing Daniel’s balls quite firmly,” Tori said. “You will also notice that he is failing to stand correctly. This is an inappropriate response. Clearly, Daniel needs a correction of his behavior. Daniel, do you want to have your rear end paddled, or do you want to behave yourself?” she asked, looking him in the eyes.

“I apologize, Miss Tori,” Daniel replied. “I will behave myself.”

“We will see,” she said. “What is your status in relation to that of any of the women on the island?”

“Below that of any of the women,” he replied.

“That is clear, but not specific enough,” she said. “Elaborate.”

“My status is just above that of the furniture,” he said, daring to be cheeky.

Tori was displeased.

“You try being cute when I have your balls in my hand?” she asked, sounding incredulous. “That is a mistake. You will be punished, Daniel, on top of the fact that you are wrong. Your status on this island is equal, identical to that of the furniture. You are an object fully owned and operated by Goddess Atlantis LLC, to be used by any of the women in the island. You have no recourse if you feel that you have been mistreated, because there is no such thing as mistreatment of the men on the island. Any use of you and your body is allowed by anyone wishing to make use of it. When I say anyone, I mean any of the women on the island. The group, ‘anyone,’ does not include you. You are not an anyone. You are an object that has a number of purposes, none of which are available to you. You are not authorized to make use of Daniel, or any of its functions. Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Tori,” Daniel replied. “I apologize for—”

“No,” Tori interrupted him squeezing his balls firmly, “you have not been given permission to speak freely, and you’ve not been given permission to apologize. You may be allowed to apologize after you have been punished.”

Tori pulled her hand out of his shorts, then retrieved a thick wooden paddle and directed Daniel to stand with his shorts lowered to his ankles and his hands behind his head. Once he was correctly positioned, Tori swung the paddle with a surprising strength, paddling Daniel in an authoritative and effective manner. She delivered ten strokes, turning the stripes from Heather’s crop into a uniform crimson blush across his bare butt.

“Now you may apologize,” Tori said.

“I apologize for speaking out of turn, Miss Tori,” he said. “And I apologize if I have been disrespectful in any way.”

“Hmm. We will see,” Tori replied. “Now you may pull your shorts up and return to your place.”

Daniel moved quickly to comply, remembering to leave his shorts lowered in back to display his having been paddled, and resumed standing at attention with the other men.

“So on a day-to-day basis, you will each be assigned duties that must be attended to daily,” Tori continued. “You will report to the villa, lower level, where a woman named Viola will instruct you what to do. She will be organizing you as our workforce on the island. She may be thought of as a boss, though to be fair, all of the women here are, essentially, your boss,” she added, with a disarming smile.

“You will each be given work assignments. Some will require specialized training, so we will begin with general assignments until we can place you doing something that calls upon your more advanced skillset. You will find a daily task listing with each of your names listed. This will be your assignment for the day. Keep in mind that this is a bare minimum, and you will benefit from going above and beyond. Basic areas are the kitchens, the one here and the main kitchen up at the villa. The villa itself is an area to which you may be assigned, as are the individual bungalows, which need daily service for our guests. This is essentially maid service like you’d find at any hotel. Individual homes on the island will need cleaning service as well, though on a slightly more relaxed schedule. The common areas of the island will be assigned, and occasionally we perform sweeps across the entirety of the island to ensure that we are on top of situations that develop. We want not only to have a beautiful home for those who live here, but a welcoming destination for those that visit for the weekend or an extended vacation.

“You will be assigned tasks that will require your full attention. In the past, you may have looked at something like scrubbing a floor as being, well, literally and figuratively beneath you. To bring you up to speed, the floor has, figuratively speaking now, dropped out below your feet. There is no longer anything that is beneath you. It will be a privilege for you to be allowed to scrub our floors until they are so clean you’ll be happy to eat off of them. Do not try Miss Viola, she will make you eat off the floor if she thinks you need correction in your attitude.”

Tori stopped for a moment and took a deep breath.

“You will find a place in your mind where you will go, a meditative place of total relaxation,” she advised. “Not relaxing in a way that makes you inattentive, but rather the opposite. You will be very present and awake, ready to respond at a moment’s notice to any order, any command. This will enable you to remain at attention for any length of time yet be able to transition into service immediately once you have been called upon. One of your possible stations for service will be to attend to our guests at the villa, poolside, or in the cabanas. You will learn the various stations where your main duty is to stand by at the ready whenever you are not directly engaged in an assignment from one of the female guests. Believe me, they will keep you busy. But when you are not actively in service, you will return to attention, being at the ready.”

Tori looked directly at Anton.

“Have you ever been spanked across your dick?” she asked him.

Anton was alarmed by the question. He couldn’t help but think about Sarah Halston making him slap himself across the dick. He didn’t imagine that was what Tori was asking about.

“No, I haven’t,” he replied.

“Then it will motivate you toward obedience,” Tori said, “since there are going to be situations with some of the women on the island where you will most definitely get your dick spanked if you fail to please them. Your dicks are going to be used to control you, punish you, and on occasion, serve your superiors. It cannot be stated enough that we like to see you boys scared,” she said. “If we see you getting too comfortable or complacent, we will course correct. And the point is that nothing here will be nonconsensual because your consent has already been given. As indicated in your contract, you may not revoke this consent. You will be in agreement with anything and everything that happens to you. You will willingly participate in fulfilling your obligation to obey.”

Tori paused, examining the men.

“Do each of you understand everything I’ve said so far?” she asked.

“Yes,” each of the men replied.

“Good,” she said, employing the chipper tone of voice she’d employed to begin her orientation. “Welcome to your new life as a slave to the women of the island,” she said, then gave them all a generous smile, practically beaming with enthusiasm.

As Tori had indicated, Anton found a room with his name on a small plaque beside the door frame. The first thing that he noticed walking into the room was the set of glass doors on the opposite side of the room that led out onto a small porch. There was what he guessed was a Queen-sized bed. A freestanding wardrobe held sheets for the bed, towels of various sizes, and several pairs of shorts that were identical to the ones he was wearing.

A bathroom that did have a door was off of the bedroom and it had a toilet and a sink but no shower. As Tori had explained, the showers were alongside one wall of the building. There was a long deck with shower heads mounted along the external wall.

“The showers are outside the building, along the southern wall of the dickhouse,” Tori had explained. “This is for several purposes. Primarily, it’s for the entertainment of the women on the island. It looks pretty to see your bodies being sprayed with water, dripping wet,” she explained, then flashed her brilliant smile. “But it is also so that you will avoid the temptation of playing with your penis. Doing so would earn you a severe punishment, so be grateful for it.”

Anton thought about Lina and hoped that he would see her soon. He was grateful for his being on the island but had some trepidation about what was to come. He sat down in his new room on his new bed. He was unsure of what to do with himself.


Chapter 14

The following day Anton was scheduled to meet up again with Tori. She had him lower his shorts in back so that she could see if he still had marks from the whipping the day before. Then she directed him to follow her on a short walk.

“You will need to pose for photos for your portfolio,” Tori said as she guided him to a large bungalow. “Our photographer, Mayarta, will be shooting portraits of you. We have all of the men available to view on the website,” she explained. “That way, the women who consider joining us for a weekend, or longer, will have the opportunity to see what men will be present. It’s for their convenience.”

“Will the photos be, you know, nude, Miss Tori?” Anton asked, thinking about the images he’d taken for his application.

Tori laughed, amused by Anton’s apparent trepidation.

“I think it’s more correct to say that you will be naked,” she explained. “Really, very naked. I will venture to say that you’ve likely never been so exposed as you will be when Mayarta photographs your naked body.”

* * *

“We will be taking photos of each of the men first thing, so that we can have an official document of all of the amenities available to our guests,” Lina had explained to Mayarta some months previous.

“It will be a pleasure,” Mayarta had replied.

Lina had always been impressed with Mayarta’s talent in photographing naked men. She seemed to be able to really exploit and objectify them in a way that was simultaneously exultant and embarrassing. She had a skill at making them hard while blushing about being so exposed.

Mayarta’s first professional photo shoot with a naked male was nerve-wracking for her, and in her attempt at calming her nerves, she tried to focus, literally, on the young man’s vulnerability in the situation. Her photos were a careful examination of his body, objectifying and exploiting his nakedness to the furthest extent possible. One of her decisions was to photograph the model after the initial shoot while he was taking a shower. She held the camera like a voyeur, allowing the viewer to see what looked like a private moment. The young man appeared at ease, as though unaware that anyone was watching. Water poured down over his body, and the steam from the heat of the water and the lather from the soap conspired to make him look spectacularly naked, she thought, and he became fantastically hard. As a result, she was deemed very successful in her portraiture and was awarded further assignments.

It was only afterward, when she examined the hundred or so images she’d taken that she realized how much it turned her on to shoot naked men. She perused the day’s work and couldn’t resist slipping her hand into her panties while she studied each moment she’d captured. She thought about the fact that the next step was to turn over the images to be published, when the young male model would be irrevocably exposed for everyone to see. This thought was what made her come.

Several more assignments followed, each with a different man, and with each she became more confident. She found that interacting with each of the men, inspiring them to reveal themselves to her in ways that made the resulting photos more exploitative was increasingly comfortable. She found that by being patient and allowing the snap of her shutter to establish a slow rhythm of inevitability, the men would become erect while she photographed them.

Her talent was evident most remarkably when her subject was backed up against a wall, naked and hard. She would lean into it, becoming more aggressive as she framed up a model’s cock for publication. The more photos she took of the men fully erect, the more she would get paid for the shoot. As a result, she transitioned, altering her methods in how she worked. She used her camera as though it were an extension of her body, teasing the men with it until they became so aroused that they would have an irrepressible hard-on. Ultimately, she arrived at the point where all of her photos were of men who were hard. And not only were they clearly turned on, but they seemed to get harder as the shoot went on. Her employer was satisfied with how undeniably voyeuristic and erotic her photos appeared, and soon she was the highest paid and most in-demand of their photographers.

One of the little “challenges” she employed in her photo sessions was to apply a metal cock cage with sharp spikes along its interior. Once it was locked in place, she would take pictures capturing the model’s reaction while she teased him into becoming fully erect.

Soon she discovered that the more she restrained, tortured, and humiliated the model, the more she liked it. There were many photos in which her employer didn’t even know what she’d done to get the model’s reaction. She’d present a photo of a man from the waist up, not showing the tight little harness on his balls to which she’d attached a leash that was being held tightly out of frame.

“I love the reactions you get,” Lina had told her when once when looking over her portfolio. “They look like I could just grab them and do whatever I like to their naked bodies.”

“That’s how I get those reactions,” Mayarta admitted, laughing. “I grab them and do whatever I like to their naked bodies.”

* * *

Tori led Anton to what looked like a studio, or an artist’s loft. He saw that Heather, the woman who had delivered his whipping the day before, was sitting behind a large desk.

“Heather,” she said, “this is Anton, and he is here for Mayarta to shoot his portfolio.”

Heather eyed Anton as though she was wondering if he was going to be trouble.

“Yeah, you can leave him with me,” Heather said. “I’ll take him into the studio in a minute.

“You behave yourself,” Tori said to Anton, seemingly sincere in delivering what sounded like a warning.

Once Heather had led him into the studio, Anton was directed to stand up against a white background against the wall. It bounced white light all around him, illuminating the entirety of his body.

“You’re Anton, right?” Mayarta asked.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied. He knew not to employ her name, as she hadn’t yet announced herself or given him permission.

“Shorts off, Anton,” she said.

The first pose she ordered was for him to kneel with his knees spread wide and his arms up with his hands behind his head.

“Keep your eyes on the floor,” Mayarta instructed him. “And lean back just slightly, enough to activate your core muscles. And just a bit of thrust forward with your hips. We want you showing off your cock. We’ve got lots of thirsty women out there who will want to absolutely drain your tight little body,” she said with a smile.

She took several photos of this pose.

“Now leave one hand up and bring the other down and take ahold of that cock,” she instructed. “We like to see you playing with yourself for our amusement. Take your time, we have all day, but do make yourself erect. We want to see you just stunningly rock hard,” she encouraged him.

She began taking photos at a leisurely pace, setting up a rhythm punctuated by the snap of the shutter.

“Stick out your tongue,” she commanded. She observed as he complied with the order. “Farther,” she encouraged him. “Show us what you’ve got.”

He extended his tongue as far as he was able.

“Nice,” she commented. “Keep it like that.”

She raised her camera to her eye and took a few photos head-on and in profile.

“That’s nice and long,” she said appreciatively. “Ideally, you’ll have developed some talent with it. If not, then you’ll be trained. That’s something you can count on; the women on the island will whip you into shape in no time. You’ll develop skills in oral service you never thought possible. OK, You can put your tongue back in your mouth.”

“Thank you, Miss,” he replied. “I will always do my best.”

She laughed.

“Well, that’s to be expected,” she said. “But you’ll want to do better than that. I tell you what,” she said, sounding friendly and comforting, “it may be of some benefit to you to have a whipping across your bare butt. It will make for a nice photo to go in your profile. It will also show that you’ve been given some discipline, which is always a good look for the men on the island. Would you like that?”

He was unsure of how to respond. He shifted his gaze toward the floor, feeling at once a peculiar embarrassment but also a unique type of fear.

“I, um, if you think . . .” he began to say, his words sounding foreign to his own ears.

“Yes, I think it for the best,” she said abruptly. “Heather,” she called out down the hall.

Heather appeared promptly.

“Anton here needs a nice, hard whipping across his ass with a riding crop,” she explained. “Would you be so kind as to deliver that, please?”

“It would be my pleasure,” Heather replied.

She retrieved the implement and wasted no time in giving him twenty strokes of the whip. Though Anton was prepared, having experienced Heather’s talent with the whip the day before, he was impressed all the same with her talent.

“What do you think?” Heather asked. “Nice start?”

“Yes, that many again, I think,” Mayarta replied after examining Anton’s backside.

Heather repeated the whipping, which left Anton panting, trying to remain in place.

“Thank you, Heather,” Mayarta said as she began taking photos of Anton’s bright red rear end.

“My pleasure,” Heather replied, then left the room in a better mood than she’d had when she entered.

“Now we want to have a look of your cute little asshole,” Mayarta said. “Let’s have you on your knees and elbows. Let’s have a nice arch to your back and turn your head so we can see your profile. That’s nice,” she said as she snapped the shutter on the camera.

“Your piercing looks nice,” Mayarta said. “I always like to get a photo of that.”

The shutter snapped.

“Now show a bit of fear in your eyes. Imagine there’s a twelve-inch dildo as thick as your forearm pressed against your asshole, and there’s absolutely nothing you can do to stop it. Think about how it’s going to be rammed in your tight little hole and you’re just going to take it like a bitch,” she said.

She snapped another photo.

“That’s good, Anton,” Mayarta said sweetly. “It’s so nice to see a man show off what a cute, tight little hole he has, especially knowing that his audience would love nothing more than to absolutely wreck his ass with a monster cock. And I can’t help but point out what nice big balls you’ve got, and they’re displayed so nicely right now for my camera.”

She snapped the shutter again as she continued photographing his naked body. It would be a little over an hour before she had all of the poses she felt were necessary to make a set of images for his online profile.

“One last one,” she said at last. “There will be some who have an interest in seeing how you come. As in, how much. And as I’m sure you can guess they’ll want to see it on your face. So lie on your back and place your feet up against the wall so that your cock is pointed at your face, then jerk yourself off. This should be fun for you, just be sure to aim well so it ends up entirely on your face.”

Once Anton had made himself come, shooting his load onto his face, she had him sit up so she could take a few portraits of him with the cum dripping down.

“Nice,” she said sincerely. “You cum a lot. And you even got it to drip into your eyes, which is a bonus. And on your lips and tongue, of course, but that part is required.”

“May I clean myself up, Miss?” Anton asked.

Mayarta paused, then smiled.

“It’s cute that you’ve asked, but no,” she replied. “You can lick up whatever is in reach of your tongue, but otherwise I like the men who leave my studio to have a face full of cum. It’s a point of pride for me when you men walk out of here looking like sluts with your cream pie face for everyone to see.” She giggled at her own comment, making obvious her enjoyment of Anton’s humiliation.

Once she was satisfied with his photos, she allowed him to put his shorts back on. He lowered his shorts in back to show off his having been whipped, as Tori had advised him to do. On his way out of the bungalow, Heather called after him.

“Hey, you need to sign a release,” she said. She was amused by the fact that Anton had his shorts lowered in back, showing off his reddened butt.

He turned and approached the desk.

“But didn’t I already sign a release?” he asked, thinking about the model release that had accompanied his application.

She flashed him a look, that soon turned to amusement when she saw that he had cum all over his face.

“Are you talking back to me?” she asked, her stern expression returning.

“No, Miss Heather,” he replied.

“Are you sure? Because I can unleash another whipping if you’d like,” she offered.

“No, thank you, Miss Heather,” Anton replied.

He knew that if she wanted to whip him, she could simply demand his compliance. Instead, she pushed the form toward him with a pen placed on top of it.

“This is for you to surrender all rights to the photos taken today for any use whatsoever in perpetuity. You will consent to their use in any manner, in any medium regardless of the consequences of their being displayed, including your own humiliation and embarrassment,” she explained.

Anton took the pen and signed it along the bottom.

“That must have been one horny slut that unloaded on your face,” she said.

She delivered her comment in a way that let him know she knew full well that Mayarta had made him come on his own face. Anton realized she was just teasing him.

“You may go now,” Heather said curtly.

“Yes, Miss Heather,” he replied.

She had another look at his butt as he walked out the front door to the studio, admiring her own work in punishing his bare butt.

* * *

Heather was happy to have the afternoon off, and she made her way back to her bungalow with a purposeful stride. Her personal slave was busy cleaning the kitchen when she walked in, but he immediately presented himself when he heard her enter. She kept him naked, and she demanded his full submission to her at all times.

“Fetch the paddle,” she said tersely.

He was quick about it, having been given every reason to fear Heather. He knelt before her and offered the paddle. She had no sooner lifted it from his hands when he repositioned on his hands and knees, his back arched and his butt presented as he’d been trained to do.

“I’ve worked up quite an appetite,” Heather said in a low, menacing voice. “So I will not be going easy on you. And it will not be over quickly.”

“Yes, Miss Heather,” her slave replied. “Thank you, Miss Heather.”


Chapter 15

The next morning, Anton and the other men assigned to the timeslot reported to the gym, an area they had been familiarized with on their initial tour of the island. When Anton arrived at the building, he noticed a woman he’d never seen before waiting for them. Her athletic build was emphasized by the tight sports bra and shorts she was wearing. Anton tried not to notice that the woman’s nipples were clearly defined beneath her top, as was her vulva by the tiny, form-fitting shorts she was wearing.

“Hi, boys,” she said in a way that was clearly meant to tease them with the intimidation they felt upon seeing her. “My name is Andi, and I am going to be your trainer. Now, that doesn’t mean I’m going to be attending to you throughout your physical training. Since this will be a permanent and ongoing assignment for all of you, it will be your obligation to complete your workouts without my having to provide oversight.”

Andi surveyed the group of men before her.

“Obviously, the women on the island want to see your bodies look as gorgeous as possible,” Andi explained. “It should make a woman dripping wet just to see your hard, naked body, right? So you’re going to be working your physical body to perfection. Day one, you’re going to do your upper body, starting with the flat barbell bench press. I want to see four sets of eight reps. Then bent-over barbell rows, three sets of eight reps, seated dumbbell press for three sets of eight reps, then three sets of dips. Eight reps each. Pullups, or lat pulldowns for three sets of eight, lying dumbbell triceps extensions, three sets for ten reps, and incline dumbbell curls at three sets of ten. Got it?”

Andi looked around the room as each of the men nodded.

“All right,” she said. “Day two will be lower body. Barbell back squats at four sets of eight, leg press at three sets, then seated leg extensions at three sets of ten. Then you’re going to do some dumbbell walking lunges, three sets of ten, calf press for four sets of twelve, and decline crunches. We want to see you doing four sets of at least twelve for the crunches. Your abs cannot be defined enough,” Andi said with a wink.

“Day three and four will similarly be upper, then lower body, with some variations I will get to later. But I’ve given you more than enough information to begin. The workout I have mentioned is also just the beginning, of course. You were all in good shape before you arrived here on the island, as required, but now we are setting the bar much higher. So this workout will be modified over the coming months and years to eventually bring you to a level of peak performance. Eventually, you will progress to an advanced, grueling workout routine that will have you in the gym six days per week. You’ll be working each muscle group twice per week, and increasing weight on the bar, as well as sets and reps.”

Andi examined the men before her, amused by their reactions.

“Trust me,” she said, “you will be grateful to me, and to the women on the island for our insistence that you transform yourself into the best version of your body and mind, transitioning into the perfect, submissive slave for us. So let’s begin, shall we?”

* * *

When Anton finished his workout, he was due at the villa for his daily work assignment. He walked toward the villa, entering the lower level using the service entrance in the back of the building. He continued down the hall to a common area for all of the male servants, surprised that even though the part of the building he was in was not designed to be as luxuriously appointed as the rest, it was still a pleasant, even serene environment. He saw that his name was listed after the heading “dockside,” which he assumed would be more or less what he thought it was. He reported to Miss Viola, who was in charge of all male staff members.

“Hello, Miss Viola,” he greeted her. “My name is Anton, I’m new here.”

She gave him a quick glance up and down in the objectifying manner that all of the women on the island seemed to employ. He thought her personal image was a bit severe, with a charcoal pencil skirt and a white, long-sleeved blouse and her hair pulled back tightly into a bun on the back of her head, though she clearly did not wear a bra under the sheer fabric of her shirt. He realized she was very beautiful, but he put the thought to one side and did his best to show complete submission to her authority. Miss Viola’s long, thin fingers rapidly flew back and forth over her keyboard, a spurt of activity which abruptly stopped.

“Ah, yes, Anton,” she replied, looking at her monitor. Then she glanced up at him.

Anton felt she was comparing him to something on her monitor, which he then realized that she likely was doing precisely that. Mayarta had informed him that one of her photos would be selected for his digital file. He wondered which one.

Suddenly, Viola got to her feet, standing just slightly taller than Anton himself.

“Before we begin, I would like to get to know you better. Make my assessment if you will. And there’s no better, or more revealing method of examination than seeing how you lick my pussy. I have a man lick my pussy every day,” she announced as she examined him closely. “Different men, with different skills. “It’s the variation that so fascinates me. Discovering what each of you bring to it, all of your training coming to bear in your attempt at satisfying me.”

She sat on the edge of her desk. She slipped off her skirt, revealing her long, tanned legs and a soft, dark triangle of pubic hair.

“Your turn,” she said with a smile, pointing at the floor.

Anton understood the direction. He knelt before her and focused his attention on Viola’s naked pussy. She had remarkably long labia hanging down between her legs. They were pink on the interior, transitioning to a dark brown on the edges. They flared outward, opening up to reveal her dripping wet slit.

“Start nice and slow,” she said, using two fingers to spread her labia open while bringing his face between her thighs. “Just kiss it at first. Then I’ll let you use your tongue when I’m ready for it.” She placed one hand on the back of his head, then leaned back, propped up on the other hand on the top of her desk.

Anton pressed his lips to her pussy and began kissing her.

“Make it memorable for me and I’ll reward you,” she said. She sighed as she relaxed into it, focusing on the pleasure of Anton’s submission to her. She made every new arrival on the island lick her pussy, and her judgement of their talent was one of her favorite parts of her position.

* * *

Viola’s first boyfriend was taken aback when he first saw her naked.

“Why?” he asked, as though the shape of her genitalia was intentional on her part. He had never seen a girl with labia like hers, and he was appalled at the sight. “Why is your pussy like that?” he asked.

“What do you mean, like that?” she replied. But she knew what he meant. She knew that her labia were long, and by her own estimation, ugly to look at. She felt self-conscious about the way she looked, but she thought her boyfriend would adjust and see her for who she was, not be judgmental about something she had no control over.

“I can’t go down on you,” he said. He was repulsed by the sight of her and didn’t hide it.

Viola was mortified, and ending her relationship with her boyfriend only made the issue worse as she contemplated being in the same situation again, with another boy who might react the same way. And making it even worse, the now ex-boyfriend related the details to a friend, the result being that she soon had the nickname “Vulva.”

Following her relationship with her first boyfriend, Viola became shy about her physical body. At first it was a vague tickling of embarrassment. Then it grew to become a feeling of resentment. She became angry that she should be made to feel awkward, or afraid of what a boy might think of something she had no control over. This led her to pursue her second boyfriend with the mindset that she would challenge him to accept her physical body. He would have to just deal with it, she thought. She got him alone in her bedroom one afternoon, lying on her bed with his shirt off. Once her panties were off, she straddled his chest, with her legs pinning his arms down against the bed. She lifted her dress and watched him closely while she positioned her hips forward, presenting her vulva with its long, wet, labia just inches from his face. She placed her fingers between her legs, spreading her extravagant lips wide in a confrontational manner. Fuck you, she thought. If you don’t like it, then fuck you. It’s too late. There’s nothing you can do about it now. Then Viola saw something she hadn’t expected. His eyes seemed to glaze over with a lustful look of desire. His lips parted and the tip of his tongue slid furtively outward, licking his own lips in anticipation. She realized he felt the way she had wanted a boy to feel.

She didn’t need to look to see that he was fully erect. The expression on his face told her as much. She slid two fingers into her pussy, making them wet. Then she placed those two fingers against his lips. He licked her fingers, tasting her, and his eyelids lowered as he moaned softly. She teased his tongue out of his mouth, seeing his desperation for more, as though he was starving for the taste of her. She responded by thrusting her hips toward him and straddling his face. He appeared to be overwhelmed by a blissful ecstasy as his tongue lapped up the wetness that dripped into his mouth. He began to do what she thought of as french kissing, licking and sucking each of her labia before focusing on her clitoris.

Viola slid her dress off to have an unobstructed view. She was so wet that there were rivulets of clear fluid dripping down the sides of his face. It was an amazing transition that she felt as initially she had thought fuck you in a challenging, confrontational way. Now she had the same thought, but it was from a newfound position of dominance. It had been in that moment, riding her boyfriend’s face, fucking his mouth and tongue, that she had become her true self. Fully and unapologetically dominant.

From that point onward, she would never feel the slightest hesitation about taking a man by the back of his head and shoving his face into her pussy. It had become a mission, in a way, that she would have every man she encountered kneel and pay tribute to her. Over time she grew to enjoy the sight of men who were intimidated by her pussy. Some were even scared. And eventually, she even took pleasure on seeing the look on a man’s face if he was repulsed by the sight of her long labia hanging down between her legs. Ha-ha, fuck you, she thought as she shoved his face between her thighs, making her lips spread out across his lips.

In her head, she would judge them and their skill. She found that there was some enjoyment to be had with men who showed no talent or aptitude for it by silently assessing their failure. It just took them a lot longer to bring her to orgasm. She was not shy about taking her time. And it could make her come just thinking about what a complete loser the guy was, humiliating him in her own mind for his incompetence.

* * *

Now, living on the island, Viola had unlimited, unrestricted access to men who she could test and challenge at will. And she was no longer silent in judging them.

“You aren’t bad at worshipping pussy, Anton,” she said once he’d made her come. “I’ve had better, but you have some skill. Your continued training will improve your dedication, I’m sure.” Viola put her dress back on. “I’ll try you out again sometime soon. For now, you’ll just have to impress me with your dedication to your work.”

She had him get to his feet and stand before her.

“Thank you, Miss Viola,” Anton said.

Viola smiled. Then she slapped him across the butt.

“Get to work,” she said.

* * *

It was during his assignment, washing the windows throughout the upper level of the villa, that Anton saw Lina approach. He put aside his work and came to attention. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest as she drew near. She was wearing a shimmery white wrap which was fairly see-through and revealed her teal-blue bikini underneath. She stopped just an arm-length from where he stood observing her.

“Why hello, Anton,” she said warmly.

“Hello, Miss Lina,” he replied respectfully.

“Your photos on the website are nice,” Lina said appreciatively. “I absolutely love the one with your cum dripping down your face. You look like an embarrassed little slut,” she said with a melodious laugh. “You’ve gotten a few comments, mostly dirty things that women want to do with your naked body. I have to agree with most of what they’ve discussed regarding you. It’s just something about you that makes me want to abuse you and do the cruelest things. We can’t be blamed, really, since it’s just the way you look that inspires certain women to want to get all sadistic on your cute little butt.”

Anton was unsure how to respond.

“Permission to speak, Miss?” he said.

Lina felt caught off guard. She observed him with curiosity.

“Permission granted,” she replied.

“I miss you,” Anton said softly. “Miss Lina,” he added. “I miss serving you.”

“Oh, fuck,” Lina said under her breath.

She quietly observed Anton, noting his attentive and respectful posture, but seeing his desperation and longing as well.

“Just remember that you are always serving me, Anton,” Lina said at last. “It’s my island. You’re all my slaves.”

Lina reached out and touched his bare chest. She looked him in the eyes. Then she turned and walked down the hall and through the front door of the villa. Anton watched her the entire way, the image of Lina fairly burning into his retina. He looked down and noticed that he was fully erect.

“Oh, fuck,” he said softly to himself.


“Follow the rules and you’ll be fine.”


Chapter 16

“Did you pack that cute little bikini you wore last time we were together in Italy?” Alexandra asked. She was leaning forward in her seat on the plane, speaking across her friend Sofia to her niece, Gina.

“No, Aunt Alex, I was fifteen when we went to Italy, so it wouldn’t fit,” Gina said, not looking up from her book.

Gina had just turned eighteen, and her body had developed significantly in the intervening years. She thought it ridiculous that her aunt would think a bikini from three years ago would fit, since she estimated that it might be sufficient to cover her nipples, but little else.

“Fit is a relative term,” her aunt said in rebuttal. “Why not show off a little? You’ve developed quite a nice little figure.”

“Well, my mom put it in a box for charity, so, still no,” Gina said.

“Hopefully you’ve got something cute, right?” Alexandra asked.

Gina pretended to be too engrossed in her book to hear her aunt. She had given in, joining her aunt and her aunt’s friend in coming to the island, but that was mostly out of boredom and to avoid the incessant prodding by her mother that would inevitably occur if Gina were to stay at home that summer.

The jet took off and Alexandra and Sofia started drinking cocktails, and eventually they managed to get fairly drunk. They encouraged Gina to have a drink as well, ignoring her protestation that she was only eighteen.

“It doesn’t matter how old you are, dear,” her aunt said.

Alexandra had long been of the opinion that she was as young as she felt and was in the habit of dating men who were no older than Gina was herself. Gina was simultaneously appalled and impressed. But her own interests were practically opposite. She liked men who were closer to her aunt Alexandra’s age. It seemed bizarre to her that it would be arranged like that, as though they been switched somehow, each preferring men more appropriate in age for one another.

“There are going to be lots of boys on the island,” Sofia pointed out to Gina.

“Good ones too,” Alexandra commented. “Obedient.”

Gina successfully managed to not roll her eyes.

“You do tend to focus on that,” Sofia noted. “The obedience, I mean. Was it your friend Lina that inspired that? Clearly, she’s appreciative of obedience, she has an entire island dedicated to it.”

“I actually encouraged her in that direction, believe it or not,” Alexandra replied. “It started, more or less, when I got a pair of handcuffs,” she said.

“How did you get a pair of handcuffs?” Sofia asked.

