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"That’s right, get me all over you. I’m marking you. You’re mine. And I am going to have so much fun with you."

Isla


Cage Life

The men were kept in cages, each one tall enough to stand in but without enough room to lie down in anything other than a cramped, fetal position with their heads and feet up against the cold metal bars. Each cage had a hole in the floor for waste and nothing else. The cages were arranged in a great big grid and had one man to a cage so that there was both a sense of personal space—however small it might’ve been—as well as a distinct lack of privacy as any man could observe those around him as they fretted and relieved themselves and attempted to sleep, only to find nightmares.

It had all happened so fast. But that’s how empires fall—in the shadows, things build and build and build and build, with those in power blissfully unaware of the growing threat until it’s too late. For the men, the threat came in the form of the “new women” as they were called at first before all the other names rolled in—futa, dickgirl, shemale and a whole litany of newly-coined slurs and insults that all boiled down to the same thing: Women packing a set of male genitals between their legs.

Of course they became a target. Endless debates raged about their physiology—male plumbing in a female form became the best way to understand it, all natural and unengineered—and then came the pearl-clutching when it was discovered these “new women” could reproduce just like men could… and that when they did, they never, ever sired a male, only women and new women.

After that, the fear followed.

History took its predictable course: Discrimination, marginalization, dehumanization. But the new women were ready, aided by women who as a whole had been living under patriarchal oppression for thousands of years. New women found their way into positions of power politically, financially, and even militarily, thanks to their above-average size and testosterone levels. The men never saw it coming. The change. A near-globally coordinated seizing of authority. Pundits and talking heads dubbed it “The Great Castration”. At first, rank-and-file civilian men were assured only those men in abusive positions of power would pay the consequences and whether they believed that deep down in their heart of hearts or not, it allowed them to sleep better—for a while. Soon after, the new women took control of the media and then systemically purged men from every last political office no matter their ideologies, propagandizing this purge as a fight against the existential threat that was man.

Men were offered a choice: Willingly cede the trappings of patriarchal society—and accept the new world gynarchic order under the joint bloc of new women and women—or be considered an enemy of the state. The messiness that followed was exactly the pretense the new women needed for the camps and the cages, and the men who took the bait doomed the rest of them to the fate of being the vestigial organ in a rapidly evolving body.

Josh shivered in his cage. He wasn’t cold—it was warm enough in whatever industrial hangar-like space they were being kept in—but he had just witnessed the man in the cage in front of him have a hood thrown over his head and be led away by a rope tied around his testicles while the new women guards who escorted him laughed and cackled about how it was time for him to give his balls back to Mother Earth. It had been twenty minutes and the man had not come back.

Those around him kept their heads down, not daring to make eye contact as they shrank into themselves, trying to remain under the radar of the prowling guards who sneered and snickered at their fearful behavior. Josh followed suit. As far as he could tell, he was the newest arrival in the camp, having been picked up, processed, and imprisoned just a few hours ago. He was still getting used to being completely naked—well, almost completely. During his processing, the new women had put a confining metal device around his cock and balls, a kind of “chastity” enforcer that pushed his cock down to the size of a nub and cinched a metal ring around his balls so that they were pushed unprotected away from his body. In a way this seemed to be as much to chastise him as it was to put him—and every other male in the camp—in constant comparison with the new women guards, who let their gratuitously-sized genitals hang out without a hint of self-consciousness; Josh had heard all the rumors of the new women packing more heat than the average man and he’d even looked up a few pictures to indulge his curiosity, but he had never seen any in person. Dear God. It seemed like every new woman had at least a seven- or eight-incher—or more—with balls to match and enough girth to fill a toilet paper roll. And boy were they proud of it.

A guard strolled past, clanging her billy club against the bars of the cages. She was tall and tawny and her cock swung back and forth like a clock pendulum as she walked. “Who wants to earn themselves an extra ration for lunch?” she asked mockingly. “All you have to do is deepthroat my friend here…” She clanged the billy club a few more times, startling Josh as she walked alongside his cage.

Josh’s stomach grumbled. He’d yet to get one ration of lunch—or any other food—let alone an extra. Not that he had any interest in deepthroating anything. Still, there must’ve been something about the way he moved his head, because a man in the cage next to him looked out from over his knees in his slumped, sitting position and gave Josh a little shake of the head: No. Don’t do it.

Josh furrowed his brow and looked away. What was that about?

Clang, clang, clang! “No one is hungry for seconds?” the guard asked, sounding more like she was baiting the men now that Josh had seen the other man’s worried expression. She let out a disappointed sigh and checked her wristwatch. Then she kept on walking, clanging at the bars and whistling some shrill, off-key song to herself.

“Psst. Psst.”

Josh looked over at the man who had warned him but said nothing.

“They play tricks,” he said so softly it was almost like Josh was reading his lips instead of hearing him.

“Tricks?” Josh mouthed, still not daring to speak as he kept one eye on the guard as she trailed to the edge of the camp.

The man nodded. “Games. You can’t win. None of us can.”

Josh had already figured that much out. Just a few hours ago, life had been normal—well, not normal, nothing had been normal since the Great Castration, but fine enough as he’d enjoyed a few beers with his buddies at a local bar, one of the spots where you could still say how you felt about all this madness without fear of retribution. Or so he thought. The raid was quick and aggressive, with far, far too much manpower—new woman power?—for a dozen drunk guys at a bar. His hazy state of mind made the journey that followed feel like a bad dream, right up until the moment that they threw him in his cage and he realized there was no waking up from this. He hadn’t spotted any of his friends in the camp, nor any of the other bargoers, and wondered if they’d been sent to other camps or if something else had happened to them, though what he couldn’t imagine.

Hell, he couldn’t imagine what this place was for. What was its purpose? What would happen to the men in the cages here? What would happen to him? He thought about the hooded man who had been led away by his balls and the empty cage that now sat in front of him. Had his cage been emptied the same way? Would the guards eventually come for him and then… what? Take his balls, for real?

And then what?

Josh’s stomach grumbled again, so loud now that those around him could hear it. Damnit. The last thing he wanted right now was to attract the attention of the roaming guards, but he really was so, so hungry. Tricks. Games. The guards could taunt and bait him, but his neighbor’s warning made Josh think they couldn’t make him do anything—all he had to do was wait until food was served. They’d surely do that much, eventually. Or so he hoped.

Clang, clang, clang! Another guard approached from Josh’s left, square-shouldered with a harsh Germanic look and double braids, like she’d been ripped straight out of Munich in the middle of Oktoberfest. “It’s time for Sophie Says,” she announced loudly enough for the entire block of cells to hear. “We’ll start simple: Sophie Says… stand up.”

Josh’s neighbor rose, as did the other men, and he quickly got to his feet. Whatever tricks or games these women played, this one seemed mandatory. The blood rushed from Josh’s head as he got up so fast and between that and his mounting hunger, he felt a wave of dizziness pass over him.

The guard, Sophie, took inventory of the men, nodding approvingly. “Sophie Says, hands over your head.”

Josh and the rest of the men obeyed. Sophie smiled smugly.

“Sophie Says, get on your knees.” All at once the men fell to their knees; Josh was grateful to not be standing. “Sophie Says, hands behind your back.” The men tucked their hands into the small of their backs. “Lower your head.”

Josh almost complied, catching himself at the last second. A man a few cages over was not so lucky.

“Uh nuh nuh,” Sophie said with a wolfish grin. “I didn’t say ‘Sophie Says’.” She strode over to the man’s cage, unclipping an oversized key ring from her belt as she did. The man cowered in fear as she threw open the door and loomed over him. She grabbed the base of her already half-hard cock with its wild bush of blonde hair. “Open,” she demanded.

From where Josh’s cage was, he couldn’t see whether the man obeyed, but given how Sophie stalked closer and brought the reddened head of her cock towards his mouth, Josh was sure he had. She pushed herself into him and Josh looked away, listening to the sounds of frenzied wet gagging and sputtering coughs that were soon followed by a rhythmic thump against the cage’s bars as Sophie fucked the man’s face. Mercifully for him, it didn’t take Sophie long to cum, the guard giving a guttural cry a few minutes later as she blew her load right down his throat, and then there was thicker coughing from the man, like he was hacking up a lung’s worth of bronchitis. Sophie left him that way as she exited the cage without giving him—or what she’d done to him—a second thought.

“Sophie Says…” she started, whipping the last few drops of cum off her cock. “...head down, ass up.”

The men shifted into the exposing position all together, Josh joining them as he buried his face into the concrete flooring of his cage and thrust his ass up in the air. His heart beat hard as Sophie clanged her club against the bars of cages, surveying the men in her climax comedown. He wondered if she would find another non-compliant man to torment—and if she could even go again so soon—and felt a wave of relief as her clanging faded into the distance. Still, Neither Josh nor any of the other men dared to lift their head for a long, long time.

