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“No wonder you were so keen to get away. No registered handler. No keyholder. No chastity out in public.” The fair-haired female detective may well have tutted for the look she was giving.

“And now we can add running a red light to the list of offences,” said her slightly younger brunette colleague looking equally as unimpressed.

“You’re in a lot of trouble, Mr Walker,” said the fairer detective. “For some reason you seem to think the rules don’t apply to you.”

“That’s because the rules are a heap of horse—”

“What Chad – my client – means to say,” said the balding lawyer, clearing his throat and quickly interjecting, “is that he’s regretful of the decisions he’s made. That he understands the seriousness of his offences. And that he’s willing to make amends to show they’ll never happen again. Ever. Right?”

Chad ran a hand over sandy brown stubble and regarded the lawyer at his side with barely concealed contempt. Pathetic men like him – they were everywhere. What would this one be doing after work; taking a spanking from his wife, taking her strap-on up the ass? None of it would have surprised him. He gave a derisive snort and turned his attention back to the two detectives in their smart blue trouser suits. For all their coolness, he was convinced that ten minutes alone with them he could have them dinging like microwave ovens. He could only imagine what whipped little pussy boys they had trying to satisfy their urges. And thought of showing them what a real man felt like had his unconstrained cock stirring.

“I’m sure we can come to some arrangement,” he said.

“Arrangement?” asked the brunette, raising a sceptical eyebrow across the small steel table in the small interview room.

“You know, get rid of this one.” Chad clapped a big paw on the gaping lawyer’s shoulder. “Turn off the cameras. Have a little fun…” He was smiling a little now, the same smile that had lit up many a movie screen, had many a woman biting their lip in conflicted lust. Because that’s exactly who Chad was; the womaniser, the action man, the bad boy – on screen and off – the last of an endangered breed.

“Are you trying to bribe us, Mr Walker?” asked the ice maiden.

“No, he is not,” said the lawyer firmly, then in hushed, alarmed tone right in Chad’s ear, “What the hell are you playing at? Do you have any idea the hole you’re in?”

Chad gave a cold hard stare that strongly advised he back off. Which the lawyer duly did. “Call it whatever you want to call it,” he said to the two detectives. “Two smart women like you, I’m sure you can get creative with the paperwork.”

The lawyer had his face despairingly in his hands. While the two cops shared a look, the merest hint of a smile curling their lips. And in the moment Chad was sure they were going to go for it – that like so many women of their type; strong, assertive and powerful, they secretly craved a man like him to remind them of their true submissive nature. It never once crossed his mind that the cause of the women’s shared amusement went more along the lines of: Look at big balls here thinking he can play us, can you believe this guy?

The suggestion of a smile disappeared from the women’s faces as they looked his way. And suddenly Chad wasn’t so confident about his proposal.

“You can’t charm your way out of this one, Mr Walker,” said the brunette.

“You’re facing a long stretch in a correctional facility,” said the senior woman. “And by the look of it, that’s exactly what you need.”

Chad’s grey-blue eyes flicked between the two women. There was sullen insouciance, hell in his unzipped leather jacket, light grey tee and faded jeans, he might well have been anyone of the bad boy characters he’d once played. Get a close up on that brooding look – that’s a face that gets bums on seats. But this wasn’t the movies. This wasn’t one of Chad’s posts to his legion of male followers bemoaning a changing world in which their sex had been bested. Suddenly he was feeling a little nauseous. Regretful even for running that red light. Not that he’d show it to these two bitches.

“You don’t agree, Mr Walker?” That hint of a smile or was it a smirk was showing again on the fair-haired woman’s lips.

“Fuck you. Fuck the system,” said Chad, speaking the words slowly and deliberately.

“My clients use of profanity reflects his state of high emotional stress. And should not be misinterpreted as anything else,” said the lawyer, sounding like he was going through the motions, knowing it was long past saving this horror show.

“You know, there is another option.” The brunette glanced to her partner. “You think she’d want him?”

The ice queen considered Chad a moment. “I think perhaps she would. I could make a call.”

Once more there was that telepathic understanding between the two women. The fairer one rose from her seat, stepped from the room in clicking step. Chad met the brown eyed woman’s steady gaze fixed on him. He held his tongue for all of two seconds.

“Who wants me?” he asked.

And for one long moment it seemed she wouldn’t answer, but then she did, all but smiling as she spoke.

“A very clever woman. Doing very important work.”

“We all know how mischievous boys can be. We all know how troublesome and time consuming it can be to train them properly. They have a natural knack for making things difficult. They have a natural knack for making themselves the centre of attention. Which can be fun, admittedly.” Naomi Banks came to a stop front and centre of the stage, mouth twisting in pouty smirk as she paused just long enough to have the all-female audience in the large conference centre thinking naughty thoughts. “And of course, incredibly, incredibly annoying,” she added.

And now there were tittering chuckles and shared smiles of recognition amongst the women. Naomi smiled with them, before picking up right where she’d left off, shiny black heels tapping to her slow confident back and forth stride as she owned the stage. Glossy blonde hair tied up in a neat bun, dark roll neck and shiny knee length leather skirt – a look and outfit that had become synonymous with her – she exuded the calm composure and the strong and graceful presence of a woman at the top of her game. Every pair of eyes were glued to her. As CEO of Femtech Industries she was the conference’s star attraction. Not one seat was empty.

“No matter how much we try to guide them, it seems some boys just can’t help but misbehave,” she said, the cream dot that was the head mic just below her right cheek, ensuring every single woman in the vast space heard her sunny voice, her clear and crisp intonation. “A sassy attitude. Not putting in one-hundred-percent effort. Proving a distraction. It’s just not good enough, right ladies?”

There was a loud chorus of ‘No!’, quickly followed by a loud clamour of laughter that reverberated through the hall and back towards the stage. Naomi soaked it in, buzzing. To be talking so publicly and derogatively about the opposite sex in front of such a large crowd – all the while knowing what she was about to unleash – had her erogenous zones lighting up like a fairground attraction. She could feel the audience’s warmth towards her. She could feel their giddy excitement. It was there in her own belly – the fluttery sensation that came with all new product launches.

“No it’s not, not near,” she said, once more coming to a stop and peering out at the many bright and expectant faces. There was a hunger. There was an almost predatory desire to some of those looks.

“The most disobedient males think they’re our equals,” said Naomi, playing to the gallery and loving it. “They think they should be exempt from chastity. They think they don’t need a keyholder. They think it’s okay to break out of their cages.”

There was a din of disapproval.

“We at Femtech Industries think that’s wrong. We at Femtech intend to make every male realise that’s not only not okay, but impossible…” She paused in absolute silence for one, two, three heavy beats of her own heart, then pressed the little button on the bracelet at her wrist and swept an arm out behind her. “Ladies, I present to you the CB2000. The next generation of chastity device.”

The lights dimmed. The space became a movie theatre as the huge back wall behind the stage lit up. To the rise and fall of subtle sensual music came a close up shot of smooth silver carbon fibre. The camera slowly glided over every line and curve like the most expensive of car commercials, luxuriating in each seamless interconnected section, hovering over the fingerprint locking system, dwelling on the glinting head with its little slit. Then there was a panning back and the male chastity was shown in all its glory. It filled the whole wall as it slowly rotated against a soft blue background. A thing of beauty – an artwork in its mix of simple and innovative.

Naomi looked out to the darkness of the audience. In the artificial light of the temporary screen, she saw covetous stares, enthralled, delight tinged faces. They warmed her insides, further stimulated the part of her brain that had her body humming. Up on the wall the chastity disappeared, replaced by first the words, For the female that wants complete control, then, For the male that has none.

It was greeted by many a receptive smile and agreeable nod. The barely their background music faded. The familiar upbeat chime that came with all the company’s ads sounded as its logo of a naked man, bowing before the heeled feet of a smartly dressed woman, appeared above the company’s mission statement, Femtech Industries, Making women’s lives easier.

Right on cue, as the lights rose and the audience stood clapping and whooping, Naomi stepped back centre stage. She held up her hand – a dozen or so seconds and hush duly descended. “Do we like what we see?” she asked, grinning.

An affirmative roar came back at her. And suddenly the space was more rock concert than business convention.

“Would you like to see it for real?”

A second loud roar that could leave no one in doubt. Naomi looked to the side of the stage, curled a finger, beckoning the shaven headed male model that stood awaiting just such a signal. He was naked. He was buff. He stepped out under the bright lights walking from one side of the stage to the other as rehearsed, giving the gawping, smirking, gleaming eyed female attendees a good view of the product constraining his cock above big, smooth, ripe looking balls.

“No keys. No visible locks. No way of breaking himself out,” said Naomi as the chastity adorned male – representing all males – came to a stop at the front of the stage beside her.

“The special carbon fibre is both unbreakable and self-cleaning. The fingerprint lock – which can be synced with any other female you might want to give access – offers easy access and unmatched security. Then there’s the inbuilt tracker to make sure your boy never goes missing. The shock function…” Naomi dabbed a phone screen, making the male model grimace and the audience titter, “comes on a sliding scale of one to ten depending on how cruel you’d like to be. And finally the vibrator function.” Another dab of a finger and now the male’s eyes were rolling up. “Which again comes with a sliding scale, giving you the prerogative to decide how teasing you’d like to be. Which by the look of this one, shouldn’t be long. I think I better turn that off before we have an accident up here,” she added, provoking yet more hearty laughter.

“In short the CB2000 is a very handy piece of kit,” grinned Naomi. “A chastity that has the potential to give women the ultimate upper hand – keeping boys in check and us firmly at the controls where we belong.”

The standing ovation, the loud whoops and cry of, “Damn right!” had Naomi feeling a soaring sense of satisfaction. She gave a little nod to the side of the stage and at the signal, several more buff, naked chastity models – each wearing a different colour – appeared with armfuls of the stylish Femtech boxes in which they were to be sold.

“Free CB2000’s for everyone here today,” she said, loudly above the rippling applause. And now it really was more rock concert as wild cheering reverberated around the conference space. Naomi gave one last wave to her adoring audience and exited the stage.

“How’d I do?” she asked her petite and pretty red-haired assistant, Rowan, standing in the wings.