“I don’t know,” Alexandra replied, sounding mystified. “Doesn’t everybody get a pair at some point? Anyway, everything changed from that point on. I got my boyfriend with his shirt off and his hands cuffed behind his back,” Alexandra related, fondly recalling the moment. “Then it was like time slowed down. I’d never had such ultimate control over any situation. We were on the floor of my bedroom, and he wasn’t going anywhere, so I just started teasing his body, playing with him.”

Gina turned up the music playing in her headphones, while a man seated behind Alexandra muted the sound coming into his. He listened intently while the woman seated in front of him, likely influenced by the amount she’d had to drink, overshared the intimate details of her discovery of her sexually dominant nature.

“What did he do?” Sofia asked.

“Thing is, he responded in a way I’d never seen before,” Alexandra replied. “He became this pliant toy for me, just trembling with desire, you know? I’d pull his hair harder than he expected and he’d moan. I’d rake my fingernails down his chest. I explored his mouth with my fingers, making him suck them like a little slut,” she said, laughing as she related the memory. “I knew he was rock hard in his pants, but for the first time I felt no urgency to do anything but whatever I wanted. So I just kept teasing him relentlessly.”

“So what did he do?” Sofia asked. “I’d imagine you had his undivided attention at that point.

“Absolutely,” Alexandra replied. “Eventually I unbuttoned his pants, and I worked the zipper down, letting his underwear bulge out in front, showing what a horny slut he was,” she said with a laugh. “I’d touch him possessively like he was an object. Like he was a toy for me to play with. Which he was at that point,” she said as an aside. “I’d take his face in one hand and hold it, letting him know that I was the boss. That I was in charge. I’d look him in the eyes so I could see this edge of fear he had like he was overwhelmed by his own desire. Finally I yanked his pants off and pulled his underwear down just an inch or two, watching his erection strain against the fabric. But still I wouldn’t release him.”

“No?” Sofia asked.

The man seated behind them shifted in his seat.

“No, I was having too much fun just teasing him,” Alexandra explained. “He was my plaything, you know? So he had to learn the rules first. I unbuttoned my shirt—I wasn’t wearing a bra—and I let him lick my nipples. He wanted to kiss them but I held him by a fistful of his hair so he couldn’t. Not yet. He had to earn it by showing me obedience. It absolutely drove him crazy with this desire that had been building.”

“I would think he was ready to shoot his load in his underwear,” Sofia replied, giggling at the thought.

The man seated behind them fidgeted in his seat.

“Eventually I let him lick and kiss my body while I guided him down, and I took off my skirt but left my panties on. He could lick me through my panties, which just served to enflame this already intense desire he had. His tongue had some dexterity, I guess, because he was able to slip it underneath to reach my pussy. And that was when I realized I had to introduce him to some discipline. I hadn’t given him permission yet, and he needed to be brought to heel, so to speak. So I pushed him back and had him place his upper body on a footstool. I yanked his underwear off, which made his cock spring out and I could hear it slap the side of the leather footstool.”

Alexandra laughed at the memory, and Sofia giggled at the image in her mind. The man seated behind them placed the in-flight magazine over his lap.

“It amused me because I thought he must realize what’s going to happen. I mean, I had him in position for a spanking across his butt, so it was obvious what was coming next. I had never had to discipline a guy before, or at least I’d never had the opportunity. So I started with a lecture, where I explained what was going to happen. I needed him to know what I was going to do because I needed him to knowingly submit to me. When he did, it made my pussy so wet. I just soaked my panties when he nodded, understanding that he was going to get a punishment. I used my hand, spanking him across the ass, which was indescribably hot.”

“I can only imagine,” Sofia said.

The man seated behind them was struggling with the fact that he was similarly imagining the scene Alexandra was describing. He felt his forehead break out in a sweat.

“So then he asked me in the most endearing way if I would train him to be my slave,” Alexandra said. “It was so cute, seeing him on his knees, his erection throbbing, and his ass a bright pink with his hands still cuffed behind his back. He was so earnest in pleading with me to offer him the opportunity to learn to please me and be my pussy slave. It kind of melted my heart to see him beg like that. I held his face in my hands and explained that if I decided to train him, I wouldn’t be nice and sweet with him like I had been. I let him know that he’d be in for an excruciatingly painful and humiliating beating, and not just one but many of them. I was going to put him through his paces and see what he could do. I was going to push him to the edge of his endurance and test his resolve.”

“My, my, honey,” Sofia commented, fanning her face with her hand. “That’s something. How did he react to that?”

“The look on his face when I revealed this information was so beautiful,” Alexandra replied. “He was simultaneously terrified and so turned on. He was so hard, harder than I’ve ever seen a guy get before. And there was a clear fluid dripping down the length of his shaft. But the fear in his eyes was like an aphrodisiac. It was a show of respect that he realized that I could do everything I said I’d do to him. When he said that he wanted nothing more, and he was being as brave and as honest as he could be, that just made me dripping wet and I had to have him lick my pussy again, which was unlike me. I usually don’t want it again for some length of time, but his absolute submission to me really got to me so I put his face between my thighs for another round. And the thing about it was that he had suddenly gotten so much better just knowing that I’d accepted his offer to be my slave. Like he started being my pussy slave at that very moment.”

“Wow, well, you have my admiration for sure,” Sofia replied.

Alexandra felt someone reach between the seatbacks and tap her on the shoulder. She turned and saw that the man in the row behind them was offering her a slip of paper. She examined the man, looked at the slip of paper, then noticed that the front of his pants were projecting upward to an almost comical degree. She accepted the slip of paper and turned around to open it and read what the man had written. It said:

I will be your pussy slave if you would have me.

“Well, it looks like you aren’t the only one whose admiration I’ve earned,” Alexandra said, and handed the note to Sofia.

“What?” she asked, reading the note. “Where did this come from?”

“The man behind us,” Alexandra replied.

Sofia turned to examine the man, who suddenly blushed red in the face.

“Well, he’s kind of cute, you know,” Sofia noted, looking him up and down. “And he’s nice and young,” she added, turning back to Alexandra.

“True, but it’s a bit forward, don’t you think?” Alexandra asked. “Writing that to me in a note? Isn’t it a bit presumptive?”

“I don’t know, I think it’s nice,” Sofia replied. “I mean, he did use the word slave. It seems you could do whatever you like to him.” Sofia glanced back at the man again. “And he’s got a pretty desperate erection. I imagine he’ll do whatever you tell him to.”

Alexandra pondered the situation for a moment. Then, perhaps feeling a buzz from the alcohol, stood up and gestured for the man to follow her. He enthusiastically got up out of his seat, suddenly unconcerned with how embarrassing his barely restrained erection might appear while he followed her to the small bathroom of the plane.

While Alexandra was testing the talents and aptitude of the man she had in submission to her, there were two young women named Maylie and Kenyon who were travelling to the same destination. They had become enamored with the idea of going to the island for a two-week vacation and were anticipating what the experience might be like for them.

“So on a normal vacation with a girlfriend, we might pick up a guy to play with, right?” Kenyon said. “Just play around a bit for fun. But here, we can go so above and beyond. I mean, look at these guys.”

Kenyon had her tablet out with access to the website. She scrolled through the photos of the men on the island.

“They’re leveled up, right?” she said. “And they’re trained. Can you even? Like, they’re well-trained in obedience, as in actually obedient to whatever we say. How is that not the most perfect thing? I want us to find the cutest guy so we can do dirty things to him.”

“So dirty,” Maylie replied. “Just nasty, maybe even a bit cruel. Really test out this whole training thing. Put them through their paces.”

“I want to make a guy get hard,” Kenyon said, “just to tease him. Edge him, you know?”

“Edge him? What’s that?” Maylie asked.

“Really?” Kenyon asked. “You don’t know that? It’s where you bring him right to the edge but you don’t let him come. You keep him there. I’ve done it to my boyfriend and it makes him crazy. But then he’ll get so worked up he’ll fuck me, and it takes just a few thrusts and he’ll come. But these guys can’t do that,” she said, laughing. “They just have to take it, whatever you do to them. It’s brilliant. So I want to see how far I can go. This is going to be so much fun.”

“Agreed,” Maylie replied.

“Do you know what a humbler is?” Kenyon asked.

“A humbler? I don’t think so,” Maylie replied.

“I’ll show you later. Oh, we are going to have so much fun,” Kenyon said, laughing.

Sitting a few seats forward on the plane were a young man and woman who might have been mistaken for a young couple. They were Cheyenne, a young woman who was excited and looking forward to spending a week on the island, and her brother Dallas, who was terrified.

Dallas was accustomed to responding to female authority, since his mother had long ago instituted a program of strict discipline. But when she decided that he and his sister would spend their vacation on the island, he read as much as he could about it. What he read terrified him.

* * *

“I thought only women could go to the island,” Dallas said to his mother. “Isn’t it for women, and the men are just, you know, there?”

“What, do you think they grow them there?” she’d asked, scoffing at the idea. “No, they allow males to visit as well. You’ll just have to be on your best behavior. Follow the rules and you’ll be fine.”

One of the things that Dallas had read was that there was a pair of uniform shorts he was to be given upon arrival, which would be the only item of clothing allowed for the duration.

“It’ll save you time packing, so that’s nice,” his mother had said.

“But they don’t look like they cover much,” Dallas said when he saw an image on the website showing one of the men on the island wearing the required uniform.

“You don’t have much to cover,” his mother had replied.

Dallas had become accustomed to his mother teasing him about his endowment, but it still made his cheeks blush red.

“Just obey when given an order,” his mother told him. “If you don’t, I suppose they’ll just have to punish you.”

Cheyenne, his sister, laughed.

Dallas thought it was unfair at first that his older sister never received punishment of any kind while he was the recipient of her correction rather frequently. But over time he had come to accept his need to be reminded of his place. His mother firmly believed in female rule within the household, so she kept Cheyenne’s father in line, and expected the same obedience from Dallas. She had further explained to Dallas that his sister would also have the authority to punish him. His mother had always made a point of having Cheyenne watch her brother’s punishment, so his sister was well-informed of how to best bring her brother to heel.

* * *

“I can see that you’re scared,” Cheyenne said as she observed Dallas gripping the armrests of his seat on the plane.

She did not hide the fact that she was amused by her brother’s trepidation. She had always found it entertaining to see Dallas when he was terrified of what was going to happen to him, no matter that she’d seen as much countless times. From the first time her mother had taken Dallas by the wrist and demanded he pull down his pants while she readied the belt for what would be a merciless whipping, she had been fascinated by the subjugation of the male gender.

“But why should you be so afraid?” she asked. “All you have to do is obey, right?”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Dallas replied, trying to let the thought calm his fears.

“I’m always right, Dallas,” she said, sounding annoyed. “So your obvious nervousness implies that you foresee being unable to follow directions. Are you thinking you’ll need the belt?”

“I hope not,” Dallas replied.

“If you do, they won’t be nice about it the way you’re used to, I bet,” Cheyenne said. “You‘ll probably get it hard. Maybe even across your pee-pee,” she said, clearly mocking him. “Do you think? If you get in trouble they might spank you across your pee-pee?” Cheyenne couldn’t restrain herself from laughing at the look on her brother’s face. He always turned bright red from embarrassment when she decided to humiliate him, which she did often for her entertainment.

“I hope not,” he replied.

Cheyenne noticed his hands were trembling. She laughed again, a musical sound that matched her sunny, blond, cheerleader appearance.

Dallas was aware that his sister was considered the best-looking girl in school, which had always made her intentional cruelty toward him so much more devastating. She was popular, and had a lot of friends, but in private with her brother she had a mean streak. She had taken full advantage of her mother’s insistence that Dallas receive almost constant disciplinary action as an opportunity to amuse herself by torturing him. “You’re so gonna get it,” she would tease him when she knew he was in for a painful beating. She would laugh about it, lording it over him that it would require nothing more than a word from her to her mother and Dallas would be taken to task. As a result, Dallas had learned to obey his sister’s command, no matter that she clearly enjoyed his humiliation.

“Well, just remember to always be on point,” his sister warned him. “If you fail in that regard, I’ll see to it you get what’s coming to you. I think it will be good for you. Boys need correction, obviously, and you’ll finally be in a place where it’s not just the women in your household, but all women, everywhere, that you need to obey. Personally, I am looking forward to it.”

Cheyenne had long felt that her mother was too lenient with Dallas. Her own perspective on the relationship between men and women was that males should naturally assume a servile position where she was concerned, and she was enthusiastic about being on an island where that dynamic was universally understood as the correct alignment between the genders. She had her mind set on having fun with the male slaves, in addition to seeing her brother having to submit to every female he met.

Alexandra returned to her seat on the plane just as it began its descent. The man seated behind them also re-took his seat, only now the erection in his pants, impossibly even harder, had caused a large dark spot of fluid that had leaked through the fabric.

“It looks like we’ll be there soon,” Sofia said. “Then we transfer to the boat.”

“Oh my God, why don’t they just have a fucking airport,” Gina murmured.


Chapter 17

What surprised Anton more than anything else was the amount of time he had to himself. He had expected that he would be put to work, and that he would be kept busy serving the women of the island throughout the day, but he still had time in which to do as he pleased. He woke up each morning in the dickhouse, then took a shower under one of the wall-mounted shower heads on the exterior wall of the building. Then he would walk down a long, sloping path that led through the palm trees and out onto the white sand beach. He would slip off his shorts and go for a swim in the turquoise-blue water, which was clear enough that he could see schools of fish swimming among the coral. Often it was a world he had to himself, and it felt exhilarating to start each day with this ritual. On occasion, he would encounter other men attending to their duties on an early shift, or he would see one of the women observing him as he swam naked in the ocean.

After his morning swim, he completed his workout, then showered using the external showers along the side of the dickhouse. The first time he’d taken a shower using the facilities, there was a young woman he’d yet to meet who had positioned herself where she could observe the shower area. He gave her a friendly wave, which he promptly learned was a mistake. She enjoyed being a voyeur but did not like being observed while doing so. She approached and had him place his hands on the wall and present his ass for punishment. She had a small, lightweight wooden paddle whose sting was far beyond what Anton might have imagined. After that, he knew not to acknowledge her when he saw her observing the shower area.

He ate a breakfast of fresh fruit, eggs, toast, and a guava smoothie, which was available in an area below the restaurant at the villa. Then he reported to the worker placement area, where Viola would inform him of his assignment.

“We have you working dockside today,” Viola said.

“Yes, Miss Viola,” Anton replied.

“Come with me,” she said. “I’ll introduce you to Eric, who is also just starting that position today. You will be assigned to work with a man named Robert in learning everything you will need to know.”

She led him out of her office and down the hall to a small room without furniture. A man was standing at attention to one side of the room, his eyes level and unfocused on any particular feature of the room.

“This is Eric,” Viola said. “Eric, this is Anton. You two will remain here, at attention. Someone will come to fetch you in a few minutes.”

“Thank you, Miss Viola,” Anton said.

Viola stood beside him, then placed her fingers below his chin and lifted, slightly. Then she examined his posture, placing one hand on his bare chest and another on his butt. “Nice and straight,” she said, pushing his body into position. “That’s right.”

She gave him a glance up and down his body. Then she left the room. Anton was to be assigned, as per the protocol for all new male arrivals, to every job on the island on a rotation. At each assignment he would be paired with another male who was familiar with each job. The men were encouraged to get to know one another, however, the rule about males speaking only when spoken to meant that there was little in the way of conversation. And the men were specifically prohibited from discussing any of the women on the island. And talking about what a woman might do in private with any of the men was strictly forbidden. Anton remained at attention, unsure of whether he should speak to Eric, who was standing a few feet away from him. Then it was Eric who spoke first.

“I’ve never felt this nervous before,” he said softly. “I’m trying to be ready for whatever happens, but it’s the not knowing that makes me feel on edge.”

“I guess I know what you mean,” Anton agreed. “The whipping, the orientation, everything.”

“Have you met Lina?” Eric asked. “The woman who runs the island?”

It struck Anton that he hadn’t thought about men on the island not knowing her the way he did.

“Yes, I’ve met her,” Anton admitted. He was uncertain that if he should say anything further.

“I’m just really, well, I guess I’ll say I’m terrified of meeting her,” Eric confessed. “The thing is, I’m kind of hoping to be collared,” he said quietly. “You know, reserved for one of the women as opposed to being fair game.”

“I suppose I see what you mean,” Anton replied. He realized that he too wanted to be collared, but it was by Lina herself that he wanted to be so adorned. He was thinking about what to say about the matter when Tori appeared.

“Follow me, you two,” she said. “You are assigned to work dockside, which means that you and Eric will be positioned to welcome everyone arriving by boat,” she explained as they walked down the winding path to the ocean. “They are expecting, and therefore will receive an unparalleled experience in hospitality. Though we function as a home for our permanent residents, we are also a top-tiered resort for our guests.”

They reached the long, wooden dock, where there were a number of men waiting for the incoming boat.

“This is Robert, he has been fully trained in this position,” Tori said, pointing to a well-built man with a dark tan. “The boat should be here in an hour, so I’ll leave you to familiarize yourselves with the tasks you will need to fulfill.”

“It’s mainly just helping the guests off of the boat,” Robert explained. “Then you will offload all of their luggage and put it onto the carts to take everything up to the villa, where we will take each guest to their room. Obviously, we pride ourselves on going above and beyond. We provide anything and everything our guests need for their comfort. Ideally, we anticipate their needs before they are even aware of them.”

* * *

“Even from a distance it looks so beautiful,” Sofia said as the boat approached the island.

“Of course,” Alexandra replied. “My friend Lina has good taste.” Alexandra noticed that even her niece Gina was paying attention.

Conversely, Dallas and his sister Cheyenne were sitting further aft, and while Cheyenne was enthusiastic about their impending arrival, Dallas was visibly increasingly nervous as the boat made its approach.

When Dallas felt nervous, it manifested as a tightening sensation between his legs. His balls, his anus, and the area in between would tighten and feel cold as though he was sitting on a block of ice. He had felt this sensation intermittently since his mother informed him that she had booked a trip to the island for him.

Dallas had the freezing cold feeling that always accompanied his nervousness, but more intensely, as he’d never been in such a compromising position. He had no idea what “following the rules” would require, but anything he imagined caused him to become terrified.

In an attempt to quell his nerves, he’d read the document that outlined the rules, forwarded to any male who’d been given permission to visit. It hadn’t helped. The document stated that he was at all times to treat any and all females on the island as an authority figure whose judgment was final. He was to have no recourse, and no appeal regarding any demand that was made of him. He was to follow any direction given to him at any time. This was nonnegotiable. The rules of the island stated that he was to speak only when spoken to, which he thought wasn’t going to be a problem since he rarely spoke anyway. He found that he was most comfortable remaining in the background of any given situation, and rarely volunteered any information.

What concerned him most were the various warnings given to all male visitors of the island. It was made clear that by signing the required paperwork, including the legal waver, the pledge of obedience, and the release of rights concerning his image, he was surrendering fully to whatever might happen to him. His signature not only provided consent, but it was an enthusiastic consent that was demanded. It was advised that he take into consideration any situation he could imagine with the understanding that he was expected to not only willingly comply but do everything in his power to enable his full compliance.

Dallas read and reread the text outlining this requirement. He could imagine any number of things happening. In addition, he could be the subject of photographs or video that might capture him in an embarrassing or compromising position, and he was signing away all rights to the use of any such image.

Now, Dallas sat on the boat and he could see the island looming in the distance and every passing moment brought him closer to whatever fate awaited him. He was only permitted onto the island with a female chaperone, which in his case was his sister, Cheyenne. This alone was reason for him to be wary. He glanced in her direction and saw that she had a blissful expression on her face as she looked forward to her time on the island.

Kenyon and Maylie had already changed into their string bikinis in anticipation of their arrival on the island.

“You look amazing,” Kenyon said to her friend.

“You look amazing,” Maylie replied. “The boys are so completely fucked. Their dicks are going to get so hard looking at you.”

“Their cocks are going to start throbbing when they see you,” Kenyon replied.

The women on the boat were eager to arrive at their destination, watching as the island seemed to grow, thrusting itself upward out of the ocean and looming above them in the near distance.

Finally, the boat docked, and one by one the guests stepped off onto the pier. There were bare-chested men in white shorts scrambling to help them navigate their way to small, motorized carts that drove them up the hill to the villa. Their luggage was brought behind them in what appeared to be a caravan of female guests and various suitcases piled high on the carts with small trailers attached.

The women, Alexandra, her friend Sofia, and her niece, Gina, along with friends Kenyon and Maylie, were seated in their respective motorized carts that travelled up to their individual bungalows. Dallas and his sister were held back.

“Hi, I’m Tori, and I’m guessing that you are Cheyenne, and that this is Dallas,” Tori said, looking up from her clipboard.

“Yes,” Cheyenne replied. “Dallas is my little brother. “My mom thought it would be good for him to spend a few weeks here being subjected to the kind of discipline she thinks he’s in need of. He has a number of issues, and he needs correction almost constantly.”

“Then he’s in the right place,” Tori said with a wink.

“He’s a bit shy, I think, and it comes off as arrogant,” Cheyenne explained. “He needs some guidance. I’ve certainly made it clear to him how he should behave, but you know how boys are.”

“Does he get embarrassed easily?” Tori asked.

“Oh wow, yeah,” Cheyenne replied.

“I think he may benefit from some exposure to our methods,” Tori said, turning her attention to Dallas, whose face was already blushing from hearing the two women talk about him.

“Strip naked, Dallas,” Tori said without fanfare. She had a pair of white shorts in her hand, appearing ready to hand them over once Dallas had surrendered his clothing,

Dallas blushed a deeper shade of crimson, hesitating due to his feeling of embarrassment.

“Do you need a whipping, Dallas?” Tori asked. “Because you’re going to get one. All males get a whipping first thing when they arrive. Do you want to make it worse for yourself?”

“No, Miss,” Dallas replied, his voice practically a whisper.

“Then strip,” Tori said. “Now.”

Dallas surrendered, reluctantly taking off his clothes. When he looked expectantly toward Tori, assuming she would hand over the pair of shorts, he saw that she had no intention of providing him with the shorts just yet.

“I would like you to meet Heather,” Tori said to Dallas, as a woman in a sleeveless T-shirt appeared with a riding crop in hand. “Heather is going to be whipping your bare ass. Turn around.”

Dallas saw two young women from the boat staring at him. He turned an even darker shade of red when he realized how public his naked punishment was going to be.

“I guess that’s he’s a guest to the island,” Kenyon said. “The permanent slaves are all pretty well-hung.”

“Well that does nothing to dampen my enthusiasm for watching him get his ass whipped,” Maylie said.

“Oh, right,” Kenyon replied. “The entertainment starts now.”

* * *

When Alexandra, her friend, and her niece arrived at the villa, Robert picked up two large suitcases that belonged to Alexandra.

“I’ll be escorting you to your room, Miss Alexandra,” he said in a deep, confident tone of voice.

Alexandra studied the man carefully, noting that it wasn’t the long, pendulum swing in the front of his shorts, or the wide, muscular shoulders the man displayed, but rather, it was the look of innocence in his pale blue eyes that got her attention. Alexandra felt he looked earnest. She was delighted to see that he was the man assigned to escort her to her private bungalow.

“Well, I will meet up with you two for lunch,” she said to Sofia and Gina. “I’m just going to have a light snack.”

Even Gina had to smile as she watched her aunt following the well-built man carrying her suitcases.

Alexandra was entertained by the sight of the man’s shorts fitted tightly across his well-formed and muscular rear end. He put the suitcases down, then opened the door to the bungalow, holding it for Alexandra to enter. She couldn’t help but place a hand on his hip as she walked through the doorway, then allowed her hand to travel across the front of his shorts as she entered.

“Why this is lovely,” she said as she noticed that the opposite end of the room had a set of large glass doors that opened out onto a patio overlooking a garden of tropical plants, with winding paths that descended toward the ocean.

The young man brought the suitcases into the room and set them up on stands, ready for her to unpack them. Then he stood at attention.

“Is there anything else that you need, Miss?” he asked.

Alexandra turned to examine the young man, who stood ready to attend to anything she might want of him.

“Need?” she asked as she sauntered over to stand beside him. “No, I don’t think there’s anything I need, particularly.” She reached out and placed her hand on his butt, squeezing it possessively. Then she slid her hand below the waistband of his shorts and squeezed it again, watching his reaction. “I assume that, like all of the men on the island, you are well-trained,” she said. “And prepared to serve in any capacity.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

Alexandra smiled, with a devilish look in her eyes. She placed her hand on the front of the waistband of his shorts and pulled them away from his body. She watched to see if he reacted in any way or made an attempt to withdraw from her. She was pleased to see that he did not and remained at attention. She glanced down at his cock, which she’d exposed to her view.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“My name is Robert, Miss,” he replied.

She slid a hand down the front of his shorts and took his cock in her hand. She squeezed it firmly.

“You’re an obedient boy, aren’t you, Robby?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

“Well, it’s been a long flight, Robby, so why don’t you go and warm up the shower,” she said. “Not too warm, of course, since it’s so nice and hot out today.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

He went into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and adjusted the temperature. She came up behind him and guided him into the spacious, tiled shower stall, turning him around to face her in the process. He noticed that she had removed her clothing.

Robert noticed that she was likely twice his age, but she’d kept herself in remarkable shape. She seemed to Robert to be a contradiction, a contrast between the authority of her years and the mischievousness of someone much younger. What most surprised him were her breasts, which were small, yet remarkably firm with erect nipples. But it was something about her eyes that he found arrestingly desirable. They were hazel-green in color and piercing in their intent, seeming to see through him. They had the effect of hypnotizing him, making him feel more vulnerable and exposed than he’d ever felt before.

“Relax,” she said as she wrapped her arms around his body. “I’m not going to bite you . . . yet,” she said, then chuckled to herself.

She pushed him up against the wall of the shower and placed one hand on his neck, the other around his cock and balls. Robert looked at her expectantly and noticed that she seemed content for the moment to simply hold him in place. Her grip on his neck, and her grip on his cock and balls tightened almost imperceptibly. She slowly allowed her gaze to travel down the front of his body. She watched his cock thicken, then harden completely in her grip. Slowly, her eyes scanned up his body until she met his, and a smile widened across her face, coupled with an almost sinister arching of her eyebrows.

“I so do appreciate younger men,” she said in a voice that was almost a growl. There was something hungry, even ravenous about the way she looked at him. Then she leaned in and sunk her teeth into his muscular chest, biting his pectorals with a lustful enthusiasm that made his eyes fly open with surprise, then squeeze shut as he winced at the pain. Then he discovered that she was only getting started. She bit his nipples, and seemed to want to devour him as she bit and sucked and licked his bare skin. Throughout, she kept her hold on him, pulling him toward her and keeping him exactly where she wanted him. He wondered if he was nothing more than her mid-day meal.

At last, she pushed his arms up over his head, then slid down his body and lowered her ravenous mouth onto his cock. She devoured his shaft, allowing her teeth to come into play as she repeated plunged his cock into the back of her throat then withdrew, biting the head of his cock like it was a sweet, juicy plum.

It required the full extent of Robert’s restraint to remain vulnerable to her attack on his cock, keeping his arms up over his head where she’d placed them. He was breathing hard and couldn’t help but emit something like a whimpering sound when she’d press her teeth against his sensitive skin and drag them up and down over the rim of his cock head.

“Please, Miss,” he almost whispered, his voice sounding hoarse and desperate.

“Oh, my darling boy,” she said, situating herself on her knees on the tile and looking up at him, his cock throbbing in her hand. “I’ve only just gotten started.”

Alexandra plunged him into her mouth, deep into her throat, taking the entire length of his shaft between her lips, pausing to press her teeth into the base of his cock.

When he at last was at the edge of orgasm, Robert felt less like he was having coming than he felt like his cum was being sucked out through his cock by force. His entire body had adopted a bow-shape, thrusting his hips toward Alexandra’s mouth as his balls emptied so completely that his mind went blank. For several moments, he would have had tremendous difficulty identifying where and who he was.

* * *

“Are you two enjoying yourselves so far?” Alexandra asked over lunch, sitting across the table in the outdoor café with Sofia and Gina.

“I’ve gotten the sense of being a kid in a candy store,” Sofia replied.

“And you’ve restrained yourself?” Alexandra asked. “You should really sample some of the pretty little bon-bons.”

“Do I assume you’ve indulged your sweet tooth already?” Sofia asked.

Alexandra flashed a brilliant smile, showing a set of pearly white teeth.

“Why of course,” Alexandra replied.


Chapter 18

Maylie and Kenyon each were lying face down on floating lounges in the pool, slowly drifting without direction. They had each gone with the tiniest bikini they had in their suitcase, with thong bikini bottoms and miniature triangles that did little more than cover their nipples.

One of the recent arrivals to the island, Eric, had been assigned to remain poolside, ready to assist with whatever the guests might need.

“Hey, pool boy,” Kenyon called out to Eric. “Come here.”

Eric walked down the steps and waded into the pool. He had been expecting that the women would do something, as it was their first day on the island. He had been informed that women who were vacationing on the island would want to test the men as one of the first things that they did when they arrived. They knew it was a part of the experience, and they wanted to see it for themselves.

“So, pool boy, what would you do if I just grabbed your dick?” Kenyon asked.

“I would remain at attention, Miss,” he replied. “I am here to serve you two as guests of the island.”

Though Eric was prepared for her to do as she had mentioned, he knew she wouldn’t just yet. She was testing him.

“So, do women do that?” Maylie asked. “Do they just walk up and take a man’s dick in their hand and the guy just has to stand there and let them do anything they want?”

“Yes, Miss, that has been known to happen,” he replied.

“I bet you like that, don’t you?” Maylie asked. “I bet you’re a little slut and you like it when beautiful women like us just grab your dick and play with it?”

Eric had few options in replying.

“Yes, Miss,” he answered.

“Yeah, well, tough luck, we’re not going to do that,” Maylie said.

“Speak for yourself,” Kenyon interjected. “I’m going to do exactly that. Maybe not right now, but at some point, yeah. I’m curious what he’s got,” she said, eyeing him.

“Oh yeah?” Maylie said, regarding her friend. “Hear that, pool boy? My friend here is going to just take your dick in her hand whenever she wants. Nothing you can do to stop her.”

“Yes, Miss,” Eric replied.

“Yes, Miss,” Maylie repeated in a low voice, mimicking him. “What’s with this ‘yes, Miss’ shit? I think you should call me ‘Your Highness Mistress Queen Goddess,’” she stated, biting her lip to keep herself from laughing.

“Yes, Your Highness Mistress Queen Goddess,” Eric replied.

Maylie and Kenyon both started laughing.

“Wow, he’s so obedient,” Kenyon said. “I want a title too.”

“You should have one,” Maylie said. “Pick one.”

“But you took all the words.” Kenyon said. “OK, how about ‘Your Excellency, Sexiest Woman in the World?’”

“What?” Maylie said. “You can’t take sexiest woman in the world, not when I’m right here, also the sexiest woman in the world.”

“OK, fine, add ‘Except for Maylie, Who is Equally Sexy.’”

“Yeah, that’s better,” Maylie said. “OK, pool boy, let’s hear it.”

“Yes, Your Excellency, Sexiest Woman in the World, Except for Maylie, Who is Equally Sexy,” Eric replied with a straight face.

The two women laughed, enjoying playing the game they’d made up.

“Now how about him?” Kenyon asked. “What name do we have for him?”

“What’s wrong with pool boy?” Maylie asked.

