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"I think you dulled your own intelligence, my dear, with your neverending need to drain these big balls of yours dry. I meant what I said by the way, I’d be amenable to taking you in once you’ve confessed, albeit with a few modifications to ensure your… obedience. You’d look good at the end of my leash."

Elsa


Gambit

Interrogation in the Fempire took many forms. When the world’s first matriarchy wanted to know something, they stopped at nothing until that knowledge was obtained. More often than not, the favored–and most effective–form of interrogation was the physical and the intense, a combination of devious implements designed to turn a man’s senses against himself and blistering unrelentingness, which from the outside surely looked like little more than shouting and free application of the whip or the crop or the cane but which, to the Interrogators on the inside, was a careful dance, a pushing and pulling away designed to make the subject willing and desiring to spill all his secrets for the glory of the United Queendom.
A less common form of interrogation was the one Elsa specialized in: Seduction. Elsa not only believed seduction was a far less strenuous option than the path of pain, but also that the inherent reversal of it–of leading a man to believe he’s attained something, only to pull it away once you’ve gotten what you want from him–was far more delicious. The looks on her subjects' faces when she changed from eager, interested vixen to stone-faced bitch were ones she wish she could’ve recorded for posterity and hung up on her wall as a remembrance of hearts broken.
Today, the subject was a special one. A high-value target who was suspected of being a double agent for the Western Republic Alliance. Depending on how the interrogation went, he would either be sent back to the pool, catch-and-release style, flipped once more to serve the United Queendom, or given a life sentence at Maidenfist, where dissidents and undesirables go to never be heard from again. The choice was effectively Elsa’s, depending on how well she did her job, and how she felt about it afterwards. But this man’s potential risk and utility was not the only reason she considered him special. He was Vincent Lockwood and he was her ex-lover.
Elsa’s Asiatic look was somewhat of a rarity in the Fempire, at least outside one or two of its satellite facilities. She had strong features that rather than hide she accentuated with make-up, and kept her brown-black hair down to further sand off calming, smooth angles. A simple lift of her high cheekbones could bring out a sunny smile, but just as easily Elsa could let her face fall into a severely displeased frown, allowing the woman to turn her emotions on a dime as the situation necessitated. Her frame was taut-petite, with modest but tight curves and a surprising amount of muscle despite her lithe appearance. More so than the other Interrogators, Elsa’s choice of clothing varied wildly depending on the subject. Sometimes it was military haute couture to sell her position and the severity of her subject’s situation; other times she was more civilian about it, dressed like she was going out for a night on the town or even dressed down in a disarmingly casual outfit.
For this occasion, Elsa had chosen a pair of painted-on leather pants with lace-ups down the back of the thighs, a sheer mesh black crewneck that showed off her dark nipples, and a matching set of spike-covered stilettos and a spiked collar. And since any good outfit needed a good scentscape to go with it, Elsa spritzed a cloud of spicy-earthy patchouli that she let settle onto her and then, rather strategically, dabbed on a rose and sandalwood ointment in all the places she thought Vincent might find his face–her cleavage, her armpits, her crotch, her ass. Putting on a fresh coat of raspberry red lipstick, Elsa was ready. She made her way to the interrogation room.
There she found Vincent, hooded and naked on his knees, with his hands cuffed in front of him. He looked around at the sound of Elsa entering the room and from the way he flinched and trembled, Elsa was sure the “Softeners” had already been to work on him, setting down a foundation of psychological dread so that the Interrogators proper could do their job. She observed him for a moment with a smile on her face. Vincent was a handsome specimen: Not-too-short, not-too-tall, pleasantly bulky with muscle and with just the right amount of hair dusting his body, and–of course–that hanging bit of loveliness between his legs, so vulnerable and so pretty in its own way. Between that and the man’s grabbable, squeezable backside, Elsa flashed back to earlier days for the two, to before she’d pledged herself to the UQ and spent privileged long weekends in bed with Vincent, laughing and flirting and fucking until they were slick with sweat and happily exhausted.
But that was a lifetime ago and they'd both since made their choices.
Elsa stalked towards Vincent, smirking as his head snapped back and forth, no doubt able to feel the vibrations from her clacking heels. She crouched down in front of him and reached out for a nipple, like she was plucking fruit off the bush. Vincent twitched in her grasp, Elsa holding the nipple in two fingers while she teased it with a third, his surprised moan loud enough to hear through his hood. Oh how she had missed that sound. This was going to be fun.