“You hear that, don’t you?”

The two women grinned. It was then that the phone rang.

“I’m sorry, can you repeat that,” said Naomi, finger in an ear as she stepped away from the still cacophonous noise and into a corridor.

“This is Detective Patricia Warren speaking,” came the voice down the line. “Am I talking to a Miss Naomi Banks of Femtech Industries?”

“You are.”

“Hello, Miss Banks. I’m calling because I have a certain someone who might interest you.”

“And who’s that?”

“Chad Walker.”

“The Chad Walker.”

“One and only. Got him this morning running a red light. There’s a whole list of offences we could take him down for. But then I thought of that project of yours. Thought he might be just what you’re looking for.”

Naomi shook her head a little from side to side, that buzzy energy she was still filled with fizzing afresh. “That’s very thoughtful of you.”

“So, you want him?”

Do I, thought Naomi, inwardly leaping at the prospect. But you’d not have guessed it from the calm and measured tone with which she answered. “Very much so,” she said.

There was a momentary silence and Naomi was somehow quite sure that this Patricia Warren at the other end of the line was smiling to herself.

“I thought so,” came the reply with an unmistakable edge of amusement to it – again suggesting of a smile. “I’ll be in touch about the details.”

And with that the line went dead. Naomi stared at the phone a moment, then glanced up at Rowan coming towards her.

“All good?” asked the PA.

“All’s great,” smiled Naomi, mind already turning to the fine tuning of a product that would blow all others out the water if successful – and of course the male who was going to help her do it.

“So?” asked Chad impatiently, having watched the fair-haired detective return to her seat across the table and whisper something to her brunette colleague. “Are you going to tell me what the hell’s going on?”

“You’re in luck,” said Patricia.

“Luck?” Chad lifted a leather jacketed arm dangling over the back of the seat, linked his big hands on the steel silver surface of the table and leant forward a little, not understanding.

“She wants you,” said the second detective, Janice Sappiro, the shadow of a smile passing across her features.

Chad frowned. “Who?” he asked, more than an edge of irritation to his voice as he struggled not to hit the table with a clenched fist.

“A Miss Naomi Banks of Femtech Industries,” explained Patricia.

“She thinks you’ll make a good guinea pig,” said Janice, holding his gaze, just wanting a reaction.

Chad settled back against the chair with a grumbling sigh, rubbing both palms against the denim at his thighs.

“You should be thanking us,” said the brunette.

“How’s that?”

“The conditions at Femtech’s facilities will be a lot nicer than you would have been facing,” said Patricia.

“And the chances are you’ll be out a lot quicker, too,” said Janice.

“It’s a good deal,” whispered the balding lawyer. “The best you can hope for.”

Another hard stare from Chad, had him shrinking back.

“And if I say no?” he asked, looking to the two detectives.

“You don’t get to say no,” they answered together.
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“These fucking places,” murmured Chad as the black Lincoln Continental rolled through the high security gate and the blocky complex of buildings – all beige cladding and large glass windows – honed into view. He’d never set foot on the site, yet intuitively felt like he knew it well. It was interchangeable with any number of cutting-edge companies. The type of place that had ingrained itself into the public imagination whether you wanted it to or not. The type of place depicted in a million TV shows and movies with some devious brainbox at the helm. The type of ‘fucking place’ that had been set up by high minded dipshits who thought they could rule the world when they couldn’t even control the opposite sex.

The bitter pang showed as a sneer as they passed a grassy knoll and the sign of silver lettering: Femtech Industries. The car slowed to a stop. The front side passenger door popped open, shortly followed by Chad’s own side door.

“Get out,” came the voice of Detective Sappiro.

Chad thought about making things difficult, having a little tumble with the brunette cop – she had him cuffed for Christ’s sake – then thought better of it given the most he’d likely get out of it was a clout to the head and a swift elbow to the balls. He slid out from the back seat and gave his best arrogant smirk to make clear he was neither intimidated or cowed.

“Glad you’re so pleased to be here,” she said, grabbing his huge upper arm – or at least part of it – and walking him forward. A young woman with wavy dark red hair and a curvy, petite body as ripe as the juiciest pear from what he could see of it in the tight-fitting bright lime green bodycon dress, stood waiting. She was flanked by two tall, athletic, Scandinavian featured security guards.

“Miss Banks assistant, Rowan Munro,” she introduced herself.

“Detective Janice Sappiro.”

The two women shook hands warmly. Then Rowan’s eyes were landing on the leather jacketed subject – all six foot four inches of him – that was the reason for their meeting. “So this is the infamous Chad Walker.”

“Sure is,” he said, shamelessly giving the young woman a head to heel, heel to head appraising stare, thinking she’d look even better out of that dress, juicy body, smooth white skin exposed.

“Infamous, that’s one word for him. I can think of some others,” said Sappiro. “Want him uncuffed.

“Go ahead.”

“I can think of a few words for you too,” said Chad, rubbing the soreness at his freed wrists.

“Sure you can. ’Cept nobody cares what you think. Nobody cares what any male thinks.”

And that was that, with one comment she’d put down the whole male race. Chad eyeballed her sullenly. She eyeballed him right back.

“Thank you for getting him here safely, Detective,” said the PA, cutting the tension in her light, amenable way.

“No problem. No problem at all,” said Sappiro.

“We’ll keep you updated with his progress.”

“I’d like that.” The Detective flashed Chad a little smirk.

I bet you would, he thought, rankled by her presumed superiority, all women’s presumed superiority. It was lessened only by the conviction he wasn’t changing for any one of them.

“Take care, Detective.” The foxy PA spun on her heels. “Follow me please, Chad.”

“At least someone’s got some manners,” he said, aiming one final snide dig at the detective.

And for it he got a hard slap on the backside. “Be a good boy now, Chad. Learn to keep that trap shut when no one’s interested in what you have to say,” she said, infuriating to the last.

Chad swung and shot her a moody scowl. Sappiro stood smirking right back as the two security guards fell in between them and nudged him along.

“I’m going. I’m going,” said Chad, taking a final look upwards at the big Texan blue sky, not knowing when he’d next see it. He followed the redhead inside.

A secure thickset metal door slid open at the scan of Rowan’s palm. They went through another, then were walking a beige walled corridor lined with long windows of no doubt unbreakable glass, letting in plenty of natural light.

“We’ve a room all set up for you,” said Rowan.

“Yeah, well, I’m still not enti—” Chad quietened at sight of two young women with sleek ponytails and matching sleeveless minidresses in a shade of cream that made them look like employees at some upmarket health spa. Though there was nothing spa like – at least not like any spa Chad had been – about the fit looking male that followed close behind. He was naked. He was erect. His cock – encircled by a thin silver band that looped around his full looking balls – almost comically hard. There was another slightly thicker shiny band at his neck like a collar. He didn’t look at Chad on passing. Though the two young women made sure to, and they very much looked pleased to see him.

They met his gaze with assessing stares of such confident composure that Chad found himself tracking their step, turning to them as they went by. For it he got a shove in the back from one of the security guards. And blinking out of his stupefaction, caught up with the PA.

“Who were they?” he asked.

“Employees with a subject.” Rowan didn’t look at him, just kept walking.

“Why was he—”

“Naked?”

“Yeah.”

“All our subjects at the facility are kept naked. It’s easier that way.” The PA stopped by a silver door with the number twenty-four on it. She scanned her palm against a panel and the door slid open with a swishing noise straight out of every sci-fi show of the last century. “In you go.”

Chad looked the pretty redhead in the eye. “What is this place? What am I doing here?”

“All will become clear,” Rowan replied. “Now in.”

Chad glanced at the two security guards watching him pointedly, just wanting a reason to reach for those stun-sticks at their belts. With a heavy a sigh, he stepped through the open door. The small spotless room continued the spa sci-fi aesthetic. The walls were a warm honey colour. The furniture that there was – table, bedframe, some sort of weighing scales – made of shiny steel. There was an adjoining washroom. And all in all, it wasn’t too bad. Not the Ritz. Not a roach infested jail cell either.

“Lose the clothes, please,” came Rowan’s matter-of-fact voice behind, turning him. She stepped into the room, pulled open a hidden hatch in the wall. “Put them in here.”

Chad gave an incredulous pant. “And if I refuse?”

“Then those two out there come in here and strip you of them.”

And for all her cute pleasantness, from the way she said the words, from the way she was looking at him, Chad had a strong feeling she wouldn’t mind that at all. He looked to the doorway and the two guards lurking in the hallway. He got stripping – dumping the leather jacket in the hatch, along with his boots, his socks, his tight grey tee and jeans. In only his black boxers – various tats on show (everything from guns to predatory animals to slim hipped big breasted women) did he pause and glance at the redhead. She had an arm folded across her bosom, the hand of the other at her mouth as she bit down on a fingernail, observing him like he was the last juicy steak in a famine. She lifted the finger from her mouth, cleared her throat, said with no little relish, “Those too.”

Chad shook his head from side to side and, cursing under his breath, lowered the boxers. He showed no shyness. He wasn’t going to get all coy like some pin dicked schoolboy. If he was going to have to be naked, then he would be his version of it – strong, confident, proud of his maleness. With barely a blink he dropped the boxers in the hatch and stood before the attractive redhead, clenched fist of one hand buried in the palm of the other, entirely open to her assessing stare. And boy-oh-boy was she in no rush.

Her gaze travelled slowly up and down his naked ass body, his jacked physique. Was she proving a point after leering the way he had outside less than five minutes ago? Let her, thought Chad, heavy cock twitching, resolve stiffening as he welcomed the challenge – sure he could outlast her, them, and whatever they had to throw at him.

“Good,” said Rowan, finally. There was no condescending “boy,” but Chad sensed it was only a matter of time before there was. He watched her shut the hatch, pretty sure that would be the last he’d be seeing of those clothes in a long while, then step towards him. And for an instant he wondered what on earth she could intend to do getting so close, but then her hand came up – he saw the streak of silver only at the last.

What was straight as a ruler hit the skin at his neck with a little snap and transformed itself to its purpose. Barely aware what had happened such was the speed of it, Chad touched his throat and felt the smooth band now encircling his thick neck.