“It’s just so, you know,” Kenyon replied. “Like any guy can be a pool boy. It should be more specific.”

“What do you suggest?” Maylie asked.

“Not sure. Come here,” Kenyon said to Eric.

He moved closer to her, which allowed her to reach out and slip her hand into his shorts.

“Wow, as promised, Kenyon grabs his dick,” Maylie announced.

“Of course, I need more information,” Kenyon replied.

The water was waist-deep, which allowed Kenyon a look at his cock once she’d pulled it out of his shorts.

“Look at this circumcision,” she said. “This is nice and tight.”

“Yeah,” Maylie said, lowering her sunglasses. “High and tight. That’s cute.”

“So High and Tight it is,” Kenyon proclaimed.

Maylie laughed.

“All right, Mr. High and Tight, why don’t you kiss her ass for giving you such a cute name? I mean come on, that’s a perfectly perfect butt, don’t you think? I bet you’d love to kiss it.”

“Yes, Your Highness Mistress Queen Goddess,” Eric replied.

The two women laughed as Eric maneuvered to kiss Kenyon’s ass, and he had to agree with Maylie’s estimation that it was “perfectly perfect.”

Alexandra was sitting poolside with Sofia and Gina, and she smiled at the sight of the young man devotedly kissing the ass of one of the young women in the pool, and she was amused when they had him switch to kissing the other woman’s ass, playing with him without reservation.

“You know what would be fun, is if Gina were to find a boy to play with,” Alexandra said to Sofia.

“I can totally hear you,” Gina said, not looking up from her book.

Gina was sitting poolside, wearing a white bikini top with a light-blue bikini bottom, along with a broad-rimmed, straw hat and a pair of sunglasses. She couldn’t be bothered with rolling her eyes at her aunt, who was trying desperately to provoke her into finding a boy with whom to amuse herself.

“You know, if you’re more interested in girls, that’s quite fine,” her aunt’s friend mentioned.

“Uh-huh,” Gina murmured.

“But come on, you should at least have some fun before you’re old,” she said.

“Totally having fun,” Gina replied flatly. She extended one long, shapely leg and dipped her toe in the pool, then flicked some drops of water to demonstrate.

Alexandra was too relaxed to shake her head in consternation. She sat back on the chaise lounge and decided that her young niece would eventually come around to enjoy herself.

Though Gina appeared disinterested behind her sunglasses, reading her book, she had noted a man who caught her attention, for what reason she was uncertain. Perhaps it was the way he carried himself, which seemed to project that he was self-conscious about wearing the little shorts that had been assigned to him. Gina couldn’t help but notice they didn’t fit him particularly well. Or rather, that they fit him perfectly. When he walked past her, she could see they were just shy of covering him completely, so she could intermittently see the smooth, round tip of his cock below the hem of his shorts. The man’s name was Daniel, though Gina had yet to learn that fact.

As Gina considered the man who’d gotten her attention, she became aware of Maylie and Kenyon, who were still amusing themselves with the pool attendant.

“Kneel and edge,” Kenyon commanded.

Eric immediately obeyed the command, lowering his shorts to begin stroking his cock.

Gina watched from across the pool, amused by the display.

“Oh, the famous edging technique I’ve only recently heard about,” Maylie said. “How long should we make him do it?” she asked.

Kenyon laughed.

“As long as we say,” she replied. “In perpetuity. Forever.”

“Ooh, that will drive him crazy,” Maylie replied.

Kenyon laughed again.

“Absolutely,” she replied. “It’s torture for him. Keep watching and you’ll see the head of his cock start to look like it’s going to burst. First, it’ll turn a bright red, then it’ll almost look purple. He’ll be like a pile of jelly, mentally. His brain will be scrambled. And that can be fun. His desperation to make himself come will be overwhelming. Then the denial will be devastating to him. Seriously, have you never done this to a boy before? It’s like one of the most entertaining things you can do.”

Gina continued watching and saw that the man kneeling, obediently, and edging himself at the girls’ command, looked truly tortured by the ordeal. Her lips spread into a wide smile below her dark sunglasses.

Maylie examined Eric stroking his cock. She noticed that he kept his eyes down, yet she could still tell that it was agonizing for him to not be allowed to come.

“After this little display, I’m absolutely going to do this to my boyfriend the first chance I get,” Maylie replied. “Look at how desperate he is to come. It’s adorable seeing him so hard, knowing his balls are going to ache for what, the rest of the day?”

“Oh, at least,” Kenyon replied.

Gina was entirely focused on watching the man being forced to torture himself with his own pleasure for the two girls’ amusement, and she was annoyed by her aunt interrupting her examination of the man edging himself.

“There is a meeting for new arrivals this afternoon,” Alexandra mentioned. “I think it will be informative and entertaining.”

“I just can’t think how those two things could be true,” Gina replied.

That afternoon, Alexandra, Sofia, and Gina entered a large meeting room off of the main hall of the villa. As was the way with most of the interior spaces, the large windows and glass doors were open wide, giving the impression that it was neither inside nor outside. Alexandra found a seat, and Sofia and Gina sat next to her. Alexandra noted that there appeared to be ten or so women in attendance, including the two young women who had been entertaining themselves with the young man beside the pool.

“Hello, my name is Tori,” a woman said once she’d positioned herself at the head of the room. “My main job here is to orient the men when they arrive. As you know, they need some guidance. I point them in the right direction. What I am doing here with you today is entirely different. None of you will be in need of correction, obviously,” she said with an amused smile. “But I will give you some tips about how to best enjoy your time here with us on the island.”

Gina noted that Tori clearly enjoyed her job introducing women to island. She seemed to glow with personal satisfaction as she began her talk. Gina also noticed that Tori wore a tight little cotton shirt that ended just below her breasts, and that she wasn’t wearing a bra. It seemed to Gina that many of the women felt not only free to wear whatever they liked, but confident in doing so.

“Every woman has her own unique interpretation of what it means to be dominant,” Tori began. “You should not feel as though you need to conform to any one particular method of dominating men. However you choose to subjugate a man and make him recognize and respect your authority is entirely up to you. One of the women who works here, Heather, provides corporal punishment when needed. You may see a beautiful redhead with a muscular body and an impressive set of arms. She has her own permanent slave who she whips daily. He is never without the marks of her having put him in his place. There is a woman named Viola, and she is in charge of the men as a workforce. She manages their daily assignments. Her goal,” Tori said with an expression of amusement, “is to straddle the face of every man she encounters. I think she’s performing her own scientific study of oral sex, or something,” she said with a gentle laugh. “And then there’s me. I do not believe that men should be allowed to ejaculate. Ever. I have my own personal slave who is locked in a chastity cage and that thing is never coming off. So my point is that every woman has her own way of expressing her dominant nature, and none of them are wrong.

Gina examined Tori, who she thought was most definitely dominant, but not in any way she had encountered before. She seemed casual, even relaxed, as though she had nothing to prove to anyone.

“So certainly don’t feel as though you need to apologize for, or even explain anything you want from the men on the island,” Tori continued. “They are well-trained to obey, so the only thing you should hear from them is ‘Yes, Miss.’ Which reminds me to tell you that while we have instituted the male response of referring to each of you as ‘Miss,’ you may, of course, individually instruct any of the men to call you whatever you like. Conversely, though they each have names, you do not need to employ that name. They are trained to respond to anything you wish to call them. Remember, they are slaves, and they expect to be treated as such. Throughout your stay here, think only in terms of what you want. We have had guests who simply wanted the men to fuck off and leave them alone. That is completely fine. Their service to you should be nothing more and nothing less than what you desire, and truly, what you deserve. This island is a place that above anything else, recognizes and celebrates female dominance, authority, and supremacy.”

Gina inhaled slowly, trying to remain cool and collected as she absorbed the information she was hearing.

“If a man is wearing a collar, that means that he is currently obligated to serve one of the women on the island,” Tori explained. “If he is not wearing a collar, then he is available for your use in whatever capacity you choose. All men, collared or not, will respond to your command, as they are all beneath your status, even if you are a guest. But those not wearing a collar will do absolutely anything you tell them to without question. If you feel that any of the men are being disobedient, you may punish him in any way you think is appropriate. Or if you like, you may have him submit to punishment from any of the other women, including myself. The most important point is that you enjoy every moment of your time here. You should feel relaxed, and free to express yourself as a dominant woman.”

Gina felt a pleasant, gentle vibration in her middle, as though there was a frequency of pleasure that had begun to course through her from some unknown source.

“It’s a preferable existence for everyone if there is recognition, acceptance, and respect for the proper arrangement of power and authority by gender,” Tori explained. “Perhaps you’ve seen the cute little phrase, ‘I have the pussy, I make the rules.’ Here, it is not just a pithy phrase on a T-shirt or a pair of panties. It’s the law. Because it’s just as true to say, ‘I have a penis, I follow the rules.’ By the way, I’ve yet to see a man wearing such a T-shirt. Or panties, for that matter, which is a shame. Men look cute wearing panties. But here on the island, it’s an unspoken truth. If you have a penis, you follow the rules. They don’t need to wear a shirt advertising the fact. The men here don’t wear shirts anyway, since we prefer to see their bodies exposed from the waist up, and only conditionally covered from the waist down. In fact, the reason they are assigned their little uniform shorts is so that they may be stripped at will. Trust me, the men are very aware of this fact. They know that their status is that of a slave, and their sole option is to serve, so they are susceptible to being stripped naked and made to submit at all times.”

Gina uncrossed, then re-crossed her legs. She felt as though the room had gotten warmer, though there was a nice breeze cooling her bare legs.

“Of course, you may well see a man wearing panties, there’s no prohibition against it,” Tori clarified. “Some of the women might prefer that for their slave. Mayarta, our photographer, likes to dress her slave in lingerie from head to toe. He’s adorable in his thigh-high stockings, lacy panties, and a little bra. His chest is nicely formed, with well-defined pectoral muscles, so an A-cup fits him well. Mayarta has a pair of high heeled shoes for him as well, so he’s one of the few men on the island who wears shoes with any regularity.”

Some of the women laughed at the image they conjured up in their minds.

“You may think of the men on the island as pets,” Tori said with a sly smile. “We love to see them being good boys, doing what they’re told. We love to play with them once they’ve attended to their responsibilities. And yes, we are strict when we have to be. But that doesn’t mean we want them to be punished any more than they deserve. We would much rather give them a fun little spanking, you know, just playing rough, enjoying their boisterous energy. A little session paddling their cute butts, that’s just part of the enjoyment of their physicality. It’s only when they’ve been really bad that we have to bring them to heel. Then they’re going to need a thorough workover with the strap or the cane. That’s when we need to give them something to think about for a few days. But when a boy has been properly disciplined, he will come around to being the cute, lovable pet he is capable of being. When they’ve been punished, you’ll find that they’ll show their appreciation for the correction we give them. My slave never licks my pussy like he does when I’ve given him a deserved beating with the strap across his bare ass. It’s like it refocuses his mind, and he shows his gratitude so sweetly and with a devotion that’s really breathtaking.”

Tori paused for a moment and sighed, feeling herself relax into the image in her mind.

“There is a theory of female dominance that focuses on the relaxed woman,” she continued, attempting to summarize. “Success and productivity versus anxiety and fear can result in women who are highly functioning in the world, or desperately trying to attain that state of being, but it does not result in women who are at ease or are unafraid to take up space in the world. Prioritizing pleasure, restfulness, and play is a worthwhile goal. Women should give themselves unconditional permission to relax without guilt, and rest without apology. Here, you all may do precisely that. Focus on you, your wants and desires, and above all, relax. Enjoy. The men are here to enable and promote that. They will work to secure your supreme comfort and leisure.”

After the brief talk, Tori took some questions, then encouraged each of the women to enjoy themselves before she took her leave.

“My pussy feels amazing after that,” Sofia said. “Maybe that’s a weird thing to say, but just the message she was communicating makes me tingle, like I feel electricity coursing through me.”

“I completely agree,” Alexandra replied. “Lina has set up a lovely little paradise here. What did you think, Gina?”

Gina had her headphones on and didn’t hear her aunt’s question.

“She’ll come around to enjoy herself,” Sofia said in encouragement.

“I suppose you’re right,” Alexandra said.


Chapter 19

Lina was intrigued, having witnessed Maylie and Kenyon playing with Eric. Lina recalled that when Eric had applied to live as a slave on the island, she noted that he was tall, good-looking, muscular, and well-hung, but also that he had a look that made her think he would be arrogant. She liked the look of a man who appeared overly self-confident because she thought it all the more satisfying to break him.

He had submitted his application with the required photos and videos, which Lina had studied carefully. She did so with all of the men that attempted to gain admission to the island, but she observed Eric a bit more closely than usual. So when he arrived on the island, she decided she would take the opportunity to examine him even closer.

Eric was definitely an alpha, and Lina had determined that he was the type that was dominant in every part of his life outside of his intimate relationships with women. She suspected that when he did submit, it was a performative submission that he intended to be impressive, as though he felt no woman could find fault with his supreme subjugation to a female dominant. Lina thought it might be interesting to put him through his paces to find out if she was correct in her assumptions.

Lina brought Eric to her bungalow that evening. She led him into her bedroom and positioned him standing at attention. For some moments she observed his obvious nervousness at being brought not only to the house of the most powerful woman on the island but allowed into her private bedroom as well. The presence of Lina was far more intimidating. She was, wearing a silk robe that was open in the front, revealing her naked body.

“Tell me your name,” she said at last, though she knew it already.

“My name is High and Tight,” Eric replied.

“High and Tight?” Lina repeated, sounding surprised, but also amused. And she had to admit to herself that she was impressed he’d been given a cute nickname when he’d been on the island for such a short period of time. “How did you end up with that name?”

“When I was given the name, it was not explained, but I believe that it refers to my circumcision,” he replied.

Lina lowered her gaze. She reached out and pulled downward on the front of his shorts.

“Oh, I see,” she said thoughtfully. “This is nice and tight. Even when you’re soft, there’s no extra skin here at all.” She looked back up toward his face to see his reaction. “How do you feel about being given a name that refers to the shape of your penis?” she asked. She could see that he was becoming erect.

“I am just grateful to be allowed to be here among all of you amazing, impressive, beautiful females,” Eric replied in earnest. “It is an honor to serve, so the name by which I am addressed is irrelevant. I am proud just to be given a name at all.”

Lina eyed him suspiciously, then wrapped her hand tightly around his cock. She pulled gently, using the rim of his cock head for leverage.

“Fair enough, but that’s not the whole truth,” she said, expressing her doubt. “You know full well the punishment for lying by omission. Do you need to mounted to the upright rack for a correction?”

He shuddered imperceptibly, imagining taking a whipping on the rack from Lina.

“No, Miss Lina, I apologize,” he said quickly and respectfully. “When I was given the name, I felt objectified, and it felt humiliating to be referred to by the shape of my penis. But I came to understand that it truly is a term of endearment that expresses approval of one of my attributes. So it still causes me embarrassment, but I have learned my lesson. My personal embarrassment is insignificant in relation to my being obedient to the women on the island.”

Lina smiled, then she released his cock from her hand. It remained pointing slightly upward, and it was remarkably hard. Then she began slowly stroking the head of his cock with her fingertip.

“See? It feels good to be truthful, doesn’t it?” she asked. “More importantly, you’ve admitted to me that your new name is embarrassing to you. So here’s the thing, Mr. High and Tight,” Lina said. “I’m going to have some fun with you. It’s an audition of sorts, so I want you to show me what you are capable of. Impress me.”

Then she pushed him, forcefully, backward onto her bed. She climbed on top of him, sitting astride his hips. Then she crawled forward. She sat on his face, grabbing a handful of his hair, and holding him against her body, pressed her labia against his lips. He licked her, sucked her, and due to the fact that she was endlessly dripping wet, swallowed her.

She rode his face, unrelenting in holding him exactly where she wanted him while her hips thrust back and forth against his tongue. He had to time his breathing, since she was too focused on the pleasure he was providing to make such an allowance.

When she had her first orgasm, she gripped him by the hair and by the throat and held him firmly. Her body began to vibrate with the pleasure emanating from between her thighs, echoing like ripples in a pool throughout her body. She gasped, then moaned, then cried out as she had a body-wracking orgasm on his face.

After she had recovered, she loosened her grip on him but she did not release him. She kept him exactly where she wanted him and began to slowly ride his tongue to her second orgasm.

It was just short of an hour that she had been using his lips and tongue for her pleasure when at last she sat back on his chest, seemingly satiated. She peered down at him, using two fingers to open and enter his mouth. She slowly fucked his mouth with her fingers as she looked at him, a satisfied look on her face.

“That was nice,” she said, softly. “Your tongue has talent.” Her fingers played with his tongue, admiring its length and dexterity. “But it still needs practice. Lots of practice.”

Then she slid down beside him. She retrieved a bottle of lubricant from the side table and squirted it into the palm of her hand, then placed her hand around his erection.

“I’m going to go really, really, slowly,” she said. “Don’t come unless I give you permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes, thank you Miss Lina,” he replied, his voice was breathy and quiet.

She observed him as she began stroking his cock, gripping it tightly and sliding downward. When she reached the base of his cock, she reversed direction and began moving upward until she reached the rim, at which point she would slide each finger over the rim, until the head of his cock was within her grip.

She began slowly sliding the tip of her index finger around the rim of his cock head. He moaned, a low, gravelly sound, while the pleasure she was causing washed over him. He felt the urge to push upward with his hips, fucking her hand to make it go faster, but he repressed the urge, realizing it was her intention that this be as excruciatingly pleasurable as possible. Her epically slow pace was deliberate.

She would occasionally use a single fingertip to stroke the rim of his cock head or slide her fingernail over the more sensitive places. He watched her and became aware that she was toying with him. She knew exactly what she was doing. Every time he began to feel a rhythm, when he started to feel pleasure, she would change direction. She would slow down or speed up in contradiction to what he expected.

It suddenly occurred to him that she was not trying to make him come. She was trying to make him lose his mind. And she was succeeding. She was indulging in the pleasure of watching him be tortured in the most intimate manner possible. His body began to react, his back arching, but there was no other option for him but to endure what she was going to do to him. She held his cock in a grip that was almost painful, then slid her hand downward. His head involuntarily went back, his mouth opened, and a gasping moan escaped his lips. He looked back at her and saw that she was entirely focused on him and his reaction. And she was smiling, though smiling wasn’t quite right, he thought, as there was something entirely sinister about the way that she held him in her gaze.

He had no sense of how much time had passed when at last he was at the edge of having an orgasm. She had brought him to this point so slowly that it seemed to have taken hours. He assumed that she was going to make him come at that point. As if reading his thoughts, she had a smirk on her face as she slowly shook her head. It was as though she was silently communicating to him that she was far from being done, and in fact, she had only begun. Once she had him on edge, she began using her fingertips, her fingers, her thumb, and the palm of her hand to effortlessly keep him afloat, as if she were playing with a balloon. Any time he seemed to be coming back down, she would employ the lightest touch, the least amount of friction to make him buoyant again.

The sounds of desperation that came from deep in his throat revealed the extent of her skills in teasing and tormenting his cock. She had him throbbing, looking as though he might burst, as she teased him with her fingernail across the tip of his cock. She made an O-ring with her thumb and forefinger and slid it over and down until it was around the rim of his cockhead. There she began moving back and forth rapidly, travelling no more than a millimeter in each direction. Then she stopped.

“And now you suffer for me,” she said, and laughed in delight as she watched the expression on his face.

Lina pushed him back onto his back and reoriented herself so that she was straddling his face in reverse. She lowered her heart-shaped ass to his face. He placed his hands on her hips and began to kiss her asshole softly, gently, and with a reverence she found touching in its earnestness. After a few minutes, she was amused to see that his cock was getting hard again. Soon, it would be throbbing hard as he licked her with the adoration she deserved.

Lina arched her back as she began riding his tongue. She thought about how much she loved having established an island populated with slaves. She glanced at his cock, throbbing and unsatiated as his swollen balls began to ache.

“Fuck,” she moaned, thrusting her hips, and pressing her ass against his face. “That’s right, worship my ass,” she commanded him.


Chapter 20

It was mid-afternoon, and it was cool and quiet as Alexandra’s niece, Gina, entered the villa. The stone floors, the white-walled rooms and hallways, the tall, open windows with their long, gauzy curtains animated by a gentle breeze, all felt serene and silent. Gina walked toward the kitchen in the back, where she encountered Daniel on his hands and knees scrubbing the floor with a scrub brush and a bucket of soapy water. He raised his head when she entered, then sat up, still kneeling, keeping his eyes on the floor.

Gina crossed slowly, casually, to stand in front of him. She examined him. She said nothing. The man appeared relaxed at first, ready to serve, but not anxious in any way. Gradually, she saw this begin to change. The longer she stood before him, the more nervous he became. She wondered what he could see. Her open-toed, high-heeled sandals with her painted toenails he could most definitely see, as his eyes were focused downward. He was probably looking directly at her feet. And he could see her legs, which she knew were extravagantly long, smooth, and shapely, but the length of her legs made her wonder at what point his field of vision ended. Could he see the tiny bikini bottom she was wearing? Maybe he could, but no more than the small strip of fabric that covered her in front. She liked the idea that he had only the most tantalizing view of her body and that he wanted more. But she’d yet to work out what the men on the island wanted. What motivated them beyond their being punished for being disobedient.

“Raise your eyes, slowly,” she said at last. “You may look straight ahead, then stop and remain like that.”

He did as she’d instructed. She was certain now that he was looking directly at the tiny bikini bottoms she was wearing. And scanning slowly upward allowed him a look at her legs, which she knew were irresistible to men. Could he now see her bikini top? she wondered. He might even have a vague impression of her face, an out-of-focus view of what she looked like.

She shifted her feet, rotating her hip slightly. She stared down at the front of his shorts. She could clearly see the outline of his penis. Her hands, which she’d placed on her hips in a stance that she thought suited someone with a position of authority, now began to casually, sensuously caress her body. Her hips responded, slowly shifting left and right in a seductive, unselfconscious manner.

She could see that he was watching her. And she could see that he was growing slightly more on edge, unaware of her intentions. She kept her eyes on the front of his shorts and was rewarded when she saw the first tentative movement, a gentle upward pressure that more clearly defined his cock in his shorts. She smiled broadly. She took a step forward and placed one hand on the top of his head to steady herself as she lifted her right foot and brought it up between his legs. Her toes came in contact with the thin layer of material draped over his slowly hardening cock.

“Do you know what I am?” she asked softly. “I am a cock-tease,” she answered her own question, an admission she’d never made to anyone before. “Earlier this year I turned eighteen. And you know what I did? Well, see, there’s a man who lives in my building. Mr. Talman. He’s older, like you. Not old old, you know,” she clarified. “But older than me. Probably twice my age. So this guy, he lives in our building like I said. He has one of the penthouse suites. And I can tell that he has a thing for me. The way he looks at me, you know? Anyway, I’d been waiting for an opportunity. And on my birthday, I decided to make it happen that I encountered him by ‘accident’ in the stairwell,” Gina said, laughing at the memory. “He was coming up and I was, supposedly, heading down. He’s going to be a gentleman, right? So he stops, smiles a little puppy dog smile, looking up at me and waiting for me to pass by. But instead, I slowly sat down on the stairs. Watching him. I’m at his eye level now, sitting on the stairs. I’m wearing a cute little skirt. And oops, I don’t have any panties on. I slowly leaned back, my elbows on the next stair up, and I spread my legs. I mean, he’s a gentleman and all that but he can’t not look. I spread my knees wide and let him have an eyeful. Now I could have shaved my pussy, I thought about it, but instead I thought he should see my gorgeous little bush of pubic hair. Now, he has a clear view of my labia, which I will admit, were totally slick and wet at this point. I’d been waiting to get him exactly in this position. It was so perfect. His eyes, you know? I could see that he was terrified of what might happen if he were to be caught looking at me the way he was looking at me, but he also couldn’t stop himself. He wanted this. So he looked up at me, wondering what I was going to do. I think I could have done anything I wanted at that point. So I looked down at the front of his pants and I said, ‘Now you show me.’ The look he had on his face was perfect. He couldn’t get his zipper down fast enough and he pulled his cock out. It was completely hard, like I could have used it for a coat hook or something,” she said, laughing. “It was sticking out and almost straight up, and he stood there showing it to me, wondering what now. What was I going to let him do? He wanted to fuck me right there in the stairwell. But that wasn’t going to happen.

Gina paused for a moment, watching Daniel’s cock begin to throb in his shorts. She smiled.

“So I told him I wanted him to look at my pussy and jerk it,” Gina continued. “I told him to stroke his dick while I watched. He did exactly what I told him to do, and his eyes kind of glazed over while he stared at my pussy. Now, I know our building because I’ve lived there my whole life. And I knew exactly what time it was. I knew precisely when he was going to be coming up the stairs, and exactly when Mrs. Evans, my neighbor, was going to enter the stairwell and begin making the ascent to her apartment. So while Mr. Talman was surprised by the sound of the door swinging open one floor below, I was not. I had expected it. I gave him the biggest smile when it happened, because this was the moment I’d been waiting for. When he had to stuff his big cock back into his trousers, making the most obscene bulge in the front like a fucking pervert. I stood up, straightened my skirt, and walked down the stairs, making sure that I was slow enough that Mrs. Evans would be coming up while he was still there. I stood in front of him and backed up just enough that I could feel his cock pressed against my ass. ‘Hi, Mrs. Evans,’ I said as sweetly as possible, shifting back and forth against Mr. Talman’s erection. ‘Oh, hello, dear,’ she said. ‘Hello, Mr. Talman,’ she said curiously. He said hello and I smiled and the moment she walked past and started up the stairs I took off down the stairs, laughing at Mr. Talman’s rock hard dick.”

Gina took a step forward and examined the erection of the man kneeling before her, which had tightly stretched the front of his shorts and made them practically see-through. She placed a hand on the top of his head, then brought her foot up between his legs and stroked his cock with the top of her foot.

“Oh, your dick is hard too,” she noted. “And you’re not even allowed to play with it. You’re just going have to wait for it to go down. I bet that’s going to be frustrating for you, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

Gina laughed victoriously and took a step back.

“Serves you right. What’s your name?” she asked.

“It’s Daniel, Miss,” he replied.

“Miss Gina,” she corrected him.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“We’re not done, Danny,” Gina said. “I’m going to leave you now with that big, painfully hard erection in your shorts, but you will see me again. And next time is going to be worse for you,” she promised, giving him a big smile, then turned and walked out of the villa. Gina thought perhaps Daniel might be a suitable victim for her to play with. She had a new outlook on the potential for enjoying her stay on the island.


Chapter 21

It was during Anton’s morning swim the following morning that he was seen by two young women who’d come down to the beach to lay in the morning sun. They were Maylie and Kenyon, who had arrived the day before.

“You! Come here,” Kenyon called out to Anton.

He had just put his shorts back on and was about to walk back to his bungalow to get ready to report for his daily assignment, but he couldn’t refuse a direct order.

“Yes, Miss?” he asked once he was standing before them. They were lying on their beach towels, and they were both completely naked. He did his best to keep his eyes from examining their bodies.

“We want sunscreen on our backs,” Kenyon explained.

Anton dutifully picked up the bottle and squirted the lotion into the palm of his hand, then began slathering it onto the entirety of her body. He was wary, as he realized that the two women had arrived recently for a vacation, and he had already noticed that the new arrivals were often curious about what they could do with their newfound position of authority.

When he had finished massaging the lotion onto Kenyon’s back, she told him to continue down the back of her legs. Anton realized this required him to rub lotion onto her bare ass, which he did as carefully as possible so as to not be seen as trying to exploit the situation. Then he continued down her legs. At that point, Kenyon rolled over onto her back.

“Now the front of my body,” she said as casually as she was able. She was clearly enjoying herself. Anton began at her ankles and worked upward, noticing that the woman’s friend was watching him carefully.

“Either he’s getting an erection from touching your beautiful, perfect body, or he’s trying to shoplift a banana,” Maylie said.

Kenyon laughed.

“Well let’s see,” Kenyon replied. “Make sure you rub the sunscreen lotion on my tits really well,” she told Anton. “If the banana gets bigger, then it’s not a banana,” she said with a laugh.

“Yeah, I guess he’s not a shoplifter after all,” Maylie said. “It’s just that you’re really hot, Kenyon. OK, now me,” she said to Anton. “We wanna see those shorts get nice and stretched out.”

Anton felt incapable of preventing his giving the two women exactly what they wanted to see. And the material he was wearing had been selected for such a purpose, so that his erection was clearly defined in the front of his shorts.

* * *

“You’re late,” Viola said, her delivery indicating her displeasure when Anton walked into the lower level of the villa to report for work.

He knew it was futile to mention the women delaying him to apply sunscreen. Making an excuse was generally seen as asking for an even greater punishment.

“Would you like to stand in the corner to await your punishment?” Viola said.

Anton was silent for a moment, unsure if he was expected to answer her.

“It’s not a question, Anton,” she said, pointing.

Anton quickly moved to stand facing the corner. Viola went over to a cabinet on the wall and opened it, withdrawing a short, stiff riding crop. She approached Anton without hurry.

“Shorts down, Anton,” she demanded. “What, have you never been punished before?”

Anton quickly drew his shorts down to his ankles, then returned to a standing position with his arms up and his hands behind his head.

“No, that is less than ideal,” Viola said. “Try again.”

Anton reached down to pull up his shorts, then reversed direction, pulling them down to his ankles. Then he assumed the position. Viola watched him silently.

“Better,” Viola said. “But I’d like to see you try again. Impress me.”

When she was satisfied with his effort, she took the strap she’d been holding in her hand and began delivering twenty strokes across his bare ass. Anton realized that he would be licking Viola’s pussy after she landed the strap repeatedly across his butt cheeks. When Viola was satisfied with his punishment, she took as seat in her desk chair.

“I’m certain I don’t need to prompt you to show your gratitude for your correction,” Viola said, sliding her skirt up her hips.

“No, Miss Viola,” Anton replied. “Thank you, Miss Viola.”

He knelt between her thighs and showed his appreciation for his whipping by attending to her pleasure by using his tongue to the best of his ability.

* * *

Anton found that his work assignments were not unpleasant, but rather they were a way for him to either distract himself from any thoughts that troubled him or focus his mind on what he thought was important. The mantra that had been repeated endlessly to him was that it was inappropriate for him to want anything but the opportunity to serve. But he couldn’t silence the desire he had for a life with Lina. During his work assignments he might allow himself to be distracted by the work, pushing such ideas from his conscious thought. When he found himself unable to avoid his fixation on Lina, he tried to reason with himself that in a way, he did have a life with her in that he was one of the men with which she would amuse herself. He tried to accept that this was as close as he was going to get to fulfilling his desire. Simply being among the men she allowed to serve her should be enough for him, he tried to convince himself. Still, he felt an urgent need to be more for her. When such thoughts occupied his mind, he found himself going in circles, almost literally.

“Haven’t you cleaned this part of the floor already?” Viola asked. She was standing over him, taking a look at his progress.

“Oh, I was just being thorough, Miss Viola,” he replied.

“Do you need another whipping?” Viola asked.

“If you say so, Miss Viola,” Anton replied.

“Hmm,’ Viola replied, considering his response. “Maybe later,” she concluded.