She released his nipple and stood up to slide a spike-covered stiletto under his cock and balls, having to hold back a laugh as Vincent jumped in pure panic. Elsa left her shoe there, making Vincent tremble as he awaited some mystery punishment that wasn't coming, and decided it was time to begin.
“Vincent?” she asked. “Can you hear me?”
Vincent looked stiffly in her direction. He nodded, slowly.
“Do you recognize my voice?”
Again Vincent nodded, even slower this time; Elsa could feel the fear radiating off of him. What was going through his head? Their last night together? His angry, vitriolic rant, when he hurled insults at Elsa like stones? He had all the reason in the world to be terrified of her, though she wondered what he would do if the roles were reversed. Take mercy on his former lover or use the encounter to get the last word in about their relationship once and for all?
“I'm going to take your hood off,” explained Elsa. “Stay still.”
Vincent was guitar string tight as Elsa unfastened the straps holding the suffocating hood around Vincent's head. When she took it off, she saw his hair was matted with sweat and his face was beet red. He took a deep breath and anxiously looked up at her.
“You shouldn't be here, Vincent. This is bad. Very bad.”
“I didn't do anything!” protested Vincent.
“They think you did,” said Elsa, choosing the vague “they” to create a shared distance for Elsa and Vincent; such linguistic flairs were essential for creating the right environment.
“I didn't! I swear. Please… please, I know we have a, a history, but you have to believe me.” Vincent paused to think. “Why are you here? I thought you were some politician's aide or something…”
It was close enough to Elsa's cover story as a legal clerk and she wasn't surprised to see he remembered it. If he was what intelligence officers claimed, he surely told the “My ex is a government lackey” story countless times to credential himself with the Queendom’s foes. Elsa put on a sad smile.
“They thought I might be able to talk some sense into you,” she lied. “And I thought I might be able to help you–do you have any idea how bad this situation is? I mean, they didn’t tell me specifics, but just the fact that you’re here… you have to let me help you, Vincent.”
“Just get me out of here,” begged Vincent.
Elsa looked towards the corner of the room, as if there was a camera hidden up there, and then walked up to Vincent. She made a show of inspecting the metal cuffs keeping his wrists together and whispered clandestinely to him:
“I think we can make a deal with them,” she said softly, breathing warmly into his ear. “But you wouldn’t be here if they didn’t have something on you. If you cooperate, I can convince them to go easy on you. I’ve met a lot of powerful people here. People with a lot of sway…”
Leaning away from Vincent, Elsa saw his eyes were downcast, his lower lip quivering. His chest was rising and falling with heavy breaths.
“How can I trust you?” he asked, his tone split between appraising her words and being wary of her in general. “I… we… it didn’t exactly end well.” He laughed bitterly to himself. “I’m more than a little to blame for that.”
Elsa idly stroked Vincent’s cheek and let her fingers trail down to his neck and chest, brushing her fingers over his nipple again but much more softly this time, her gaze fixed on his naked body. She let a little nostalgia sneak into her subdued smile and let her eyes dance back and forth as if in remembrance, fully aware he would be watching her watch him. She sighed.
“Yes, you are. But that was a long time ago. We were young then, stupid. Full of…” Elsa gave an exasperated laugh. “Passion, I guess. I’m not the same person I was though and believe me when I tell you this, Vincent–I don’t hold grudges.”
Lies, lies, and more lies. But Elsa told them well. Sometimes it felt as if it was easier for her to lie than to tell the truth, as if she’d learned the new language of deception and mastered it better than her native tongue. Like many great experts of espionage, she liked to lie–it was fun to her, a game and a challenge in one, and whereas some people might be burdened by the falsehoods they spun, all Elsa was concerned with was the excellence of her performance.
Vincent blinked as he calmed down and then furrowed his brow, taking stock of Elsa again, perhaps only now noticing the exotic, evocative outfit she wore. He glanced at her trim hips in the tight leather, at her teardrop breasts pushing against the sheer mesh, and looked her in the eye.
“Why are you dressed like that?” he asked, on edge once more.
Elsa looked away, faking self-consciousness. “Don’t be mad,” she said.