“Pretty impressive, huh?” said Rowan with a little smile. “It’s a shock collar. A purely preventative measure of course. Do as I-we say. Obey our instructions and there’ll be no shocky shocks for you.” The smile widened a tad, then fell. “Fuss with it all you want, it won’t come off.”

Chad dropped his hand from his throat, the certainty of a second ago a little dented.

“Now step on that rectangular panel over there.” Rowan flicked her chin to it.

Chad noticed there was no please. And suddenly wearing the collar he was viewing her in an altogether different light. Cute maybe – fucking dangerous too. What was it? One press of a button and sparks would be flying from his head. A lot keener not to upset her, he stepped onto the steel panel and instantly realised it wasn’t the weighing scale he thought it was. A silver rod, emitting a series of red laser like beams, whizzed around him. He felt a warm tingling prickle against his skin.

“What the hell’s this thing doing?” he asked.

“Singeing the hairs from your body along with removing those nasty tattoos,” said Rowan, evidently finding his alarm amusing. “We like our subjects here to be nice and tidy. Two of our rules are no tat’s, no hair from the neck down.”

The spinning rod slowed to a stop. There was a beep. Chad took it as a chance to get off. He stared down in amazement at the strands of golden tinged brown hair sucked up by the machine. Then he was looking to his arms and chest, abdomen and pubis and balls – taking in his hairless skin’s now clear unmarked smoothness.

“Miss Banks will be pleased,” said Rowan.

“Miss Banks?”

“Naomi Banks. CEO of Femtech Industries. The reason you’re here.”

“Do I get to meet this Miss Banks?” asked Chad, wanting to meet the four-eyed freak running this place.

“Of course. She’s keen to meet you. When I’ve prepared you.”

And suddenly Chad was envisioning a stuffed hog laid out at a feast. He watched Rowan half turn, stepping from her left leg to her right, her hips going one way then the other as she picked something from the steel table. It was so innocuous looking he hadn’t noticed it was there; small and round and grey till she tapped its centre and it was glowing a bright, almost ethereal blue.

“Pretty, huh?” she said, holding it up.

“What is it?”

“Part of your training. Now turn your head.”

Chad looked at her doubtfully.

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way.”

Chad glanced past her to the door and the guards no doubt desperate for any excuse to get in here. Emitting a low grumbling growl, he turned his head only to feel a sharp prick. His hand instinctively shot up to the spot just behind his ear and the circular device fitted there. There was no budging it.

“Like the collar, it won’t come off. Not unless we decide it will.” Rowan was smiling that little smile of hers. Baiting him.

Fucking dangerous, thought Chad again, not sure which of the collar or the glowing adornment was worse.

“I think you’re ready,” said Rowan, giving one last up and down sweep of him before sauntering from the room.

Light grey flooring with a wooden grain effect, muted pale blue walls. The office had a cooler, far more corporate feel than downstairs. Naomi sat at her wide desk, shaking her head disapprovingly as she watched a clip of Chad proclaiming, “Men need to take back control. Put the Feminazi bitches back in their box.” She pressed pause on the video clip having had enough of his toxic nonsense, and settled back in her executive swivel chair with a slow inhale and exhale.

Males like Chad were like black sheep corrupting the whole flock. It took only one to lead many more astray. Which was precisely what made him such a valuable addition to the testing programme. Naomi had been watching from the window when he’d arrived. Even from up here, seen the moody resentment in his demeanour, the reluctance to obey female authority. She couldn’t deny it didn’t excite her; the proper test he would pose to her technology, what its success would mean. She was smart enough to know you couldn’t silence men like Chad. Doing so would only make martyrs of the misogynists’ cause. No, you had to get them on side, make an example of them – for the whole world to see. They were on the cusp of revolution. Disrespectful, ultimately unhappy males like Chad wouldn’t be around much longer – Naomi was convinced about that.

She closed the window on the laptop, opened another showing the AI model already prodding, probing, calculating the best approach. Or attack, thought Naomi, marvelling at the way it presented as a series of easy to read graphics relating to Chad’s mood and motive and character. Many of its indicators were showing a deep red, demonstrating just how far away he was from ever being anything than a thorn in women’s progress. Naomi clicked through to a series of inputs sure to change that. And as she did the phone on her desk buzzed. She tapped it with a finger, putting her PA through.

“The man candy’s ready for you,” came Rowan’s happy sounding voice over speakerphone. “Want me to send him up?”

“Right away,” said Naomi, eager to see her latest subject up close and personal.

“You got it.”

Naomi smiled at the younger woman’s cheerfulness. Evidently she was pleased about Chad being here. She imagined quite a few of the female staff were pleased about his being here. Naomi of course identified; getting that raw product in your hands, seeing it tamed and moulded, watching it bow down before you – she got the shivers just thinking about it. It was a feeling she’d ensured was embedded in the company’s DNA. It was a feeling she expected all women to feel coming across its cutting-edge technology. And she was quite sure nothing would inspire that feeling more than what she was fine tuning shortly to unleash on the world.

Having adjusted a few of the sliding settings in relation to Chad and what would no doubt be strong resistance, she shut the laptop, then depressed a button, sliding a desk drawer open. Inside were a number of shiny toys stored neatly in a black velvet mould. Naomi’s hand passed over various plugs and clamps and wands as she reached for what she wanted, what she intended to personally put on her new arrival. Forefinger circling its caged interior as she held it on her lap, the door ahead of her swished open and in came Rowan looking like the cat that got the cream, immediately followed by the impressive male specimen that was Chad.

They both came to a stop, Rowan no more than three strides into the room, Chad bounding past her till he was within five or so of the desk. He stared at Naomi beneath heavy brows, a softening of his frown suggesting she wasn’t quite what he’d been expecting.

“Thank you, Rowan,” said Naomi, dismissing her assistant.

Rowan gave a nod. Not that Naomi or Chad noticed – their eyes remained locked on the others, almost challenging to be the one not to blink first. The click of Rowan’s heels. The swish of the door opening then closing. And still neither of them budged – till finally Naomi’s blue eyes drifted lower, knowing there was more than one way to win this game.

Her gaze travelled over lightly bronzed skin, slowly and intentionally took in the beefcakes exceptionally muscular upper body. Then her eyes were stopping unashamedly, lingering on a well-proportioned cock showing no timidity. She let the smile pull her red lips outward ever so slightly as she savoured her objectification of him, as woman, stranger – clothed and in control – while he hid nothing. Sure enough, he couldn’t take it.

“All right, you’ve seen the goods,” he said, palms held out at his sides like he actually had some sort of chose in what he would and wouldn’t show her. “Now you gonna tell me why I’m standing here naked, collared, with this thing stuck on the back of my head?”

“That thing on the back of your head,” said Naomi, a little withering of his ignorance, “is the first ever male training AI attachment.”

“Ohh, okay, well that clears that up,” said Chad, sarcastically. He frowned silent. “It’s what now?”

“It’s a device that makes bad boys good boys. It trains them to do exactly as their told. And very much enjoy doing so.”

“Bullshit. That’s impossible.”

“Is it now…?” Naomi let the question hang as she sat silently revelling in the nude hunk’s smouldering stare. She could almost hear his thoughts; that can’t be, she’s gotta be wrong. Then sense the hardening conviction, whatever she thinks, it won’t be like that for me.

“You think you’re different. You all think you’re different,” said Naomi, rising from her chair and making her way round the desk in clicking high heeled step – hands and what she held kept hidden behind her back. She wasn’t afraid of Chad. She had no need to be when she could shock him to the ground with a single press of the bracelet at her wrist. She came to a stop right in front of him, continued, “Till you’re all the same. Obedient. Compliant. A slave to the female race.”

There was a brooding look in his eye – like he wanted to overpower her, dominate her, do what men had done for centuries and show her who was boss. His nostrils flared. His broad chest heaved up and down. His brain was running hot with her words and Naomi could almost see the AI having a field day beneath that closely cropped hair of his, reworking and rewiring his brain to her inputs.

“You’re just a beast, Chad,” she said. “A beast that needs taming for the benefit of society.”

It was now that she brought a hand forward and slipped on the chastity. It was designed in such a way as to almost mould around the male member at the most minimal of contacts. And it did precisely that – imprisoning Chad’s cock in the blink of an eye. His head snapped down in bemusement, then right back up as he glared at Naomi with seething intensity.

“All untrained males remain in chastity. That’s the rules here,” she said, coolly.

A glowering Chad looked on the verge of losing it.

“Remember, so much as a sniff of aggression towards me or any of my staff and that collar will have you on the floor writhing in agony. Trust me, it’s not worth it.”

Eyes drilling into hers, his deep rumble of frustration sounded like a gusting wind on a storm swept night. “Hide behind your tech all you want,” he said. “It won’t stop us.”

“Us?”

“Men. There’s an army of us angry as hell at what’s happening. You’ve emasculated us. You’ve stripped us of our identities. You’ve made us your goddamn guinea pigs for Christ sake.”

“Which is precisely why this project’s so important in helping you adapt.”

Chad snorted dismissively. “Twist my words all you want. We won’t stand for it. In the end we won’t let you win.”

“We’ll see.”

“We damn well will.”

Naomi held her position, not so much as flinching at Chad’s glowering attempt to intimidate her. “You know you should be thanking me,” she said. “You’re going to love being my little bitch boy.”

And now she was really pushing his buttons – opening up those neural pathways for the AI to do its thing. Chad’s face coloured. You could see the red-hot fury in his hard stare. And for a split instant it looked like for all the world he wasn’t going to be able to control himself, that he was about to be that writhing mess on the floor. Tensing, snarling, somehow his balled fists remained at his side.

Naomi glanced down at his caged cock, gave a smirk, met his fuming stare, then stepped back over to the desk. She tapped the phone. “I’m done with this one,” she said.

Almost instantly the door swished open as Rowan reappeared. “This way, please,” she instructed Chad.

He gave Naomi one last killer stare, then bounded out past the petite redhead. Rowan looked to her boss, eyebrows flicking up as if to say: This one’s going to be fun, huh? Naomi’s pouty smirk said all that needed to be said as to what she thought on the matter.