It was during his execution of the assigned task that Anton overheard two women discussing Lina’s new boy toy, as they called him. It was Eric, he learned, and they were discussing the fact that he was known primarily for two things: being remarkably talented at licking pussy and having a massive, muscular build. In discussing Eric, the two women mentioned that it was necessary, as far as they were able to ascertain, that the main challenge would be to spread one’s knees far enough apart to admit his upper body between them.

“Seriously, I think Lina must be really flexible to have him serving her pussy,” one of the women said.

Anton felt something akin to how he thought it might feel if someone shoved him onto a frozen lake and he felt the thin ice crack and give way, the water so cold on his skin it felt like knives against his skin. Then hands pushing him down, holding him under the surface so he couldn’t breathe. He felt like he couldn’t draw in air even if he weren’t below water since the freezing cold made his lungs feel as though he was unable to draw in air regardless. But he was not underwater, and he wasn’t even cold, relatively. Instead, he was on his hands and knees, scrubbing the floor of the dining room.

Anton tried his best to focus on his assigned task and give it the attention he knew was expected of him. But regardless his understanding that Lina was going to exercise her freedom to have whomever she chose to serve her sexually made Anton feel a tightening in his chest that he realized was due to his feelings of jealousy. He tried to conceal his thoughts and feelings about what he had heard, but he was having limited success in doing so.

“Are you listening to our conversation, boy?” the woman who had been speaking asked, directing her comment to Anton. He was on his hands and knees only a few meters away. “Because if you’re eavesdropping on our private conversation, then you’ll need to be taught a lesson.”

“Whip his ass with a leather tawse,” the other woman mused aloud.

“A tawse?” the first asked. “Where would I get a tawse? I don’t even really know what that is.”

“And you call yourself dominant?” the second woman kidded her.

“Yeah, dominant to the point that I don’t need to remember what all that kind of equipment is,” she replied, laughing.

The two women paused for a moment and watched Anton scrub the floor.

“Could you imagine having a slut like this one on his hands and knees, scrubbing your kitchen floor?” she asked, watching him attend to his assignment.

“It really makes me think my boyfriend is going to have to step it up, you know?” she replied.

“This one isn’t bad, I guess,” one of the women noted, regarding Anton. She took a step in his direction, then bent over and pulled his shorts down in back to expose his bare butt. “Yeah, that’s a nice little package of buns.”

The other woman laughed.

“Package of buns?” she asked incredulously. “I mean, you’re right, but that ass should be given a nice pink blush. I say we warm it up for him.”

“With what? I’d volunteer to spank him by hand, but I think he needs a bit more than that. I don’t want to hurt my hand.”

“I bet there’s a wooden spoon in here somewhere,” she replied, rummaging through a drawer. “Here we are,” she said as she pulled a long wooden spoon out of the drawer. “It’s sturdy and thick. I think it may just do the job.”

She sauntered over and positioned herself beside Anton and placed the sole of her high-heeled shoe on his hand, pressing it flat to the floor.

“Let’s see how well-behaved you are,” she said. “Don’t move.”

She brought the thick, wooden implement back, then swung it toward his bare ass, striking her target and making a loud smack! against his skin.

“Ooh, that’s some nice development of his musculature,” she noted. “Hardly any movement, just a nice, tight response.”

She gave him a few more whacks across his bare butt, examining his reaction. Then she unleashed four or five in quick succession. Anton found that he was grateful for the distraction from his feelings of jealousy and tried to focus on remaining obedient throughout the punishment.

“See? It brings up the color real quick,” she said, reaching down and stroking his skin. “Boys always look better with a freshly spanked butt.”

“Did you like that, boy?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss,” Anton replied.

“I think we should hear some gratitude,” she said.

“Thank you, Miss,” Anton replied. “Thank you for correcting me.”

The two women laughed victoriously. They lingered for a moment, amused that he was to leave his ass exposed after he’d been given a beating. Finally the two women left him alone, and Anton felt the sting of the punishment fade as his thoughts of Lina returned. He didn’t even notice the sound of footsteps approaching.

“How’s my little cock-toy?” Lina asked. “I see that you’ve been put in your place recently,” she said, noticing his reddened ass on display. “That’s attractive. I’ve been keeping tabs on you, as I do with all my slaves. You’ve gotten a number of punishments, as expected, but I’ve heard that you take them well. Your current status is broken in, though you aren’t really supposed to know that. And Viola has a high estimation of your skill, which is remarkable. She is very unforgiving with her judgment.”

“Thank you, Miss Lina,” Anton replied, kneeling, but now sitting up. “I appreciate the compliment from Miss Viola.”

“Thing is, I’ve found myself thinking about that lovely, long tongue of yours,” she admitted. “Perhaps I have missed it.”

“Isn’t Eric attending to that?” Anton asked.

Lina slapped him hard across the face.

“How dare you,” she said, clearly angry with him. “What I do with my slaves is not for you to remark upon or have an opinion about. Do you think that I should limit myself to having just one man when I can have any man I want?” she asked.

It sounded like less of a question and more of a challenge to Anton.

“At times, I may take advantage of your capacity to serve,” Lina said. “And what I do with you, or any other of my slaves, is entirely up to me. I am Lina, a dominant female goddess, and you, Anton, are a cock-toy. You are a slave and a servant, allowed to serve at my pleasure, and I will have others like you who will want nothing more than to genuflect before me, desperately hoping they will be allowed to satisfy my sadistic need to inflict pain on their servile bodies. Keep it in the back of your mind that if you are to have even a moment of time with me, then you will be in competition with any number of men who will do anything I say and do it to the best of their ability. Suffice it to say that you should be on your toes, so to speak.”

“Yes, Miss Lina,” Anton said.

“Shut the fuck up,” Lina exclaimed, giving another slap across the face.

With that, Lina turned on her heel and walked out of the room. For a full minute, Anton stared straight ahead, feeling the sting of Lina’s slap across his face. He had the sensation that he had tripped himself up and was now falling into an abyss. It was a sensation that left him feeling like he was plunging into an unknown depth, and all that he could do was rededicate himself to serve as a slave, hoping against hope that his obedience might repair the mistake he’d made in talking to Lina and expressing his desire for her. He began scrubbing the floor once again, redoubling his effort. But thoughts of Lina still occupied his mind.


Chapter 22

The massage tables were set up perpendicular to the coastline in a room that had a roof but no wall on the ocean side. Alexandra and Sofia were each lying face-down and were soon blissfully content under the ministrations of the two masseuses employed for the purpose.

Alexandra giggled at the fact that the masseuse’s cock, draped with a thin layer of fabric, was directly in front of her as he massaged her shoulders. She thought about reaching out and giving it a squeeze, but she was too serenely relaxed to make the effort.

“I think Gina has found a little playmate to amuse her,” she said to Sofia.

“Oh, that’s good,” Sofia replied. “That’s what she needed.”

“And we’re going to have dinner tonight with a friend of mine,” Alexandra mentioned. “You’ve met Carly, right?”

“Yeah, but I think it was just the one time,” Sofia replied. “She’s hilarious.”

“I know, I totally love her,” Alexandra said. “We’ll have Gina with us as well. I think my niece will get a kick out of meeting Carly. You know, she lives here now. Carly, I mean. She was one of the first to pretty much immediately come to live here on a permanent basis.”

“Have you thought about it?” Sofia asked. “You know, living here?”

“Thought about it, yeah,” Alexandra replied. “Maybe. I do see the benefits of living here full time.”

“Yeah, me too,” Sofia replied, laughing.

Alexandra looked over to see that her friend was staring at her masseuse’s body, openly objectifying him for her amusement.

After their massage, Alexandra and Sofia met up with Gina, then walked toward the restaurant off to one side of the villa, an open-air seating area illuminated by hundreds of candles throughout the space, each offering a soft amber glow. Alexandra noticed Carly sitting at a table.

“Well finally, you filthy bitch!” Carly exclaimed, standing to receive her friend. “I can’t believe it took you so long to finally come check out the most beautiful place in the world.”

“I know, you miserable cunt, I can’t just give up my life at the snap of my fingers!” Alexandra replied, embracing Carly warmly. They all took seats at Carly’s table.

“Well, you should learn how to snap your fingers better,” Carly said. She then demonstrated by snapping her fingers, in response to which a man suddenly appeared beside her. “A bottle of wine,” she said impatiently.

The waiter spun on his heel and went to retrieve the wine.

“Really?” Alexandra asked. “Just, ‘a bottle of wine’ and that’s it? What is he even going to bring?”

“Well, it’s my wine, from my wine cellar,” Carly replied. “I have it shipped by the case, and the waiter knows what I want. Membership has its privileges. But anyway, fuck me, who are these two lovely ladies?”

“This is my friend Sofia, and this is my niece, Gina,” Alexandra replied.

Carly appeared to Gina to be like the women she’d seen in paintings. She imagined her like a portrait of a woman reclining on a settee, voluptuously curvy in shape and blissfully content. Only when she was in motion, she was boisterous and liked to swear a lot. Gina was amused.

A waiter reappeared, and Gina was amused by the way Carly openly objectified him while he poured the glasses of wine, then handed them menus, making a short statement about the chef’s recommendations.

Gina was unsurprised to see the menu had a fairly standard Caribbean selection of jerk chicken, ropa vieja, shrimp with black pepper sauce, ackee and saltfish, steamed and fried fish, marinated chicken and pork, arroz con frijole negro, and fried plantains. She was surprised by the selection of fruit, which included carambola, plantain, guava, june plum, green banana, breadfruit, pomegranate, pineapple, mango, prickly pear, jicama, papaya, cherimoya, noni fruit, mamey, dragon fruit, passionfruit, coconut, sour sop, mandarin orange, jack fruit, and watermelon.

“I don’t even know what half of this stuff is,” she commented.

“Take my advice,” Carly said, “try everything.”

Gina wondered if Carly was referring exclusively to the selection of fruit.

When the waiter arrived with the various plates of food the women had ordered, Carly examined the table, then alerted the waiter.

“This is not what I ordered,” Carly said, sounding annoyed. “I said pineapple, and I do not see pineapple. Do you want me to spank you across the balls?” she asked.

“No, Miss Carly,” he replied. “I apologize. I will correct that at once, Miss Carly.”

“No, you will place your balls in my hand,” Carly replied.

The waiter slid his shorts down and maneuvered to comply with her direction. Carly squeezed his balls tightly in her grip.

“Your failure has irritated me,” she said. “I don’t like it when men irritate me because I have to spend my time disciplining them. When you are done with your shift you will come and find me. I am going to whip your little butt until you can’t sit down. Then you are going to be oh-so-grateful to me for having spent my time correcting you. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Carly,” the waiter replied with a waver in his voice. He knew that Carly would not go easy on him.

“Now you will bring me what I ordered,” she said, releasing his balls from her grip.

“Thank you, Miss Carly,” he replied.

The waiter moved quickly to comply with her direction.

“It seems that for all of Lina’s efforts in selecting the right men, they still need some behavior modification,” Carly said with a sigh. “It’s to be expected, sadly, anyone who has a cock must be taken in hand and given discipline regularly regardless of their training. Luckily, I wasn’t entirely truthful with our little servant boy just now. I love punishing boys. Especially when they deserve it. They’re so cute when they’re writhing in pain. And the thing is, they love to be whipped with the strap,” she said. “It teaches them a lesson, and they so appreciate it. I don’t know why that is the case, but I’m not going to deny them the pleasure of being given a hard whipping. I see it as a favor I am more than willing to extend to them. If a boy truly wants what I can give them with my strap, then I am happy to indulge them. I love to see them offer up their bare ass for a beating. I make sure that they get what they have coming to them.”

At this point, the waiter reappeared with a large bowl of pineapple chunks.

“This one tends to get an erection when I whip him,” Carly said while squeezing his butt cheek.

“I apologize for my error, Miss Carly,” the waiter said.

“Fuck off,” Carly replied. “Your ass is going to be crimson before I’m done with you.”

The waiter gave a slight bow, then departed quickly.

“He’s in so much trouble,” Carly said as she watched him walking back toward the kitchen. She laughed, then picked up a piece of pineapple on her fork. “I’m so looking forward to it.”

After lunch, the four women moved to an open-air lounge area. There were cushioned chairs placed seemingly at random, yet perfectly situated to facilitate small groups of women to relax and converse. A man who wore a collar around his neck appeared, and without prompting, knelt before Carly and began massaging her feet.

“How lovely,” Alexandra noted, and her delivery suggested a twinge of jealousy.

Carly snapped her fingers. Another man appeared, and Carly pointed toward Alexandra’s feet. The man knelt before Alexandra and asked, politely, “Would you care for a foot massage, Miss?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” she replied.

“Anyone else?” Carly asked.

“I’m good,” Gina said.

“I’m too ticklish,” Sofia replied.

Alexandra noticed the collar around the neck of the man massaging Carly’s feet.

“I thought if they were collared that means they are owned by one of the women on the island,” Alexandra said.

“That’s true,” Carly replied, “and I’m the current owner of this one. The collar around his neck means he’s mine for as long as I want him to be.”

She lifted her other foot and employed it in raising the man’s chin.

“Isn’t he cute?” she asked. She slid her toes between his lips. “Suck it,” she said to the man kneeling before her.

“Does he have a name?” Alexandra asked.

“I haven’t decided on one,” Carly replied, watching the man take each of her toes into his mouth and suck and lick them attentively.

Then Carly used one foot to pull down his shorts and lowered her gaze to assess his cock.

“He is a bit small for my preference,” she assessed. “But he’s acceptable.”

Gina was surprised, since she thought the man to be remarkably well-hung.

Carly leaned forward and took his cock in her hand and twisted it back and forth, examining it.

“One of the many ways I rate men is by the shape of the head of the cock,” Carly explained. “I find there is a natural order. Men will come to understand this if it is made clear to them. There is an obvious ranking in preference. The glans, or the head of the cock, should be prominent to begin with a nice, well-defined rim, flared out and rounded smooth. This one is less-than-ideal, but again, acceptable.”

Then she took his balls in her hand.

“I like the balls bigger too,” she added. “Stick out your tongue,” she directed him.

He dutifully stuck out his tongue, which had a bit of a bow shape to it and narrowed to a point at the end. Gina was impressed.

“This is his best feature,” Carly said. “I get a lot of use out of his tongue.”

She reached up and placed her hand on his upper back, then curled her fingers into claw-like shape and raked her fingernails down his back. His back arched, but aside from that inadvertent reaction, he did not respond. So she repeated the action several more times, watching him closely. Finally she drove him to the point that he emitted a hissing sound between clenched teeth, followed by an anguished moan that he quickly extinguished.

“I think you’ve gotten his attention,” Sofia noted, sounding impressed.

“And I’ve just gotten started with this one,” Carly replied. “By the time I’m done with him he’ll be reduced to crawling on his hands and knees, begging me for mercy.”

“I assume he will not receive it,” Sofia said.

“No, of course not,” Carly replied. “That’s when the real fun starts.”

“I’ll do the cruelest things I can think of to his naked body,” she said in an almost dreamlike manner as she sat back and the man resumed her foot massage. “I’ve developed over the previous decade what I’ve come to identify as a resentment toward men. They’re supremely arrogant, as you all know, and I’d become fixated on the idea that they need to be taken down by subjecting them to various punishments. I’d actually begun fantasizing about having men as slaves and making them endure pain and humiliation. It had become a fantasy that never failed to make me orgasm to think of having a man tied down to my bed while I straddled his face in reverse, a short strap at the ready to slap him across the balls. But more than that, I’d wanted a man on a leash to make him crawl on his hands and knees, serving me in every way. Now, on the island, I have all of that,” Carly said with a winning smile, gesturing to what constituted the world around her.

“One of my considerations is that it’s almost impossible to make me come,” Carly admitted.

What struck her guests was that Carly did not sound unhappy with this fact. Rather, she stated it in a confrontational manner, as though she enjoyed the challenge she presented.

“To be clear, I did say almost,” Carly clarified. “I’ve had men who were ultimately able to bring me to orgasm, it’s just that my body does not make it easy for them. They need to put in the work.”

“Well, that sounds fair enough,” Alexandra commented. “It should always be work for them. They should have to earn it.”

“And that’s one of the reasons I wanted to come here,” Carly said. “Pun intended,” she added, with a sly wink. “I think I may be more demanding than most men have experience in handling. Part of it is just the way my body reacts, by which I mean the physical response to his lips and tongue. Let’s just say the length of his tongue is important to his chance of success. And his endurance. He’ll need to be able to go without drawing a breath for stretches of time,” she said, and laughed. “But in addition to that, it’s mental as well. Something I’ve come to understand about myself is that I want a man to feel, oh, I don’t know exactly how to put it. Maybe humiliated is the word. Taken advantage of. Or tricked. On the edge of it being non-consensual. I don’t know if I’m making myself clear. But it’s something I no longer feel I need to make excuses for. I don’t apologize. It’s just how I am.”

“Well, that’s the thing about this place,” Alexandra noted. “Lina’s genius is in creating a place where you don’t have to apologize for anything about you or the way you are.”

“True. I had this guy named Devon,” Carly explained, “this was a few years back, when the idea for establishing an island as a female dominant utopia was just an idea in Lina’s head. It was a long-term thing, at least for me, since I rarely can be with any one man too long before I’m bored with him. Anyway, to make it interesting I told Devon that we were going to go for one month where he was going to give me an orgasm every day, but he wasn’t going to come even once. Just one month, I mean, it wasn’t like I was even asking that much. But I want really asking, either. I was absolutely telling him how it was going to be,” she said, laughing. “After he made a fuss and sat around pouting for the rest of the day he gave in, obviously. He gave me what I wanted. And I think he was surprised, because initially he’d said, ‘Every day? My tongue is so tired and sore after licking your pussy I’ll need at least a day just to recover.’ But once I’d established the rule that he was obligated to making me come and he was going to go without, he could bring me to orgasm in no time. Less than an hour. Not much less, but I could straddle him and grind down on his face, in reverse so I could watch his cock throbbing, desperate for release. Just the fact that I was going to give him blue balls by the end of it would have me so turned on. And Devon had a remarkably long tongue, so I could ride it, which I love doing.”

“So it sounds like he was amenable to fulfilling your demands,” Lina said. “But I’m guessing you grew bored with him nonetheless?”

“Like most men, he just couldn’t keep up,” she said. “After a month of essentially being, as you call it, a pussy slave, I decided I wanted him to remain in that capacity. I introduced his new reality to him, that he was going to be serving me on a daily basis, since I’d really gotten to like the ritual of climbing onto his face for a nice long ride. It was cathartic for me, I guess. So many men have fallen short, and I’d grown resentful. I liked making him pay for that for no other reason that he had a cock. I’d come to the conclusion that if you’ve got a cock, then you need to pay. So I’d fuck his tongue and I’d cock-tease him relentlessly until he’d have this massively painful erection. The man I have now, he’ll go down on me and lick my pussy for well over an hour.”

“An hour?” Alexandra asked. “I don’t think I could take it for that long.”

“Oh, I love it like that,” Carly explained. “Well anyway, I require a man with a remarkable talent. Someone cute and muscular, of course, a really gorgeous body is a requirement, and I prefer that he’s really well-hung. I like to see a truly massive erection on a guy when I’m fucking his face.”

Gina was surprised to suddenly burst out laughing, to her aunt’s amusement.

“This one here has shown some aptitude,” Carly said, prodding him in the chest with the foot he was not currently massaging. “I’ll just push him away after I come. I’m too sensitive at that point. He’ll just kiss it softly, waiting for me to recover, then he’ll start over, slowly working on the next orgasm. Anyway, I’ll have him licking me like once a day at least, but every day. And that’s it. I’ll let him tell me how badly he wants to fuck me, or how much he wants me to make him come. I’ll let him beg me because he’s actually really cute like that. He’ll get so hard, like sticking straight up and throbbing, and he’ll have this adorable, desperate look on his face. I just love giving him blue balls, so I’ll go so far as to stroke it for a little while, slowly circling the rim of his cock head with the tip of my finger, but I always stop. He’ll know it’s over when I started laughing at him, because he knows that denial always makes me laugh. It’s so cute and funny to see a guy with an excruciating case of blue balls.”

“I wish I could do that,” Alexandra said, wistfully. “But I’ve kind of got the opposite. I am obsessed with absolutely draining a man. Right after I make him come, I start in on making him come a second time. I absolutely wrecked a young man who was so kind as to carry my bags to my room this morning,” she said with a joyous laugh.

“So, what about your guests?” Carly asked. “Sofia? Gina? “Have you found anything that’s caught your attention on the island?”

“Well, Gina has been quiet about it, but I get the idea she’s found a man to play with,” Alexandra replied.

Gina shrugged her shoulders.

“Maybe,” she said coyly.

“And Sofia?” Carly asked.

“I um, well,” Sofia said quietly, “I guess that I have, let’s just say, specific interests.”

“She’s always quiet about it,” Alexandra said.

Carly examined Sofia for a moment. Then she allowed a slight smile to appear across her face.

“Tell me,” Carly said, “Might you have anything in your luggage that fits your body, but couldn’t properly be called clothing?”

Sofia appeared to blush, a pale pink color rising in her cheeks.

“Um, maybe,” she replied. “Yes.”

“Is it big?” Carly asked.

Sofia inhaled, her lips tightening.

“Yes,” she replied.

“How big? If I may ask,” Carly said.

Gina and Alexandra were riveted, watching the exchange. They waited while Sofia got up the nerve to reply.

“Ten inches? Or so,” Sofia replied.

“And you want to bury all ten inches, or so . . . ?” Carly asked.

“In a cute boy’s tight little ass?” Sofia replied.

There was a silent pause for a moment.

“Holy crap, how did I not know this about you?” Alexandra asked, then burst out laughing. “I love it, but it sounds like you’ve been shy about having what you want.”

“It’s this island, I think,” Sofia replied. “Yeah, the fantasy has been there a long time,” she said, pointing to the side of her head. “I’ve some experience, but not a lot.”

“Why, Sofia, welcome to the island,” Carly said with a broad smile. “And yes, here you can have exactly that which you most desire. I am certain we can even help you find the man you want.”


Chapter 23

“I want to hear you speak openly and truthfully,” Lina said.

Anton heard the words she’d said, but they made him feel nervous. He was unsure of what he could actually say in her presence. She had had him brought to her private bungalow, and he felt it uniquely intimidating to be brought before her and made to kneel on the soft, luxurious rug in her living room. The room itself was extravagantly appointed, with a cathedral ceiling and expensive, yet comfortable furniture. Lina herself sat reclining on the couch, While Anton knelt before her.

“Since I arrived on the island,” he began his reply, “I’ve felt that I’m nothing but a slave,” he said, instantly regretting having said it.

She had a look on her face like she was simultaneously stunned, amused, and offended. Then she had to laugh because she didn’t know how else to react.

“That’s exactly what you are, Anton,” she replied. “What the fuck did you expect? On this island, men are slaves. As it should be.”

“Yes, Miss Lina,” Anton replied, “but I mean, I had hoped . . .” he began saying, then went silent. “I want to be collared,” Anton blurted out.

“There’s your mistake,” Lina replied. “Slaves don’t want anything but to serve. It’s what you signed up for, Anton. “You should be grateful for the opportunity. Do you have any idea how many men there are out there who would give anything to be in your position? Living their lives as slaves to the women on this island? Because there’s a lot. Here, I’m going to show you.”

Lina had a laptop on a side table, and she quickly navigated to the website the island used to process applications. She entered her passcode, which allowed her access to the long list of applicants and their fully processed forms for admission to the island.

“Are you seeing this?” she asked. “Look.” She clicked on a profile. “Just take a look at this guy who’s in the process of applying. Look at his photo.”

Anton looked at the image on her computer monitor. It was of a man kneeling before the camera, completely naked. Anton couldn’t help but be impressed. Anton had never felt small with regards to his endowment. He was, according to Dr. Ferris, who’d measured his erection before he’d been officially admitted to the island, seven and a half inches in length. However, the man in the photo had an enormous cock, like a porn star.

Lina examined Anton kneeling beside her.

“What I want for you, Anton, is for you to feel every excruciating, torturous sensation as you watch me, wanting nothing more than to inhale my scent, or press your lips against the heel of my foot, or feel my whip upon your body. You will feel all of this, and it will cause your body and your mind to ache for me. The sight of me will be agonizing for you, knowing that you can only look. You can’t touch. But you will watch me fuck other men.”

Anton had an expression Lina couldn’t quite place. It was a look of pain and desire in equal measure, so similar to the expression Lina had long appreciated on the face of her submissive men. But it was something else. Something that caused her to react in a profoundly emotional way. She reached out and touched Anton’s face.

“You’re not a person, don’t you understand that?” she said impatiently. “You surrendered any claim to personhood when you came here to my island. You gave up any rights to be here in exchange for being allowed to serve. Specifically me, but all of the women here as well. I own you. You are my property. I am not going to take anything you think or want into consideration. All you do is serve like a fucking slave,” she said while she slapped him hard across the face. “Crawl across the floor and make sure that your head is below the level of your ass. Now,” she demanded, pointing.

Anton lowered his head and crawled forward, his face feeling the sting of the slap as well as the burning sensation of humiliation. Once he had reached the post in the middle of the room, Lina had him turn around and back up on the dildo that was placed on the post.

“Keep backing up until you’ve taken every inch of that dildo in your asshole, and then I have more to say to you,” Lina hissed. “You’re going to listen while you fuck yourself on the dildo.”

Anton pushed his hips backward, forcing the massive dildo into his ass. At Lina’s insistence, he continued until his butt was pressed against the wooden beam. Then he reversed direction and began to rhythmically fuck himself with the dildo.

“Now, listen up,” Lina said, her voice more relaxed, but still menacing. “You’re a fuck-toy. Obviously. Examine yourself in the moment. You ride that fucking dildo like a bitch. Like a slut. And you know what? Your dick is rock-hard, isn’t it Anton? You love being my slave. You can’t deny that. But it’s not free. It costs everything you’ve got. Your dignity. Your ego. Your self-possession. You’ve become a cock-toy for me to use however I want, and now you think you are going to object to anything I order you to do? Even a suggestion is too much. How dare you think that you have any right to ask for anything. You don’t. You have nothing but the opportunity to prostrate yourself and genuflect before me. It’s an honor to be allowed to beg to lick my boots. Fuck you for daring to speak to me about what you want. It’s embarrassing that you haven’t gotten it through your head that you don’t want anything. You don’t have desires. You only serve, as well as you are able, and endure the punishment you deserve. Now, I want to see you really ream yourself on that dildo. Fuck your ass good and hard while you think about what punishment you deserve.”

Anton endeavored to do as she demanded, pressing his ass cheeks against the post each time he bottomed out on the shaft of the dildo.

“This will be a lesson for you,” she explained. “I want you to think about the way that you feel in this moment and realize that it is of no importance. Your discomfort is irrelevant. Your place is to serve and obey. Personal desires and personal comfort are no longer a consideration. Only the direct order of any female in your range of vision or hearing is of any importance. That is what will guide you. You will learn to disregard anything your body may be telling you, since your body is no longer your own. Your mind is not your own. You are a possession. Do you understand this lesson?” she asked.

“Yes, Lina,” Anton managed to reply. He wondered if he truly did.

“Good boy,” Lina replied.

Her words made Anton feel a warmth surge through his body. It soon dissipated as the discomfort of the enormous dildo stretching his asshole returned.

“At the next public event I am going to give you the most painful and humiliating punishment you’ve ever received,” Lina promised. “You’ve earned it.”


Chapter 24

Gina smiled, amused, as she took a look at herself in the mirror. She had slipped the thin, cotton dress onto her body without a bra or a pair of panties. Now she examined the result, seeing that the material was slightly see-through and her nipples were clearly visible, erecting two points of the fabric upward in front. The dress appeared as more of a whispered suggestion than a garment that covered her lithe, tight body.

She had to admit that her breasts looked magnificent draped in the thin material. They had a natural bounce to them without a bra, and she ordinarily would have felt self-conscious about it, but then she had gathered that there was nothing ordinary about the place she’d come to, and the way that women might present themselves was without the limitations the rest of the world place upon them.

She inhaled deeply, then exhaled, feeling her body relax, secure in the knowledge that she was in a place where she would not be judged for the way she dressed or the way she presented herself. She had seen two women sunning themselves poolside completely naked, and they appeared extraordinarily content and relaxed. On this island, Gina realized, women could do anything they wanted to without judgement. She decided she liked the option to do as she pleased, and she knew just who her target would be for her to experience the totality of all that she might do while in this island paradise.

She walked as though she was aimlessly exploring the island, yet she had a specific target in mind. She had noticed that Daniel had been assigned to the flower garden, and she meandered her way through the rows of blossoms until she’d essentially cornered him against a display of orchids.

“Why hello, Danny,” Gina said sweetly.

“Hello, Miss Gina,” he answered warily.

“Oh, what’s that, are you nervous? Do I make you nervous?” she said in a slightly condescending way. She reached up and tousled his hair.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“Why is that?” she said as she slid her fingertip along the slight bulge on the front of his shorts. “Is it because you are worried that I’m just going to cock-tease you and leave you really frustrated and hard?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said in a consoling tone of voice. “I am absolutely going to do exactly that. See, that’s what’s funny. It’s so much better if you know it’s going to happen. You’ve probably thought about it haven’t you? The day I left you kneeling on the floor in the villa with your cock so hard and I hadn’t even let you take it out. You probably wanted to take it out and show me, didn’t you?”

Daniel swallowed hard, then realized his only option was to admit the truth.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“Well if you’re good, I might let you pull your shorts down so you can show me.” Gina looked down and almost laughed when she saw that he was almost fully erect, the front of his shorts sticking out in an obscene display.

“Oh, look at that!” she exclaimed. “Why Danny, I haven’t even done anything and already you’re getting so hard for me. And when you know that I’m not going to let you come, even. Or will I?”

She laughed and placed her hand on his hip. Her touch electrified him.

“Oh that’s so cute,” she said, looking at his shorts. “So hard. It’s crazy how hard cocks can get. I mean, I expect you to get even harder for me. You want me to see that, right? So I tell you what, I’m going to let you see my tits.”

Gina slid one strap of her dress off her shoulder, then lowered it, exposing one breast. She followed by slipping the opposing strap off of her shoulder, to expose the other. They seemed to defy gravity like those of a woman with much smaller breasts. Her areola were pale pink, and conical in shape with erect nipples at their tips, projecting upward.

“You like looking at my tits, don’t you, Danny?” she asked, seeing his reaction.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“And my body,” she added. “You want to touch me.”

Gina pinched the head of his cock, harder than he would have expected. He gasped involuntarily, an admission on his part that aroused her. His lips parted, which she exploited by slipping two fingers into his mouth.

“Suck it, Danny,” she commanded.

He began sucking her fingers while she exploited his mouth, fingerfucking him between the lips.

“Now you’ll be simply dying to suck on my nipples,” she said. She pulled her fingers out of his mouth and held him by the back of his neck, bringing his face down to her breasts. He was about to place his tongue on her nipple when she grabbed him by a fistful of hair and held him just inches from her erect nipple.

“But I didn’t say that you could do that just yet,” she reminded him. “I want to hear you beg.”

“Please, Miss Gina,” he began.

“Please? Please what?” she asked.

“Please let me suck on your nipples, Miss Gina,” he begged.

“All right, I will let you, Danny,” Gina said sweetly. “But it will cost you.”