“Hey,” Josh’s neighbor whispered. “Hey. It’s fine.”

Josh’s body ached as he limbered back into a seating position. He was so hungry. He looked around, not seeing any signs of the guards or any replacements, and then ventured a question to the other man:

“When do we eat?” he asked. “I’m about to pass out.”

A dark expression came over the other man’s face. “Soon, I think. But…”

“But?”

“Forget it. Don’t worry about it.” The man laughed to himself, wry and tired. “It doesn’t matter. We all gotta eat anyway…”

Josh was too hungry to pick apart the man’s words; as long as they were fed, that was good enough for him. But even just asking about food made his stomach churn in painful anticipation. He whispered a question to his neighbor, eager for anything to distract him.

“What is this place?” Josh asked.

“A 5-star hotel,” the man said with bitter sarcasm. “Can’t you tell?”

“No I mean… what’s… what’re they… what will…” Josh couldn’t bring himself to finish the thought. He tried a different tack: “How long have you been here?”

The neighboring man shrugged. “Two weeks? Maybe? I… I lost count,” he admitted.

In some dark, twisted way, that gave Josh the slightest of reliefs. Whatever had happened to the man in the cage in front of him—or whatever other fate was awaiting Josh and the others here—Josh had at least two weeks to go before he faced it. Josh sighed and thought about how adaptable humans were. Tell someone their flight will have Wi-Fi and, when it doesn’t, they’ll throw a fit, but put them in a prison camp and tell them they have at least two more weeks before anything worse happens to them and they’ll thank their lucky stars. Go figure.

“Two weeks,” Josh parroted back, nodding to himself. “Okay. I can work with that.”

“Hah… what? Work with that? What are you talking about?” the other man asked with a laugh.

“There’s always a way out,” said Josh. “Some angle to play, some option gone overlooked…” Somewhere in the back of his mind, Josh knew he was saying this more to reassure himself than to try to convince the other man of some long-shot hope.

His neighbor shook his head. “You’ve watched too many movies. Haven’t you been paying attention? To what’s going on out there?” He hitched his thumb out towards somewhere very far away. “It’s over for us. For men. We’re on the endangered list now and no one is coming to save us…”

“No. I can’t believe that… I won’t,” croaked Josh, putting a hand on his belly to calm his hunger pangs. “They are not going to let places like this keep going. It’s barbaric.”

“Who is ‘they’?” the other man asked back. “Women? The dickgirls? There aren’t any men in charge anymore.”

“So that’s it? You really think every single woman and every one of them is just… a sadist? That there isn’t a single one who cares enough about what’s going on to take a stand?”

The other man hung his head, his shoulders slumping. “It’s easy to look the other way when you aren’t the one in the cage,” he said despondently. “We men did it for long enough, didn’t we? Unless you were out there day after day, fighting the good fight for women in Middle East-istan to be able to read or whatever?”

Josh had not. He hadn’t even considered it. Even on the issues that were close to home, he’d at best voted this way or that, made a few posts on social media, and moved on with his life, distantly comforted by the knowledge the outcome of those issues would never, ever affect him.

Well, perhaps he had been wrong about that.

A brass bell rang through the prison camp. “Meal time! Meal time! On your knees, hands behind your back or else YOU DON’T GET FED!” bellowed a deep feminine voice.

Thank God, thought Josh. He didn’t have to look to see if the other men were obeying for him to take the position, moving onto his knees and tucking his hands behind his back as he waited with desperation to finally be fed. He heard his neighbor chuckle.

“We’ll see how excited you are in a few minutes,” the man said.

Guards filtered through the camp, opening cages and putting down what looked like metal mixing bowls in front of the kneeling men. They seemed to slow as they neared Josh and his stomach went crazy, rumbling so loudly that the guard who neared his cage—a redhead with a pale python of a cock that was dripping a few leftover drops of spunk—snorted derisively. She opened his cage and put the bowl down in front of him.

“Bon appétit,” she said with a smirking grin.

Josh looked inside quizzically. It looked like gruel or tapioca that was so thinned out it might as well have been jelly, but as Josh lifted the bowl to his face and caught a whiff of its contents, he realized it was something far, far different. He wrinkled his nose and pulled away, his nostrils filled with the salty, acrid stink of cum.

The guard was still standing there, in front of Josh’s cage, waiting. When he looked up at her, her smirking grin broke into a full, sadistic smile.

“It’s freshly made,” she told him. “So eat up while it’s still warm.”

She continued to wait, the expectation clear: I’m going to watch as you eat my cum.

Josh’s world spun. He lifted the bowl up, tilted it back, and opened his mouth with a grimace, having to wait as the thick, gooey spunk rolled its way to the edge of the bowl and then to his lips. The taste of it was easily twice as pungent as the smell, its sticky, slimy consistency clinging to his tongue and all the little nooks and crannies of his mouth. He tried to swallow the cummy molasses as quickly as he could, gagging and coughing as it slow-rolled down his throat, and was horrified to open his eyes to see just how much was left to consume, the redheaded guard’s self-satisfied expression visible over the top of the metal bowl. If this was it “still warm”—and it was indeed room temperature, if not a tad warmer—he couldn’t imagine how much more difficult it would be to eat it if it had cooled and thickened even more.

The guard played with her fat snake of a cock, lightly tossing it from hand to hand. “Make sure you get every last drop. You wouldn’t want to hurt my feelings now, would you?”

The sick thing about it all was that Josh was so ravenously hungry that despite the filthy taste and the gag-inducing texture of the guard’s spunk, he drank it down greedily in an attempt to soothe his squeezing stomach. As the bowl emptied, Josh even found himself licking the inside of it as best he could, only feeling like he’d assuaged a tiny sliver of his hunger. When he was done and there was no more of the new woman’s cum to consume, he set the bowl down with shaking hands, unconsciously licking his lips to get the last dregs of the seed into his belly before it dried on his mouth. Meanwhile, the guard stroked herself as she watched Josh debase himself, her pale cheeks getting as rosy as her cock had become from all the attention.

“Do you want seconds?” she asked him mischievously.

Tricks. Games. You can’t win.

Josh had a pretty damn good idea that if he were to say yes, he’d get seconds alright—and also at the very least an insatiable throat fucking to go with it. He lowered his head and gave a tiny little shake of it.

The redhead hmphed. “Well, until next time then,” she said, collecting the bowl through the bars of the cage and going on her way, her erect cock jutting in front of her imperiously as she continued to retrieve serving bowls from other cages. A wave of despair washed over Josh. Was this it? Was this what his life was going to be like from now on, until… He shuddered and reached down to cradle his balls, as if touching his own manhood might make the act he had just committed any less degrading. Then he looked around at the other men who were finishing their servings of spunk with fevered relish, few of them having had the kind of interaction Josh had just experienced. Did they even know which guard’s seed they were eating? Would it have made a difference?

Josh didn’t know. But in that moment, all the men seemed just a little bit more like animals than they had ten minutes ago and he realized that he too felt more animal and less civilized, more a beast in a cage than a human being with rights and freedoms.

He couldn’t look at his neighbor. He wasn’t sure if he would see an “I told you so” look or downright pity and he wasn’t sure which would be worse. For now all he wanted to do was curl up and try to get the taste of the redhead’s cum out of his mouth.


Marked

Somehow, Josh managed to fall into a deep and dreamless sleep. The worst of his hunger had been quelled, but he was far from feeling satiated and thanks to that, it was as if someone had laid a heavy blanket of exhaustion over Josh that left him weak and weary. When he woke up, it took him a few minutes to realize where he was, passing through a sleep-long stretch of confusion before his brain put the pieces back together again. The camp. The cage. The guards. The meal he had just consumed. Josh sat up groggily and looked around; his neighbor was awake, mouthing silent words to himself.

Josh lightly dinged the bars of his cage and the man looked over. Josh gave him a curious look.

“Are you praying?” he whispered, after making sure there were no guards nearby.

“Who would I pray to? I think the last few years have proven that if there is a God, it’s a she—or something close to it. And she is pissed at us. No, I’m counting.”

“Counting what?” asked Josh.

The man shrugged. “Just counting. It’s a way to pass the time. I get to a number before it’s lights out or some other nonsense and try to remember it when things are settled down. It’s a way of… I don’t know, control, I guess. Something they can’t take away from me. Really though, it just helps with the boredom.”

“This is really all there is? We stay in these cages and… that’s it?”

“Better that way,” the man said darkly. “It’s always worse being taken out—at least that’s what those who come back have said. Speaking of, you need to prepare yourself.”

“Me? For what? I… I just got here. You said you were here two weeks and—”

“I don’t think you understand. The guards, they are always interested in the new fish. And from what I saw during meal time, you have a guard very, very interested in you.”