Vincent waited for her to continue.
“I… I may have already pitched a deal on your behalf,” she said.
Vincent’s eyes widened. He went to speak but then held his tongue, mulling over his words before saying, “Elsie, I’m not guilty of anything. How can you make a deal if–”
She put a finger over his lips to silence him. “It’s a good deal. You come clean with whatever it is they want to know and you get to go free. Well, kind of free.”
“What does ‘kind of free’ mean?” asked Vincent.
“You’d be, well… transferred to my care,” said Elsa.
“You mean as your property,” Vincent said flatly.
In just a few short decades, the United Queendom had catapulted itself to a position of near-unchallenged global dominance, using its cache of rare earth materials to fund staggering technological advantages that quickly compounded and made most of the world’s economy interwoven with the UQ’s success. It was generous with its technology–at first–but bit by bit turned the heat up, giving less and demanding more, all while shaping its own society to be resilient to the kinds of folly that had destroyed lesser-willed nations. Part of that was dealing with what the Queen had called, “The Problem of the Nature of Man”. In her estimation–and in that of many of her most fervent loyalists–men by their very nature were inclined to war and destruction and conquest. Living peacefully in great abundance wasn’t enough for them, she posited, they would need to be the only ones to gain to feel content, even if it meant ruling over a mound of ashes instead of sharing the bounty of a new Garden of Eden.
As a result, the Queendom began to tier rights between men and women more and more, restricting voting rights, then ownership rights, and then in the boldest move so far, creating legislation to transfer men as “wards” of women, where their personal rights and freedoms would become an extension of their female warden. She would gain say over what he was allowed to do and would be empowered to report his behavior and seek disciplinary behavior, should she so choose. Unsurprisingly, the Western Republican Alliance and a few more outspoken patriarchal nations decreed this as tantamount to slavery, and were displeased that in response the Queendom merely compared it to their own millennia-spanning treatment of women and, if anything, said men who were wards of women in the UQ were far better treated than those poor souls of the forgotten religious badlands that had persisted unevolved for so long.
Politics and legislation aside, Vincent was right though–he would effectively become Elsa’s property. Not that she was about to admit as much.
“Come on, you know me,” she assured him, moving a hand down his side to stroke his thigh. “I’m not going to let anything happen to you.” Her hand slipped along the bulk of his muscle and towards his hanging cock.
Vincent pulled away slightly, more out of principle than earnest emotion. “What are you doing?” he asked her.
“You don’t miss my hands? My touch?” Elsa asked back, ignoring his question. She reached for him and this time Vincent didn’t pull away, letting her dance her fingers down his smooth, heavy shaft. Cupping her hand, Elsa lightly tickled Vincent’s balls, eyeing him with a smile as her deft fingerwork made him stir, despite whatever doubt and anxiety he was feeling. “Think about it,” she said as she continued to tease him. “We could give it another go, only this time we won’t have to worry about all the drama and the fighting. I’ll see to that. Just the fun bits–my hands, your mouth, this big, nice, fat cock of yours…”
Vincent was half-hard and getting harder by the second. Elsa encircled Vincent’s sack with her thumb and forefinger and tugged, and that was enough to get him the rest of the way to a jutting erection. She stroked a finger along the underside of him, going slower and slower until Vincent was squirming and moaning for more. She removed her hand.
“Tell me what you did, Vincent,” she whispered into his ear. “Tell me the truth and then together we can massage it how we need to get you out of here and in my home, where you’ll be safe.”
But Vincent kept his mouth shut. He gave her a weighty look, glanced down at the cold stone floor, and then back up, chewing on his lower lip.
“A rally,” he whispered back to her. “I went to a DWF rally. Okay, I went to a bunch of them, but just as a spectator, nothing more.”
DWF, Down With the Fempire. Not a good look for any man but not exactly interrogation worthy either–and nothing close to what the intel Elsa had been provided said. Either Vincent was telling the truth and the intelligence was wrong, having scooped him up as part of a wider operation–and perhaps even as a test for Elsa, to see how she would react–or he was shining her on, thinking he could get one over on her.
“That’s it? You should just confess then, I’ve heard much worse,” said Elsa, playing along for now.