Daniel had a feeling of dread, wondering what Gina meant by her warning that it would cost him, but he put the thought aside for the moment as he lowered his mouth to her begin sucking on her nipples, first one, then the other. Gina felt an unexpected wave of desire as Daniel licked and sucked her nipples. She could feel the deep hunger in his mouth, wanting her, aroused by her, and she had to grip his muscular shoulders to remain upright. After some minutes of enjoying his desire for her, she pushed him back and regarded his erection, still trapped inside of his shorts.

“OK, Danny, why don’t you pull your shorts down so I can see you big, desperately hard cock?” Gina said.

Daniel complied immediately, slipping his shorts down. His cock swung outward, free of its constraint. Gina laughed at the sight.

“That’s so nice and hard, Danny,” she said. “Now I want to see it start to really throb. I want to see your cock head looking like it’s going to burst while its color deepens and the skin along your shaft is stretched tight.”

Daniel noticed that she remained sweet and friendly while she teased him.

“Oh, but I’m not going to make you come, am I?” she said.

She reached out and with the tip of her forefinger, she pressed upward on the head of his cock and examined it. She saw a drop of clear fluid dripping from the tiny slit. She scooped it up on her finger and brought it to his lips.

“Lick it up, Danny,” she said.

He dutifully licked his pre-cum from the tip of her finger.

“You’re so cute, Danny,” she said with a smile. “Now I’m going to leave you with an aching, heavy set of blue balls while you fantasize about squirting your cum all over my tits.”

Gina still had her breasts exposed, so she now lifted her bikini back into place, covering herself.

“You think about that, and let it make your balls ache,” she said with a cute little smile. “Maybe, just maybe I’ll let you, eventually. But for now, all you can do is dream about it.”

She reached down and gave his cock a squeeze, then turned and walked away. Daniel pulled up his shorts, which left the head of his cock sticking up above the waistband. He tried to pull his shorts up to cover himself but found that they pulled too tightly on his balls. As Gina had promised, they did ache, and the pressure against them made it worse. So he left the tip of his cock sticking out of his shorts and hoped that he would lose his erection eventually.


Chapter 25

The sun was making the day unusually warm as Carly and sat in a lounge chair at the café overlooking the pool. She noticed Maylie and Kenyon, the two young women who had arrived recently for a vacation. They had been laying out in the sun, which had dried them off after their swim. Then they each got up and found a seat under an umbrella, since the sun had become a bit too intense. As it turned out, they were seated near Carly, who was frequently amused by the female visitors to the island. She glanced at the two young women, each with what she felt was a spectacularly fit, sexy body, and wearing the tiniest bikinis she’d ever seen.

“I imagine you girls are shaved, or waxed?” Carly asked. “All silky smooth and hairless?”

“Well, yes, I am,” Maylie volunteered, though surprised with how forward Carly was in asking the question.

“I am too,” Kenyon seconded. “Why?”

“Oh, it’s just something that comes with living on the island for a length of time,” Carly said, laughing. “After a short period of adjustment, I realized that I didn’t feel like I wanted to have to tend to the upkeep. And the more I thought about it, the more I realized I love to make a man dive face-first into my big, hairy bush to lick my pussy.”

Carly laughed at the look on the girl’s faces.

“Yes, I have heard that I am rather forward,” Carly admitted. “Too much information, perhaps.”

“Not at all,” Kenyon replied. “It’s just that I’m not accustomed to it.”

“No, I suppose not,” Carly said. “Prudery is one of many ways to control information. The world,” she said, gesturing, “has kept women from knowing information about sex by shaming anyone who exchanged information freely. That’s why it took a number of years before I realized that I could have oral sex from men exactly the way I want it. Which, by the way, is for at least an hour at a time.”

“Wow,” Maylie replied. “That’s a length of time, for sure.”

“I’ll just push him away after I come,” Carly explained. “It’s too sensitive at that point. And that’s it. I’ll let him tell me how badly he wants to fuck me, or how much he wants me to make him come. I’ll let him beg me because he’s actually really cute like that. He’ll get so hard, like sticking straight up and throbbing, and he’ll have this adorable, desperate look on his face. I just love giving him an excruciating case of blue balls.”

“Absolutely agree,” Kenyon replied.

“How about that one there?” Maylie asked, pointing to a man who had just returned from delivering clean towels to be available poolside. “Do you think he needs to have his butt whipped?”

Carly laughed in response.

“Clearly,” Carly replied. “He looks like he wants it nice and hard. Any of the men on the island, really, but this one probably wants it harder than the others. Want to see?”

“I so want to see that,” Maylie replied.

“And I absolutely want to watch him get his ass beaten,” Kenyon agreed.

“Boy, fetch me a strap,” Carly called out.

He gave a quick nod of his head, then departed.

“We’ll see how quick he is about it,” she said.

Moments later he reappeared holding a long, thick, leather strap.

Carly took the strap in hand. The man quickly slid his shorts down to his ankles and then stood straight with his arms up and his hands behind his head.

“Wow,” Kenyon exclaimed. “This one is obedient.”

“They’re trained to do that,” Carly replied. “He knows what he has coming to him.”

“I can see the fear in his eyes,” Kenyon noted. “He looks like he’s afraid of what you’re going to do to him.”

“He should be,” Carly replied. “It a show of respect. And it’s really pretty, don’t you think? I mean, look at the arch in his back. He’s got his butt offered to my strap so nicely, really sticking it to out like he should in spite of how scared he is that I’m really going to hurt him.”

“I noticed that he assumed the position without hesitation,” Maylie said. “I’m guessing that’s due to his training?”

“Yeah,” Carly said, smiling broadly. “All of the men on the island have gone through a rigorous training, on top of already being really submissive. Lina only picks men who have already exhibited a deep devotion to a life of servitude. Recognizing their compulsion to subjugate themselves to female domination is only the beginning.”

She raised the strap, then brought it down hard and fast to smack him across both cheeks of his ass. It made a sharp crack! as she made contact with his bare skin.

Kenyon and Maylie were immediately impressed with Carly’s relentless application of the strap. She did not let up when he began to really whimper, his teeth clenched as he endured her masterful dominance of his bare ass. The two women allowed their eyes to wander about the young man’s body as they observed his whipping. They noted the way his muscles tightened and flexed in anticipation. They examined the expression on his face, curious what he was feeling and if it was as humiliating for him as they thought it would be to get his butt whipped while on display. And finally, they each lowered their gaze to take a look at his cock.

“He got an erection while you were whipping him,” Kenyon noted once Carly had concluded his punishment.

“That’s to be expected,” she replied. “It just means I should whip him harder next time.” She laid the strap across his erect cock. “You may thank me,” she said to the man.

“Thank you, Miss Carly,” he said.

“Now fuck off,” she replied.

“Wait,” Kenyon interrupted. “I mean, if you don’t mind,” she said to Carly.

“Oh, of course not,” Carly said when she saw the look on Kenyon’s face. “I take it you . . . ,” she began, then glanced at Maylie, “you two are interested in this one?”

“Yeah,” Kenyon replied. “I like the way he looked when you made him submit. “What do you think about this one as our next victim?” Kenyon asked Maylie.

“I would definitely count him as a potential candidate,” Maylie replied. “I like how he’s built, and he looks like he needs to be broken, you know? Like, I think we’d be doing him a favor by inflicting our own special method of dominating a sub male.”

“We have a special method?” Kenyon asked.

“Yeah, we’re each irresistible, but together we make men’s minds melt,” Maylie replied.

Kenyon laughed.

“Well, then by all means,” Carly replied. “Jordan, these two young goddesses are both your masters, now, so go and serve them to the best of your ability.”

Kenyon and Maylie took Jordan to the room they’d been sharing, and explained directly what would be the rules for his behavior for the rest of the afternoon. Maylie and Kenyon seemed to feel that it was more satisfying to dominate a man with an audience, which they provided each other by taking one man between them. Then they amused themselves by watching as the other flexed her power over their chosen victim.

“Shorts off to start, Jordan,” Kenyon declared. “Then it’s on your knees. We want to see you all cute and defenseless. Then we’re going to get mean,” she said with a sinister laugh.

This made Maylie giggle in response as the two girls watched Jordan comply with the directive. When he was naked as ordered, Kenyon slipped off her bikini bottoms, then stood directly before Jordan, her smooth, hairless pussy within reach of his tongue. She pressed his face between her legs and he responded by licking her soft, wet labia.

“Fuck yeah, that’s sexy,” Maylie said. “That looks so crazy dominant with you standing over him.

Then Jordan was made to crawl to where Maylie was sitting on the sofa, her legs spread wide.

“Suck it, pussy-face,” she commanded him.

“Ha-ha, did you just call him pussy-face?” Kenyon asked. “That’s hilarious. It’s an honor for him, and it’s fitting as well.”

The two women were content to hand Jordan back and forth, using his tongue not only for pleasure, but as a means of dominating him. He realized it was of secondary importance to them the pleasure they felt through their use of his tongue. It seemed that they were primarily interested in their power to compel him to bury his face between their thighs. They became increasingly demanding with him, taking ahold of him more roughly and forcing his tongue into service while they simultaneously made a point of humiliating him before doing so.

“And now, for the famously perfect humbler,” Kenyon announced.

She produced an item from her luggage made of two long, thick dowel rods of a hardwood that was smooth and lacquered and had metal attachments keeping them aligned with one another. She had Jordan offer himself to her as she placed the two rods against the backs of his thighs, one rod above his balls and the other below. She brought the two rods together, leaving just enough room for his scrotum between them, but effectively securing his balls. The two rods were locked in this position and remained pressed against the backs of his thighs.

“Try to stand up,” Kenyon said, sounding amused.

Jordan attempted to stand, but he could come nowhere close to straightening his legs as the wooden rods pulled his balls backward between his legs. At best he could assume a bent-knee, groveling position. Kenyon and Maylie both laughed at the sight of him unable to walk upright.

“See, Jordan?” Kenyon said. “That’s why you will remain on your hands and knees, crawling at our command. “Your balls belong to us, now.”

She pointed to the floor and needed provide no further instruction.

“It’s a good thing that men look their best on their hands and knees,” Maylie stated. “Seriously, it’s a good look. It shows that they know their place and that they’ve accepted their status. Not only is he close to the ground, but his face is ideally positioned to worship your pussy.”

Kenyon demonstrated this fact by reclining on the sofa and spreading her thighs wide.

“You seem like this is all you’re good for,” Kenyon said as she held him by a handful of his hair at the back of his head. “You just serve pussy like a slave, and that’s it. Which is why this is your fate. You can’t expect any other treatment but to be put on your knees and made to suck our clits.”

She pushed his face between her thighs and thrust forward with her hips.

“That’s right, fucking slave,” Maylie called out, “lick that gorgeous pussy or your balls are never gonna get released. We’ve got you all night, and we’ve only just gotten started, bitch.”


Chapter 26

Sofia had an experience in her youth that had stayed with her and had informed her intimate relationships with the male gender. Her family had gone on vacation to the lake one summer, an event that happened each year. There was another family who had a boy named Kurt, who Gina was initially attracted to but soon grew to despise. He was a bully, and he relentlessly teased Gina and her sister, saying mean and nasty things to them for no reason.

At one point over the summer, Kurt had gotten in trouble with his mother who made him stand outside behind their cabin with his shorts and his underwear pulled down to his ankles so as to punish him with humiliation. Gina was shocked by the development at first, but soon realized she could take advantage of the situation. Kurt’s mother had made it clear that the consequences he would suffer if he were to move from that spot were severe, to the point that he remained in place even when he saw Gina approaching. He turned bright red when he saw her, embarrassed to be so exposed to her.

“Ha-ha, Kurt,” Gina called out, “it looks like you’re getting the humiliating punishment you so deserve.” She was laughing as she approached him, making obvious that she intended to further humiliate him, and that she was going to enjoy it.

“Look, I just—“ he began.

“Oh shut up, Kurt,” she interrupted. “You are in no position to say anything at all right now. I guess you’re pretty embarrassed having to stand there naked, huh? And I can see everything,” she added, laughing. She made a point of looking at his body. “And I’m going to make a prediction that you’re not going to be mean to me and my sister after this. Because I’ll tell everyone here at the lake that you have a tiny penis,” she said, holding up her little finger. She laughed, teasing him, though she knew it would be a lie. He was actually significantly bigger than the only other boy she’d seen at that point. But it didn’t matter. She could say whatever she wanted to say, and she knew that there was nothing he could do about it.

For no other particular reason than because she could, she took a step back, then stepped forward, quickly, and swung her bare foot up between Kurt’s legs. She nailed him in the balls, and Kurt fell to his knees, crying out in pain. Gina burst out laughing and had a feeling she never experienced before. She was in a position of having power over him. A power that Gina had suddenly developed a taste for, and as she savored it, she would come to realize that this was what she wanted. This feeling. This level of control.

While Kurt was on his knees, still reeling from the pain Sofia had delivered, she commanded him to spit on his finger and stick it up his ass. When he hesitated, she threatened to kick him in the balls again. So he complied, and Sofia laughed in his face about what a little slut he was for finger-fucking himself in the ass.

The following day, Kurt’s mother ordered him to come over to the cabin where Sofia’s family was staying and apologize to Sofia for everything that had led to her deciding to kick him in the balls. He was clearly embarrassed to have to apologize to a girl who’d put him on his knees in such a humiliating way, and Sofia loved every minute of it. She decided that she was unimpressed by his apology and informed him that she would tell his mother this piece of information. She watched the color drain from his face as he realized his position. Please, he had begged her. Please what? she asked, toying with him. If he wanted to apologize to her, then it was going to be in the manner of her choosing. She was the sole voice in determining whether or not he had sufficiently apologized, a fact she made clear to him. And if she was less than satisfied, Sofia had only to tell Kurt’s mother.

He was instantly transformed in that moment into a toy for Sofia to play with. And while she definitely felt she took full advantage of Kurt’s predicament that summer, she had thought of it as a singular event. She was never able to repeat it, as she hadn’t ever found herself in a such a situation. Until now.

The problem for Sofia had been that she had no interest in a relationship that was consensual. She had always loved the sight of boys blushing with embarrassment yet so turned on they could do nothing but endure it. She wanted to degrade and humiliate a man for the thrill of it, and it only worked for her if he truly felt embarrassed and taken advantage of by her. What Sofia craved was being mean. Taunting, teasing, and torturing naked men just to be cruel. Now, on the island, her deepest desires seemed to awaken. What most aroused her was suddenly entirely within the realm of possibility.

Alexandra was never quite sure what her friend’s particular interests were as far as men were concerned. Sofia had always been fairly quiet on the subject. What no one knew about her was that she had a formidable sadistic streak. It had alarmed her in her youth, when she first confronted her own fascination with seeing men endure humiliation. When her friend Alexandra asked her to accompany her on her trip to the island, it tickled something in the back of her mind. She wondered if she might not have an opportunity to explore her dark desires. Images surfaced in her mind, images she’d rarely even allowed herself to masturbate to, though they never failed to make her come when she entertained them. Now, on the island, it seemed that she was in the right place at the right time, and those dark, dirty thoughts she’d put aside due to her feeling that they were unrealistic and impossible might become a reality. In anticipation of what circumstances she might find once she was on the island, she packed a few items into her suitcase that she thought she might need once she was there. Or, at least, items she hoped she’d need.

* * *

Sofia found Carly sitting in her usual seat at the café, under the shade of a large umbrella-shaped awning that extended over the table and surrounding chairs.

“Mind if I sit?” Sofia asked.

“Not at all,” Carly replied. “I was hoping you might come by so we could continue our chat from the other day.”

“Right, I was really impressed with, well, how effortlessly dominant you are,” Sofia said with a warm smile. “I know Alexandra is as well, but you seem to be a bit, you know, extra.”

Carly laughed, which was a big, joyous sounding exclamation.

“In spite of what some people I’ve met have thought, I do love men,” Carly said in earnest, reclining in her lounge chair. “I love their bodies, and the way they’re so desperate to please me, doing whatever I tell them to do. Nothing is better than having a cute boy-toy eager and willing to do my bidding, trying to win my favor. I let them make an attempt, allowing them to serve me as a slave. And I will even go so far as to let them lick my pussy, if they’re really cute, and I’ll come on their face if they’re good at it, but that’s pretty much the end of it. If a man can make me come really hard, I might decide to sit on his face a few times, but ultimately, I’m going to have to explain that he is an inferior being, unworthy of doing anything more than amusing me. That he’s pretty to look at when he’s naked, but I have no interest in him otherwise.”

Sofia was about to comment when Carly launched into another story.

“I was a member of a club,” Carly began. “Well, not exactly. I went to their events. To be a member of the club, you had to be a man with very specific measurements. I liked that, knowing that the men all had to submit themselves to such an objectifying process for admission to the club. And it was fun meeting these men, knowing that they all had met or surpassed the requirements.”

“What were they?” she asked. “The requirements, I mean.”

“The obvious, of course,” she replied, “the length of his cock, but the girth as well. The circumference. But then way beyond that. They’d measure his body, so height, weight, stuff like that. And then chest and biceps, the whole thing. Then there was his physical fitness. He had to pass a battery of tests of his endurance. Then he had to have the other kind of endurance too. They’d make the guys edge themselves for a length of time. And mental endurance as well.”

“So who administered the examinations?” Sofia asked, her voice betraying wonder. “Just imagine, having these hot guys have to stroke themselves for an examination.”

“I know, that’s what I liked to think about when I’d go to these events,” Carly replied. “Thinking about each of these men submitting to the exam, wondering if they’d be allowed admission.”

“So I guess it’s kind of like that here, right?” Sofia asked. “The men on the island have to undergo an examination process to be allowed to be here.”

“Right, and Lina is very, very selective,” she said. “As you know, I am on the selection committee as well. We have entirely too much fun reviewing the submissions. I also love to discipline men,” Carly stated without prompt, in an almost dream-like tone of voice. “Mostly whipping their cute little butts. I like to warm them up with a spanking, just my bare hand, and that usually tells me all I need to know. Then I get my belt and start really giving it to him. By the time his butt is a nice cherry red, and he’s got tears in his eyes, I start to feel like we’re off to a nice start. Then I get my riding crop.”

“I so love the thought of a riding crop,” Sofia commented.

“Right?” Carly replied. “They get so scared when they see it, knowing they’ve really got it coming to them. I do not relent, because at this point my pussy is so wet, watching him get his ass whipped with the crop.”

She shuddered with pleasure, which made Sofia laugh.

“Yeah,” Sofia said, “guaranteed my pussy would be dripping wet at that point. Clean-up on aisle three,” she joked, making herself laugh.

Carly looked mystified, but she laughed anyway.

“The thing was, I was super young when I realized boys are stupid,” Carly said. “And I just wanted to hurt them. Then I grew up and found out that I could actually do anything I wanted to boys, because they start out really stupid, then their dicks make them more stupid. So they’re easy to trick into situations where that can be made to do anything I want them to. I love that they can be beaten and tortured and they’ll still do anything I want them to. And they need to be punished frequently. They need to be beaten, their asses whipped with a belt or paddled, they need to understand who’s boss. Boys are only useful when they learn to be docile.”

“Do you ever thing about it being, you know, nonconsensual?” Sofia asked, wincing slightly.

Carly thought for a moment.

“OK, yeah, sometimes I get off on the thought of a guy who I just fucking want to humiliate and torture and I force him to kneel and suck my clit,” Carly admitted. “He gets hard in spite of the fact that he’s, like, furious that he has to do it. He so wants to be dominant but he’s not. He’s my little bitch and he’s so embarrassed that I’ve got him right where I want him. I laugh in his face. I extend both middle fingers, laughing while I tell him to fuck off, but not until after he’s licked my pussy. Anyway, I’ve been rambling on,” Carly said. “Tell me more about your preferences. We should find a man or two or three for you to play with.”

Sofia bit her lip as she thought about the question for a moment.

“I absolutely love little dicks,” Sofia eventually admitted. “Big ones, you know, the guy gets arrogant, overly confident. He thinks the world owes him something. But little ones, guys with a tiny little penis,” she said with a devious grin, holding up her little finger, “they know. They just know. All it takes is a laugh, the sudden kind that comes bursting out, making your lips sputter, like you can’t help it. They turn bright red in the face, so embarrassed, so ashamed. I’m like, so sorry, I couldn’t help it. But I laugh harder, because of course I could have restrained myself, but I didn’t want to. I don’t want to. I love laughing at that point when a guy pulls out a tiny little penis, completely hard, of course. Sticking straight up, literally rock hard. I say, no, I’m sorry, I’m not laughing at you. Bring it here. Because I so want to play with it, teasing him until he’s on edge, about to lose his mind because it’s so sensitive. The tiny ones are so sensitive, you barely need to do anything, just stroke it with two fingers, which is all that will fit along his tiny, cute little shaft. Not even a shaft, more like a teeny, little button. Then I’m like, no, don’t worry, you’re not too small. And I’m not lying, he isn’t too small, he’s just the right size for me to humiliate the fuck out of him for having such a teeny tiny pee-pee.”

At this point she started laughing, a bright, joyous sounding laugh with a slightly sinister edge to it.

“Well Lina has a size requirement, so it’s unlikely you’ll find what you want here, sadly,” Carly said.

“Um, I’m sorry to interrupt,” Cheyenne spoke up from the next table. “But I should tell you that my little brother will volunteer for that,” Cheyenne said. “He’s here to be educated, so he’ll do as he’s told. He’ll be really scared, but he will follow orders.”

“But will he really commit to it?” Sofia asked. “I mean, if he’s put to the test, will he obey an order even if it’s something he doesn’t want to do?”

Cheyenne laughed, which appeared as a genuine expression of amusement. She thought back to an event that had occurred many years before, when her mother had first instituted that Dallas would be subject to regular punishment. She’d wanted to see what impact she could have on her brother’s discipline, so she told her mother that Dallas had slapped her. Her mother had immediately given Dallas a whipping with the belt across his bare butt.

“Apologize to your sister,” her mother demanded.

Dallas felt several emotions simultaneously. He was embarrassed to be standing before his sister with his pants down, humiliated by having been tricked by his sister’s lies, furious at the unfairness of the situation, yet fearful that he’d receive an additional punishment. He could sense his mother’s growing impatience and he could see that his sister appeared to be gloating over how easy it was for her to manipulate him. She had managed to keep herself from openly laughing at his predicament, but it was clear that she was taking a great deal of pleasure in how mortified he was to be made to apologize for something he hadn’t done.

“I’m waiting,” his sister said curtly.

Dallas saw out of his peripheral vision his mother shifting her weight in preparation of landing a few additional strokes of the belt.

“I’m sorry,” he said. The words made his head feel hot, a burning sensation that made his face flush red with indignation.

“Do you accept your brother’s apology?” her mother asked Cheyenne.

“Not even close,” Cheyenne replied. “He clearly needs the belt again.”

Now, on the island, speaking with Sofia about her brother’s ability to be obedient, she thought about how to explain.

“Let me say it this way, Cheyenne began. “So there was this girl at school, and she had a reputation for being mean. Well, it wasn’t just a reputation. She was actually really mean. Most of the girls were terrified of her. The boys too. Her name was Cara. So I decided that the best thing for me to do would be to send Dallas to Cara as, like, a gift. I thought it could win me some favor in her mind if I did that. I knew that Dallas would be in huge trouble if I told my mom he was less than perfectly obedient, so he was going to do whatever I told him to.

“So I told him to go over to Cara’s house with a note, sealed, so he wouldn’t read it. It didn’t matter if he did, but I wanted Cara to know that he hadn’t read it. The note said that, basically, Dallas was a present from me, and she could do absolutely anything she wanted to do to him. Now, I knew that Dallas did not in any way want to be made to do that. Let’s just say that Cara was a bully, and as I said, she was mean. But she was not a girl that Dallas wanted to be in the same room with, let alone in the same room wrapped up like a present. He did that thing where he was visibly shaking, pleading me with his eyes and the look of terror on his face not to make him do it. But I ignored that. So he did what he was told, and whatever happened was probably worse than he could have imagined.”

“You don’t know what she did to him?” Sofia asked.

“Well, yes and no,” Cheyenne replied. “For one, he was gone for hours. She apparently took her time with him. Most of the day. And when he came back, he had bruises on his body. I made him show me. She’d been particularly cruel to him and it showed. Anyway, it was effective. Cara was suddenly really nice to me, appreciative of my having offered my little brother to her. It wasn’t the end of it for Dallas, of course, he had to go back on several occasions. But the point is that he’ll do as he’s told, there’s no doubt about that.”

“Impressive,” Sofia replied. “How did he end up here, exactly? I didn’t know that boys could come here as visitors.”

“My mother decided to send Dallas for a week on the island, since she thought it would be good for him to experience the way of life here. It started with his masturbation problem,” Cheyenne explained. “He was, like a lot of boys, in the habit of playing with his penis, so he needed to be disciplined regularly. Then my mother saw a photo on his computer of a girl with her hands and feet tied, like hog-tied, and he’d clearly been jerking himself off to the image. Mom was furious. She punished his ass so hard he couldn’t sit down for days. But that was just the start of it for Dallas. She realized he was going to require a program of consistent, humiliating punishment, which began immediately. She didn’t make a secret of it. So I saw him get the belt pretty frequently. And she let me know that I had a responsibility to report any failure to obey on his part. It was after that had been established that the thing with Cara happened. At any rate, it’s been effective. He’s become pretty obedient.”

“Well, I appreciate your having offered him to me,” Sofia said. “I might just have to investigate further.”


Chapter 27

Viola scanned the room, examining each of the men assembled for the briefing. They were all appropriately focused on her, but the heightened importance of the information she needed to impart demanded their full attention.

“The reason I’ve assembled you here,” Viola began, ”is that we will be hosting a woman whose public profile is such that her security detail has demanded her visit with us is not made public knowledge. Her calendar is a closely guarded secret for her own safety, and her personal interests are not to be revealed. With the level of responsibility she carries on a daily basis, she more than deserves some time spent enjoying herself without anyone examining her or the way she chooses to relax and recreate. You will address her as Senator Richards,” Viola said coolly. “If she decides that you will call her by any other name, that is up to her.”

She watched as each of the men’s spines stiffened slightly with a new understanding of who she was talking about. The Senator was, politically, a very powerful player, and the way that she carried herself made it clear that she was a formidable opponent to anyone who crossed her. Each of the men in the room all realized the position he would be in should Senator Richards decide she’d taken an interest in him.

“On an island where all women are exceptionally powerful individuals, she is perhaps the most influential person we’ve ever had visit our community,” Viola said. “She has been championing the interests of our organization and has been instrumental in allowing us to establish ourselves. There have been various legal issues she has been more than amenable to assisting us with, so suffice it to say, she will be given everything she wants while staying with us. Let me amend that. She won’t want anything because we will have provided it for her before she is even aware that she wants it. She is aware that every man on the island is a servant, so if she wants to have any of you to play with, she’ll avail herself. Just be sure that if she decides to take an interest in you that you are on your toes.”

* * *

Senator Nicole Richards had with her two members of her staff, each of them attending to matters of the Senator’s personal comfort. As they stepped off the boat and stood on the dock, she gave them each additional instruction.

“James, you have been advised of the rules here on the island,” Senator Richards said. “You will be on your best behavior, and you will comply with the directive concerning female authority.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” James replied.

“Keyanna,” she said, addressing her female staff member, “enjoy yourself.”

“I believe that I will,” Keyanna replied, smiling broadly.

Keyanna was particularly amused that James was now going to have to abide by the rules of the island. She had long felt that he would look better with his clothes off, wearing a collar and a leash. She had been looking forward to this trip so as to determine if her assumption was correct.

James focused on his breathing to calm himself. He’d been very aware of the rules on the island, as Keyanna had been teasing him about it for the past two weeks. She seemed to have a sparkle in her eye when he’d see her looking at him, smiling in a way that made him nervous. He knew he had to comply with any order any of the women gave him, but it didn’t seem fair that this extended to his coworker, Keyanna. To that end, he had actually asked the Senator if that were the case. She explained in no uncertain terms that it was absolutely the case. She warned him that she did not want her appearance on the island to be in any way connected with a male disobedience issue.

“James, make sure that my bags get to my room,” the Senator said.

“Will do,” he replied.

A man wearing a pair of white, uniform shorts, who had been standing at attention, now escorted the Senator to a vehicle to take her up to the villa.

“So, James,” Keyanna said as she turned to examine him and spoke in an amused tone that was unmistakably predatory. “I’ve been so looking forward to seeing you wear the little uniform shorts they require of the men on the island.”

She held up a pair of shorts that she’d had given to her by the dockside attendant.

“I think you’re going to look adorable in this tight little outfit. So revealing, really. But you’re so nicely built, it’s going to really work to your advantage, don’t you think?”

“Keyanna, look—” he began.

“It’s Miss Keyanna,” she snapped. “And no, you look, James,” she said. “As long as we are on the island, you will answer to me. It’ll be ‘yes, Miss Keyanna’ to everything I say, understand?”

James realized his position. His only option was to surrender to Keyanna’s demands.

“Yes, Miss Keyanna,” he replied.

She laughed.

“Good boy,” she said. “I could get used to that.”

James had a pained expression on his face like he was already exhausted with his coworker’s demands. This annoyed Keyanna, and she saw no reason to put up with it.

“Look, James,” Keyanna said, “I get it. This is your worst fucking nightmare. We had a drunken hookup a few months back and you regretted it because you are so focused on your career and you thought it was a bad look for you to be fucking your coworker. But the thing is, it told me all I need to know about you. It took you all of zero seconds to decide that you’d put your ethics aside and bang the hot girl in the office. So now, while I have no intention of screwing you, I have every interest in torturing you. For fun. And since I can do whatever the fuck I want to you while we are here, I intend to enjoy every minute of it. So the first thing you’re going to do, James, is you are going to strip off your clothes and put on this little uniform. Now.”

James stared at her, trying to process all that she had said. He looked around them, to see that all of the passengers and dockside attendants had left them to themselves. James suddenly felt helpless. He looked down. Then his shoulders slumped as he began to take off his shirt, then his pants and underwear, pulling them down and stepping out of them.

He returned to a standing position, now entirely naked. He did his best not to appear embarrassed. James saw that Keyanna had a wide grin on her face, clearly enjoying his complaisance with her command. In fact, he felt, she seemed to be gloating over it. She held the pair of shorts up and swung them gently back and forth.

“I assume you’ll be wanting these?” she said, enjoying teasing him. “Or maybe not. Maybe I just have you naked. Why not? There’s no rule against it. In fact, James, there’s no rule against me doing absolutely anything I want to you. But there are rules against you failing to obey my command. Lots of ’em, in fact. So guess what?” she said into his ear. “You’re fucked.”

Keyanna stood back and laughed at the look on James’s face as he endured her humiliation while standing naked on the dock.


Chapter 28

The evening was accompanied by a gentle warm breeze. It carried the sweet and salty scent of the ocean air combined with the coconut, pineapple, and papaya aroma of the fresh fruits that were laid out to be enjoyed by the women who had gathered to enjoy the evening’s entertainment. There was to be a punishment carried out on two of the men on the island, and many of the women present were enjoying their fruit mixed with alcohol, primarily rum, in large, bowl-shaped goblets.

Many of the women had a male slave kneeling before her, or off to one side. One of the women had a man with his head between her thighs and under her dress, which obscured what he was doing, yet it was rather apparent. The woman in question had her feet lying upon his lower back and she was obviously enjoying herself. Though this might have been considered scandalous in any other venue, here it didn’t even draw notice. Since the women were free to do as they pleased, they found they were comfortable being as forward as they liked.