The image of the redheaded guard’s self-satisfied smile flashed across Josh’s mind. Like seemingly all of the guards he’d seen so far she was tall with an athletic frame. He had been trying not to look at her for too long to not draw any more attention, but he also noticed she was plenty voluptuous as well, her tan brown uniform tight enough to show off the kind of curves he would’ve lusted after on the outside. He didn’t feel so lusty in here though—especially when he imagined the pale, smooth shaft hanging between her legs and the weighty sack attached to it.

“What should I do?” Josh asked. “What’s going to happen?”

The look the man gave Josh told him everything he needed to know.

“Oh.”

“There are worse ones,” the man said, as if that was supposed to be any sort of consolation. “Ones who seem to get off on causing pain, ones who don’t care how much trouble they get into.”

That made Josh raise an eyebrow. “They can get into trouble?”

“Seemingly. Someone is giving them orders and keeping them in check. That’s what I think anyway—otherwise it’d be a total bacchanal in here, and we’d be ‘guests’ of honor.”

“So there has to be some purpose to this place,” urged Josh, happy to take whatever scraps he could to feed his meager fire of hope.

“You sure that’s a good thing?” the man countered. “What’s worse, enslavement for the sake of enslavement or enslavement so that they can farm us for who the fuck knows what?”

And just like that, whatever little kindling Josh had given his optimism, the man’s words had stomped it right out. The idea of being “farmed” sent shivers down Josh’s spine.

“When she—Isla—comes for you, my advice is not to fight it. With the meaner ones, they want a fight, otherwise they go twice as hard. Play your cards right and who knows… maybe you’ll be the first one to get out of here after all.”

“Really? You think so?” The hope in Josh’s voice even made him cringe.

His neighbor chuckled softly. “No. But you might buy yourself some time. The guards seem to like to keep their favorites around… for a while, anyway.”

Just as Josh was getting ready to indulge his own curiosity and ask a teasing, “Is that how you’ve stayed here so long?”, the sound of thumping boots came from behind him. He quieted immediately and fell into himself, fearing that their conversation had been too loud. His dread grew as he looked out of the corner of his eye and saw another guard approach, one he hadn’t seen before who didn’t look like she could be a day over 21. There was the bounciness of youth in her gait and had Josh only been looking at her from the neck up, he would’ve assumed that with her smiling angel face and her silky straight black hair and girl-next-door makeup that she was some Japanese schoolgirl or something. But her long, lithe body and—of course—exposed cock and balls shattered that illusion, though he did note that unlike the other guards, this one had taken to “decorating” her new woman genitals by tying a cute little pink bow at the base. He was relieved to see she wasn’t heading his way, but then watched in surprise as she strode past him and to his neighbor’s cage, overeager to open the cell door.

“I’ve been waiting for you. My balls are soooo full,” the guard said, half-whiny, half-excited; from the sight of her, they sure were. She beckoned for Josh’s neighbor to stand. “Come on. I’m on rotation again but I have half an hour—I want you to do that thing with your tongue again. That was so hot. And don’t worry, I’ll try not to do what I did last time…” The way she giggled and blushed made Josh think she didn’t care much one way or the other, whatever it was that had happened.

This time it was his neighbor’s turn to avoid eye contact and Josh watched as he was led away by the Japanese schoolgirl-esque guard who seemed like she could barely wait before she got to use him. The words they had exchanged took on new meaning now and Josh considered that it was likely no accident that the other man had been here as long as he had—even if the price to pay for it was to reduce himself to the giddy new woman’s plaything.

With his neighbor gone, Josh felt strangely lonely, even with all the other men surrounding him. He stepped towards the hole for his waste and took a leak through his chastity device, unable to keep from spraying a bit thanks to the snug metal fit of it. At least there wasn’t much to leak. He sat back down and started to count.

1, 2, 3…

35, 36, 37…

138, 139, 140…

713, 714, 715…

Clang! Clang! Clang!

“It’s time for Sophie Says!”

Sophie with her double blonde braids made her way past the cages; Josh swallowed hard, still remembering what had happened to the last man who had failed her game.

“Sophie Says, stand up!” she barked. She sounded in a bad mood.

Josh stood with the rest of the men and wilted away as Sophie came close, the guard banging her club against the bars of the cage to rattle the men. Her cock was rock hard and wanting, and as she stalked the cages, it waggled back and forth, like some strange predator searching for its next victim. Sophie clanged Josh’s cage and he gave a slight jump.

“Sophie Says, jump up and down!”

The men started hopping in place.

“Stop.”

The men kept going, or at least as many as Josh could see.

“Sophie Says, stop.”

Josh and the others came to a still. His heart was racing from the impromptu exercise. Sophie got up close to his cage.

“Look at me,” she said to him. Josh almost did, pulling his eyes away at the last second. “LOOK AT ME!” she shouted at him.

But Josh managed to resist. His heart was racing even faster now.

“Look at me and you get to go home,” she said, focusing all her attention on him now. When that didn’t work, Sophie changed tactics: “Look at me and I don’t shove this club up your ass.”

Josh tightened his hands into nervous fists and told himself this was all just more tricks, more games. He wished his neighbor was still here so he might be able to look over for some assurance. Sophie took the keys off her belt and Josh’s blood ran cold as she unlocked his cell door. It opened with a rusty whine and Sophie came up close, right next to Josh, and started to prod him with the tip of her billy club.

“Are you listening to me?” she asked menacingly. “Did you hear what I said?” Poke, poke, poke, twice in the chest and once in the belly. “If you don’t look at me, this club and your ass are going to become best friends.” She stroked the club as if she were stroking her own cock, letting her hand trail along its sizable girth. “No lube either. I’ll force it right up you if I have to, all the way until it pops up the back of your throat. Now look at me.”

Still somehow—amazingly, miraculously—Josh did not give in. He stared at the ground and at Sophie’s knee-high leather boots and trained his vision down there, shouting at himself not to break.

“That’s it. Turn around,” she warned.

Another trick. Had to be.

“TURN AROUND!” shouted Sophie in his downturned face, flecks of spit landing on his cheek.

A long, heavy silence stretched out between them and Josh’s body started to shudder with the worry that he had misplayed the situation. Sophie angrily clanged her club against the cage bars, shoved her face in Josh’s to stare at his eyes and demand he meet her gaze, and then, finally, backed off. She huffed a laugh.

“Sophie Says, lick my boots,” she said, the rage and fury gone from her voice.

It took a second for the command to break through the wall of adrenaline enveloping Josh, but once it did he dropped to his hands and knees and without a hint of hesitation, started to lick her leather boots; they were marred with a light layer of dirt and dust and who knew what else, and as he licked them they slowly started to shine black again. Sophie pushed the other boot in his face once he’d licked the first to her satisfaction, Josh complying because she’d said “boots” and not “boot”, though by this point it seemed like Sophie was far more entertained by his groveling boot worship than she was by the prospect of faking him out. By the time she stopped him completely, his tongue was heavy and his mouth was dry.

“Sophie Says, get on your knees and open your mouth.”

Josh’s stomach sank. This is how it had gone for the other man as well. He glumly followed the order, sitting back on his feet and slowly opening his mouth.

“You must be thirsty,” Sophie said. “Here you go.”

Into his open mouth, Sophie rained down a few heavy drops of spit, aiming them so they landed right on Josh’s tongue. He didn’t swallow, afraid that she still might be baiting him, and Sophie kept going until her mouth was dry and Josh’s was full of her gifted spit. He tried not to look directly in front of him and at her pointing, still-eager cock that seemed it had a mind of its own and was just waiting for the chance to take Josh’s mouth.

“Hmph. You’re a careful one, aren’t you?” she asked. “Sophie Says swallow.”

Josh swallowed. Never before in his life did he think he’d be grateful to drink someone else’s spit. Sophie left him that way, closing his cage door and relocking it.

“Sophie Says,” she announced to the men. “First one to raise his hand gets an hour in the yard…”

To Josh’s surprise, a couple hands bolted up immediately. Was this a thing? Time out of their cages? Sophie pointed at one of them, though whether he was truly the first to raise his hand, Josh didn’t know. A devilish smile slipped across Sophie’s face.

“...an hour in the yard with me and Officer Vera,” Sophie said, finishing her thought.

Immediately the other hands went down and the man who Sophie was pointing at went pale. He stepped towards the back of his cage, shaking his head fitfully, but it was too late—Sophie was already coming to retrieve him.

“You really should listen to the entire phrase before you act,” she said to him, tut-tutting as she opened his cell door and pointed for him to come out. “Now let’s get going. Officer Vera does not like to be kept waiting.”