What had he been expecting? A four-eyed, big nosed, crusty old hag. He supposed so up to a point. He certainly hadn’t envisaged a woman of such youthful vitality, fine featured beauty and sleek sex appeal. “Naomi fucking Banks,” he muttered, seeing her neat bun of blonde hair, the red lips, the piercing eyes, the super composed demeanour. And with it he was recalling what he’d desperately wanted to do – grab hold of her, bend her over the desk, yank up that knee length skirt and drill into her hard and rough. She wouldn’t have been looking so self-composed and smug then, he thought.

The reimagining of how he’d liked things to have played out, had his cock scraping its fibre carbon casing. He glanced down to the device at his crotch almost contemptuous of that aspect of his masculinity that could be used against him. He’d had time to cool his jets. He sat on the padded leather bed of his new room well fed and hydrated. And yet with one look at the chastity there was a rekindling of the simmering heat, the needling prickle deep in his belly.

He examined the chastity, tilting it up with a finger at its tip. It wasn’t a make or model he recognised. There was no padlock, instead some kind of touch locking system he noticed. And as he did, the door to his left swished open on one of those smooth skinned ponytailed employees. Chad immediately dropped the chastity as she headed for the table and his empty tray and cup. His gaze swept up her long lightly tanned legs. And he couldn’t but half wonder if they wore those skimpy cream uniforms as a cock tease, to really get the blood flowing south. Because that’s exactly what it – she – was doing.

“I wouldn’t bother fiddling with that,” she said. “You won’t get out of it. Not even I have access, unfortunately.” Tray in hand, she shot him a flirty smile, then made for the open doorway. “Get some sleep. Your brain will welcome it.”

Chad watched the door swish shut behind her, then gave a snort – god damn right it’s unfortunate, he thought, feeling that scraping press once more between his thighs. He glanced down at the chastity, irritated. He blew out a frustrated sigh and swung his legs up onto the bed as he settled down upon it. Now she came to mention it, he was feeling a little sleepy. Hands tucked behind his head, he yawned a big yawn half wondering how he’d come to find himself in this situation. A situation he still wasn’t quite sure about yet.

He felt for the circular disc lodged immovable behind an ear, fingers gripping its curved edge pulled already knowing there was no dislodging it. It makes bad boys, good boys. It trains them to do exactly as they’re told, Naomi’s words came back to him.

“Bullshit,” he said aloud, convinced it was hyperbole – just the sort of teasing game so many women liked to play.

Heavy lids closing shut, he saw the devices bright blue glow in his mind’s eye. Maybe it’ll blunt certain instincts, take the edge off the more extreme thoughts and intentions, but nothing more, nothing more. There was no duvet to cover himself, but the room was set to a comfortable temperature and Chad felt the warm blanket of sleep begin to creep over him.

You’re a beast, Chad. A beast that needs taming for the benefit of society. He chuckled softly at that, seeing Naomi as he wanted to see her; stripped and demeaned, naked on her knees. And yet even as his conscious mind was forming such imaginings, there was something much deeper, stubborn and resistant taking root. It was a call on the gentlest of breezes. A sweet female voice – subtle and indistinctive and all the more powerful for it. It turned his ear to it, made him try to hear. By which time it was already too late.
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“As you can see from the latest quarterly figures,” said Naomi, guiding the seven smartly dressed female board members eyes back to the screens of the tablets resting on the polished conference table before them, “gross profits have soared across the board with the release of the CB2000.”

“Most impressive,” said a luxuriant looking brunette.

“It’s a very impressive model,” said a strikingly elegant silver haired woman.

“My hubby certainly enjoys it.” This woman’s copper curls framed a broad grin. “Not that he has much of a choice.”

“Was that hubby or subby?” inquired a sexy black woman playfully.

“What’s the difference?” said subby hubby’s wife, still very much showing her amusement.

“Touché,” replied the black woman as chuckling female laughter filled the room.

Each of the business women had the glossy sheen and confident self-assurance that came with their status as wealthy, powerful, high achievers. They all sang from the same hymn sheet. Just being all together in a meeting like this was a kick in the dying patriarchy’s gonads. And knowing it brought an ease and comfort, a subtle charge of positive unstoppable energy.

“The company’s financials have never been healthier,” said Naomi, very much feeding off that energy. “It’s future never brighter.”

“Does that suggest we have some new developments in the pipeline?” asked silver haired Yvonne, as quick to sense something on the horizon as she always was.

“It might,” smiled Naomi. All seven women were looking towards her seated at the head of the table – wanting a titbit, wanting something to whet the appetite as it were. She wouldn’t give them it – at least not the main course – but there was something. “And you’ll find out all about it in due course. In the meantime…” Naomi’s glance at Rowan seated in a chair by the wall, had her rising. “A little gift.”

Rowan swished open the door in that contagiously vivacious way of hers and beckoned in the seven studs waiting outside. As they stepped into the boardroom one at a time, their gym-honed bodies and buff good looks drew murmuring sighs of appreciation from the female board members. The studs – collared and caged – each placed a silver bow tied box in front of the women (a box that’s hallmark sleek style was instantly recognisable as a Femtech product) then stepped back half a pace, hands behind their backs in obedient pose.

“Go ahead. Open them,” said Naomi.

And like Christmas had come early, the women were doing just that; untying the little bow, allowing the box to fall open and reveal the shiny toy inside.

“Our upgraded wand,” said Naomi, smiling at the delight in the board members faces. “More power. More punch. More attachments to have fun with.”

“My-oh-my,” said Yvonne, lifting the shiny tech from the box and setting it to a light hum as she eyed her stud standing ready.

In no time at all seven wands were going to work in a multitude of ways. Some pummelled dangling balls, others vibrated against those bulging cockheads fortunate to be let free from chastity, others not. Some were first teased, then tormented as a silicon attachment slid over slippery stiff cocks, before the wand was switched to shock mode. The silky brunette Martina had her stud kneeling one knee up on the table as she probed his anus. She immediately had him licking up any spilt precum off the table, and she wasn’t alone.

Naomi watched the feast for the eyes as the studs were reduced to sexy quivering hot messes by the dominating alpha women, steadily feeling the slim saddle between her thighs swelling thicker and plumper and more insistent. She was aware of it pressing the thin cotton of her white panties. She was aware of having to carefully control an itch that had she given into would surely swamp her. She had a strict rule about losing control in public and as tempting as it would be to take a wand and hold it against her thirsting clit, she wouldn’t break her rule. She took one final glance around the table and, carefully controlling that urge, pushed up from her chair.

“Have fun, ladies. Those wands are yours to take home.”

“Do we get the boys too?” asked copper haired, Rayna, grinning from ear to ear.

“That we’ll have to see,” Naomi smiled back, then left the boardroom and its members to their play.

“I think they liked their gifts,” said Rowan, falling in at her side as they walked the corridor.

“Me too.” Naomi caught Rowan’s eye and the two women burst into good natured chuckles. They stepped into an elevator.

“Where to?” asked Rowan, hand hovering over the buttons.

“R&D division. Let’s check on our boy.”

“Hokey dokey,” said Rowan, jabbing the button keenly.

“And how would we describe our mood today, Chad. One being bad, ten good.”

“Six, I guess.”

“That’s an improvement on yesterday, as yesterday was on the day before that when you’d barely speak to me.”

“That so,” said Chad, feeling like the last three days had passed in a blur of eating and sleeping and working out. Nothing much to distinguish each of these daily sessions with the doc from one to the next.

“That is so,” nodded Dr Wendy Saito – a delicately pretty woman of Japanese ancestry – sitting in a chair directly in front of Chad’s own in the small cream padded walled room used for such meet ups. “I believe your exact words were, ‘I’m no fucking guinea pig. And no fucking psych bitch is getting into my head.’”

“Huh.” Chad remembered saying the words, but there was no strong antipathy or anger connected to them.

“Do you feel like a guinea pig?”

“Yeah, you could say that.”

“And that makes you feel…what? Demeaned? Humiliated? Aroused?”

A warmness was beginning to swell deep in Chad’s belly. It had a nervy breathlessness to it that was both off putting and exciting. And the more he tried to ignore it, the more it took hold. Part of him didn’t want to answer the doctor, part of him felt it a betrayal of his masculinity to tell the truth of what he was feeling. And yet still something, somewhere deep within, compelled him to.

“Yeah,” he murmured, softly.

“Speak up for me please, Chad,” said Wendy.

“Yes,” he said, meeting the doctor’s eye, speaking loud and clear.

“Which is it? All three?”

“All three.” And with those words came an instant of bristling resistance, swept aside on a randy swell.

“What if I told you there were half a dozen women behind that mirror right there, scrutinizing your every response?”

Chad glanced to the wall and the mirror running most of its length. The swirling heat inside of him gusted stronger.

“Eyes back on me,” said Dr Saito, turning him back her way. “Good boy.”

And with those two words his cock was growing in its prison.

“It excites you, doesn’t it? You can admit it. There’s no shame.” Wendy wasn’t quite smiling, but her gleaming eyes suggested an inner glee.

Chad swallowed. “I guess so,” he said, half scared to acknowledge what he felt for fear in doing so it might inhabit him entirely.

“Female dominance – you crave it, don’t you?” said the doctor, pressing home her advantage, seeming to sense Chad’s teetering mind.

He dropped his gaze from her interrogative stare concerned he was about to crack and blurt out something he didn’t quite believe. The crossed legs, the sheer pantyhose of the doctor did him no favours. He couldn’t know there were certain inputs that triggered him – that a nice pair of female legs were one. Suddenly his hands were gripping the underside of the chair he was sitting on like it was a life raft in a stormy sea. He felt the strong impulse, the almost overwhelming desire to lower himself to those legs. And do what? Even he wasn’t quite sure.

“Speak to me, Chad. Tell me what you’re thinking.”

Chad pulled his eyes up with some effort. “I’m thinking I’d sure like to be out of this chastity.”

The doctor smiled. “That’s totally understandable,” she said. “But you know cock’s stay locked until they’ve earned their freedom. When you think about it, it’s pretty sexy a males most precious possession being in the hands of their female superiors, wouldn’t you say?”