Anton was nervous about his obligation to appear that evening to be punished in a public performance by Lina. He knew she would make a show of it. Anton tried his best to be present in the moment and aware of all that was happening around him. He and another man, whose name was Evan, stood just offstage, waiting to be brought forward by Lina. They each had wrist cuffs connected at the back of their necks to leather collars they were wearing. They were also each wearing a ball gag. Aside from that, they were naked, their uniform shorts having been discarded for the event.

Lina walked to the front of the gathering and was given a respectful applause.

“Good evening,” she began, smiling warmly. “We have for our entertainment this evening two men who are in need of our attention. These two have clearly demonstrated that they are in need of correction,” Lina announced. “They’ve each earned themselves a punishment, for which they will be grateful, as it will serve to educate them on the appropriate behavior going forward.”

Lina brought Evan forward, a man with blond hair and a golden tan. He had a look of fear in his eyes as Lina positioned him before the group of women.

“This one was caught playing with his penis,” she announced. “His name is Evan, and he stated earlier to me that he is ashamed of his actions. Clearly, however, he has not grasped the totality of our ownership of his body. It’s the property of the island, and the island’s inhabitants. This extends to his penis, of course, which he is only allowed to touch when in the shower, for hygienic purposes. Alas, that is where Evan slipped up. This is why we have open shower rooms for the men, so that they are unable to touch what no longer belongs to them. He was seen lathering up a bit too frenetically,” she said, which drew a laugh from the audience. “It was to the point that he had an erection. So now, he must be taught a lesson.”

She turned her attention to Evan.

“Now, we will enjoy watching Evan take a whipping. Please observe his reaction. He admitted to me earlier today that he was terrified of being punished in front of all of you here tonight. I asked him why, and he confessed that he thought it would not only be painful but humiliating as well. This is why Evan is going to receive a much more severe whipping than he was already going to receive, because he failed to recognize that he should not think of it as humiliating, but rather that it is an honor for him to be given correction before such an esteemed gathering.”

Lina brought forth a long, thin rattan cane, which looked flexible enough to deliver a sharp sting, and durable enough to allow Lina to be unrelenting in its application. She readied it, placing it horizontally across Evan’s butt cheeks. She directed Evan to go up onto the balls of his feet, extending his body upward. Then she began laying the cane swiftly across his body, which brought sounds of approval from the women seated in the audience. Evan began to have trouble remaining still, which caused Lina to threaten him with a much longer session and a much harder punishment.

By the time she was done with him, he was trembling from his head to his toes. She allowed him to go down onto his heels, then had him turn around so the women present could appreciate the appearance of the crimson stripes across his bare ass. They applauded, and a few whistled in appreciation of her efforts.

“And now for Anton,” Lina announced. “This one is going to need some special attention.”

Anton noticed, when Lina brought him forward onto the stage, that the lights that had been mounted to illuminate the stage area were designed such that the women in the audience were entirely cloaked in darkness. He could not see their faces, only dark silhouettes. Only the lower half of the bodies of the women in the front row were even slightly visible. And though he could not see them, he could acutely feel their presence. He could sense every pair of eyes on his naked body as he was brought forward onto the stage. He could hear their murmurs of anticipation, which sounded as though they were hungry for the spectacle of his public humiliation.

“Anton has done nothing that specifically needs to be addressed by punishing him in a public forum,” Lina explained, “but rather, it is a favor that I am doing for him. He knows that it will raise my estimation of him if he takes a punishment for no other reason than he knows that it will please me.”

Lina gave his body an appreciative caress. She leaned in and whispered into his ear.

“I am going to whip your ass so hard, Anton,” she said. “You may not enjoy it, but I will. I love the way a man looks when he’s taken a nice, hard beating. It makes pussy so wet. So that’s what I am going to do to you. It’s OK if you’re scared. You should be. I’m going to make it hurt.”

Then she took a step back and raised the rattan cane to Anton’s bare ass.

“So now we are going to watch Anton receive his punishment,” Lina announced.

Lina had Anton in the same position she’d had Evan and delivered a similar number of strokes of the switch, searing his ass with horizontal stripes, but there was something about her application of the cane that felt intimate, and personal. It was purposefully excruciating, and Anton even doubted himself, wondering if he could endure it. He tried to calm himself by putting himself entirely into Lina’s hands. If she wanted him to endure it, then he could, he decided. He would take anything she gave him. Failing her by allowing his body to give out in front of an audience was not an option.

When Lina brought the punishment to a satisfying conclusion for herself and the audience, she leaned in and whispered into Anton’s ear once more.

“That’ll do, Anton,” she said.


Chapter 29

After the performance, Lina went to meet Senator Richards, who was enthusiastic about expressing her enjoyment of the amenities of the island thus far.

“Would you like me to show you around?” Lina asked.

“By all means,” the Senator replied.

They began a walk around the grounds, taking a stroll through the flower garden, past the pool area, and up to a wooden platform from which they could have a majestic view of the ocean on one side, and the island, with its twinkling lights dotting the hillside from the various bungalows below, and the ostentatious villa above them, with its various café and lounge areas that surrounded it.

Lina noted that the Senator had a regal appearance, even haughty, with pale skin and long, raven-black hair. She was generously proportioned, with large breasts and wide hips. Her body, with its magnanimous curves, was practically spilling out of the tight, black silk dress she was wearing. She was at ease not wearing panties and her dress did nothing to conceal that fact. Lina also noticed, beyond the shallow observation of her appearance, was the serene manner the woman displayed. It was the appearance of a woman who felt a natural superiority by due to her having become comfortable in her own body.

“It’s so fascinating what you’ve established here,” Senator Richards said.

“Your assistance was invaluable,” Lina replied. We are all deeply grateful.”

“Well, I have every interest in promoting female supremacy,” the Senator replied.

“Shall we?” Lina asked, indicating the path back down to the gardens surrounding the villa.

“Oh, of course,” the Senator replied. “You know, I told my husband that I was going to find out who has the biggest penis on the island and I was going to fuck him,” Senator Richards admitted. “The look on his face was worth it,” she added, laughing at the image in her memory. “He has a small penis, so he gets really embarrassed when I tell him about fucking really well-hung men.”

“Well, he should expect it, right?” Lina replied. “Men with little dicks should realize that we’re going to be cuckolding them with seriously well-hung men.”

The Senator laughed.

“Exactly,” she replied. “He got so hard when I told him that.”

“So it sounds like he loves being cuckolded,” Lina said.

“He absolutely loves it,” the Senator agreed. “It’s funny, he pretends he doesn’t, but his penis always betrays him. I’m fucking my personal trainer, and whenever I tell him about it, he gets so hard. I’ll tell him every detail about how huge his cock is and how I make him come. For me it’s just funny, but he gets what for him is a really big erection. I mean, he’s tiny, but he gets incredibly hard.”

The two women had reached what appeared as a maze of flowers and vines and small bushes and trees, forming a garden labyrinth.

“I’m myself intrigued by this one,” the Senator said, indicating a stunningly well-built man standing at attention along the garden path, waiting to be called into service. “He’s just such a magnificent specimen. I mean, just look at his magnificent cock,” she added.

“Yes, that was one of the reasons he gained access to the island,” Lina said. “The chiseled body didn’t hurt,” she added, “and his obedience is on point, of course.”

“What’s his name?” the Senator asked.

“This is Tyler,” Lina replied.

“Well, I am impressed,” the Senator said to Lina. She reached up and lifted Tyler’s face to hers. “He’s cute. I might like to have him this evening.”

“He’s all yours, of course,” Lina replied.

Senator Richards turned her attention back to Tyler.

“Yes, I think someone might send him to my bungalow a bit later this evening,” she said.

“Of course,” Lina replied.

Once the Senator had departed, Lina turned to Tyler with a very serious expression on her face. It was a look she knew to be intimidating to anyone with whom she employed it.

“I don’t need to tell you that you will be on your toes, performing to the Senator’s satisfaction in everything you do and following orders with absolute fidelity to her specifications,” Lina warned Tyler. “You are required to do as much with any of our guests and all of the women on the island. But I will tell you that whatever you might do in the ordinary course of your service, you will now be expected to do more. You will go above and beyond her expectations. Do you understand me completely?” she asked.

“Yes, I understand,” he replied.

He was visibly nervous, wondering if he was capable of what would be demanded of him.

“I can see that you’re nervous,” Lina said, then broke into a smile. “That’s good. You should be.”

Tyler was unsure of what to expect. His mind was running rampant with various scenarios, imagining what a woman with the immense power the Senator had might decide to do with a captive male. He made sure to be at the Senator’s bungalow at the appointed time and was examined closely by Keyanna.

He was allowed to enter the bungalow, where he met the Senator, who was now wearing a burgundy silk bathrobe tied loosely around her waist. Tyler was impressed with the view afforded by the silk fabric draped over her body, which did little to conceal her generous hips and prominent breasts.

“Why don’t you slip off your shorts and lie on the bed,” the Senator said.

Tyler complied quickly. The Senator reclined on the bed beside him, looking serenely relaxed and prepared to take pleasure in Tyler’s service to her.

“Hmm, that’s nice,” she replied, stroking his chest. “So tell me, how long have you been here, Tyler?”

“Just a few months,” he replied.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked. “Being a servant to the female gender?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

She was silent, which he took to indicate that she was waiting for a more thorough reply.

“I’ve always believed in female superiority,” he added. “And that is the underlying dynamic here.”

“Were you raised that way?” she asked. “I mean, among female family members?”

She began slowly drawing circles around his right nipple.

“My mother was strict with me and my brother, if that’s what you mean,” he replied. “We were raised to respect women.”

“Were you punished? I mean, did she discipline you if you misbehaved?” she asked.

She gently pinched his nipple.

“Yes, certainly she made sure we were well-behaved,” he replied.

“Do you think that had something to do with your development?” she asked. “Your predilection toward becoming a submissive?”

“I suppose,” he replied. “Truthfully, I haven’t thought about it much. There was a particular thing that happened when I was younger that may have contributed as well.”

“Go on,” she prodded, now stroking his abdominals.

“There was a group of girls in my neighborhood,” he explained. “They kind of ran things.”

“Interesting,” she said, a curious smile creeping across her face.

“So between my mom and my two sisters and the girls in the neighborhood, I was introduced early to how a female dominant existence could be seen as perfectly natural.”

“You didn’t mention you had sisters,” she said.

“Oh,” he replied. “I had sisters.”

“Were they, as you say, dominant?” she asked.

“Oh, absolutely,” he replied. “They were older than my brother and me, so they made the rules, more or less.”

She smiled broadly at the thought and slowly raked her fingernails down his side.

“So was your father around?” she asked.

“Yes, but my mom really ran the house, so I guess I had a female dominant model there,” he replied.

“So she was a disciplinarian it sounds,” she said, sliding her fingertips slowly down the front of his body.

“Yes, um, she kept my brother and I in line,” he said.

“You were punished often?” she asked.

“Often enough, I suppose,” he said.

“Tell me how you were punished,” she said, her hand now back up his chest, where she began deliberately pinching each of nipples. “Pants down?” she suggested.

“Yes,” he replied. “Bare butt spanking, when called for.”

“Bare hand?” she said.

“No, it was with a belt,” he replied.

Her hand slid down the front of his body again.

“Was it hard? The whipping with the belt?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied.

She slid her hand down until it was just above the base of his cock.

“So now what is your life like living on the island?” she asked. “In that you are a servant 24/7. What’s that like?”

“It’s an honor to dedicate myself to serving the women here on the island,” he replied. “I love my position here. I learn something new every day.”

She encircled the base of his cock, wrapping her fingers around it.

“And now that you’ve learned to be a good boy, are you grateful for having been disciplined?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied. “Yes, I am very grateful for having been disciplined.”

“Lina gave me an impression of what is expected of you boys, which included an indication of the corporal punishment you boys are conditioned to endure,” she said.

She was slowly sliding her fingertips up along the shaft of his cock.

“But I dare say you haven’t taken a spanking from someone like me,” she said gently, her words at odds with the soothing tone of voice she employed.

Her hand slipped down between his legs, and gently stroked his perineum.

“I think it’s so cute that all of you boys have this nice little piercing,” the Senator said. “It makes you look like you’re owned, which is appropriate.”

She played with the piercing, pulling it gently between her thumb and forefinger.

“As long as I can remember,” the Senator said, I’ve viewed boys with respect to their potential as playthings for my deviant desires. I am a member of a club back in New York that is dedicated to the concept. It’s large, we have two floors of the building, and it’s gorgeously outfitted with luxurious rooms for whatever one might like, but it’s nothing like the world Lina has created here. Personally, I think it should be a universal concept. All men should be trained like you, knowing that they’re just here at the pleasure of their masters.”

She thought for a moment.

“Now, that’s something I’ve always had an issue with,” she mused. “I mean always as in, since I was a little girl. I thought it wrong that the word ‘master’ was assumed to be a gendered term. I mean, I think it should be, I think it should refer to a female only. I can’t think that men should ever be masters of anything. No, it should always only refer to a female. As I said, when I was a little girl, I thought as much. There was a boy in my neighborhood, his name was Steven, and I liked him so I told him I was going to be his master. Steven said that girls couldn’t be such a thing, so I showed him that he was wrong. It was quite an education for him to learn just how wrong he was. He ended up not only calling me master, but he also expressed his deep gratitude for my having corrected him on that point. To this day he will send letters to me in which he states how grateful he is for my having put him in his place. He still calls me master.”

Senator Richards paused, and regarded Tyler, who was listening intently.

“Oh, I guess I’ve been rambling,” she said, chuckling at herself. “So instead of me droning on, how about we get to know each other better? The thing I think is by far the best method for getting to really know a man is to watch him endure a bare-handed spanking. What do you think about that? Would you like that?”

“Yes, Master,” Tyler replied.

“I haven’t given you permission to call me that,” she replied tersely. “You’ll have to earn it. Now get up and bend over the back with your palms flat on the seat,” she said, indicating a hard-backed chair.

Tyler had seen the chair placed in a way that had seemed odd, but he now realized the reason for it being placed so. He realized she had anticipated punishing him before he had even arrived.

While Tyler positioned himself per her specifications, the Senator took her time in finding her place beside him. She began slowly stroking his butt, enjoying the firmness of his sculpted ass and the smoothness of his skin. She enjoyed the heat radiating off of his body. She looked forward to greatly increasing that heat. She drew her hand back, and without warning, began spanking Tyler’s ass with a speed and strength that he was entirely unprepared for. Each smack of her bare hand made a shocking concussive sound, followed shortly by a jolt of burning, stinging pain that reverberated through Tyler’s body.

The endurance she exhibited while delivering stroke after stroke of her hand, palm flat against his bare ass was beyond impressive to Tyler. He realized he was by no means her first. She had clearly amassed a great deal of experience in punishing boys bare-handed. When she finally came to rest, Tyler mistakenly thought his spanking had concluded. He was soon to realize his error in judgement. She had simply slowed to a methodical application of single swats to either of his butt cheeks, each hard, purposeful, and clearly delivered in such a way as to demonstrate a point. She was not going to let Tyler forget having been put in his place by her.

“Now, you may call me Master,” the Senator said when she finally concluded his spanking.

“Thank you, Master,” he replied. “That was impressive.”

“You are so welcome,” she replied graciously. “Now lie down on the bed,” she instructed him. “I want to ride that cute face of yours.”

While she was straddling Tyler’s face, Senator Richards picked up her phone and made a FaceTime call with her husband.

“Hello, honey,” he said. “Are you having a good time on the island?”

“I’m having a wonderful time,” she replied. “The men here are so well-behaved. I’m really impressed with what Lina has built here.”

She turned the phone around so that Tyler’s cock was in view of the camera.

“Look how magnificently well-hung my boytoy is,” she said. She kept the camera on his cock while she used her other hand to display it for her husband. “Admit it, honey, you’d love to have a gigantic cock like this, wouldn’t you?”

She didn’t leave space in the conversation for her husband to reply, and instead, continued to narrate what Tyler was doing for her.

“This one is licking my wet cunt so nicely right now,” she said as she turned the camera around to show Tyler’s face buried between her legs. She backed off a bit, so her husband could see her dripping wet labia, and Tyler’s tongue extended upward and teasing her clit tirelessly.

“When I’m ready, I think I might take a ride on that massive rod he’s got between his legs. Do you want to see it again?” she asked. “I bet you do. Here you go.”

She turned the phone around again and took his cock in her hand. She began to stroke it.

“My God, it’s so fucking thick,” she exclaimed. “I don’t know how I’m going to take this monster cock shaft in my pussy, but I’m going to try. I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.”

“I look forward to it—” he began to say.

“Oh, fuck, I’m going to come!” the Senator interrupted. She gripped Tyler’s cock tightly in her hand as her back arched toward his face and she began emitting a staccato wail that elevated to something approximating a scream. “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!” she cried out in a hoarse, gravelly voice as she tried to breathe while coming at the same time, dropping the phone and digging her fingernails into Tyler’s hips and his cock.

For several moments there was a silence, then the sound of her breathing, panting, as she recovered. Then she scooped up the phone again.

“Oh my God, I just came so hard on his face,” she said. “I can’t imagine what his cock is going to do to me. Anyway, I’ve told Laura to stop by and check on your chastity cage,” she said. “Make sure you report any discomfort, or if you’ve had any erections. Anything like that. I’ll want to have an update on everything. And if you think there’s anything she needs to punish you for, just tell her. She’s prepared to dish out any discipline you need. Love you, honey,” she said, then hung up the phone.


Chapter 30

Lina silently observed Anton, standing naked in the corner of the bedroom room, facing her bed. She glanced at Eric, who she’d had stand naked at the foot of her bed.

“I have been so looking forward to this,” she said to Anton, then kissed him softly. “You are very special to me, which is why I have given you more attention than I usually do with my fuck-toys. You are the one I want to watch me. Think of it as a show I’m putting on just for you. And the agonizing feeling of jealousy and humiliation that you experience is the entire purpose of your place in my life. I want you to feel these things acutely. I want to watch you suffer. Just think about how hard I’m going to come with Eric fucking my pussy. I’m so wet just thinking about it right now,” she said.

She attached two leather wrist cuffs and padlocked then together behind Anton’s back. There was a device, floor mounted, with a vertical, height-adjustable steel rod with a steel ring atop it that fit tightly around his cock and balls. Lina closed the ring around him and locked it with a padlock. There was a second vertical rod with a large dildo attached pointing upward. To begin with, the tip of it was against his asshole. Lina raised it upward, driving it into his ass, penetrating him fully. Anton realized he was secured into position by his cock and balls and his asshole.

Lina picked up the ball gag, holding its two straps in either hand. She regarded him for a moment. Anton met her gaze. A moment passed, as though this were a stand-off. Though Anton realized this wasn’t a confrontation. Lina had declared her victory long ago. Or rather, she didn’t declare it, as it was assumed from the beginning. She’d won long before. It had simply taken a length of time for Anton to become aware that he had nothing left but his surrender. He opened his mouth. Lina allowed a satisfied smile to spread across her face. Anton held his mouth open wide for her.

“Look at you, knowing you’ve been beaten,” Lina said. “And in a game where you never even had a chance. I just can’t tell you how much I love to see a man submit like he knows his full submission is his only option.”

Lina placed the ball gag in his mouth and fastened the straps behind his head.

“This is how I like to see you, Anton,” she said. She held his face in her hands. “Recognizing your place and surrendering to its reality.” She slid her hands down onto his chest. “Knowing that you are but a plaything for me, and your perfect obedience is the only thing you have to offer.” She pinched each of his nipples between her thumb and forefinger. “I truly hope that this will be deeply painful and humiliating for you,” she said warmly, with each of his nipples clamped and twisted between her thumbs and fingers. She made it hurt.

“You should feel a desperate longing that makes you embarrassed and ashamed of being so hard while watch me getting fucked. Your balls should feel heavy. They should hurt. Your erection should be so intense that it aches,” she said as she pulled his nipples upward until they slipped from between her fingers, making him emit a muffled groan. “Are you going to hurt for me, Anton?” she asked. “Are you going to suffer so beautifully that I come just seeing the ache you’re feeling?”

She was looking him in the eyes, studying him. Anton was grateful for the pain she was causing by torturing his nipples, which was distracting him from what was about to happen. Now, he focused on her question, which forced him to imagine the frustration of his desire she was about to deliver to him. He nodded his head. Lina’s eyes flashed her approval as she pressed her fingernails into his chest and raked them down the front of his body, leaving long, rose-colored stripes from his shoulders to just above his cock. He arched his back in response, which heightened his awareness of the ring that entrapped his cock and balls and the long, thick dildo penetrating his ass.

“Good boy, Anton,” she said. She pinched the head of his cock, which was now fully erect. “Your pain and suffering are so attractive to me. I love the way you hurt for me.”

Lina crossed the room to lie on her bed. She directed Eric to crawl onto the bed. She pulled him close and allowed him to begin kissing her neck while his hands explored her body, tracing every curve. At her direction, he began a descent down the front of her body to her breasts, taking each in hand lustfully while he licked and sucked her nipples. Each in turn he kissed, then pulled into his mouth, hungrily, making them wet with his tongue, then pinching them between his fingers. Widening circularly, he continued his travel downward, kissing every part of her from her soft, rounded belly to her hips, triangulating until he had relocated between her shapely, powerful thighs.

His tongue traced and re-traced a route to the center of her body. He began at her left hip, moving downward along the top of her thigh and continuing between her legs alongside her wet slit, only to reverse direction, moving upward toward her naval.

He repeated the reversal of direction and ended at her right hip, only to lick his way down between her thighs on the right, to one side of her labia. Still, he’d not yet licked her pussy when he stroked the entirety of her inner thighs with his tongue, intermittently kissing her devotedly, reverently, while his hands held her by her ample hips. Finally, Eric slid between her legs and began to worship Lina’s pussy.

Anton had always thought Lina was extraordinarily sexy when she was having her pussy worshipped by his tongue. She looked so alluring when reclining in her uniquely hedonistic fashion, her thighs spread and her back arched in sensual pleasure. Her large, round breasts seemed to float as she placed one arm up overhead, relishing each sensation, drenched in the ecstasy of oral servitude.

Now, he was tied up and made to watch as Lina’s hand was on Eric’s head, guiding his attention between her sculpted thighs. Anton saw how devastatingly sexy she was in this position, more than he’d thought possible. Lina glanced at Anton, and an almost sinister smile crept across her face. She could see the lust in his eyes, the feeling of jealousy on his face, and the erection he couldn’t repress. Her eyes scanned his bound, naked body, obviously enjoying his predicament. She could see how torturous it was for him to combat his feelings of envy and jealousy, while simultaneously aroused to the point of being painfully erect, and she was specifically taking pleasure in his pain.

Anton could see her hand close into a fist, gripping Eric by the hair as she studied his hard cock, examining the rivulet of clear fluid dripping down the length of his throbbing shaft. She brought her other hand to her lips, sliding two fingers into her mouth and sucking them as she stared at Anton’s cock. She moaned in pleasure, thrusting her hips against Eric’s face. Anton knew from experience that this meant that Lina was close to coming. He couldn’t help but think of what Eric had coming to him, literally, when he made Lina orgasm. He wondered if Eric was ready for how aggressive Lina was in pursuit of the body-shaking, mind-searing orgasm she was given to experience. She placed both hands on his head, keeping his tongue in place as her hips started to buck. She placed her feet on his lower back to gain the advantage, squeezing his head between her powerful thighs to keep him in place.

Anton thought it looked even more impressive when observing from his vantage point than it did when he’d had his own lips and tongue in her service. He couldn’t help but pull against his restraints as he watched her body writhe in pleasure, which made a sound that got Lina’s attention. She focused her eyes, half-lidded in ecstasy, on Anton’s naked form as her first orgasm shuddered through her body. Lina emitted a wild sound, almost a wail as her hips locked into position, trembling and shaking as she came in Eric’s mouth. Anton found that he was breathing hard himself, almost panting as Lina’s exceptionally lengthy orgasm came to an end, her body vibrating slightly until she collapsed back into the bed, her thighs spread wide and her face looking satiated and overwhelmed by the sensations reverberating through her body. She pulled Eric’s head back, redirecting him to begin kissing her inner thighs.

“What do you think, Anton?” she asked, her voice low and fogged in pleasure. “That seems like a good start, right? I think that Eric has some skill. Not as good as you and your tongue, but that’s what training is for.”

Lina regarded Eric, who was now gently kissing her labia with a devotion she thought was appropriate.

“I’m looking forward to training you, Eric,” she said. “You’ve got a lot to learn, so it’s going to take many, many repetitions. I’m practically insatiable, so you’ll get a lot of opportunities to show me what you’ve learned. Starting now,” she said as she pressed his face into her pussy for another round.

Lina couldn’t name the feeling she had looking at Anton while Eric licked her pussy. She could see that it was torture for him to watch. It made Eric’s tongue so much more satisfying to see the expression on Anton’s face. His agonizing feeling of desire, matched in intensity with his painfully hard cock made her pussy so wet that she could hear Eric slavishly lapping it up. She knew that Eric was fully erect as well, and it was satisfying to have both men completely hard in her presence. Neither of them were going to be allowed to come, so their erections were nothing more than a tribute to her.

“You need the short leather strap across your dick, Anton,” she said with an authoritative voice. “When I’m done coming on Eric’s face, I’m going to give you what you deserve. It’s going to hurt,” she said with a smile that dissolved as a wave of pleasure made her eyes close and her mouth open as she emitted a lustful moan. Eric’s skillful tongue made her come, and she locked eyes with Anton as her orgasm made her hips buck against Eric’s face. She adored the look of humiliation and pain on Anton’s face when Eric made her come in his mouth.

“Every man on the island has to demonstrate a base level of competency at licking pussy,” Lina explained to Eric. “But it’s more than that. They have to show that they are committed to learning. Boys can learn, it’s just a matter of teaching them. They get the strap if they fail to impress. It’s a good system. If any of the women have an issue with a man failing to perform to their satisfaction, he gets the punishment he deserves.”

“Obviously I will need to train you, but I expect you to apply yourself and I expect you to try to impress me. I want to feel that you have forgotten yourself and are focused entirely on me. Your tongue should display a breathtaking level of devotion. That is where we will begin. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Lina,” Eric replied.


Chapter 31

“Hey Gina, there’s a man named Daniel waiting outside for you,” Alexandra said, poking her head in the door of Gina’s bungalow.

Gina was lying on the sofa, wearing a bikini and reading a book.

“Oh,” she replied. “That’s Danny. He can wait.”

“Sure, as you like,” Alexandra replied. “But you’re having him wait for you? Is this the boy you’ve found to play with?”

“Maybe,” Gina said, being coy.

“Why are you having him wait?” Alexandra asked.

“Because it’s a requirement,” she said with a shrug. “It makes men get harder if they’ve been made to wait for it.”

Alexandra laughed.

“Well, OK, then I’ll leave you to it,” Alexandra said.

Half an hour later, Gina sashayed out her front door, danced on the front porch briefly, twirled, then walked up to Daniel and gave him a kiss.

“I see you brought the beach blanket,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“Then away we go,” she said.

Gina and Daniel walked along the path down to the beach, then continued out to the northern tip of the island. From time to time, Gina would go up on the balls of her feet and twirl, her arms extended, taking in the beauty of her surroundings. Daniel found her to be delightful to watch, but he felt compelled to laugh when she suddenly began acting like a butterfly.

Where the beach came to a narrow point and gave way to the rocky shoreline, there was a wooden walkway. This allowed them to walk around the northern tip and enter the cove. The ocean had worn away the softer limestone, leaving steep cliffs on either side of the narrow passage into a small, turquoise pool.

They walked down the steps onto the small crescent-shaped beach within the cove. The air was cool, as the tall cliffs shaded the cove for most of the day. Gina led Daniel to a place in the middle of the beach, which allowed them to see out through the narrow gap made by the cliffs to the ocean beyond.

Gina had Daniel lay out a beach blanket that was large enough for the both of them. The sun bathed them in light and warmth, and the cool waters of the ocean and the gentle tropical breeze made the air temperature perfect.

Gina laid back on the blanket and propped herself up on her elbows. She had Daniel kneel before her, and she placed one foot on his chest. Gina’s feet, like the rest of her body, were elegantly elongated and narrow, and they were also dexterous, allowing her to stroke and occasionally pinch his pectoral muscles.

“This is gorgeous,” Gina commented. “This really is a beautiful island. You must love living here.”

“I do,” he replied. “Lina chose a magnificent place for us.”

“Full admission, I was not super-excited to come here,” Gina said. “At first. I thought it would be dull. I mean, there’s not much to do here since it’s so remote. But I’ve started to really enjoy it. Having a man to do whatever I want to is certainly a benefit,” she said, sliding her foot down to his shorts. She gave his cock a playful squeeze with her toes.

“Tell me what it’s like,” Gina said. “What it’s like to live here. You know, as a man living on an island and being ruled by women.”

She examined him with a genuine curiosity.

“I love it,” he replied after a moment’s thought. “I actually, really love it. Women are . . .” he began, then seemed to lose his train of thought.

“We are what?” Gina asked warily.

“I was going to say something stupid, like they’re the superior race or something,” he replied.

“Well, first of all, you say they, as though there wasn’t one of them right in front of you,” she said, “and though not a race, exactly, why is that a stupid thing to say?”

He looked at her and saw that she was smiling in a friendly manner, seemingly amused by him.

“I think that you are more than just superior,” he replied. “That implies a comparison when there is none. Women should rule men, and men should serve women, but there is no equality between the two. I love living here, where all of that is understood. Being allowed to serve is the greatest privilege, and I want nothing more.”

“Hmm,” Gina mused, now sliding her foot between his legs. “I’ve read that for the men to be admitted they first have to go through a very thorough process, and only the most exceptional candidates are accepted,” Gina said.

“There is a process,” he admitted. “And it is thorough.”

“You had to submit naked photos, right?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied. “They examine the potential candidates very carefully. Then one of the women examines you a bit more thoroughly,” he said.

“Who examined you?” she asked.

“Viola,” he replied. “Basically I was allowed to lick her pussy, with the understanding that my acceptance was riding on it. She had me to herself for a length of time before I was officially admitted.”

“Had you to herself for a length of time?” she asked, sounding amused. “That sounds so chaste when you say it that way.”

“I’m not supposed to say much about it unless asked directly,” he said.

“I’m asking you directly,” she said.

“She had me lick her pussy,” he replied. “It took a while. She was not in a hurry.”

“Interesting,” Gina said, seemingly preoccupied. “I’m curious about your talent. Obviously, you’ve managed to impress the women who run this place.”

She sat up, and placed her hand on his face, then slid two fingers between his lips.

“I’ve noticed your tongue,” she said as she let him lick her fingers. “It’s a nice length,” she said as she pushed her fingers deeper into his mouth. “I bet you’d look cute with your face between my legs.”

Gina pulled him to her and kissed him.

“So you want to serve me like a slave boy?” she asked, holding him close to her body.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

She kissed him again, this time sliding her tongue into his mouth while her hands gripped the hardened muscles of his arms. Moments later she pushed him back.

“Do you want to take off my bikini top?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Gina,” he replied.

“Then you may,” she said.

Daniel untied her bikini top. Her areola were raised, erect, and her rather prominent nipples were even more erect and pointing upward.

“You’re beautiful, Miss Gina,” he said.

“I know,” she replied, giving him a brilliant smile.