The other men who had raised their hands breathed a silent sigh of relief as the “winner” was marched away by Sophie with a harrowed look on his face. Sophie prodded him from behind, tauntingly, as he walked, poking at his ass to make him jump for her, like she was seeing if she could slide the club between his cheeks mid-step. Josh imagined that by the time the man came back, he would be walking a little less easily and both Sophie and Vera—whoever that was—would be feeling a couple loads lighter.

Then the camp quieted and Josh tried to remember what number he’d left off at. 700-something, he thought. He could see how his neighbor could make a game of this and, feeling like it was cheating to guess and not really know, Josh started all over again. 1, 2, 3…

A little while later—at just before 900, a memorable 888—his neighbor returned, escorted by the perky Japanese guard. Her face was flushed red and there was a pleased twinkle in her eyes. She chewed on her lower lip as she deposited Josh’s neighbor back in his cage with all the fanfare of stowing a vibrator after use—or in her case, maybe it was more like putting away a Fleshlight. She tousled the other man’s hair and then closed the cage door with a friendly wave.

“Don’t miss me too much,” the guard said before she pranced away.

Josh eyed his neighbor. The man looked spent. His hair was sweaty and his eyes were tired and his belly looked like he’d eaten too much. Yes, this was the look of a man who had just been used and used hard.

Rather than ask or even console him, Josh changed the subject entirely: “Hey… what’s the yard?”

The man gave Josh a dead-eyed stare. “Do you know what she makes me do?” he asked in a hoarse and croaking voice.

Josh didn’t know how to respond to that other than to shrug and shake his head.

“These new women… they’re like us down below. Including having a prostate.” The man could barely speak. “So they like what we like…”

Josh nodded, even though he didn’t know where the man was going with this.

“Before we even… get into it… she makes me rim her,” the man said, forlorn. “You know what that is, right?”

“Yeah, I do,” Josh said. Rimming. Licking someone’s asshole.

“For a long time, too. She just plays with herself while I do that, over and over, and sometimes she even…” The man didn’t finish that last part, but given the circumstances, Josh could imagine what it might be. He shuddered. “...anyway, when she’s ready she has this… this thing I have to put on. Like a mask, kind of.” His voice was very strained now.

“It’s okay,” Josh said. “You don’t have to tell me now, you can just rest…”

“I need to tell someone,” the man insisted. “I’ve waited long enough.”

Josh quieted his objections and waited for the man to continue.

“It goes over my face and forces my mouth open, like a dental gag. And then there’s this thing that sticks out from my chin, it’s pink and curved and silicone or something and it goes in her, up her, so that she can ride it and me at the same time…”

The words came out in a quick, croaking ramble, Josh’s neighbor speeding up the more he unburdened himself. Josh tried not to imagine it but a picture formed in his mind: The horny, young Asian new woman with herself shoved down the man’s throat while his face was contorted so she could use whatever dildo-esque contraption sticking off his chin to play with her prostate. What would the man be feeling in that moment, besides having his throat filled? The musk of the new woman, her balls and taint up against his face, right up until the moment her sack tightened and she shot her load into him, while he could do nothing but stay there and take it.

“She goes for so long. I don’t know how she does it, but she does, and when it… when she… you know, there’s so much, thanks to her building it up and edging and teasing herself. And I… it goes right down me. I don’t even have to swallow.”

“Jesus Christ,” said Josh, unable to help himself.

“But that’s not all. In the… the… afterglow of it all, she leaves the gag on me and makes me hold her…” The man made a gesture to indicate a big, heavy scrotum. “...in my mouth while she comes down from it all. Until she gets that post-cum need to clear the pipes…”

Josh’s eyes widened. He looked at the man’s belly and instantly understood. Then he waited for the man to finish unburdening himself, but this was a bridge too far, even for his tired and needy neighbor. The man slumped forward.

“It’s alright,” Josh said, knowing it damn well wasn’t. “You’re just doing what you have to to make it to tomorrow.”

“And what’s waiting for me tomorrow?” the man asked with a sardonic laugh. “More of that?”

The same brass bell from before rang throughout the camp. “Meal time! Get on your knees with your hands behind your back or none for you!”

Despite everything his neighbor had just described, the man obeyed, getting into position.

As Josh too knelt and put his hands behind his back, he asked: “What are you doing? Just skip it, you already, uh…”

The man twisted his lips to the side in a bitter expression. “You don’t get it, do you? What do you think would happen if you said no to them, huh?”

Huh. Josh hadn’t considered that. More tricks. More games.

The guards filtered through the camp, delivering “meals” to the men. It wasn’t long before Isla found Josh, this time shaking the last few drops from her cock into his bowl to drive home exactly where his sustenance was coming from. She gave him a lascivious look, the rosy blush in her lightly freckled cheeks giving away the climax that had produced the milky, gooey spunk that filled the bowl. Josh noticed then that this bowl was shallower than the last, more like a dog bowl than a mixing bowl, and as he looked around at the other men’s cages, he noticed only his bowl was different. He quirked an eyebrow in confusion and cautiously reached for the bowl.

Isla stomped her foot and squatted down, low enough so that the head of her pale, thick cock touched the ground. “No hands,” she told him with a hint of cruel glee in her voice.

Josh could feel her eyes on him as he got on his hands and knees and lowered his face to the bowl, once more smelling the cummy, bleachy stink of the redhead’s seed. He lapped at it, that now-familiar taste coating his tongue, and soon realized it would take him forever to consume Isla’s spunk like this, forcing Josh to put his entire face into the bowl so he could lap and slurp and suck and swallow it all as quickly as possible. He fought back his coughs and gags, feeling that perverted mix of revulsion and hunger again, and then felt something else—Isla’s hand on the back of his head, pushing his face into the cum.

“That’s right, get me all over you,” she said in a dark whisper. “I’m marking you. You’re mine. And I am going to have so much fun with you.”

She held him there until he had licked up her load—or at least whatever wasn’t stuck to his face. When she saw the bowl was empty, she pulled him up by his hair and smirked at him.

“You missed a drop,” she said, reaching for her shaft with her free hand to squeeze out a dollop of cum onto the floor. She let go of Josh’s head, making him crawl all on his own to the strand of spunk still connected to the flared head of her cock. He licked it up with grating humiliation and was keenly aware that Isla’s cockhead was right there, less than two inches away from his tongue.

Isla picked up the bowl and stood, towering over Josh on all fours. She lazily stroked herself and looked at him like she was eyeing a pie cooling on the windowsill, just waiting for when it would be ready to devour.

“See you soon,” she said, leaving Josh to wallow in his shame all over again.


Unruly Thoughts

An hour or so later, Josh experienced his first lights out in the prison camp. It was unceremonious, with a deep female voice yelling, “LIGHTS OUT!” before a switch was thrown and all the caged men were thrown into what was at first total, absolute darkness. Slowly Josh’s eyes adjusted. He regretted sleeping earlier because now he was wide awake, though as his vision sharpened and he oriented himself again, he saw he wasn’t the only one not sleeping. At least a third of the men he could make out were still up in their cages, restless, thinking, or just perhaps enjoying a moment of true privacy in the blanketing darkness.

Josh’s neighbor was not one of them and Josh didn’t blame him after what he’d described. He slept soundly, his breaths deep enough for Josh to hear. Good for him. Josh sighed. That feeling that someone was going to show up and save him—save all of them—kept flaring up, and each time Josh batted it down to not give into false hope, it sank him a little deeper and deeper into true despair. How could this be his new life? How did things come to this?

He thought back over the years since the new women had become such a hot topic. He’d made jokes, like many men, and gotten into heated debates, but… had he really been opposed to them? Had he really cared about “keeping them in their place” like many of the angry men he’d come across?

He’d felt threatened, yes. That was true. How could he not? He’d lived through decades of everyone saying how men were the problem: Too violent, too selfish, too creepy, too needy, too privileged, on and on and on. And then came the new women—all the squeaky clean good of women but with the right reproductive organs to put men out of business. It was as if God himself—or herself, if his neighbor was to be believed—had decided to correct his mistakes and try again with men. And what had men done? What they always did—tried to wipe them off the face of the Earth. Only this time, it failed.

Would things have been different had the new women not become such an immediate target? Maybe. Maybe men, women, and the new women could’ve all figured out a way to live together. Instead it all came down to cold, calculated game theory. Men oppressed women, men oppressed new women, therefore women and new women joined forces against men, two against one. And from the things Josh had heard and read about the treatment of new women in the beginning, places like where he was now did not surprise him one bit, no siree. After a brutal start to the game, new women had gained the upper hand—no way were they not going to push their advantage to victory.

As Josh mulled over these thoughts, he noticed shadows creeping among the cages. Not shadows. Guards. They moved quietly, opening cages very carefully and talking to the men inside in hushed whispers, who were then led out to follow them to who knew where. Josh jumped when he saw a shadowy figure next to his cage. He realized it was Isla. She put a finger over her lips as she stealthily opened his cage door and gestured for him to come out.