Chad, as tensed up as a boxer about to take a blow, clamped down on his tongue. It was all he could do to stop from answering yes.

In the adjacent room, behind the one-way mirror, several women watched the exchange between doctor and subject. Rowan, who was one, shook her head. “He’s still trying to resist.”

“It won’t do him any good,” said Naomi, glancing at a tablet showing numerous dials had swung from red to orange to light green. It wouldn’t be long before the needles would be hovering on the darker green and he’d be completely helpless.

“Still,” said Rowan, “maybe I can speed things along.”

Naomi looked at the PA staring lasciviously through the one-way screen. She smiled a little smile, then leaned down to a speaker, pressed a button, and spoke words only Dr Saito could hear through the bud at her ear. “Wrap things up, doctor. Rowan’s coming in.”

Oblivious to this little message, Chad still gripped the chair like his life depended on it as the doctor stood.

“Something to dwell on till our next session,” smiled Wendy prettily, before making for the door.

At her exit, Chad looked to the low ceiling and blew out a big sigh, releasing some of the pent-up pressure that had had him feeling like a cork in a champagne bottle. Any relief however was short lived as the door swished back open and redheaded Rowan strode confidently into the room. She took the seat where the doctor had sat. She crossed one leg over the other – bright blue bodycon dress riding high on a thigh. And suddenly alarm bells were blaring. Suddenly it was a whole different ball game as Chad took in the acres of milky white flesh on show.

“You know there’s only one way a male should greet a member of the superior sex.” Rowan’s look was mischievous. Her tone simultaneously teasing and knowing of the cliff edge he clung to. Instantly, Chad’s cock filled what infinitesimal space it had left to fill.

“On your knees, boy. Kiss my foot.”

Chad let go of the chair he’d been making look like a kiddie’s and lowered his knees to the white tiled floor like gravity itself had forced him down. It was instinctive. It felt entirely natural. Not one thought of resistance formed in his head to cause friction. He did it because he wanted to – just like he kissed the top of that pretty, dainty foot like he wanted to.

“That’s a good boy,” said Rowan, slowing her delight tinged voice, fully enunciating each word in a way that had a fluttery breathlessness inside of Chad’s belly, dropping inward, then frothing right up.

“And here,” said Rowan, flicking her dark red hair over a shoulder and pointing down at an ankle.

Chad went to it with his lips like he couldn’t get there soon enough.

“What about here?” That pointy finger (a little higher on her leg) – another tender kiss. “Keep going,” said Rowan, settling back and sitting tall as Chad dotted a trail of loving kisses upwards over her soft smooth skin.

At mid-thigh she uncrossed her legs, leaving them parted to have mini explosions going off in Chad’s head. The small triangle of red pubic hair. The ridiculously sensual folds of female hood. All of it was another trigger, making Chad’s heart beat double and his manhood strain the boundary of its confinement.

“I think you know what to do,” said Rowan, above him.

Damn right I do. Chad went to her as acquiescent as slave, as worshipper.

Back in the other room the five smiled at the dials of several indicators veering all the way right to a very healthy green.

“Seems he’s just like all the others – not such a hard not to crack,” said one of the women.

“The simplicity of the male never ceases to astound me,” said Naomi. She glanced through the window onto the adjacent room where Rowan now strongly gripped the chair’s rests, head tilted up in rapture as the naked hunk that was Chad finally put his mouth to some good use. She smirked a little smirk to herself and took her leave.

Chad sat on the bed staring blankly at the wall opposite, turning things over, trying to make sense of his thoughts and feelings, trying to make sense of what had happened earlier. And in doing so felt like a climber ascending a slippery rock face. Every time he found a hold, a hand would slip and with it an understanding that felt so tauntingly close. It wasn’t just that he’d gone down on a woman who’d done little more than part her thighs and bat her lashes. It was the fact he’d done so like a dog straining at the leash. It was the knowing in his heart of hearts he’d do it a million times over. The kneeling, the kissing, the licking servitude – it lit a flame inside of him, it simultaneously frightened and excited and aroused.

Sitting in reflection, his cock once more testing the limits of its restraint, he wondered, who am I? The blinkers were off there was no doubt about that. It felt like something had opened up and he was seeing himself and his purpose for the first time. It enlivened and enriched and made everything just make…sense. That was it, sense. He could hide from it, try to deny, but sooner or later it would only wash right over him, hell, swallow him whole.

His hand went to the small disc behind his ear. He knew that it was responsible for his new outlook. Yet only in the way one knows the sky is blue or the earth is round. A general acceptance of that’s how it is. Subsequently there was no twisting or pulling attempt to remove it. He brushed his fingers over its smoothness, aware of a relief, a thanks it was there. Which was crazy, totally bat shit crazy Chad knew, but in no way cared. Gone was the simmering anger, the constant needling prickle of irritation and resentment. He felt lighter – like a heavy weight had been hauled from his shoulders. He felt…once more there was a slip as he grasped for the right word. It was then that that the door to his left swished open and in came one of the female employees; lithe and ponytailed and sexy like all the rest in her sleeveless cream minidress.

At her entrance, Chad was no longer searching for any word. Thought had deserted him entirely as he took in the young woman’s supple grace with yearning lust. He watched her head over to the steel table and his used meal tray, eyes skimming tanned and toned legs right down to the narrow points of cream high heels. Fresh swells rising within, there was once again that overstuffed squeeze below as his cock tried to push beyond its permitted limits. The tray was lifted, then she was turning, and a fork was accidently clinking to the floor – or perhaps not so accidently if Chad hadn’t imagined the little flick of a finger.

“Oopsie, clumsy me.” She looked his way. “Could you get that for me, please?”

If there was a fight to remember who he was and what he stood for, cling on to some dignity, then it lasted no longer than a millisecond. He hopped off the bed and lowered his right knee to the floor, picking up the fork, then offering it like a man proposing to his girlfriend.

“You like it down there, don’t you,” she said.

Chad found himself nodding slowly.

The young woman gave a soft snort. She took the fork and placed it gently on the tray behind. Then she was back looking his way again, slowly lifting her right leg, inching up the hem of her dress, giving a teasing glimpse of her beautiful bareness beneath.

“I hear you like something else too.”

An invitation – one Chad, burning in mind and body to please, to satisfy, to demonstrate his subservient devotion to female kind, couldn’t let pass.

Naomi bit down gently on an upturned thumb, her smiling eyes fixed on the laptop screen and the feed showing the interior of subject twenty-fours room. She watched Chad giving cunnilingus for the second time this very day, a heavy insistence strengthening between her thighs. She gave her employees plenty of license to tease and nurture the male subjects submissive desires. And this young woman was doing just that as she gripped the edge of the table taking Chad’s lapping, licking, obedient tongue.

Naomi bit down on that thumb of hers a little harder as that aching insistence continued to deepen. Chad would be well versed in licking pussy before he was ever lucky enough to lick hers – she was quite sure about that. She closed the feed. She shut the laptop. She rose from her desk, ready to head home after another very productive day and take care of a certain itch.
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The bedroom was extremely clean and comfy; all mushroom taupe’s and high-end cream furnishings. Naomi had changed out of her workwear – slipped into a skimpy silvery-blue negligee and stood at the foot of her bed, observing the naked hunk bound upon it. She’d encountered Caleb working as a barista in the local coffee shop several weeks ago. She’d quickly turned him into her houseboy, her pain slut, her pleasure toy. It wasn’t difficult. He was one of those males that naturally got off on female dominance. A natural submissive who’d got lucky being alive as male power evaporated and that of females shot through the roof.

Naomi’s eye landed on his stiff dick twitching helplessly for her attention, the same dick that had been baton hard as she’d walked through the front door to find him kneeling, hands behind his back in submissive pose, just as she liked to be welcomed home.

“You know you’re an inspiration, Caleb,” she said, undoing the neat bun and giving her head a little shake allowing her lustrous blonde locks to fall free.

“I am?” Caleb stared entranced.

The cluelessness, the fact even as he lay like this he couldn’t see himself as part of a much bigger picture, had a wispy warmness creeping over her sex like hot breath.

“You’re the perfect model, Caleb.” She knelt up onto the bed. “You’re how all males should be. Don’t you see that?”

But Caleb was too overwhelmed to answer as she blew softly over his big balls drawn tight in a cock-ring, on up over that super stiff shaft and bulbous cockhead, giving him a taste of what she was feeling.

“You’re a good boy,” she said, straddling his waist, revelling in his helpless almost wondering look as his breath stilled and she became his world. She could leave him. She could tease him for another hour or two. She’d done it before. But not tonight. Tonight she wanted that deep urge satiated. “And I like good boys.”

She leaned down to him, smilingly kissed him softly, before settling back again and slipping him inside her. There was zero friction – just a smooth glide as their horny juices became one. She held his big cock deep inside her for a split instant feeling it’s pulsing warmth against her own, then began to ride it, sliding up and over him with ever more vigour as the gates fully opened on all the pent-up arousal she’d been feeling throughout the day.

It wasn’t long before her itch was well and truly being sated as moaning aloud, she orgasmed in juddering spasming ecstasy. And the image, the thought that had tipped her over the edge – the man candy that was Chad, down on his knees, worshipping woman, as all men would do.

Palms flat on the grey tiles of the wall before him, Chad let the showers cooling spray wash over him. He’d had a heavy workout session – been a charging bull on the tread and a beast with the weights. Was his subconscious mind trying to sweat out what was now him? Maybe outrun the voice now deeply embedded in his mind, the voice there behind every thought and action. If so, then Chad saw it for what it was; a primitive reflex, a sad, pathetic attempt at resistance. Because for that one voice there were a million more. He could feel the neurons of his brain firing. He could feel new connections forming. He saw clearly, understood his place and purpose properly for the first time ever; mind and body synced as one.

He switched off the shower, towelled himself dry, then stepped from the washroom to find Rowan standing there in the bright and sunny disposition that was her way. A week ago he’d have surely prickled, given a moody stare, most likely said something rude and aggressive. But today, today he dropped to his knees before the young woman in the tight lilac minidress, then lowered further, giving the tenderest of pecs to the beautiful white skin of each heeled foot.