Then she laid back onto the blanket and raised her arms up over her head.

“You can take off my bikini bottoms,” she offered.

He moved forward and pulled the string on her left hip until it became untied. He repeated this on the opposite hip, and Gina lifted her hips for him to pull the small piece of fabric free of her body. Gina arched her back and spread her legs wide. Her strawberry-blond bush was trimmed, but full, and her soft, pink labia were glistening wet.

“Look at my pussy, Danny,” she commanded. “You want to lick it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Gina, he replied. She looked to Daniel like a ripe, delicious peach.

“Just imagine what it will feel like having your tongue deep inside my pussy,” Gina said, “making me get all dripping wet, then lapping it up, teasing my clit. Think about me coming on your face.”

She looked at his cock, which was so hard that the material of his shorts was stretched to its limit.

“Take your shorts off,” she said.

He pulled them off, which made his cock bounce when it was released from its confinement. It was so hard that it made Gina think of a shiny helium balloon in the sunlight. She laughed at the thought, then raised her foot and held her toes to his lips. She began playing with his tongue. Then she pushed her toes between his lips and delighted in how reverently he sucked on each of her toes. She allowed him to continue, as she brought her other foot up between his legs. She pressed upward, pressing his balls between his body and the top of her bare foot.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said softly.

She made a circular movement with her foot.

“You wonder what I am going to do, not knowing if I am going to make your balls ache or not.”

His breathing came harder as she said this, which told her everything she wanted to know.

“I’m a cock tease, Danny, so you know what you’re going to get,” she said sweetly, as though she was informing him of a favor she intended to do for him.

She enjoyed the fact that he continued kissing and licking her toes. She slowly rotated her foot in little circles .She smiled sweetly and looked him in the eyes.

“You look so cute when you’re vulnerable,” she said. “Just think what I can do.”

Daniel began licking her foot from her heel to her toe.

“You’re so turned on just thinking about licking my pussy right now, aren’t you?” Gina teased him.

Gina pressed her foot against his balls. Daniel groaned, his body reacting by stiffening his posture, but otherwise remaining in place. Gina was pleased to see that he continued to lick her other foot, since she’d not yet instructed him to do otherwise.

“You may lick my pussy now, Danny,” she said, giving him a warm, friendly smile.

Gina spread her legs, allowing Daniel to lie between her thighs and begin lapping up her soaking wet pussy.

“Oh, Danny, you’ve got talent,” Gina said, sounding surprised. “Let’s find out if you have endurance too.”


Chapter 32

Dallas was visibly trembling with fear while standing before Sofia, having been ordered to appear in the bedroom of her bungalow. It brought a slight curl to the corners of her lips, not quite a smile, but rather a look of heightened interest. She had him stand at attention in the middle of the room while she remained lying on the bed, on her side, wearing a black silk kimono that draped over her in a way that obscured the massive strap-on she wore around her hips.

“You’re scared, aren’t you?” Sofia asked.

Dallas was silent, then nodded his head. His eyes moistened like he could begin crying at any moment.

“Are you afraid of what I might do to you?” she asked. “Or are you afraid of the humiliation of being made to obey?”

“Um, both, I guess, Miss,” he replied.

“Interesting,” Sofia replied. “Dallas, I need you to slip off your shorts now,” she said.

He complied, and even though he had become accustomed to being ordered to expose himself in the way Sofia had ordered, he still looked like it was as embarrassing to him as it was the first time.

Sofia inhaled, brought her hand to her mouth, then she began to laugh.

“Oh my God, your sister said you’re small, but that,” she said, pointing, “is so fucking tiny. I love it, it’s perfect. You’ve got such a tiny penis, Dallas. I’m going to so love humiliating the fuck out of you.”

She laughed, sounding both enthusiastically appreciative and senselessly cruel at the same time.

“Now, I can see that you’re a little slut who wants its ass fucked,” Sofia observed. “I think it should get what it deserves.”

* * *

Sofia had long fantasized about dominating men by fucking them in the ass. She’d taken a few opportunities to peg different men, and ordinarily, she would need to negotiate with a potential submissive, introducing him to the fact that he is going to get his ass ridden long and hard. There would be the potential for disappointment with men who found themselves incapable of submitting to her in the way she demanded. Here on the island, at Lina’s ingenious direction, all men had previously consented to anything and everything she might want to do to them, even those who were only allowed as guests. Sofia smiled in anticipation of Dallas’s reaction to seeing her massive strap-on for the first time.

When she looked to purchase a strap-on dildo, she selected one that looked as dominant as she wanted to be. It was the intimidation factor that appealed to her. It caused a chill that ran down her back when she imagined taking something that big in her ass. She assumed it would cause a similar reaction in men.

When she’d bought the one she wanted and took it home, she tried it on. She found it surprisingly comfortable due to its design. The cock between her legs was so large and heavy that it hung downward. At first, she wasn’t sure she liked this aspect of it, as she was attracted to the upward trajectory of a man’s cock when it was hard. But the more she looked at it, posing with it in front of her full-length mirror, the more she thought it looked gorgeous, and deeply intimidating hanging down between her thighs, so thick and heavy, swinging slightly when she walked.

“Fucking hell,” she said at last in making her appraisal.

She pictured the look on a man’s face when he saw it for the first time. The fear. The intimidation. She loved it.

* * *

“So I’ve decided not call you Dallas,” Sofia explained. “How do you feel about the name Dick? I’ve always thought that was a nice name for a man. I mean, it’s funny, since it brings to mind, well, his dick, but that’s why I think it’s so nice. I tend to think of men in terms of their dicks, and it’s objectifying, of course, but that’s what I like about it. I think that men should be thought of in terms of their dicks. Hell, I know a lot of men I would describe as complete and total dicks, but I also think it’s a cute name of endearment. So what do you think? Are you going to be a pretty little dick for me?”

“Yes, Miss Sofia,” Dallas replied, looking down at the floor out of extreme embarrassment.

“So let’s have a look at you,” Sofia said. “Bend over and grab your ankles for me.”

He did as she had ordered him to, bending at the waist, keeping his legs straight as he took ahold of either ankle.

Sofia got up off of the bed and approached him. She examined him from behind, placing her hand on his thigh. She slid her fingertips along his upper thigh, over his hip and onto his butt. She paused, then slipped her fingers down between his ass cheeks, spreading them with two fingers to take a look at his asshole.

“Hmm, you’ve got a cute little hole,” she commented. “I’m guessing you’re nice and tight. I like that. A little resistance is perfect, something to overcome. Like a challenge. It tells me that while I can compel you to submit, your body may not necessarily agree. That’s enjoyable for me, because it will feel like a victory in a way when I’ve conquered your tight little ass.”

Dallas could feel the head of the strap-on rub against his butt cheek. He did his best not to react to the fear it inspired. Sofia pressed her fingertips against his asshole, then gave him a sharp slap across the butt.

“On your knees, Dick,” she commanded.

He knelt, and Sofia maneuvered to stand before him. Dallas felt a trembling, shuddering feeling throughout his body as he took in the sight of her strap-on dildo. He couldn’t even take it all in without moving his head, scanning from the base, which was at eye level, to the head of the cock, which was significantly farther down. It was glistening with the lubricant she’d applied along the length of it. It looked menacing. It looked terrifying.

Sofia observed the look on his face, savoring every moment. Then she placed her hand underneath it, raising it up and pointing it toward his mouth.

“First, let’s see how far down your throat you can take it,” she said.

Sofia held the cock in her hand as she placed her other hand on the back of Dallas’s head. She pressed the cock head between his lips, watching as he did his best in stretching his jaw wide open to take the cock in his mouth. She held him by the back of his head, affectionately, noting both his effort and his failure to take the entire length of the shaft into his throat.

“Good boy, Dick,” she said in a way that sounded like encouragement, yet it also sounded condescending. She guided him by pressing against the back of his head when he’d bottom out, pushing the cock ever deeper into his throat. “Take it as deep as you can. Show me. Impress me.”

Dallas felt an obligation not to disappoint her.

“That’s right, suck it,” she encouraged him.

He did his best in swallowing her length, trying not to gag as she pressed the cock head against the back of his throat. Her rhythm increased as she began fucking his mouth. When she felt satisfied with the way his mouth had surrendered to her, she pulled out. She enjoyed the sight of his saliva dripping down his chin, making him look slutty.

“Now stand up and get on your hands and knees on the bed,” she instructed him. “Present your ass like it’s a gift being offered to me. Like you’re inviting me to own your ass.”

Dallas assumed the position, and Sofia noted with appreciation the full submission he exhibited to her.

“Adorable,” she said.

Then she pressed the rounded tip of her strap-on dildo pressed against his asshole. She paused for a moment.

“I do have a very long memory,” Sofia explained. “I will remember, and likely replay in my mind having taken your ass. So I want you to decide how you want me to remember you. Do you want to be the boy who submitted easily, and withstood the relentless assault I’m about to deliver, or do you want to be the boy who resisted and had to be put in his place? Now, I’ll tell you that I’ll enjoy it either way. If you resist, it’ll just be harder for you, because I will not compromise. You will give in, eventually. I dare say you will come to respect how determined I will be in dominating your ass. But if you make me work to put you in your place, just know that I am more than equal to the challenge. Your full, gorgeously humiliating submission is a foregone conclusion. There’s no way out of it for you. I am about to deeply, pun intended, enjoy subjugating you to my will. I will savor every moment of you admitting your defeat in the face of my overwhelming domination of your asshole. I’d ask you if you’re ready, but you’re not.”

She gripped him tightly and thrust with her hips. The massive cock head stretched his anal opening and demanded his submission as it penetrated his ass. He groaned between clenched teeth at the size and girth of her dildo.

“Ah, yes,” she said with obvious pleasure. “I love to hear that sound.” She thrust forward, driving another few inches into his asshole. “Feel free to let me know how it feels for you,” she said. “I like to know that you’re really experiencing it in the moment. I love every moment of your surrender, and I want to know how it affects you to submit to me. These are the little details I will remember about your particular defeat. It will make the memory more satisfying for me.”

She thrust forward again, pulling him toward her at the same time. He groaned, followed by a whimper that pleased Sofia greatly. She looked down and saw that he’d taken half the length of the dildo. She had a deviant look of pleasure on her face as she drew the dildo back then thrusted deeper, beginning to fuck him as she continued to own him deeper, inch by inch until she’d buried the entirety of the shaft into his ass. Once her hips were pressed against his ass cheeks, she reached forward and took a fistful of his hair into her hand and pulled his head back.

“Your submission has only begun,” she said. “You’ve taken the full length of my cock, which is an important step in your surrender, but now you are going to feel what it’s like when I ride you. I’m curious to know if you’re going to take it like a man, or like a little bitch. I mean, you’re going to be my bitch regardless, I’m just wondering how you’re going to arrive at that point. So let’s find out how Dick takes his humiliating takedown, shall we? And again, I like to hear how it feels for you, so don’t be shy in letting me know. I love to hear how you react. Are you going to cry, Dick?” she asked. “I am so looking forward to finding out.”

Then Sofia stopped talking and focused entirely on riding Dallas’s ass. She began withdrawing the dildo and then reversing direction and shoving it deep into his ass until her hips pressed against him. As promised, she was relentless, riding him hard, and feeling exhilaration from his complete and unconditional surrender to her cock owning his ass.


Chapter 33

Keyanna stopped by the room James had been assigned to, and she was amused that there wasn’t a door, just an open doorway.

“Ha, they don’t have any respect for your privacy,” she noted as she walked in the room.

“No, they—” he began.

“Shut the fuck up, James,” Keyanna interrupted him. “I have zero interest in hearing what you have to say. Instead, I’m here to just to amuse myself by torturing you. It’s going to be fun for me, and I don’t want you to get in the way of my taking revenge and humiliating the fuck out of you.”

James fell silent as Keyanna reclined onto the edge of his bed, placing her bag on the floor next to her.

“You know, something I’ve learned in talking to women on the island,” Keyanna said, “is that they find that they no longer want to wear panties. And since I arrived here on the island, I’ve lost interest in wearing them myself,” she explained.

She was wearing a dress with a hemline that ended at her upper thighs. She pulled the hem of her dress up and took ahold of her pink, silk panties, then she slowly slid them down her legs, keeping her eyes on James.

“So look what I’ve got for you, James,” Keyanna said sweetly, smiling in a way that made him nervous.

She held up the tiny pair of panties and let them hang from her index finger.

“I think they’ll be perfect for you. Don’t you think? It’ll take a bit of effort for you just to put them on, I know, and they’ll probably feel super-tight on your cock and balls,” she added, laughing. “But they’ll look so good on you.”

She flung the panties toward him, and he caught them in his hands.

“Put them on,” she said.

“Please,” James almost whispered, “Miss Keyanna,” he added, looking down at the tiny pair of panties in his hands.

“Put. The panties. On,” Keyanna said, her voice clearly communicating to James that she was done fucking around.

James reluctantly took off his shorts and put Keyanna’s panties on, having to pull tightly on the fabric to get them in place.

“You know who would think this is the funniest thing she’s ever seen?” Keyanna asked. “Valerie. She’s always thought of you as being kind of an asshole.”

James had a feeling of dread. Valerie was one of their coworkers, and James had been relieved that she would not be on this trip. Now, as he saw Keyanna pull her phone from her bag and prepare to take a photo of him wearing her panties, he realized that Valerie was still going to be allowed to witness what was going to happen to him.

“Oh, that’s so cute,” Keyanna said as she examined the image she’d taken of James. “How about another where you’re posing all sweet and sexy. Why don’t you give us a pout?”

Keyanna took several more photos of James, then sent the results of her photo session to Valerie.

“OK, now kneel right here,” Keyanna said, pointing to the floor directly in front of where she sat on the sofa. She crossed her legs, then placed her foot forward between his legs, raising it until the arch of her bare foot was against his balls, which were wrapped tightly in the tiny pair of pink panties.

“As you can clearly see, James, my foot is so conveniently placed to give you a well-deserved a kick in the balls,” Keyanna said.

“Yes, Miss Keyanna,” he replied.

“Now kiss my foot,” she said. “Press your lips against the arch of my foot out of respect for the fact that it’s about to own your balls.”

Hoping that it might help him curry favor and inspire her to be more lenient with him, James lowered his upper body until his lips were pressed against her foot. He kissed it reverently, which amused Keyanna.

“Now get up, Dickhead,” Keyanna demanded. “It’s time you take a well-deserved kick in the panties.”

She waited several moments, watching him trying to remain calm as he anticipated her foot making contact, not knowing when or how hard she was going to do it.

Then Keyanna swung her foot up between his legs and nailed him directly in the balls.

“Oh, wow,” Keyanna exclaimed as James winced from the pain she’d delivered. “That was fucking beautiful, James. You took it like a little bitch, but don’t worry. I’m going to give you another chance to take it like a man. Get up,” she demanded.

She drew her foot back and slammed it into his balls again, harder this time.

“Ha-ha, that one was perfect,” Keyanna laughed as James practically crumpled from the pain.

He began breathing hard, trying to recover.

“Here’s the thing, Dickhead,” Keyanna explained. “I’ll stop kicking you in the balls if you show me that you can suck cock. Yours. So I hope you’re flexible, because I want to watch you take that cock in your mouth.”

James nodded, remaining silent.

“Good,” she said, “you may pull down your panties and make yourself hard.”

Keyanna watched with anticipation as James complied. She had been intimidated some months prior by the remarkable size of his cock. She had been annoyed with how it made him arrogant, knowing that he was really well-hung. Now she intended to use it against him by making him take his own massive dick in his mouth. She watched with anticipation as he stroked his cock, made more difficult by her having kicked him in the balls just moments before. Then, when he had made himself fully erect, he bent toward his cock, mouth open, and extended his tongue.

“This, I have just got to get on video,” she said. “And I’ve already got the mailing list for everyone else that will absolutely scream, laughing at the sight of you being made to choke on your own dick.”

She pressed the button on her phone.

“That’s right, everyone,” she announced. This slut’s name is James, as you know, but he prefers to be called Dickhead. Just look at how badly he wants a cock in his mouth. Keep watching, because we’re going to see him unload a mouthful of cum, then swallow every drop like a good little slut.”

She laughed victoriously when he made contact, and the tip of his tongue began stroking the head of his cock.

“Oh, this is so hilarious,” she said, laughing. “Now take it in your mouth,” she encouraged him, placing her hand on the back of his head and pushing downward.

James stretched as far as he could, with the assistance of Keyanna pushing him, and he could just get half of the head of his cock between his lips.

“Come on, you fucking slut,” Keyanna said. “Get that fat dick in your mouth. Take it deeper. Just think about how good your cum is going to taste spurting into your mouth,” she said. “I bet you’re going to unload a mouthful, like five or six hot loads of cum right onto your tongue. I know you want it, Dickhead. Show me how much you want it.”

Keyanna laughed, sounding joyous and spiteful as she watched James ejaculate several thick spurts in succession into his mouth. A single rivulet of cum leaked out of his mouth and ran down his shaft.

“Scoop it up with your fingers,” Keyanna said. “Lick it up like a good boy.”

When James had cleaned up after himself, Keyanna had him sit up on his knees.

“Open wide, Dickhead,” Keyanna said. “Show us you swallowed every spurt of cum you just shot into your mouth.”

She held the camera close to his face.

“Feel free to share this video,” she announced. Dickhead loves to show off what a little slut he is.”

When Keyanna stopped the recording, she noticed that she’d received a message from Valerie. She opened the message and read it.

“Ha-ha!” Keyanna exclaimed triumphantly. “Valerie said that you look like such a little whore in your tiny pink panties! Imagine what she’s going to think when she sees you suck your cock,” she commented.

She put her phone back into her bag and pulled out two leather straps.

“Look what I’ve brought along with me as a present for you,” she said in a cheery voice while holding up a collar and a leash. “Come here, on your hands and knees.”

She placed the collar around his neck. Then she attached the leash to his collar.

“Oh, that looks so good on you,” she said, laughing as she examined him. “Now, I’m going to deeply enjoy watching you crawl on your hands and knees,” she said. “I’m going to walk you on a leash, naked, aside from your panties, and your absolutely devastating feeling of embarrassment is going to be so satisfying for me. But I want you more than just embarrassed, I want to see you cry because your debasement is so humiliating you can’t endure it. I am so looking forward to how funny it’s going to be for me to watch you turn bright red with humiliation while you crawl naked on a leash.”

She led him, crawling on his hands and knees, out the front door of her bungalow.

“The thing I find so attractive about life here on the island is the recognition that men can be pets,” Keyanna said as she walked James on his hands and knees along the path. “I’ve always thought of men that way, and I love it here where I can walk out the front door with a man on a leash and no one will think twice about it.”

As if on cue, a woman was seen approaching, with a man accompanying her.

“Hi, I’m Heather,” the woman said in greeting her. “ I see we have matching pets.”

Keyanna realized that Heather had a leash in her hand, the other end of which was inside the shorts her male companion was wearing.

“That is something I’ve never seen before,” Keyanna said, her eyes following the leash to its conclusion.”

“I’ve got my man wearing a penis leash,” Heather said.

“A penis leash?” Keyanna asked.

“I like to have it for when I need to take him for a walk. But it also keeps him in his place, you know, reminding him that his dick is mine and I can lead him around. He has such a nice rim on his cock head, and this chrome ring fits just behind it. The leash can be held casually or tightly, whatever the situation demands.”

Heather turned to her male companion.

“Why don’t you show our new friend,” Heather said, then paused.

“Keyanna,” Keyanna said.

“Right, show Keyanna your penis leash,” Heather said.

He pulled his shorts down in front.

“Oh, that’s so cute,” Keyanna said as she drew closer to examine him. “May I?” she asked.

“Of course,” Heather replied.

She raised her hand to take the head of his penis between her thumb and forefinger. She pulled upward.

“It’s interesting,” Keyanna said. “Just the name alone. ‘Penis leash’ makes me think of a cute, chastised boy being led around and maybe even a little humiliated. It’s kind of adorable.”

“That’s why it’s so nice to live here,” she said. “I don’t have to think twice about taking my man out for a walk on the penis leash whenever I want. No one is going to arrest me,” she said with a laugh. “Actually it’s the other way around. If he disobeys a direct order, he’s the one who’s going to get in trouble.”

“Trouble?” Keyanna asked.

“Oh, yeah,” she said. “You don’t even want to know.”

“Yes I do,” she said, laughing. “I have an inexhaustible appetite for seeing naughty boys in trouble, getting whatever punishment they’ve earned.”

“Turn around,” Heather said to her slave.

He turned around, and his shorts were lowered in back, displaying a bright red ass with even darker, crimson stripes across it.

“Impressive,” Keyanna observed.

“It doesn’t do them any favors to let them think they can disobey,” Heather said.

When Heather and her leashed slave departed, Keyanna resumed her walk with James in tow.

“See, it’s nice like that,” she said. “You keeping your mouth shut, I mean. I’ve always thought men should be seen and not heard. They’re good when they have been trained to behave. See, you can be obedient,” she said, reaching down and placing her hand on his butt, then giving his cheek a tight squeeze.

At this point in the path there was a bench situated so that one could sit and look out over the ocean, which she thought looked serenely magical.

“I think we might stop for a bit and sit here,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Keyanna,” he replied.

She smiled, then sat on the bench and pulled his leash tight.

“I said that I wasn’t going to fuck you, James,” she said, “but that didn’t mean that I wasn’t going to come.”

She pulled the leash under her leg, then pulled upward, bringing his face down between her thighs.

“That’s right, lick my pussy nice and slow,” she encouraged him, holding the leash tight, which kept his lips and tongue precisely where she wanted them.

He responded by kissing her softly on the wet lips of her pussy. The soft ocean breeze wafted over them, as the moonlight shimmered on the surface of the water. With one hand on the back of his head, holding the leash tightly, she relaxed onto the bench and sighed, letting her thighs spread wide as she placed her feet on his hips.

“That’s right,” Keyanna said. “Fuck you, Dickhead. Lick my fucking pussy,” she added, then laughed.


Permanent


Chapter 34

Anton had what he knew to be a dream vision, but it felt more real than any he’d ever had before. He’d been swimming in his dream, as he often was in the morning, and had left the beach and walked through the stand of palm trees when he saw something of such massive size and height, extending beyond his vision, that at first, he was unsure of what he was looking at. Then he realized that it was a woman’s long, perfectly sculpted leg as it moved, and Anton looked up to see that it was Lina, though she was towering over him, as tall as a skyscraper building. She was nude, and he was looking up at her naked pussy, above which was her torso, impossibly long, then her large, perfectly rounded breasts, then her inestimably beautiful face, her eyes fixed upon his relatively tiny body standing far below. He had a jolt of terror at the sight of her imposing size, yet he also felt a sexual longing for and devotion to her.

* * *

“How is my little pussy slave doing?” Lina asked in a friendly way, smiling warmly as she placed her hand on his cheek. She had ordered him to her private residence on the island, an invitation Anton still recognized as a privilege.

“There have been no complaints entered on my behalf and I’ve not been assigned any punishments recently,” Anton replied.

“You must be wanting, then,” Lina said, glancing up and down his body. “Right? You probably need a nice little session with a leather belt. Does that sound good to you?”

Anton weighed his options.

“Yes, thank you, Miss Lina,” he replied.

He waited for her response.

“I’ve had in my mind since I met you this glorious image, that of your inevitable surrender,” Lina said as pulled a man’s leather belt out of her cabinet. “Your absolute and total defeat, in which my victory is complete. I’ve had more than a few orgasms thinking about it.”

She held the belt up and presented it while smiling broadly at Anton.

“You may recall this item,” she said.

“It’s, um, a belt?” Anton asked. Then he realized what it was that she was showing him. “That was my belt.”

“Yes, and you are correct in saying that it was your belt,” Lina replied. “Because it’s mine. It’s the first thing I took from you, back when we met at my club. Since then, of course, I’ve taken every single thing from you. Now you have nothing but your naked obedience to me.”

“That’s all I need, Miss Lina,” Anton replied.

She smiled warmly as she prepared the belt in her hand to whip him across the ass.

“That’s so sweet of you to acknowledge,” Lina replied.

Lina had Anton get on his hands and knees, then slid his shorts down in back.

“Let me ask you again, why do you think that I should limit myself to having just one man when I can have any man I want?” she asked.

Anton closed his eyes for a moment, then looked at Lina.

“I don’t,” he replied.

“You don’t,” she repeated flatly.

“No, I don’t,” he reconfirmed. “I’ve learned my lesson. I think you should have everything you want.”

“Then what do you imagine your role to be?” she inquired.

“Again, not to be difficult, but I don’t,” he replied.

“You really do want the belt, don’t you?” she said heatedly.

“What I am trying to say that I don’t think you should be limited in any way, and I don’t think that it’s my place to define my role,” Anton said. “That, as well as all other things, is up to you. All I am doing is offering myself, hoping to be of service to you. For any purpose you decide.”

“So then what’s the difference between what I have now and what you propose?” she asked.

“The intensity of my devotion to you,” he answered softly, but surely, his voice even and purposeful. “As it is, I am your servant. Your slave. That will not change. But I have the ability to be more than that. I could become something like an extension of yourself, where all I do is strive to fulfill your desires, to think only of what is in your best interest.”

“You don’t do so already?” she asked.

“I do,” he replied. “What I am attempting to offer is the absolute submission of all that I am in exchange for becoming an extended part of yourself. I will have no thoughts which are not yours. My mind will direct my body only in service to accomplishing what you want for yourself, because that will be what I am. I will be an autonomous part of your physical body. No different than any other part of you, I will respond as reliably and as efficiently in securing that which you want for yourself.”

Lina thought for a moment. She brought the belt up, then down across his bare ass. It made a swish as it sailed through the air, and a satisfying Smack as it struck him across both cheeks of his ass. He gasped at the impact but held himself firmly in position.

“Oh, you liked that, do you?” she asked. “Just know that it’s only going to get better from here,” she said as she delivered a second stroke, harder than the first.

Smack.

“It’s important to me that you are completely honest with me at all times,” Lina explained. “And never more so than when I am whipping your body. As you know, I love the sight of a man wearing his ball gag nice and tight. I really appreciated that about you the first time you wore your ball gag for me. You strapped it on so tight and I could see that you were genuinely trying to impress me,” she said, laughing gently at the fond memory of seeing Anton prepared to serve at the house party that now seemed so long ago. “But when I punish you, I generally won’t have you wearing your ball gag because I want to hear each and every utterance, every sound that you make.”

Smack.

“And again, I want you to be honest. Don’t overreact. I want to hear precisely how much pain you are experiencing. As you can imagine, I’ve heard lots of men writhing in pain. As a sadist, that’s one of the loveliest sounds to my ears. And I want to compare you and your reactions to other men that I’ve heard as they experienced the way that I punish a man’s body.”

Smack.

“It’s important to me to know what kind of man you are, and what you can endure. But it’s also one of the most intimate of exchanges. An unforgivingly dominant woman wants to know just what will bring a man to his knees, so to speak. I know, you’re on your knees the moment I say so, but I mean something more profound. It means everything to me to hear the sound you didn’t intend to make. Hearing you cry out in pain with a primitive, guttural sound that surprises even you, a sound you’ve never made before. That’s what I want to hear.”

Smack.

“That’s when I know that I’ve truly gotten to you, and you’ve sunk below the level of simply offering your submission to me. The point where you’re so far down that you look up and it seems like I am towering over you, a mile high, and you realize the true nature of the relationship between us. You finally see me as I am, which is so far above you that you can’t possibly expect to be anything but a slave to me, in fact, you realize that it’s an honor beyond anything you could dream of to be allowed to serve at my feet.”

Smack.

“That is where I am going to take you, and I want to hear you express the way that you feel along that journey. After that, I will know that even though you aren’t allowed to beg to worship my feet with your tongue, that you are silently wanting that pleasure and privilege, more than you ever have before. More than you’ve ever thought possible.”

Smack.

“Know that as I punish your naked body,” she said, “that seeing a man in pain, pain that I am delivering, makes my pussy wet. I get off on it. I always have.”

Smack.

“The sight of a man suffering the torturous ordeal of an unrelenting, merciless punishment is a beautiful thing. It’s breathtaking, really. I love to study how each man reacts to my sadism.”

Smack.

“Your fear is making you look irresistible,” she said. “I love the way that genuine fear makes a man so compliant. Yours is delicious.”

Smack.

“Your fear and your erect cock are so perfect. I love to see a man terrified of what I’m going to do to him yet fully hard at the same time,” she said in a low growl.

She laid a welt from the belt across his ass. He whimpered through clenched teeth, a sound that made Lina’s pussy drip.

“And now, to prolong this gorgeous feeling of anticipation, we begin again. You may come to appreciate how thorough I am in whipping you,” she said.

Smack.

“You may earn yourself an opportunity to show that appreciation when I am done with you.”

Smack.

The way that she whipped his naked body was different, he felt, than how she had done so previously. It was at once more intense, and also more intimate. It was as though the strap was a part of her that he had come to adore as much as he adored her.

Smack.

Anton was breathing hard from the exhaustion of enduring Lina’s relentless application of the belt. She’d finished with a series of strokes that focused on the point where his upper thighs met the upward curve of his butt cheeks. Throughout, she made certain he felt it acutely.

Smack.

Lina was unrelenting, and she was unmerciful. She delivered a seemingly endless whipping across his ass with the belt, leaving stinging welts across his cheeks until his entire backside was a uniform crimson red.

Smack.

When she was finished, she placed the belt to one side and stood before him.

“You may thank me now,” she said as he lowered himself onto his knees.

She sat back on the upholstered armchair, with each of her calves resting on either side of the chair. She raised her skirt and pushed her hips forward, spreading her naked pussy wantonly before him.

He found the way that she spread her legs was uniquely her own. He had never seen a woman who looked the way she did when she had her thighs spread wide, even in pornographic pictures or video. She made all other women look chaste, somehow. Shy, even. She had a way about her that when she spread her legs, she looked so unbelievably sexy, like she was presenting her pussy as a challenge.

It seemed to him as though she was defying him to do anything other than fall to his knees and worship her. It wasn’t just the brazenness with which she spread her legs, or the forward thrust of her hips, pushing her lips out toward him. It was her attitude as well, where she seemed as though she had her arms crossed in defiance even if they weren’t. He felt there was something unquestionably regal to the way she appeared in this position. She seemed to be supremely confident and comfortable presenting her pussy before which he was to genuflect.

He began licking her slowly, the tip of his tongue sliding up the length of her slit. The whipping she’d given him had left her dripping wet, so he lapped at her pussy, savoring every drop. He kissed and licked her clitoris softly, listening to her response to determine the precise amount of pressure and the speed of his tongue. She combed her fingers into his hair and then closed her hand into a fist, holding him and directing him as she desired.

After she had her first orgasm, he began kissing her softly all around her pussy, allowing her to recover before beginning again, slowly building toward her second. After her third orgasm, she slid her legs down off of the arms of the chair and laid them along his back, clamping his head between her thighs. She held him this way for a while. He held his lips against her but did nothing else. He knew that this was her time to simply enjoy having his face held tightly against her pussy. She used her fingers to comb through his hair, as she bathed in the pleasure of his service to her.


Chapter 35

If you limit yourself to one man, he will just disappoint you, Lina thought. You need a harem. Or, as they are so annoyingly referred to, a reverse harem. As though having a group of women to serve you sexually is the default, and likewise having a group of men is the reverse.

“And, so, you look preoccupied,” Alexandra said as she sat down at the café near the Pussycat.