His time had come.

Josh gave his neighbor another look, hoping he’d find the man not sleeping but giving him a steadying nod or some other look of assurance, but he was still sound asleep. He followed Isla as she wove through the cages and Josh tried not to imagine some daring escape plan—darting off in the other direction, slipping out into the open air, a hard run to freedom. Such thoughts were dangerous, because he was certain that if he failed—and he would—that he would have a very, very unpleasant return…

They eventually came to a small office room of some sort with a few desks and chairs and video conference equipment. There were windows but they were frosted over, leaving a twilight glow in the room. Isla shut and locked the door. Then she pulled over one of the office chairs and took a seat.

“Get me hard,” she told Josh.

He shakily lowered himself to his knees before Isla and reached out for the smooth, pale length of her cock. It was surprisingly warm in his hand and heavy, too, and as he began stroking her, Isla relaxed her head back and smiled with closed eyes.

“Mmm… that’s right, just like that,” she said.

Josh felt the pale python in his hand pulse and grow and thicken until it was poking upwards, straining for more. Isla’s hands roamed to play with her nipples through her uniform top and she rolled her hips forward for Josh as she urged him to continue. A growling moan escaped her lips. Then, as if coming to her senses, her eyes opened and her head snapped forward. She stood, pushing Josh back. His hand was pulled off her cock as Isla grabbed the sides of his head. With his mouth still instinctively closed, Isla thrust forward, pushing and prodding at his lips until she wrenched them open with the head of her cock. She then pushed her way inside, Josh having to open his mouth as her throbbing, warm length filled him. It was shocking just how big she was inside him and already he could feel his jaw ache and his eyes water as Isla reached the back of his throat. Unable to help himself, Josh gagged and pulled away, though Isla’s grip on his head remained strong.

“Again,” she said.

There was no waiting this time either before she plunged into Josh’s mouth again, Josh desperately trying to open himself as much as he could, but there was just so damn much of her. As she thumped against the back of his throat, his body seized and gave another gagging, spasming fit that left him coughing hard and wet.

“Again,” Isla said.

“Please,” gasped Josh. “I need… I…”

But Isla wasn’t having it. She pulled his face towards her and jammed her cock between his lips, thrusting so hard she actually went down his throat a bit this time. He started to gag again and tried to tear himself off her, but Isla held fast, letting Josh gag and choke and wriggle on her cock as she stayed nestled in his mouth. Finally, she let him go and pulled out of him, leaving Josh doubled over as he coughed so hard it hurt his lungs and belly.

“Let’s get something straight,” she said, her eyes almost glowing in the twilight of the room. “I command. You obey. End of story. Now… again.”

Josh’s eyes were watering so much that tears were rolling down his cheeks. Still out of breath, he lifted his head and parted his lips, offering his mouth to Isla to take. And take it she did. They went through another dozen rounds of this, Isla pushing a little deeper each time and Josh thinking surely there could be no more he could take before he found himself dry heaving and hard gagging again and again and again. His throat felt raw by the time she was done and at the end Josh had even surprised himself by going nose to fiery red pubic hair with the guard, able to feel the shorn skin of her sack right up against his chin.

Isla pointed to one of the desks. “Get up there. On your back.”

Josh clambered over to the desk, body trembling as he sat up on it like he was sitting on a bench in a doctor’s office. He slowly leaned back, the desktop cold on his skin. Isla was at the edge of the desk in a flash and was grabbing one of his ankles to lift his leg up, her other hand at the base of her cock as she guided it between his ass cheeks. Josh tensed up.

“You’re going to relax and let me in,” Isla explained to him. “Or else…” Her hand moved from her cock to his balls, snatching them roughly and squeezing. “...I’ll put the order in and you’ll lose these first thing tomorrow. Do you understand?”

Josh nodded, his eyes wide with fear. “I’ll try, I will, I will! I just… I’ve never… this is my first…”

Isla gave him a gratingly sweet smile. “Awh. You’re a virgin. And I get to pop your cherry—lucky you.” Her expression hardened again. “Just think about opening for me—or else I’m going to do the opening for both of us.”

She let go of his balls and went back to pushing her cock against Josh’s ass. He took as deep of a breath as he could and looked away to concentrate, trying to imagine himself opening as he let the breath out. Isla’s cockhead pushed against his tight asshole, Josh bearing down to ease it, and she inched inside, slick from having taken his throat. He inhaled, tightening again, but this time she was already in him enough so that his hole couldn’t tighten again completely, instead left in a stretched position. Josh breathed in and out and bore down once more, Isla sensing the opportunity and pushing in just another inch or so, enough that it stretched Josh out further. His breaths became shallow as he felt himself in that constant forced open position; his skin was beginning to feel very warm.

“I’m not coming out so you’re going to have to figure out how to keep letting me in,” Isla said. Josh’s eyes darted all around and she added: “Look at me.” He brought his gaze to her smirking, smiling face. “There you go. Look in the eyes of the woman who has her cock up your ass.”

With her eyes locked on Josh’s, Isla tightened her hips and pushed a little deeper into him, riding his breath. Josh groaned and grabbed at the table to try to ease the constant feeling of having his asshole stretched and stretched and stretched. He could hear his own ragged breathing now and it seemed like it no longer mattered whether he relaxed or not—Isla was able to slide deeper and deeper into him all on her own, coming up close until she was up against the backs of his thighs, her hands on his ankles now to keep his legs spread in a vulnerable V. Josh looked at her with knitted brows, a look that begged for mercy; Isla smiled at the sight of it.

“There you go, let me in, let allll of me in…” She pushed until she could push no more, her pubic hair brushing Josh’s skin, and then eased, sliding halfway out before slowly thrusting again. Fucking him, he realized. “You’re not a virgin anymore, are you?”

“Ugghh… uggghhh!” groaned Josh as Isla picked up her pumping pace. He had the vague thought that this was what it was like to be a woman with a man, to have him pushing inside you, invading you, and all you can do is lie there and feel that fullness from within. But to make matters worse, Isla’s thrusting was also pushing on that very special spot inside Josh, the one he’d heard of men playing with but never daring to touch himself. And as Isla pushed on Josh’s prostate, his own cock grew—tried to grow, anyway, straining uncomfortably against his metal chastity device. It caused the whole thing to pull away from his body, pulling his balls with it and delivering a punishing ache of pain for his would-be pleasure.

Isla’s eyes glanced down at his futile attempts to get erect. “Looks like somebody likes it,” she said, moving one of Josh’s legs so it was hooked over her shoulder, her hand then reaching down to lightly rake his balls with her nails. Josh gasped. “Just think if you didn’t have these. Then you wouldn’t get to have any fun.” She patted them a few times, adding to his ache. “Doesn’t matter to me though. All I need are your holes…”

Isla adjusted herself, hooking Josh’s other leg over her shoulder as well and wrapping her arms around his thighs so she could drive herself deep into him. Her pace became focused, eager, her big balls now slapping against Josh’s ass.

“Do you like my cock?” she asked him, getting huffy and puffy.

But Josh couldn’t speak. He was groaning and moaning, clawing at the table as the sensations of being filled and teased and denied and used overwhelmed him. “Urrrghhh! Uggghhh!”

“Tell me you like my cock,” Isla said more seriously. She thrust in very hard, enough to make Josh grunt in pain.

“I… I like your cock!” groaned Josh.

“Tell me you want my cock,” continued Isla, back to her quick pumping.

“I want… I want your cock!” managed Josh. His body was covered in sweat.

“Well you’re gonna get it,” said Isla between breaths. “You’re going to get so much of my cock and my cum, all day long and all night. I’m all you get from now on.”

“Fuck,”grunted Josh as Isla’s pace became frenzied. He knew she had to be close. “Fuck, fuck… ughhh… fuck…”

As Isla let out a climaxing cry, Josh’s insides were flooded with warm, spurting liquid, like he was getting an enema of hot goo. There was so much of it that it started leaking out even as Isla was still fucking him and trying to drain her balls dry. There was a schlick schlick schlick sound as Isla continued pounding and Josh felt her seed running down his ass crack and cheeks, the spunk sticky and thick. Slowly, Isla came to a stop, breathing hard as she worked to steady herself. She let out a relaxed sigh and pulled out of Josh disinterestedly, the man no longer of any use to her. Josh was left on the table to leak out Isla as the redheaded guard retrieved some sanitary wipes from one of the desks, thoroughly cleaning herself before returning to Josh.

“Come on, let’s put you back,” she said, a half-yawn in her voice.