“Good boy,” she said, sounding pleased, which in turn had Chad feeling pleased. “Now get up. Go bend over that bed and present that cute ass of yours to me.”

The strict instruction, the objectifying order, had Chad’s already high level of arousal ascending sharply. He did as he was asked without question, resting his forearms on the padded bed and offering his firm backside, aware of the suffocating prison of his manhood below. The exposing nature of the position, the sound of Rowan’s heeled step coming up right behind, had him tingling from head to toe.

She patted his ass. “Spread those legs a little wider. Good boy.”

And now there was more than an upward curve – there was a jagged spike as arousal flared.

“Relax that anus for me,” said Rowan, words that almost had him trembling half in anticipation, half in fright.

He did so, only to feel the slow cool slide of something going up and into him. He instinctively tightened around it. He held his breath, one, two, three seconds, adapting to the full feeling, then exhaled a quivering groan that had Rowan chuckling.

“A gift from Miss Banks,” she purred in an ear. “She wants you all stretched out. She wants you able to take what she has to give.”

Chad felt a warm shiver ripple through him, so strong that for an instant he thought he was going to explode right there and then, chastity or not. But the wave peaked, then marginally dropped.

Rowan slapped a buttock, seeming to read him like a book. “Lie down on the bed for me,” she commanded.

Chad did so a little hesitantly as he still adapted to the bloated press of the plug at his rear.

“Ooh, someone’s looks like they want out,” said Rowan, tapping the casing of the chastity imprisoning his straining cock.

All Chad had to do was look at her to show how desperately true it was. He watched half disbelieving as Rowan placed her thumb on the metallic security strip and the lock clicked open.

“You’re lucky I’m so kind,” she said, sliding the device off with an ease that was hard to believe when you’d been in it for what felt like an eternity. Immediately Chad’s cock stretched out, stiffening in blissful gratitude. Rowan ran two fingers over it, dropping his head back to the head of the leather bed. Two more up and down skimming lengths of his shaft and he was a twitching mess all set to blow. It was then that Rowan tightly gripped his balls, forced his head up and his startled eyes to hers.

“Naomi’s given me permission to be as cruel or kind as I want,” she said, grinning. “I guess you’re not so lucky after all.”

And with that she was letting go of his plump balls, resuming that gentlest of teasing strokes. Chad lay there perched on the precipice of heaven and hell. It was the first, but far from the last of Rowan’s tormenting edges.

“So this is a celebratory lunch?” asked Aubrey Judd, a tall olive skinned woman, officious looking as always in her smart black dress suit.

“You might say that,” replied Naomi, holding the woman’s rich brown eyes a moment, before going back to her salmon salad. As she chewed, as she swallowed, Aubrey didn’t blink once, let alone go to her own plate.

“You can’t tease me like this, Naomi. I’m on tenterhooks here. Have you or haven’t you cracked it?”

Naomi dabbed at her lips with a napkin, very much enjoying the normally cool as a cucumber government officials rapt stare and urgent sense of anticipation. She and Aubrey had become close friends, sharing many such lunches like this as the project dubbed, Attitude Adjustment, had taken wing. This was likely to be one of their last such meetings, a shame really, thought Naomi, vaguely, before the positivity of what she had to disclose was fading that into insignificance.

“Let’s just say you backed the right horse,” she said, casually dipping her fork back to her plate. She watched Aubrey’s eyes fractionally narrow in scrutinising stare, then suddenly enlarge as she slapped the table emitting a scoffing pant.

“I knew it,” Aubrey shook her head. “I just knew it.”

“A few final checks and we’ll be good to launch next month as promised,” smiled Naomi.

“You know what this means?”

Naomi let her gaze drift around the bright cafeteria. She saw naked collared male pets kneeling at female employees feet. She saw chastity locked waiters serving them. It’s a microcosm of what’s coming, she thought, feeling the same tingling spark that had started her on this journey.

“A new world. Entirely on our terms,” she said, meeting the deep brown eyes across the table.

“Precisely,” said Aubrey, smiling.

The two women happily finished their lunches, then made their way to the R&D division. As a representative of a government who’d put a huge amount of money into the project, Aubrey had a duty to report on the latest progress. Not that Naomi minded. It was a large part of what made these meetups so fun. A door swished open. The two women strode into one of the creamy padded walled playrooms to find a young male – naked and silver collar – crawling quickly over to a squishy soft toy in the shape of a bone.

“This one’s been programmed to act like a puppy,” said Naomi as he brought the toy between his teeth back to the ponytailed female staff member who’d thrown it. “A very horny puppy,” she added with amusement at sight of his little erection.

“May I?” asked Aubrey, holding out a hand for the toy.

“Of course,” said the cream dressed employee, passing it to her.

Immediately Aubrey had the male up on his knees, tongue hanging from his panting mouth as she teased the toy above him. “Does doggy want his toy?” The puppy boy barked enthusiastically. “Then go fetch.”

Aubrey tossed the toy and watched the male go scuttling after it on his hands and knees in chase.

“This is all the attachment?” she asked.

“All of it,” said Naomi. “A month ago this one was a very, very angry young man. And now…as you see.”

“A very happy puppy boy,” said Aubrey, stroking beneath the chin of the male staring up at her, eyes big and hopeful, bone between his teeth. “Remarkable.”

The bone toy was taken from his mouth by the young staff member, who instantly had him on his back, squirming around as she tickled him. Naomi and Aubrey shared a smirk as they left one playroom and headed for another.

“These two were as heterosexual as they come,” said Naomi of the pair of strapping males kissing and fondling each other under the supervision of another ponytailed employee, very much enjoying her job by the look of things. “Not anymore.”

“Quite clearly,” said Aubrey, smile hovering as she drank in the sight of the two buff and very horny boys going at it. “I’d like to see the one on the left sucking the other one’s cock, would he do that?”

“He’ll do anything we tell him to,” said Naomi, smiling back. “On your knees. I want you to show Miss Judd here just how much you like to please us by gobbling up stiff cock.”

And just like that he was dropping to his knees and giving a blowjob, all the while maintaining his own every hard erection.

“They really can’t get enough of it, can they,” said Aubrey.

“Mm-mm,” said Naomi. “Once we give the AI its inputs, the program takes over and their nature and previous preferences become meaningless. There’s no limit to the technology. There’s no limit to what a boy can be trained to want to do except our own imaginations.”

“I like that. One for the marketing department surely.”

“Maybe,” said Naomi. “Maybe.”

The two women continued to enjoy the entertaining spectacle before them till it quickly reached its inevitable creamy conclusion. They moved onto another playroom, then another after that, each showcasing the attachments ability to have a male enthusiastically doing whatever they were tasked with. Having ball busted and face slapped and seen what she’d seen, Aubrey was left in little doubt that the product was good to go.

“A revolution, a revolution is on its way,” she said, sounding a little flabbergasted – like it had truly dawned what it meant that they were almost there after so much time and effort.

“A whole new world,” said Naomi, twinkling blue eyes on gleaming brown as they saw the future they’d long envisaged. Both women broke into broad grins. Naomi started away, only to stop at Aubrey who hadn’t followed.

“There was one more subject I was hoping to see,” she said, naughty glint to her look.

Naomi shook her head, why wasn’t she surprised Aubrey had gotten word about who was here?

“You weren’t going to hide him from me, were you?”

“As if I could.” Naomi smiled, then started on again. “Come on you.”
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Hands interlaced behind his head, huge biceps of his bent arms bulging, the muscled hunk knelt, erection pointing out and upwards towards the silky stockinged doctor sitting in a chair right in front of him.

“Males belong…” she was saying.

“On their knees in front of a woman,” he was answering.

“Women are…”

“The dominant sex. The dominant species.”

“A boy should expect…”

“To take what he’s given and not complain to his female superiors.”

“A woman can…”

“Punish any male at her prerogative.”

“Because…”

“A woman knows best.”

“And a boy must…”

“Obey.”

“Good, very good, Chad,” said Dr Wendy Saito, looking from him to the tablet resting on a silky stockinged thigh and giving its screen a tap.

The answers had come stream of conscious straight into Chad’s head. Yet he’d felt the truth of them. He’d felt them warm him like he was kneeling naked in front of a blazing fireplace instead of the pretty doctor. Though it wasn’t only the answers, the questions, the sight of those stockinged legs crossed inches from him, that had his cock – released from chastity specifically for this session – pointing ramrod straight to the cream ceiling above. It was the unrelenting press at his anus. It was thought of Naomi Banks and whoever else might be watching him from right behind the mirror to his left.

Dr Saito looked up from the tablet. “How horny would you say you were right now?”

“Ten.” No hesitation.

The doctor tapped the screen of the tablet still resting on her thigh, before once more she was fully focused on him. “That’s very horny. Aren’t you tempted to stroke yourself?”

“I’m tempted. But I don’t.”

“You don’t.” A smile played on the doctor’s lips. She was teasing and taunting. She was having fun. Which in turn had that fire blazing even fiercer. “And tell me why that is.”

“Because males do as they’re told. Males…” He felt a spark of more than slavish devotion. He felt something clenched and twisted – a part of his old way of thinking that he couldn’t know had been retained. Just a taste. Just a drop. But enough to scrape across his psyche and intensify everything about the situation.

“Obey,” the doctor stepped in.

“Yes.”

“And why is that – remind me.”

“Because females are males superiors. You know better. You know what’s good for us,” he said, speaking words that were suddenly there at the forefront of his brain like script.

“And that arouses you? Doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” said Chad, swirling heat corkscrewing through him, twitching cock leaking precum from its engorged tip. It dangled downward in lengthy thread. Dr Saito caught it on the toe of her black heel, said, “Lick that up.”

A faraway voice tried to rise up and was instantly muffled to silence by a force that somehow knew him better than he knew himself. Down he went, licking up his pre-ejaculate, licking up the visible representation of his new found love for female authority and male submission. He straightened, a not altogether unpleasant buzz lightly tingling the lobes of his brain. The doctors investigative eye fell back upon his still leaking cock. She brushed the same heeled toe against it, said with unmistakable satisfaction, “And this.”