It was a number of years before Lina had even conceived of buying an island. She had only recently taken ownership of her nightclub.

“I’m just thinking about submissive boys,” Lina said with a smile.

Alexandra laughed.

“You know, it absolutely blew my mind when I learned that there were boys who wanted to be dominated,” she said. “I had already decided that I wanted to have a boy as my slave, doing whatever I told him to. I was totally prepared to force them to submit. Then I found out that there were boys with what I call pre-obedient dicks.”

“Pre-obedient dicks?’ Lina asked, laughing at the thought.

“Yeah, they have these,” Alexandra began, the paused. “You know how boys have dicks that get them into trouble?” she said. “It’s like that, only these boys have dicks that get them into trouble with me. It’s like they’re this special class of boys who just fall into my trap almost willingly. Like I tell them what’s going to happen to them and it just compels them to submit. They go willingly into servitude, on their hands and knees. I just love submissive boys. They’re so cute with their hard little dicks so desperately wanting me to work them over with the strap.”

“Oh, yeah, I love hurting boys,” Lina agreed. “Torturing them. Making them cry.”

“I know, right?” Alexandra said. “Boo-hoo, I got my penis spanked by girl. I did everything she told me to do and she punished me anyway.”

Lina laughed.

“I kind of like the ones I have to break,” Lina said. “Boys who need to be corrected.”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong,” Alexandra clarified. “I still, as you say, break them. No matter how submissive they are, I still need to have my way with them. I just love the fact that there are boys who kind of volunteer for it. They are going to come to the realization that they fucked up, submitting to a cute, sadistic girl like me. But the fact that their dicks got them into trouble with me is the best part.”

“I think it’s a scientifically proven fact that sadistic girls have the best-tasting pussies,” Lina said.

Alexandra laughed.

“OK, maybe not scientifically proven, but I did have a boy tell me that once,” Lina said.

“No, I think you’re right,” Alexandra said. “At any rate, submissive boys are the best at licking pussy by far. They go down easy, like you don’t need to tell them twice, and then they stay down. That’s just to start with. Then they focus, like it’s their fucking job, you know? They get their tongue right on your clit and just, I don’t know, it’s like they worship it.”

“Yes,” Lina agreed. “Worship. It’s like they know this pussy is their master and they serve like the little slaves that they are. Do you like to whip them before or after? I ask because I know there are women who like to whip their boys before to put them in the right mindset. Personally, I like the anticipation, so I tell them they’re going to get their ass whipped after I come.”

“I don’t have the patience,” Alexandra said. “I tend to whip them during, you know? Like I’ll have a boy licking my pussy, worshipping, and I just let loose with the whip. I have this really long riding crop, so I’ll be giving him motivation when he’s at his most obedient. That’s why I love the really submissive boys. They always thank me for doing that. They know they should show their gratitude for whipping them while they make me come.”

“When they feel fear, their bodies give off this scent that makes me so wet,” Lina said. “I love it. I don’t know what it is exactly, but it makes me want to take a boy and make him afraid of me. I mean, it’s just nice to see a boy naked and trembling to begin with. He’s so scared of what I’m going to do to him. I give him reason to be afraid of me, but I like the ones who are smart enough to know they’re in trouble.” She laughed. “So much trouble. And they give off these delicious pheromones, I guess. I make them really vulnerable to me and then I just hold them close and inhale the scent of their body, and I can smell their fear. I don’t think they know. They’ll be tied up, so completely fucked, and they don’t even know that we can tell how terrified they are at that moment.”

“Wow, I don’t think I even realized myself how much I love that,” Alexandra said. “Yeah, it’s the scent of their fear. It like an aphrodisiac. That’s why it’s so hot to put him in bondage and tease him about how bad you’re going to hurt him.”

“Yes,” Lina agreed. “Completely terrorize him. First thing is I want to give my victims plenty of time to anticipate what’s going to happen to them,” she said. “I like a man to have the ability to really think about it. Contemplate what I’m going to expect of him. Any man who’s been in the position to serve me has learned quickly how much I demand, so from that point he knows better than to underestimate me. I’m never going to make it easy for him. I don’t do easy. Hard is just the starting point because I’m not interested in anything less. They’re so proud of themselves when they’ve been a good boy and taken what they had coming. I don’t want to deny them that. So I make sure to drive them to the edge of what they can endure. It’s so deeply satisfying for me, of course, seeing a man suffer so gallantly.”

“Gallantly?” Alexandra asked.

“Yeah, what? It’s a word,” Lina said. “It means, you know,” she paused. “Look it up.”

Alexandra pulled out her phone.

“It says showy in dress or bearing,” she read, laughing. “Spirited, brave, OK, that’s cool. Oh, nobly chivalrous and often self-sacrificing. Getting warmer, love it. How about courteously and elaborately attentive especially to ladies?” Well, gallantly it is!” she proclaimed, laughing. “I do love a man who is self-sacrificing and attentive.”

Lina laughed.

“Men have bodies that are meant for it,” Lina said. “Their erections tell you everything they want to know. Like a built-in signal of what they are thinking. And they are built strong to endure the physical punishment. They thrive on it.”

“I’ve read what some women will do with men,” Alexandra explained. “It’s part terrifying, part inspiring.”

“I have so many questions related to that comment,” Lina said. One, you’ve been reading what?

“There are some really interesting books about the subject. The history of male submission to female authority is fascinating. And the women who have mapped out a future in which male submission is the predominant lifestyle for women. Female supremacy, gynarchy, femdom rule. All of these ideas are very real, and there are a growing number of women who not only support them but are working to implement them. And there are men who are susceptible to being made to accept their diminished role in subjugation to women. And even more that don’t realize it, but they too can be made to submit. It just takes a bit of coercion. They’ll soon be on their knees once the rules are put in place.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Lina said.

“I think some men are just too embarrassed about it,” Alexandra said. “Like there is something inherently mortifying about being submissive to a woman. They are afraid of being exposed. That’s why I think if there was a place that was secluded somehow, where all men are not just expected to, but required to submit, then it would be easier for them. Ordinarily I am not in favor of making it easier for men. I like making it harder.”

Alexandra paused, with a slight smile on her face.

“Get it?” she asked. “Get my little joke? Make it harder?”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, yes,” Lina replied, laughing.

“Right, so anyway, as you know, men have this thing where they think it’s humiliating to be made to submit,” Alexandra said. “So maybe it would make it easier for them to be in a place where they would be required to, where it isn’t an option. Ease them down onto their knees in submission with the security of knowing that they all have to do it. Female domination is,” she began, then paused. “I mean, it’s natural. Preferable, of course. But it’s like a secret society. There are these women, it turns out, who believe in it as a way of life. Even better, there are men who believe in it too. And I don’t mean the corny dress up kind, where the women wear leather catsuits and biker hats or whatever. I mean real, and I emphasize real domination. Where men kneel out of respect and they stay there, at least mentally. They submit to training, they learn what is expected of them, and they obey. Obedience is the operative word.”

Lina shifted in her seat, feeling somewhat awkward about the fact that her friend’s words were making her aroused.

“I met this woman named Hayley,” Alexandra mentioned. “She’s amazing. And she is decidedly dominant where men are concerned. She has a houseboy who is like her slave. He’ll do anything she tells him to. And Hayley has a friend named Carly who is one, hilarious, and two, really dominant. Like, if I had a dick, I would be terrified of her. Both women, actually. They inspire me in lots of ways. It’s like they took male submission in stride and have moved on to a place where they font just expect it. They push the envelope. Carly told me that she has never had a relationship with a male that was not female dominant. She laughed when I asked her about it. She was like, really? Do you think I’d let someone who has a pair of balls tell me what to do? You know you can just take his balls in your hand, right? You can control them. It’s easy. So, like I said, these two women inspire me. I should arrange for you to meet them.”

* * *

“You know how we had a conversation a million years ago about having any number of submissive men to serve us?” Lina asked. She thought about the fact that they had been sitting at a café near her club, the Pussycat, and now they were sitting at the café on her island.

“And then you made it a reality?” Alexandra replied. “Yeah, that was awesome.”

“Yeah, totally awesome,” Lina said. “But seriously, now that I have it, I have a problem. Anton.”

“Anton?” Alexandra asked. “What’s his problem? He took his punishment really well, I thought.”

“He takes punishment better than any man I’ve seen,” Lina replied. “But no, I guess the problem is with me. It started out as a problem with him, where he was being annoying. He wants to be my slave, like I collar him and he’s my full-time servant. But I’d explained to him that it wasn’t going to happen like that. I want any number of men who all serve me, and he was just going to have to deal with that.”

“So he’s jealous?” Alexandra asked.

“Well, that’s the tricky part,” Lina replied. “I kind of realized that was the best part. He would feel this jealousy that became its own form of torture. I could watch him watching me with another man and I could see how it made him ache for me. So I wanted him to feel that way. That’s what made me come so hard. But then the problem was that I realized I’d grown attached to him somehow. Like I can feel myself giving in.”

“And Lina does not like to give in,” Alexandra said.

“No, not in the least,” Lina replied. “But I keep having these thoughts about having Anton as, well, the thing he wants to be. My personal slave. But I don’t want to give in and let him think he’s the only man who I’m going to dominate. Because I don’t want that. I like having Anton as one of my slaves, but “one of” is the operative part.”

“You know, I am not really seeing the problem here,” Alexandra said. “It sounds like you have him under your control. Maybe it’s just you who isn’t under your control.”

Alexandra smiled and gave a shrug.

“Yeah, maybe,” Lina replied. “I guess I need to just make a decision about what his proper place in my life should be.”

“Perhaps you might give him the honor of being collared, and then see what he does to retain the privilege. Maybe he will surprise you. I’m sure you’ve had men who surprised you with how well they took being brought to heel.”

“I’ve thought about it,” Lina said. “Maybe.”


Chapter 36

Cheyenne couldn’t help but laugh when she saw Dallas gingerly lower himself into a chair at the breakfast table.

“It looks like you got your ass handed to you last night,” she said. “That’s perfect. Did she make you cry like a little bitch?”

Dallas winced.

“I did my best to take it without complaint,” he replied.

Cheyenne laughed.

“Of course, you’ve nothing to complain about,” she said. “You deserve it. If she allows you to, you should beg her to do it again.”

Cheyenne took a drink of her fresh-squeezed papaya and mango juice.

“This juice is amazing,” she commented. “It’s one of the things that is so perfect about this place. You should consider yourself lucky.”

Dallas gave his sister a curious look.

“I think you should go have a photo session,” Cheyenne said. “They put them up on the website, and I think the exposure would be good for you.”

Exposure, Dallas thought.

“But isn’t that for the men that live on the island?” he asked. “Like, the permanent residents?”

“Yes,” Cheyenne replied.

She gave her brother a look. He knew that look.

“Wait, no,” he said with a tone of desperation. He tried to control himself so as to not become frantic.

“I suggested it to mom, and she agreed with me that you should become a permanent slave on the island,” Cheyenne said.

“But, I thought I was, you know,” Dallas said, “too small.”

“You are, but I also spoke with Lina, and I had a conversation with Carly as well,” she explained “They talked to the other women who review applications and they all decided to make an allowance based on your other attributes.”

Dallas looked stunned.

“I believe ‘thank you’ is the response you are looking for,” she said with a smile. “Just think, you’ll never have to make a decision for yourself ever again. You’ll be told what to do, and all you need to do is obey.”

“Cheyenne, please,” Dallas begged his sister.

“Yeah, no, you should save that for the next woman who decides she wants to wreck that ass,” she said dismissively. “It’s a done deal. You’re staying. I intend to visit the island regularly myself, since this place is so perfect. I think I want to bring my boyfriend here for a vacation.”

Cheyenne brought Dallas to the photo studio, where Heather was waiting.

“Hi, this is Dallas,” Cheyenne said. “He is here for his photo shoot. He’s going to become a permanent slave.”

“Oh, perfect,” Heather replied. “I voted in favor of that. We discussed the fact that he has a small penis, but I thought the variety would have some value to us.”

Heather approached Dallas and pulled his shorts down in front, as though to confirm.

“I so want to flick him across the tip of his little penis,” she said, laughing. “You know, just draw my middle finger back with my thumb, hard, and I make sure he can see what I’m going to do. And hopefully it’s not lost on him that it’s my middle finger,” she said, then laughed again. “They’re so sensitive on the head of the dick. Just line it up, tease him about it, then he gets what he’s got coming to him,” she added, laughing.

Cheyenne laughed too and reached up to tousle Dallas’s hair.

“Well, it looks like you’re in good hands,” she said.

Heather led Dallas into the photo studio, where Mayarta asked if she might stay to assist.

“Sure,” she replied. “It will be a pleasure. Dallas, shorts off. Now.”

Dallas complied.

“Wow, look at that cute little ass he’s got,” Mayarta said.

“I know, right?” Heather replied.

Mayarta held her camera up, then took a photo.

“Perhaps he could begin fingering his asshole in anticipation, like he can’t wait to get his ass pounded by the biggest dildo we’ve got?” Mayarta asked.

Though Dallas realized it wasn’t really a question.

“That would be perfect,” Heather said as she got out some lubricant. “Like his two fingers are going to even begin getting him ready for the monster cock he’s about to take for us.”

Dallas could hear the sounds of the women’s enthusiastic approval when his fingers had fully penetrated his asshole.

“I think this slut likes it in the ass,” Mayarta noted.

“Clearly he’s begging for more,” Heather said.

Which dildo should we put in his ass?” Heather asked.

“That one, obviously,” Mayarta replied, pointing to a dildo that was enormous in length and girth.

“This one is perfect,” Heather replied, lifting the dildo up and lubricating it. “You know, when he arrived, I whipped his ass, like I do with all the men,” Heather said. “I really liked the way he took the whipping. I could tell it hurt, and I could see that he was impressed with my skill. But mostly, I could tell that he felt so humiliated by it, and he’s got such a cute little butt. “Since then I’ve just been simply dying to see Dallas get his ass penetrated by a big, fat dildo.

“Penetrated?” Mayarta asked. “I think demolished is more the right word for what’s about to happen to him. And I’m with you, I so badly want to see him getting his tight little hole reamed good and hard.”

At that moment, Dallas felt his asshole being violated by what felt like a dildo the size of a woman’s forearm.

“Make him take every inch of that massive dildo,” Mayarta said. “To the hilt, for sure. We deserve nothing less.”

Dallas was somewhat relieved that the camera couldn’t see his face blushing furiously with the humiliation and pain of his anal violation. Then he noticed that Mayarta had swung around in front to capture his reaction, having already shot photos of what was being done to his ass. He turned a deeper shade of red when he saw the camera and lowered his face in an attempt to hide his embarrassment.

“Face the camera,” Mayarta said. “We want to see your reaction.”

Dallas felt humiliated in a way that he’d never even imagined as Heather pulled his head back so that Mayarta and her camera could get a good look at the expression on his face.

“Oh, wow, you’re embarrassed, aren’t you?” she said with enthusiastic approval. “I think we’ve found the perfect size dildo for this slut. The look on his face is priceless. This is going up on the website for sure.”

* * *

“Hayley!” Lina called out.

Uncharacteristically, Lina had come down to the dock in anticipation of the boat’s arrival. Hayley’s first time on the island was a special occasion, and she felt it worthy of her presence. She also had to recognize Hayley’s financial contribution to the establishment of the island, in addition to her being a close friend.

“The photos do not do this place justice,” Hayley replied, then embraced Lina. “It’s positively magical.”

“I know, right?” Lina replied. “I have so much to show you.”

Lina led Hayley on a guided tour, inspecting all of the various improvements that had been made to the island since she’d last seen the photo updates she’d been receiving throughout the development of the island.

“You know, something about this place feels like this perfect little utopia, like a place out of time,” Hayley said. “It makes me think of when I was at summer camp as a girl. Did I ever tell you about that? As you know, my parents had money, so they sent me to the fanciest one in the country. Still, I was a young girl, so I thought it was a dump,” she said, laughing. “But the place had this incredible natural beauty. And what happened that summer was the boys were predictably ill-mannered. They were rude, they were disobedient and disrespectful, and at some point, the women who ran the camp had had enough. For punishment, the boys were all made to take showers using the facilities by the lake. These were external shower heads, completely exposed, so of course, the boys were all completely exposed as well.”

“I’ve instituted something similar for the men here on the island,” Lina mentioned.

“Oh, that’s right, I noticed that when I was looking over the plans earlier this year,” Hayley mentioned. “I had to smile when I saw that. I imagine the men here are better adjusted to such an arrangement. The boys at summer camp, well, they tried to rebel, saying that at least they should be able to wear their swim trunks. But the counselors explained that this was a punishment meant to humiliate them, and their complaints had earned them an extension of the punishment. Originally it was to be just for a few days, but of course they ended up having to use the showers by the lake for the remainder of the summer. The thing was,” Hayley said, laughing, “is that the water to the lakeside showers did not run through the water heaters like the enclosed shower rooms. That water was freezing cold. And they had to shower in the morning when it tended to be cold to begin with. So we got to see the boys completely naked, and their penises were all tiny from the cold air and water. Anyway, they would all turn bright red from blushing when we’d watch them, laughing at their humiliation. And we’d tease them, of course. I’m sorry, I’ve gone on about it a bit. The point is that I’ve always liked the sight of a young man with the rosy hue of humiliation showing on his face and neck, his chest, even.”

They had been strolling through the gardens, and suddenly Hayley saw something that caught her interest.

“I am curious about the boy you’ve got mounted to that device over there,” Hayley said, pointing.

On the edge of the garden, off to one side of the path, Dallas had been displayed naked, with his hands and feet secured to a large steel frame. He had a ball gag in his mouth and his eyes were cast downward. There was a steel rod that was secured vertically to the floor, with a small, round ring at the top, securing his cock and balls.

“Would you like a closer look?” Lina asked.

“Absolutely,” the Hayley replied.

They made their way over to where Dallas was bound and put on display.

“This is just lovely,” Hayley said as she approached. She took the head of his penis in her hand. “They’re so cute when they’re tiny,” she said, lifting it up. She pulled his dick straight up to take a look at his balls. “I do love the look of a man’s balls when they’re in some type of restraint, you know?” she said to Lina.

Hayley placed her hand on the Dallas’s butt cheek and gave it a firm squeeze.

“Oh, that’s nice,” she commented. “What’s its name?”

“This is Dallas, one of our very few male guests,” Lina explained. “He is, at the moment, transitioning to become a permanent slave. His mother thought it would be helpful for him to be subjected to the rules concerning female dominance on the island. He is particularly bashful, as you can see. So I decided that he might get acclimated a bit more quickly if he were to be put on display.”

“He is quite remarkable in how easily embarrassed he is,” Hayley observed appreciatively. “I think I might like to further his education by absolutely dominating his cute little butt.”

“Of course,” Lina said. “He’s all yours.”

“Well it looks like you’re in for a good, hard, fuck in the ass, Dallas,” Hayley said, then gave him a slap across his bare butt with her palm flat.

“As is your right,” Lina said, offering her brilliant smile. “All of the men on the island will obey any command you give them.”


Chapter 37

Anton realized that his body, his mind, and his entire person had become nothing more than an extension of Lina. As though she had a number of attachments, or devices specifically intended for use in pleasuring herself, and Anton was one such device. He wore the scent of her pussy, its taste was on his tongue, and to Lina, he was an object whose purpose was to provide pleasure.

“Tell me what you are thinking, Anton,” Lina said, having brought him once again to her private residence. She was wearing a long, transparent gown that was open in the front, casually revealing her naked body. She had him kneeling before her on the white carpet of her bedroom.

“I want,” Anton began, then stopped himself. “Miss Lina,” he began again, “your desires are of the greatest importance to me. I want only what you want. If you need any of your slaves to serve you at any given time, then that is what you should have. It is what you deserve. I admit that I felt jealous at first. You can have any man you want, any way that you want them, and it made me feel jealous of them. But I have learned an important lesson, which is to be grateful to you for allowing me to be one of the men that serve you.”

“You’re so cute,” Lina said. “But I hope that you still feel that jealousy, right? That burning sensation of humiliation and pain when I’m fucking another man? I mean, that’s why you’re here. I realized that you are fixated on me not long after I met you. I targeted you, specifically because of that. I knew that it would really make you feel an aching in your cock and your balls to have to endure my taking advantage of other men. You’re my chosen victim. But first, I had to make you feel like I’m yours, so to speak. You had to think that you were special to me so that it would really hurt to see me with other men. And you fell right into my little trap. It made me come so hard knowing that you felt so humiliated watching me fuck other men. Which, to my surprise, meant that I’ve come to need you. I need your painful humiliation to make me come that hard. So what’s going to happen is that you are now something I require. You watching me while I fuck men is no longer a thing I will do without. So to make that as perfect as it should be, I won’t ever fuck you. You’ll simply be made to watch me fuck other men. It’s going to be torture for you. But that is what I want. I want it to feel that way for you. That is what makes me come, knowing that you’re just writhing in pain, wanting me, knowing you can’t have me.”

Anton grimaced at the thought he’d had when he’d pulled up outside the Pussycat for the first time. He’d thought back to the few experiences he’d had with women being sexually dominant, and though they had excited him in a way he didn’t quite understand, he’d felt that each of the women were not fully dominant. They’d just been playing at it, he thought. In each situation, he’d been left wanting a woman to take control in a way he’d come to think was a fantasy. They were demanding in certain ways, but he would dwell on thoughts of them pushing him further, deeper into submission to their female authority. From the beginning, Lina had been different. Almost immediately she coerced him into assuming a servile position in regard to her. Then she brought about the most dramatic alteration to his existence possible. She engineered a situation where he would surrender everything. He had become not just a slave to her, but something below that. He was now a slave to every woman he met, and he could only dream of being a slave to Lina. This thought was confusing in Anton’s mind, since he was definitely nothing more than a slave to Lina, he was less than that as well. Her insistence that he was but one of the many slaves that would serve her meant that he could only hope to be allowed to be put into service to her.

Lina was inflicting upon him a torture he couldn’t have imagined. He found himself trying to steer his thoughts from obsessing over her, fantasizing about her using his body for punishment. A thorough beating at Lina’s hand was more than he could hope for.

Lina had somehow designed the most excruciating of tortures for him: making him watch as she had another man submit to her dominance. His body ached for her to take him by the back of the neck and work him over with the belt. That, at least, would be a kind of pain that he could endure out of respect for her, offering his body in tribute to her supremacy. Instead, she had decided that he would feel a kind of agony that was boundless and unending. The mental torture of wanting her without the ability to even express that desire. Of course, his body itself couldn’t help but enact such an expression. His cock hardened to the point that it was painful, and he knew that she was aware of the fact. She could see plainly this unrequited desire, but she not only did not answer this admission of his desire. Instead, she seemed to specifically derive great pleasure from ignoring it. Though she didn’t really ignore it, either. Rather, his erect cock seemed to be an object of her focus. It was the satisfaction of his erection that she ignored. She wanted him to want her intensely, with the full understanding that he couldn’t have her. Instead, he had to watch as another man provided submission to her dominance. Anton himself was beneath the level of a submissive. And it appeared that this was exactly how Lina wanted him to be. As though she had specifically chosen him for this painful ordeal.

“Do you not think that I see you suffering for me?” Lina asked. “Do you not realize that it is intentional? That I am purposefully making this an agonizing torture for you? This is a trial, Anton. You are suspended, metaphorically, over an abyss. Your naked body is licked with flames, like a crucible to test your resolve. I want to make you hurt. I have wanted it so badly since the day I met you. I’ve wanted to see you writhing in pain, begging me not for release, but for more. I want to make you feel like you can’t take any more and your body is going to give in, give up, and in that moment, I want you to find the strength to submit to even greater feelings of pain and anguish. I’d seen in you the potential to truly suffer beyond anything you could have imagined. Full confession, the night I had you escorted out of Hayley’s house wearing a pair of panties and a ball gag, I had to have a prior sub of mine come to my house immediately just to lick my pussy for an extended length of time to work out my fixation on you. I beat him so hard that night,” she admitted with a bright twinkle in her eye. “He had no idea that I was so, I don’t know, worked up, I guess. You had kind of worked your way into my subconscious. Or maybe I should say sub-conscious,” she said with a gentle laugh. “The place in my mind where I keep all of my submissive men and play with them when they’re elsewhere. That’s why I have an island, I suppose. You’re all here. There is no elsewhere. You can’t escape,” she said with a warm laugh.

Lina reached out and slid two fingers into Anton’s mouth and began to play with his lips and tongue. “You want to worship me, don’t you, Anton?” she asked. “You want to suffer for me. You want to feel something beyond what you’ve ever felt before, begging me to inflict pain on your naked body. But I want you to feel it in your mind as well. I want you to begin to see that I have chosen you to be a true slave, which is something greater than you had even imagined. You will sacrifice yourself at my feet without hope that I will ever even acknowledge your having done so. Admit that you want this,” she said. She withdrew her fingers from his mouth to allow him to speak.

“I want nothing but what you choose to give me, Miss Lina,” Anton replied.

Lina stared at him for some moments. Then her expression softened. She smiled. Then she rolled over onto her belly and spread her legs.

“Worship my ass,” she said.

Anton felt an overwhelming wave of desire and gratitude for Lina that she allowed him to express his respect for her dominance through the use of his tongue in licking her asshole. For what felt in the moment like forever, Anton used his lips and tongue in worshipping Lina’s ass, beginning with soft, reverent kisses all around her butt cheeks and ending with his tongue fully penetrating her asshole while his lips were pressed against her body and his face was buried in between her cheeks. At some point Lina repositioned to sit on his face so that she could control how she would ride his tongue, and she appreciated how magnificently rock-hard his erection was, presented for her to examine as proof of his submission to her complete dominance.

“You’re such an obedient slave, Anton,” Lina purred. “It’s like your tongue was meant to worship my ass.”

* * *

“Miss Lina,” Anton said softly, “may I have permission to speak?”

Lina regarded him for a moment. She considered his request while she observed his posture in kneeling before her. He had clearly spent time in perfecting the submissive stance he now assumed without hesitation and without prompt. His manner in presenting himself to her had improved exponentially since she’d first seen him offer himself such that it no longer appeared to be an offer as much as it showed recognition of her already having full possession of him. His mind and body were unquestionably hers to have as she pleased, a reality his attitude acknowledged by positioning himself just so. She observed the expression on his face, which was calm, far from the anxious, even desperate and pleading look he’d had when she first took him as her submissive.

“Yes, my little pussy slave,” she replied. “What is it you would like to say?”

She felt a softening of her reserve as she observed the quiet elation on his face at her consenting to hear him. His eyes closed slowly then reopened, as though recommitting himself to his genuflection of her. Lina felt she had to steel herself against the beguiling nature of his gaze, which was due to his long eyelashes and his sleepy, bedroom eyes. She inadvertently licked her lower lip.

“Thank you, Miss Lina,” he began. “Thank you for everything, for allowing me to come here and remain within your orbit, so to speak. It has been an opportunity for me to learn to truly submit myself mind, body, and spirit. I am ashamed of having felt jealousy toward any of the other men you have had serve you. It has been a revelation to be released from such feelings. I no longer want for anything other than what you yourself want. It is a privilege to be considered one of however many men you select to serve at your feet and work toward fulfilling your desires. Thank you.”

Lina was aware that Anton had become erect as he spoke these words to her, but she didn’t pay any attention to that fact as she was entirely focused on the expression on his face. It told her that he was not only entirely earnest in his gratitude, but that his true feelings were so much more than he was even able to express through his words. She realized that the depth of his devotion toward her could only be fully realized through serving her in perpetuity. Forever. She placed her hand on the back of his head and pulled his face to hers and kissed him. She felt something she had never felt before, which she thought of melting into him, as though her exterior had softened to the point that she was melding with him in some profound way. It was a feeling that might have been disconcerting to her in the past, but now it felt natural. It felt right.

“Oh, Anton,” she said, pulling him away to look him in the eyes. “Whatever am I going to do with you?”

She wouldn’t have been able to say why exactly she didn’t do as she often did when she felt anything approaching this level of attraction toward a man. On examination she would have to admit that she had never actually felt anything approaching this level of attraction.

Lina regarded Anton for a moment, then stood up and retrieved something she had in a wooden box in a drawer. She paused for a moment, contemplating what she was about to do. Why would I have this secured in its own box in a drawer if not for the reason that it is held in reserve, she thought. For a special occasion. For a the right situation.

Lina picked up a short leather strap with a chrome buckle and O-ring, and she approached Anton, where he was kneeling on the floor. Lina stood above him, and though the scent of her pussy was so tantalizingly close to his face, he kept his attention on her face, which wore an expression he’d never seen before. She took the leather strap and brought it around his neck, buckling it in place. Anton felt that it fit him perfectly. The significance of the event was not lost on him. He felt a warm sensation in his chest and his face. He looked up at Lina with an expression of adoration. She held his face in her hands, looking into his eyes.

“Now that you are collared,” she said, “you will act appropriately. You are mine, as you have always been. But now you are mine in a way that is more profound, more complete. You will never hope to be anything but my slave. You will serve, and you will obey, as a slave should. Forever.”

Then she laid back onto her bed, allowing her body to appear available to him, an offering of extravagant desire.

“Fuck my pussy,” Lina demanded.

Anton got up onto the bed, his cock harder than he’d ever seen it as he slid his cock inside of Lina’s pussy. She arched her back, pushing her breasts upward as she gave forth a lusty moan of pleasure. He had never seen anything as beautiful as Lina reveling in the ecstasy of having his cock perpetually thrusting inside of her. The impossibly rounded curves of her body seemed to undulate as she dug her fingernails into his skin, spurring him on as he began to fuck her perfect, sexually insatiable body.

“That’s right, cock-toy,” Lina growled, her hands gripping him tightly. “Fuck my pussy like your ass depends on it.”

He fucked Lina’s pussy in a controlled frenzy, ramming his cock into her with full, unrelenting strokes, his hips thrusting as hard and fast as he was able. She had one hand on his collar and her other on his perpetually thrusting hips and butt.

“I can tell that you’re so close to coming,” Lina said.

It took a great deal of discipline on Anton’s part to keep from losing control and coming inside of her. It was a tantalizing sensation to be so close to coming, yet it was clear that she did not intend to allow him to come just yet. She definitely had not given him permission. He definitely did not want to disappoint her.

“You may come now,” Lina said at last. “You may come on my tits, slave.”

No sooner had she said the words than he pulled out of her and began to ejaculate as though he’d never come before. His hips inadvertently thrust and locked into place as he ejaculated, and he felt as though he was now unable to stop, shooting load after load of searingly hot cum onto her perfect breasts. She counted five such thrusts, each unloading an amount of cum she hadn’t anticipated.

“This is why men shouldn’t be allowed to come all that often,” she observed as she looked at the cum on her tits. “They look magnificent like this, don’t you think?” she said, laughing. “I bet they’re delicious. Why don’t you find out?” she asked, then placed her hand on the back of his head and pressed his face to her left breast.

He began licking up his cum, and she assisted him by scooping up the cum that was dripping down the side of her right breast with her fingers then placing her fingers into his mouth.

“Such a good boy you are, cleaning up after yourself,” she noted. “I loved watching you come for me,” she said at last.

Then she slipped one finger through the O-ring on the front of his collar. She pulled him toward her and kissed him, tasting his cum on his tongue.

“Forever, Anton,” Lina said in a hoarse whisper. “Forever, my slave.”
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