And so Josh was marched back to his cramped little cell with Isla’s sticky cum leaking out of his gaping hole and running down the backs of his thighs and the insides of his legs. She barely even looked his way as she shut the cell door, stretching her arms overhead as she lazied into the glow of her orgasm. Josh had enjoyed no such pleasure—his cock was still pervertedly straining in its cage from having Isla against his prostate and he was covered in her, able to smell the bitter, heady musk of her as her seed dried on his ass and legs. He forced himself to sleep, knowing this was only the beginning.

It was as if only seconds passed before he was being woken by a shrill alarm bell that sounded throughout the camp, a harsh yank from dreamland back into Josh’s waking nightmare. Other men also startled awake, blinking their way into comprehension before guards in rubber wader boots and wearing waterproof rain gear wielding firefighter-sized hoses. They followed the alarm’s deafening ringing by spraying the men down with cold water from the hoses, the water pressure making up for their ho-hum aim and lack of concern. The spray was hard and cold on Josh’s body and he shivered against the side of his cage as the previous day’s degradation was washed off his skin, though it still remained deep in his mind. It was a hell of a way to wake up.

Then Josh’s torment started all over again.

The headgames, the “meals” from Isla and the other new women, the leering, the taunting, the veiled threats, the forced games intended to trick the men into their own fates, more “food”, more taunting, a man taken away, a new one delivered, all leading to the middle-of-the-night visits where select males—like Josh—were ushered away to serve whichever guard had become interested in them. The second day bled into the third, then the fourth, then a whole week and even two, with Josh’s holes learning to accept what they were given and Josh himself learning how the aggressively horny, libidinous Isla liked to be pleased and teased, discovering how the more eager and obsequious he was, the easier she went on him—or so it seemed. He figured out that a clockwise swirl around the tip of Isla’s cock drove her absolutely wild, that she loved having her taint licked, that begging like a whining, needy dog for her “bone” turned her on like little else, that she didn’t like to be looked in the eye after she’d fucked Josh in the ass, that she facesat when she was in a bad mood, and even that she liked having her toes sucked, though she’d only give him her bare feet to do this once.

The way Josh saw this learning process was as a way to survive, a way to stay another day in his cage and not be dragged out by his balls, pleading and crying as he’d seen at least twenty times since his arrival. Some days felt like culling days, where several men were taken at once, and other times it was the random guy who Josh had barely even noticed before but now saw fully as he promised he would do anything if they just leave his balls alone. But even as the terror of the camps took root in Josh’s mind, it was countered by his familiarity—and growing frustration—with Isla. Though he strived hard to placate the new woman, it seemed that no matter what he did, she always wanted more. More, more, more. She became stingy with lube, enjoying Josh’s discomfort as might as the feel of his snug hole, and had taken to slapping him so hard on his ass and pounding him so roughly that he was left with marks and bruises the next day. She had become less patient with his mouth as well, using jaw-aching gags to force him wide open and spraying throat-numbing anesthetics in the back of his mouth so she could fit her entire length down Josh’s gullet, effectively choking him while he sucked on her cock.

He finally reached his breaking point one night during what he had taken to thinking of as his “midnight wake up call” from Isla, when she snuck in hours after lights out after the initial wave of guards had come through the camp to pick up their favorites. Josh didn’t know why she did that, but it sure did wreak havoc on Josh’s sleep and leave him in a daze, off-kilter state; perhaps that was the point, for Isla to have even more of an upper hand in their game of predator and prey.

Sleepy and discombobulated, Josh was pushed into one of the nondescript office rooms he had become familiarly unfamiliar with over the last two weeks. There was a brown leather duffel bag on one of the desks waiting for them. Poking out of it was something metal and radish-shaped that was attached to the end of a steel pole. Josh furrowed his brow.

“I got a new toy from Corrections we’re going to play with,” Isla announced. She pointed at the desk. “Lie face down.”

Josh nervously climbed up onto the desk and got down on his belly. In a flash, Isla was pulling his arms behind his back and bending his feet towards them so she could hog-tie him up with leather belts around his wrists and ankles, all cinched up until Josh could barely move. He heard her fiddling in the duffel bag, preparing something, and then jumped as cold metal touched his asshole. It was followed by a swift spank.

“Stay still,” demanded Isla. Between how pushy she was being and her tone, she sounded like she was in a bad mood. Josh closed his eyes and tried to relax.

The probe was smaller than Isla’s cock and went in easily once Josh calmed down. In fact, it was suspiciously smaller than her, a true 180 from how she’d been getting rougher and more forceful as she broke her other new toy—Josh—in to her liking. He soon found out why.

“Tell me when you feel it,” Isla said.

At first, Josh felt nothing. Then, the tiniest of pulses, like a throb in his ass. Then a stronger throb, then much stronger, like someone was pushing into him. He grunted and tried to pull away, but his hog-tie bondage kept him in place.

“That’s what I’m looking for. Let’s turn it up a little more,” said Isla, adjusting the probe and whatever it was attached to so that it pulsed and thrummed more violently inside Josh. It was as if she was fucking him from behind, but not, and each pulse made him let out a strained grunt of discomfort.

Isla came around to the other side of the desk. She had one of her gags with her, though one Josh hadn’t seen before. The metal frame of it slipped into his mouth and fastened at the back of his head, including a strap that ran along his scalp, down his forehead, and to his nose, where a two-pronged hook with rounded ends slid into his nostrils. As Isla tightened it and adjusted the gag itself—Josh grunting and flinching the whole time, thanks to the probe—the hook pulled back on his nose and his mouth was opened wider and wider, until he thought it could open no more. She got hard just binding him and by the time she was done, she was stroking herself uncontrollably.

“Taint,” she snapped, pushing her hips forward and lifting her tight sack. Like the other guards, her uniform had an under-the-crotch zipper so she could easily open it up. Isla presented her taint to Josh though he still had to strain his neck and his tongue to reach it.

He tongued the warm, moist skin in between heaving groans and Isla let her sack rest on his face, right up against his eyes and pulled-back nose. An unsettling thought occurred to him: The probe, the new bondage, none of this was an outlier—it was the next step, the new normal. Eventually Isla would move on to something more extreme and more and more, and Josh would be reduced even further, until he was nothing but an object for her to amuse herself with.

Isla pulled back, having had enough taint-tonguing, and thrust herself into Josh’s mouth. He gagged and coughed and tears ran down his eyes, but there was nothing he could do with the contraption holding his jaw wide open, nothing but grunt and gurgle, accept and be filled. It was a long one tonight, Isla taking her sweet time with Josh’s mouth and pulling out a few times to slap his face with her wet shaft, even wiping his own tears with it. All the while the probe throbbed away—throb throb throb throb—and Josh felt like one of those jumping, inflatable frog toys that you squeeze the bulb of to make hop into the air. He couldn’t take it anymore. He was done. This had to come to a stop.

Of course, there was nothing he could do—nothing until Isla came in his mouth with an orgiastic cry and gave him a load so heavy that he would have to swallow it at once to keep it from spilling over his lips. That much was expected of Josh, but it wasn’t what he did that night. Instead he spit it out as best he could, letting it seep onto the edge of the desk and on the floor. Isla paused and gave him a cold stare.

“Are you wasting food?” she asked as she clicked off whatever was powering the probe like a petulant child.

In a way, it was a show of mercy: All Josh had to do was be repentant and it seemed as if Isla would offer him a path back. But no, he had to take a stand, even if it was futile, otherwise he might as well just have his balls cut off for all the elaborate agony he was going through. He nodded.

Isla’s expression darkened. She let out a slow, rolling sigh. “Fine.”

What happened next, Josh could’ve never predicted. Isla took out the probe, took off the gag and nose hook, and undid his bindings. Then, without a single word, she brought him back to his cage and left him there for the rest of the night.


Wilfully Broken

Suffice to say, Josh didn’t sleep at all. He kept waiting for the other shoe to drop, right up until the morning, when—after the shrill bell and the cold hose shower—he waited and waited for someone to take his balls. He had not told his neighbor about the night, but the other man could clearly see something was up. At over four weeks in, Josh’s neighbor felt like something of a village elder in the camp and had given counsel to more than a few men trying to find their footing under the rule of the new women.

“You look spooked,” his neighbor said. “What happened?”

Josh shrugged. He didn’t want to talk about it.

“You didn’t… you made her happy, right?” asked the man. “You didn’t do something stupid, did you?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Josh said, hearing an echo of his neighbor’s past resignation in his own voice.

It came time for breakfast. The guards arrived with their metal bowls full of new women spunk and the men ate like the animals they were, devouring the sticky, gooey contents that they were expected to nourish themselves with. But no one came for Josh. Not Isla, not any other guard. His stomach grumbled in hunger.

“What did you do?” asked his neighbor, now really concerned.

“I took a stand,” said Josh, but he would explain no further.