Once again Chad lowered and licked and swallowed what he couldn’t keep down. Straightening back up, mouth opening and closing as the sticky residue of himself lingered, he eyed the smirking doctor. He had no idea if he was about to be going down a third time. That’s how very horny he was. That’s how very little agency he felt he had over his own manhood. It was then of all moments that the door swished open and the two women entered, women that could have come straight from the centrefold spread of a dirty men’s magazine in a different age. Only it wasn’t a different age. It was now. And it most definitely wasn’t them naked and on show.

“Hello, Wendy,” said Naomi, looking as flawlessly radiant as the first and last time he’d seen her; same lustrous blonde hair in a tight bun, same black roll neck and glossy knee length leather skirt. She exuded a sleek feminine strength and power so intoxicating that Chad had to fight a strong urge to crawl forward and kiss her feet. “We’d like a moment with Chad, please.”

“Of course.” The doctor – as elegantly as she did everything else – picked up her chair, taking it with her as she stepped aside.

“Stand up, Chad,” said Naomi.

He did so, standing to his full imposing six foot four, his big erection jutting out before him as if in proud salute. He held Naomi’s eye, his body running hot as if with the two women’s arrival a fresh shovel full of coal had been thrown into the fire.

“Well, well,” said the other woman, flicking his eyes to her as she approached. She was olive skinned and attractive, her toned athleticism evident even in her dark dress suit. “Would you look at that…Chad Walker fully in the flesh.”

Her gleaming brown eyes were nothing less than feasting as they roamed every square inch of his body.

“You are a big boy, aren’t you?”

And now her grinning focus was on only one thing. She looked up to his face. She slipped past his right hip. She slowly circled making Chad feel like a piece of meat for sale. He glanced to Naomi watching all this. He felt the heat inside of him bubble and roll.

“I see you’ve got him plugged,” came the woman’s voice at his rear.

“I want him loosened up,” said Naomi, directly into his own transfixed stare her way. “I expect him to take all of what I’ve got to give.”

The woman behind snickered at that. Then she was grasping his right ass cheek – squeezing firmly. “You’re a lucky boy, Chad. Do you realise how lucky?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered, that twisty tightness of his old self as he admitted it, heightening the throbbing aching desire of the new that had quietly taken charge.

The woman – Aubrey – returned to his front. She smoothed a hand over his abs in lustful stare. She weighed his big balls in the palm of her hand. She sharply slapped his big stiffy, making him wince.

“Glad to hear it,” she said, holding her ground a hairs breadth from him, assessing, seeing if he’d bite.

Chad almost expected the bristling anger, the snarling sense of injustice. But none of it came. If anything, he only lusted for more of the hot heat tumbling through him. The woman gave a snort.

“How long did it take to get him like this?” she asked.

“Eight days,” answered Naomi. “Though his levels of disobedience had dropped significantly after only twenty-four hours.”

“Astonishing. Truly astonishing.” She gave Chad one last lusty sweep, then turned from him as she sauntered back over to the CEO. “You ever tire of this one, I’ll be happy to take him off your hands.”

“I don’t expect that’ll be any time soon.” Naomi shot Chad a twinkly eyed half smile. “I’ll be seeing you very soon, Chad.”

Then she was walking from the room, business suited companion in tow.

Very soon, Chad was still mulling over how long that could be when the moment came the afternoon of the very next day. Rowan had come for him. And there was no play. She was all business as she led him to the elevator, remaining silent as they ascended, giving only a perfunctory, “This way,” as the doors opened and she walked him out along the upper floored corridor. The short hem of her raspberry red minidress gave way to the unblemished whiteness of her thighs and a purposeful stride.

Chad couldn’t but take in the sexy wiggle of her hips a she walked, couldn’t but be aware of the swelling growth at his crotch – within his chastity – as his gaze lingered on the smooth skin of those legs he couldn’t seem to get enough of. Rowan came to stop outside the closed office doors. Chad somehow knew what was behind them, knew what was awaiting him – it had that swirling heat in the pit of his belly resurfacing. It had his pulse thumping and his heavy balls drawing tight.

“Time to complete your training,” said Rowan.

She unlocked the chastity with a press of her thumb. She slid it off and slipped a silver ring around the base of his shaft, beneath the underside of his swollen balls.

“Very pretty.” Rowan’s mask of professionalism momentarily slipped as a broad grin extended outwards. She brushed a hand over his semi stiff cock, firing nerve endings that really needed no firing. Hands behind her back as if to stop herself from teasing him further, she looked up at him like a naughty schoolgirl in their element, said with relish, “In you go, big boy.”

Chad swallowed and felt a little dryness at his throat. He turned and faced the door, then stepped forward to it, jittery excitement crashing like thunder and lightning. On the other side – as the door swished closed – he saw what he’d already somehow envisioned; the seven smart and extremely powerful female board members stood in two lines, half facing each other, half facing him. The lines narrowed like a funnel towards the big desk and a certain Chief Executive, perched upon it.

Chad felt the dryness at his throat again. He felt the jolting stiffness of his cock as the blood rushed to it. He made his way forward, two hundred and thirty pounds of pure muscle who’d never feared anyone. And yet here, in this office, with these women, his legs felt a little wobbly, his nerves more than a little frayed. He passed between the two lines fully aware of the joyous faces, the mirthful, predatory stares.

A copper haired lady whispered something to an older woman with long straight silver hair. Their bursting chortles went echoing through Chad’s mind. Then he was noticing a black skinned beauty, the tip of her tongue pressing her top lip as her smiling eyes bore straight into his, making him more aware than ever of the imbalance of power between someone like her and someone like him. Chad’s already hardening cock, hardened some more. One joyful looking woman after the next, added to the blazing heat taking hold inside of him. He’d started his walk with a semi, now as he came to a stop before the stunning CEO, he was pointing as straight and stiff as a rolling pin.

Naomi’s lascivious eye wandered over him in the same way all the women’s had. Her exquisite legs were crossed at a slight angle, a hand rested casually on the desk behind like she had all the time in the world. Then she was speaking, and her smooth well-spoken intonation was giving horny Chad tremors.

“Just over a week ago you stood where you stand now, adamant you’d never submit to female authority,” she said. “Which must make you feel pretty stupid…given this.”

“Yes,” said Chad, pulsing with an obeying need that made a mockery of his previous pronouncements.

“You thought you could resist me and my technology. You thought your sex could win out.”

“I was wrong…dead wrong.” And as he said the words his ridiculously erect cock flexed away from his body towards her.

“Chad’s cock’s nodding its agreement, ladies,” said Naomi, smirking to the women gathered behind.

Their husky chuckles, their unabashed laughter had a tingling sensation dancing from Chad’s scalp to his spine. Then Naomi’s eye was back on him.

“On your knees. Bow down to your superior,” she commanded.

Chad didn’t hesitate – there’d been a huge part of him wanting the order ever since he’d stepped in front of the sexy CEO. On his knees, he dropped his head in surrendering subjugation – one, two, three, heavy beats – then he was looking up to Naomi. Atop the desk she repositioned herself, lifting one exquisite leg off the other, revealing the silky golden skinned flesh of her thighs through the slit that ran upwards at the front of her skirt, popping the big black strap-on free. On his knees, Chad stared, a scrunched-up tightness at his chest, a billowing heat below.

“I know I don’t need to tell you what to do,” she said.

The taut muscles of his shoulders, his arms, his buttocks working away, he crawled across the smooth office flooring towards her, before he was kneeling in front of her parted thighs and what stuck up as prominently as his own still rigid cock.

“I think I’m bigger,” she grinned, then gave a nod, go on.

The prompt was all it took to have Chad leaning to her and it. He kissed the head of the big strap-on. He took it in his mouth. He slid his lips back and forth over it, burning up with shame and humiliation and aching submissive need. Naomi pushed the strap-on deep, just as he’d done with his own cock to so many girls. He felt it tickle the back of his throat. More than once thought he was going to have retreat gagging. But he didn’t. He became the obedient cocksucker as Naomi knew he would.

“What do you say?” she said, popping the big strap-on finally free from his mouth. It was slick with his saliva from base to tip, and Chad already knew he’d be grateful for that.

“Thank you,” he said, still gasping.

“Good boy,” said Naomi, crashing more thunder and lightning.

She slipped off the desk, and instructed him to stand up and bend over it. Chad did so feeling jittery apprehension join the combustible mix of emotions, the tumble dryer spin within.

“Spread that virgin ass for me,” said Naomi, all business.

Chad took hold of his butt cheeks, spreading them to bare the anus trained to take what was coming. The positions vulnerability, its sense of exposure, had his mind unspooling like a loose thread. One of the business women behind, coughed. Chad could only imagine the view they had, the tittering smiles they were wearing. It flushed his insides red hot.

“I know you’ve been dreaming of this moment. Desiring it. Because it’s my input. My fantasy,” said Naomi. She pressed right up behind him, probing his asshole teasingly with the fat head of the strap-on. “Beg me for it,” she purred at his ear.

Chad emitted a trembling breath, reality and fantasy – elements of a dream already dreamt – crystallising as one. “Please fuck me,” he said, his deep and manly voice at odds with words he could barely believe he was uttering. “It’s yours. Take my virgin ass.”

“With pleasure,” she said, sliding the full length of the strap-on up and into him.

It tipped his head back to her. It had him groaning aloud. Naomi pulled back, then thrust again filling him right up. Then she repeated the action, again and again and again. And Chad couldn’t but take his hands from his buttocks and grip the edge of the desk as he collapsed forward to it on the ride of his life. Head spinning. Arousal flaring. Erect cock straining as Naomi drilled into him.

“You’re just a toy, Chad,” she said, propping his knee up onto the desk and pushing even deeper. “A plaything to be used as however your female superior sees fit. As all males soon will be.”

He bit his lip. He felt every one of her pounding thrusts. He felt on the verge of explosion when she ordered him over to the window.

Chad’s palms slapped the glass of the floor to ceiling window as Naomi slid the big black strap-on back into his obedient asshole. It dropped his head, shut his eyes, had him moaning a low grumbling growl as a very specific kind of unbearable pleasurer danced on the head of a pin. There was chuckling from the female board members behind very much enjoying the show. There were gleeful back and forth voices. But Chad’s ear drifted from them. He was gone, reduced to a dripping mess of randy hot need.