Josh’s hunger grew. However, it was another sensation that concerned him as the day stretched on, not hunger but a strange neediness. An itch, of sorts. He found himself rubbing his fingertips together and moving about in his cell as if he wasn’t comfortable in his own skin. He felt warm and realized he was sweating, profusely, yet when he touched his skin, it was almost frigid to the touch.

What the fuck, he wondered. It was almost like he had a bad hangover, but worse because of the restlessness it caused.

Hours of the guards' sadistic games and “play” passed, until it was time for food again. Again, Josh was denied. Now he was really beginning to feel the itch, like his skin was crawling and his stomach was churning and like he absolutely, desperately, 1000% for sure needed something to eat. Not just anything—cum from the new women. Isla’s cum. He salivated uncontrollably as bowls were brought out for the other men. A rage bubbled up inside of him. Why them? Why not him? Why, why, WHY?

But there was no answer to be had.

By “dinner”, he was delirious, muttering to himself and pacing the tiny confines of his cage. He watched with fury and jealousy as the other men were given their third helping of spunk for the day—Three! No fair!—and barely was able to resist the urge to shout. After the bowls were collected but before lights out, Isla came to see him.

“And how are you doing today?” she asked icily.

Josh looked at Isla’s cock longingly. He wanted just a drop, just a teeny-tiny drop of her. That’s all he needed. He wasn’t greedy. Even as he felt these emotions, he realized how insane it was, how up until this morning he was getting so much of her seed that he couldn’t stand it—and yet, things had completely changed now. How?

“I’m hungry,” moaned Josh.

Isla hmphed to herself. “Probably. But what you’re feeling isn’t hunger—it’s withdrawal.”

Josh blinked. “H…h-how?”

“It only takes a week to pair-bond,” she explained. “After that, male physiology becomes adapted to enriched new woman sperm and begins to require it to regulate the chemicals in your brain. Being denied the pair-bonded sperm is like trying to come down off painkillers—or so I’ve been told. In other words, you’re now addicted to me.” There was a smug smile on Isla’s face.

Jesus Christ that couldn’t be right. And yet, all of Josh’s symptoms matched with everything he’d heard about addiction withdrawal—sweating, antsy behavior, unable to rest, unable to think clearly. And even as he grappled with this reality, he kept staring at Isla’s cock, so desperate for a taste.

“Right now, I could blow a load in one of these men’s asses and you’d suck it out, you’re so desperate,” Isla told him. Josh cowered away from her in fear, knowing she was right. “But I’m one of the nice ones.”

Isla opened up Josh’s cage and stepped inside, crowding him. But she wasn’t about to feed him her dick. Instead, she retrieved a used, full condom from her pocket and reached up high to hang it from the top of the cage, where it was just out of reach for Josh. She made sure it was over him. Then she tore a tiny hole in the tip. A drop dripped down and Josh feverishly licked it up off the concrete cage floor. Isla stepped back and closed the cage again.

“It will take a while for that to fully drain and it’ll get harder once we get to lights out, but in the meantime you can show all your ‘friends’ here what really motivates you…”

Another drop fell. Josh opened his mouth wide to catch the bitter, sticky spunk.

“And if you ever reject a load I so graciously give you, it’ll be the last one you ever get,” warned Isla, leaving Josh alone as he continued to fiend after the dripping cum, not caring how shameful or embarrassing he looked to the other men. He was just grateful to have his drug again, to feel the neurochemical relief of swallowing drop after drop of Isla’s seed. He wished he could have more and even tried for a moment to scale the cage and reach the condom, but fell in the attempt just as the fattest drop yet plopped onto the ground. He sucked it up with relish.

He was truly something else now.

The lights went out while the condom looked still half-full and Josh remained statue-still with his head back and mouth open, not daring to miss a single drop. The drops came more slowly—every minute, then every two, every five, every ten—until it seemed like there was truly nothing left for him. Still, he craved more.

A figure slipped through the shadows towards him and relief washed over Josh. His wish was about to be granted. But as the figure came closer, he saw it wasn’t Isla but a guard he didn’t know. She was Latin, with long, black tumbling hair and a devilish, stern look on her face. She was holding a miniature noose in one hand.

“Time to go,” she said, opening the cage door. Before Josh could realize what was going on, she was looping the noose around Josh’s balls and pulling him out of the cage.

“No! I’ll be good! I’ll be good!” he cried, waking up the men around him, including his neighbor.

“You had your chance,” the woman said.

From somewhere nearby, Josh heard someone whisper in fear: “...Vera.”

“No! Please! I’ll suck your cock! I’ll suck everyone’s cock! You can use me however you want! Just please don’t take my balls!”

But Vera wasn’t having it. She practically dragged Josh by his balls away from the camp, all the way to a hallway he hadn’t been down before, one that led to a chillingly sterile medical room with a steel doctor’s table adorned with leather straps and a table set beside it covered with gleaming tools. Vera pointed at the table.

“Get on there quietly or we’re doing this with you still able to feel it,” she told Josh.

The way she spoke, he knew she was serious. Deadly serious. In a dizzy haze, he crept towards the table, tears welling in his eyes as he climbed onto it. Vera strapped him in as soon as he was down, tying down his arms and his legs while she hummed some macabre tune to herself. Josh started to sob and then to shake, unable to believe this was it. He was about to be castrated. He looked away from Vera as she opened up a medical packet of antiseptic, anesthetizing gauze and started wiping down his balls with it. It was cool and Josh tried to pull his nuts up to his body, wondering when they would go numb and he would no longer be able to do a thing even as simple as this with them.

A few moments later he could no longer move them. He saw Vera heft them, but felt nothing as she undid the noose.

“Do you want to say goodbye to them?” she asked Josh cruelly.

He sniffled. “I’m sorry,” he said again, praying it somehow might make a difference. “I’ll be good… I’ll be good…”

“Oh yes, you will. Because next on the chopping block will be your shaft. It may work again after tonight, but do you really want to just have some little dangling nothing of a nub down there?”

Josh mewled and whined, not wanting to imagine it. Vera picked up a gleaming implement that looked straight out of the Medieval ages. She clicked it in front of Josh’s face, bringing together the odd clamping, scissor-like edges together gleefully.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be quick. This isn’t my first time.”

As she moved back between his legs, Josh shut his eyes. He waited, trembling uncontrollably, and then listening for the implement’s dreadful click. He felt something around his balls—more a tug on his other parts really than anything else, and a painless one at that—and then there was a click. Josh let out a wet sob.

“Take a look,” said Vera. When Josh hesitated, she repeated herself more stern: “Take a look.”

Josh opened his eyes with misery, looked between his legs and saw… he was intact. Fully intact. He gave Vera a confused look.

“Now you know what is going to feel like,” she told him.

Josh couldn’t help himself. He burst into tears, crying even harder than before. While he lost all emotional control, Vera undid his straps and gestured for him to get off the table. He fell to his knees, cradling his balls, almost unable to believe they were still there. “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he chanted as he tried to rub them back to feeling, still able to hear the damning click of the castration device Vera had threatened him with. He felt like the luckiest goddamn man in the world.

Vera yawned. “I had too much coffee to stay up for this,” she said, sauntering over with a hand on the base of her cock. “Open your mouth.”

Without having to be told twice, Josh obediently opened his mouth and did something he never, ever thought he would do in his life. And through it all, the most depraved and twisted part of it was that he kept feeling that deep, deep gratitude, right down to the last drop.


Epilogue

Life After Lockup

Josh concentrated on his form. Arms straight, back flat, core tight. That’s what it took to keep from moving and moving was what it took to keep Miss Beatrice from punishing Josh. And he did not want to be punished by Miss Beatrice. The new woman—and now for all intents and purposes Josh’s owner—had been very clear that the only reason she hadn’t “had him clipped” before purchasing him from the camp was so that she could continue to use what was between his legs to motivate him to serve her up to her stringent standards. By way of demonstration, Miss Beatrice’s first act after bringing Josh home was to punish him for no reason at all, so he would understand the stakes, and so for close to three hours, Miss Beatrice had applied clothespins to Josh’s balls and knocked them off with a nasty little silicone single-tail mini-whip, until Josh’s skin was purple-crimson and he could barely speak anymore. He got the point.

Not all men were as “lucky” as Josh—the camps, he learned, served multiple purposes: To determine which males could fetch a price on the private market as live-in servants—aka slaves—to interested new women and women alike; to see which ones would have value working hard labor, nutless and under the cruel whip of new women wardens until their bodies could give no more; and those not worth the investment at all who simply had no place in this new women’s world order.

Josh’s fate—currently as a footrest to the statuesque brunette with cum that tasted like bitter melon—was the best a man could hope for.