The sensation swelled out from his core, rippled right through every inch of his being. And still Naomi went on thrusting, fucking him hard. She yanked his head back by his hair, pulled him right back to her world with the words, “I’ve left just enough of you in there to remember what you’ve lost. Now cum for me.”

And as if every part of him had been waiting her permission, the balloon inside of him went pop. There was a magma like heat that for a split instant Chad thought was going burn him up from the inside out, then a rushing sense of release. His impossibly hard cock flexed convulsively, once, twice, then on a third flex shot the first of successive streams of pearly white cum, splattering the glass window.

Chad moaned and quivered as the pleasure of release overcame him. Still in Naomi’s hold, he breathed a deep breath, coming back to who he was, where he was. Only then heard the clapping, whooping applause coming from both inside the office and outside the building. His eyes opened to see the many female staff gathered outside staring up at him with big grins. There was Rowan and Dr Saito and many of the uniformed hotties who’d been overseeing his stay.

“I think you impressed them,” said Naomi in amused tone at his ear. She kissed his cheek. She had him continue to stand there and take in the women’s resoundingly positive response to what they’d just witnessed. Then finally she was slipping the strap-on from his manhole and he was exhaling another quivering breath.

He stood a moment deserted of strength, feeling like a fighter about to be knocked out for the count. Then Naomi was ordering him down.

“Clean up your mess, all of it,” she said.

And just like that his humiliation was complete as he went to it, licking and lapping up the pearly streams and puddles like it was all he wanted to do.
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The reception was nothing short of rapturous. As soon as Naomi appeared on stage the women were up and out of their seats showing their support and appreciation. There were whooping hollers, above the thunderous applause, cries of, “We love you, Naomi!” The large conference space could have been filled six times over and more. And as had come to define all product launches, the mood was one of jubilant celebration.

Naomi looked out at the sea of females, taking in the joyous mood and buzzy sense of anticipation. It tingled her skin all over. It made her heart soar. Palms pressed together, she dipped her head, “Thank you,” she said, smiling warmly. “Really, thank you.”

And still they went on clapping till she was forced to hold up a hand, have the women finally settling and retaking their seats a full thirty seconds later.

“Wow,” said Naomi, exuding the ease and confidence and natural charisma that made her such a captivating figure. “What a welcome.”

“We love you!” came another of those cries.

“I love you too,” chuckled Naomi, causing many of the women to chuckle along with her. She stood paused at the centre of the stage a moment, then began her easy walk from one side of it to the other – two big screens either side of the stage capturing her every movement.

“We all know the world is changing. We all know that matriarchal is here to stay,” she said, getting right down to the business of why they were here. “We all know how much better that is for the planet, for society. And yet still some males do everything to plot against it. Some males do everything to resist and undermine it. Some males it seems just don’t know what’s good for them.” She stopped plum centre of the stage again, grinning a wicked grin as she gazed out towards her audience – many of whom reflected that mischievous look right back at her. “But we do, don’t we, ladies?”

A great cry of, “Yes!” – cheerful and amused in pitch – immediately came roaring back at her. It had the fine hairs on the nape of her neck standing erect. It had that tingling excitement sweeping over her again.

“That’s right,” she smiled, “and it can be extremely fun teaching them how to behave. Of course, some males never listen. Never learn. Some boys are simply a drain on our resources. A drain on our valuable time. Which just won’t do.”

Naomi began striding across the stage again – sexy, sleek, poised. “We at Femtech Industries have been working on a product that makes even the most truculent of males as submissively compliant as you want them to be. A product that trains your boy to your inputs. A product that removes any threat of violence and puts the power entirely in your hands.

“Obedient houseboy. Subservient sissy slut. Sex toy. Puppy pet. Object. Amusement. He’ll not only become it. He’ll crave it.” Naomi turned at one end of the stage looking out at her enthralled audience, then starting back across it, continued, “Imagine – a world where every male can be moulded and shaped, and put to good use. A world in which every single male – even the most pig-headed among them – is under our thumb, just where they want to be. Sounds good, doesn’t it?”

The response was rapturous, cacophonous – clearly both supportive and excited by everything Naomi had said. She stopped front and centre, letting the sound settle, letting that bubbling sense of anticipation string out a little longer. Finally there was silence among the bright eyed, well dressed women. Naomi took half a step back, glancing to the side of the stage and who awaited her instruction.

“Ladies, do I have a treat for you,” she said, addressing the crowd one again. “A proof of concept if you like. A demonstration of just what’s possible with the technology coming your way.” Naomi gave one last winning smirk to perfectly fit the moment, before glancing back to the side of the stage and curling a beckoning finger to who stood there. “Out you come please, Chad.”

And just like that the archetype for a certain type of unreconstructed masculinity, the spreader of misogynist views, was appearing, not an inch of him not on show. His lightly bronzed skin glistened. His bulky muscles rippled. His cock-ringed cock hardened with each stride. All of it was captured on the two big screens. His arrival drew gasps as mouths dropped open and eyes sprang wide.

“You got it, ladies,” said Naomi. “Chad Walker, the bad boy of public discourse now completely and utterly obedient to my will.”

She watched the six-foot-four hunk come to a stop facing her audience as she’d instructed him to. He sported an impressive erection, turned on by his enslavement, his subordination, his servitude – whatever word you wanted to apply you could use it.

“Many of you will know Chad,” said Naomi, feeling the heavy heat of her own arousal beginning to thrum strong. “He was angsty and disobedient and promoted silly patriarchal ideas. But not anymore. Now he knows better. Much better.”

Naomi grinned taking in the two detectives – Patricia Warren and Janice Sappiro – seated in the front row (tickets she’d personally supplied). The two women who’d sent him to her, like so many in the conference centre, were smiling gaily at what they were seeing.

“Turn around for me please, Chad.”

Chad did so, baring his firm muscular behind much to the women’s delight. There were cooing sighs and a rising murmur of snickering conversation. More camera phones were held aloft joining those already aimed at the beefcake’s backside.

“The reason for Chad’s transformation from idiot male to useful subordinate is this…” Naomi pointed to the small disc glowing bright blue behind the nude hunks right ear, “an extremely sophisticated behavioural training AI that once attached won’t come off without your say so. The attachment syncs straight to Femtech’s very own attitude adjustment app on your device, enabling you to adjust everything from your male’s kinks and desires, to his level of obedience at your leisure.”

The screens either side of the stage demonstrated the various sliding toggles and the ease with which they could be adjusted to their female users preferences.

“In short it’s a device that makes male resistance futile and your authority absolute,” continued Naomi, feeling that giddy, gleeful swell beneath her composed exterior. “A device that has the potential to revolutionise any and every interaction between the sexes. A device made for modern time and matriarchal society.”

She paused a moment, looking out at her appreciative audience stilled to mesmerised silence, then half turned back to Chad. She turned him back around, showing the packed arena he was still rock-hard for her. She had him kneel. She him crawl behind her as she sauntered from one side of the stage to the other. Camera phones tracked their movements capturing live content seen across the globe. Finally she paused, looking down at Chad on all fours looking up at her like a frisky dog with only one thing on its mind, then back out to her audience.

“He loves it, ladies. He’s horny and helpless for female dominance, female instruction – as all males are destined to be…”

She didn’t need to say more; the women were up and out of their seats, clapping, whistling, positively beaming their delight. To the rapturous applause Naomi made her exit – clicking her fingers and having Chad follow crawling behind as she left the stage. Rowan, who’d been watching everything, fell in alongside her as they walked a short corridor, stepped into a private backstage room.

“Wowsers,” she said, smiling down at her phone. “I think you just set the internet ablaze. They’re going crazy for the product.”

“Why wouldn’t they? There’s a lot of naughty boys in need of it.” Naomi shared a smirk with her assistant, then poured herself a glass of mineral water. She sipped from it still feeling an adrenalized high, more than that, a great gusting wind in her sails. She’d thrown more than a pebble in a pond. She landed a boulder that’s ripples would be showing across the face of society for decades to come.

She put the glass down and glanced at Chad who’d crawled into the room and now knelt looking every bit as suppliantly submissive – and keen to be so – as he had on stage.

“How about you go get some one on one feedback,” she said to Rowan, suddenly wanting Chad all to herself. Rowan glanced towards him, then back her way, surely catching her drift.

“Sure thing,” she said, heading out.

Naomi watched the door close, then her eye was back on the kneeling hunk. “Did you have fun out there?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“You did good, so helpless and horny and compliant. But I guess you didn’t have to try hard.”

“No ma’am.”

Naomi snorted softly. She liked the new obedient Chad. She liked him very, very much. “No ma’am, yes ma’am, what the old Chad I first met would think of you now.”

She glimpsed a hint of petulance in his eye, that angry old self she’d still to a small part retained through his programming, that slither of a reminder that made it all the more fun to tease.

“Stand up for me.”

He met her command at once, standing with his big erection thrusting out before him. Naomi stepped close to him, breathing in a musky male aroma forever now to be associated with weaker qualities to that of the superior female sex. She ran a hand over his ridiculously muscled body, the broad chest, the super firm pecs and abs, the smooth warm skin. She wrapped a hand around his manhood. She felt its pulsing desire.

Pulling him by it – using his cock as her own personal leash – she led him to a white leather sofa and pushed him down. She was quickly mounting him; skirt riding up over her thighs, nipples as hard as bullets beneath her roll neck, a heavy aching heat below the midriff making her want plain. She pinched her panties aside and ground down on Chad’s subservient cock, taking every inch he had to give. Feeling it fill her, her face tilted to the ceiling as her spine arched and she let out a long moaning sigh of pleasure. Then she was leaning forward to him, clenching around his manhood as if it were in the trap she’d created for him. It was an act of ownership. An act that said, this is where you’ll be as and when I desire it.

“You’re going to be very useful to me, Chad,” she said, staring deeply into his eyes and that small part of his old self that would always be locked within. “There’s going to be adverts and commercials – all sorts of promotional material. And I can think of nobody better to star in them.”

The smile tugged her lips as she pushed back and properly began riding him – using him as her own personal sex toy, just as so many males of his ilk were going to be used from now on by their female superiors.
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