Miss Beatrice was unwinding with a glass of wine, flipping through the channels as she usually did after work. Her heels dug into Josh’s back. He caught snippets of the news, reporting on this coup or that election, all of it taking a form closer and closer to the goals of the Great Castration instigated by the new women. She browsed through movies and Josh heard familiar snippets that had now been modified to digitally remove the male actors and put new women in instead, who delivered iconic lines as if they had been the ones to have said them all along. She watched game shows where “rare” and “endangered” males were brought out to be rebuked and humiliated and used on live TV. Just like every other night, the media had one message it wanted to convey and it conveyed it a hundred ways: The age of man was over.

Miss Beatrice took her feet off Josh’s back. “I have to pee,” she announced.

Josh didn’t need to be told more than that. He got into position, took her into his mouth, and the superior new woman relieved herself, not even having to put down her wine or take her eyes off the TV to do so. When she was done, Josh licked her clean and returned to his footrest position, but Miss Beatrice stopped him. She lifted her skirt and put her feet up on the couch, sliding her backside to the cushion’s edge.

“Tongue,” she said.

And just like that, Josh’s tongue was up Miss Beatrice’s asshole, lapping away at the musk and stink while Miss Beatrice let out a contented exhalation.

“I’m getting your tongue pierced next week,” Miss Beatrice shared, with no more fanfare than if she had a package on its way. “I’m thinking a barbell stud or maybe a row of studs down the center. We’ll see when we get to the piercer’s. I might want to make a few other changes too—nose ring, couple rings in your ears so I can keep you in place a little easier. We’ll see.”

She was not looking for a response from Josh and he just kept licking away. Then came the curveball.

“I’ve also bought a friend for you. I’m going to pick him up tomorrow. I think it’ll be fun to have two of you whose job it is to keep me company—and to compete to see who can do it the best. What I’m interested in is if a male with his nuts intact is a better servant than one without them. I guess we’ll get to do a little bit of an experiment, won’t we? I just need to decide which one of you gets to keep your balls…”

At that, Miss Beatrice let out a quiet, pungent fart right in Josh’s face. He knew it was a test of sorts and that there was only one proper response: To lick even more heavily and to jam his tongue right up her hole. Miss Beatrice chuckled to herself.

“Yes, it’s going to be a very interesting experiment indeed…”

For the rest of the evening, Josh toiled with extra diligence to earn Miss Beatrice’s favor—licking, sucking, swallowing, massaging, and finally, when she had had enough of it all, he was deposited into the standing cage installed next to the front door, its heavy duty curtain pulled shut so that he was cast into the dark and forgotten about. Like his cell in the camp, there was a squat toilet—small as it was—along with the necessary accoutrements to keep Josh clean and to avoid any unpleasantness to Miss Beatrice. Unlike the camp, Josh was left with nightly “rations” in the form of whatever leftovers Miss Beatrice didn’t bother to finish and, depending on her mood, these rations were appropriately seasoned by her, of course.

He slept uneasily, not looking forward to tomorrow’s new arrival.

The morning came too quickly and, seemingly sensing Josh’s anxiety, Miss Beatrice rode him hard the whole morning, taking him to task for every minor slip up and flub. By the end of the morning, she was riding him literally, fucking Josh up the ass with barely any lube while she spanked his ass raw with a wooden spoon until she finally blew her load deep inside of him, leaving Josh to have to waddle to his cage with his ass on fire to empty himself of her. He stayed in there while Miss Beatrice went to pick up his “friend”.

Two hours later, she returned. Josh heard that she was not alone. Her voice was muffled through the heavy curtain, though it sounded like she was explaining something to the newcomer—rules, probably, or threats. Then the tall, regal new woman pulled open the curtain and Josh got his first look at his compatriot—and rival. The man was young, like him, but so much fresher-faced and there was something about that clean, almost rested look he had that made Josh seethe. It was as if Miss Beatrice had gone out and picked up a new model of male servant, the way that Josh—in the old world—would’ve traded in his phone for the next generation without a second thought, exchanging his trusty device for one just a little bit newer, a little bit shinier.

Miss Beatrice opened Josh’s standing cage. She sighed.

“I suppose we will need some way to tell the difference between you two,” she said. She pointed at Josh. “You. Your name is now… Grunt. And you…” Miss Beatrice turned her attention to the newcomer. She grinned.  “Your name is Boy.”

The newcomer was even given a younger name. Josh’s jaw tightened.

“Get out here, Grunt,” Miss Beatrice said, pointing to a spot on the floor next to Boy.

Josh clambered out, his limbs aching. He knelt down next to Boy and together they looked up at the brunette dressed in her crisp white blouse and light tan jodhpurs that were tight enough to show off her thick bulge. She reached down to unbuckle the straps of her stiff riding boots—not that Miss Beatrice rode horses, she just enjoyed the style—and slipped her legs out of them. Then she peeled off her damp, white crew socks, tweezering them up between her fingers with her nose wrinkled at the sweaty smell and discarding them off to the side.

“Come on,” she said, clicking her tongue for the men to follow as she walked over to the couch. It was like a quiet race between the two as they crawled after Miss Beatrice, stopping when she sat herself down and gave them both a sadistic grin. She wiggled her toes. “Grunt, you get the left one. Boy, you get the right. Whoever does a better job gets a prize. Go on, get to work.”

The men lunged at their respective foot, licking and sucking fervently while Miss Beatrice lounged back to enjoy. At times, their shoulders butted up against each other, and Josh felt almost like the other man was trying to nudge him away, making Josh nudge back even harder until they were pressed tightly together with their heads craned down and their tongues working nonstop. Miss Beatrice did little to assist them, forcing them to get so low to the floor their faces were right up against it.

“Don’t forget to get between the toes now,” said Miss Beatrice.

That moved Josh and the other men to suck on the new woman’s toes, the slurping noises loud and obscene. The intense smell of her foot washed over Josh, though at least he was used to her scents by now and could rally through them—Boy seemed to be struggling a bit on that front, and Josh wondered how he had wound up here. Hadn’t he been found at the camps? Hadn’t he had to endure what Josh had endured?

Some ten minutes later, Miss Beatrice brought the contest to an end: “That’s enough. Back on your knees, both of you.”

The men retreated, the taste of Miss Beatrice’s toes and soles heavy on their tongues. They both kept their eyes slightly lowered with their shoulders sunken and postures submissive. Miss Beatrice observed them for a long while.

“Adequate eagerness on both your parts. Although… this is Boy’s first day. He gets extra credit for that and so he’s the winner.”

Josh tried not to show his frustration, but he couldn’t help it, letting a tight sigh out through his nose.

“Don’t worry Grunt, you’ll have more chances to impress me—I’m not going to take your balls. Yet.”

Josh’s humiliation—and dread—deepened.

“Now, it’s time for your prize, Boy…” said Miss Beatrice as she began unbuttoning her jodhpurs. She reached into her black silk panties and pulled out her cock and balls, already hard from watching the contest unfold. She stood up. “Tilt your head back and keep your mouth open. Grunt, I’ll be nice and let you have anything that falls on the floor—until then put your nose to the ground and wait.”

Still burning with humiliation, Josh lowered his face as Miss Beatrice began to beat herself over Boy’s upturned face. He heard her breathing steadily deepen until she was panting and puffing and then, with a tight cry, she released herself all over Boy’s face. Josh heard stray seed splatter on the floor and then heard Boy coughing hard as Miss Beatrice’s thick spunk jetted down his throat.

“Don’t you dare cough me up,” warned Miss Beatrice.

Josh smiled. Take that, “Boy”, he thought.

Once she’d emptied her balls onto Boy’s face, she gave him a sharp “Stay!” command. Then, to Josh: “Grunt, by the time I get back, there’d better not be a single spot of me on the floor.” With that, Miss Beatrice went to clean herself off.

Josh scrambled to work, crawling around on all fours as he hunted down every thick, salty drop of her so he could lap it up, circling around Boy again and again while Boy remained there kneeling with a frosted face. Quietly he whispered:

“You’re going fucking down.” Boy was in no position to respond, sounding like he was fighting off another coughing fit, giving Josh the opportunity to add: “I’m gonna laugh so hard when she cuts your balls off.”

And then he scrambled around Boy a few more times, making sure he had licked everything up. Never in Josh’s mind did he realize what the new women—and the women they’d partnered with—had realized long ago: Men could be turned against each other, divided and then conquered. Perhaps more than anything else, that was the secret to how men had so swiftly lost their place and gone from domineering patriarchs to cum-lapping lackeys. Miss Beatrice knew it though, as did every new woman Josh had encountered so far, just as she knew that the threat of a man losing his balls was far worse than the reality of it and that she would be able to dangle her threat over both men’s heads for a long, long time to drive them to debase themselves more than they ever thought possible.

The new woman world order was here to stay.

THE END
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