“Confess and what? Still be sold off to you, like chattel? I gotta get out of here, Elsie, I can’t say anything that will give them reason to… to…”
Elsa began stroking Vincent’s cock again in her expert grip. “If it’s just this that you did, I’ll nullify it,” she said to him quietly. “Once you’re transferred to me, I can just go to the courthouse and cancel it. Then you’ll be free to go. But for now we just have to put up appearances, okay? We can’t give them any reason to think you pose a threat to the UQ and if you deny you did something, that’s exactly what’ll happen.”
They looked at each other, neither blinking as Elsa pumped Vincent’s cock up and down, up and down, nonchalantly, like she was milking a cow. She didn’t know how she knew, but in that moment some part of her subconscious was certain Vincent was indeed bullshitting her. Elsa’s offer was a simple one–say the words, get the sentence, I’ll take care of it; all it required was for him to trust her and, so far, she’d given him no reason to think she was anything more than a low-level government cog who wanted another go around with her handsome ex-lover.
“Tell them I'm innocent,” said Vincent. “I won't be denying anything if you vouch for me. It'll just be… a mistake. A clerical error.”
“Vincent, I'm already offering you so much help. You would have me lie to my bosses? To the government and by extension the Queen herself? That isn't fair.”
Anger flashed across Vincent's eyes for a split-second. “How is it fair that I'm down here without due process in the first place?” he asked, body torn between rage and the pleasure of Elsa's strokes. “How is it fair that people like you get to decide my fate?”
“I'm not deciding anything,” Elsa said defensively. “I'm just giving you optio–”
“Let's stop playing this game,” spat Vincent. “I know what you are. What you really are. So you can drop the whole innocent girl just trying to do the right thing act.”
Elsa chuckled to herself, still stroking Vincent with her steady, sure pumps. Even with his unveiled anger, she could see how much his body was enjoying her touch, his balls now pulled up close to his body and his legs unconsciously spread wide to allow her access to him. Well, well, well. Her instincts were right.
“Great, so we can just skip ahead to the part where you actually tell me everything then,” said Elsa with a smirk.
“Fuck you and the rest of your femme fascist friends,” said Vincent.
“Femme fascist friends, look at the alliteration on you,” crooned Elsa. “I don’t remember you being so eloquent.”
“Being with you must have dulled my intelligence,” countered Vincent.
“I think you dulled your own intelligence, my dear, with your neverending need to drain these big balls of yours dry. I meant what I said by the way, I’d be amenable to taking you in once you’ve confessed, albeit with a few modifications to ensure your… obedience. You’d look good at the end of my leash.”
Vincent narrowed his eyes at Elsa. “You should hear what my new friends think should be done to you,” he said.
“Oh, I can only imagine.” She leaned forward and whispered hotly into his ear again: “And I bet you have imagined it, haven’t you? So what was it? Me, on my stomach, ass up in the air and hands tied behind my back, my pussy uncontrollably wet from being teased to madness before I’m taken by one matriarch-hating man after another, the whole lot of them–you included, of course–just filling me up with so much cum I can’t help but let it gush out of me?”
She topped off her fantasy by licking Vincent’s ear and swirling it inside, pulling it out and her hand off him at the same time as she stood up and turned away, knowing that whether he liked it or not, his eyes would be locked on her ass and the gap between her legs.
“Alright, cards on the table time,” announced Elsa , putting her hands on her hips. “We know you’re working with the WRA. Honestly, we don’t really care. As I was saying before you rudely interrupted, I’m here to give you some options. Option #1: An all-expenses paid lifetime vacation to the dingy confines of Maidenfist, featuring such attractions as ‘I’ll never enjoy the feeling of stuffing a pussy with my nice big cock again’ and ‘All my food will be protein-boosted with extracted semen’. Then there’s option #2: Go to work for us as a triple agent, reporting on your dealings with the WRA until they eventually realize you’re a rat and do Queen knows what to that cute little butt of yours. If I had to guess, I’d say they make propaganda movies out of drilling your holes as a warning to any other so-called turncoats out there.”
In a moment of drama, Elsa turned on her stiletto sole, grinning down at Vincent with a wild-eyed stare.
“Now, as you can imagine, that’s the UQ’s preferred path forward. You are, to them, expendable. A chip on a roulette table that might just pay off big but will probably go to waste. However, I was able to pitch them another option, option #3: You cooperate, telling us everything you’ve learned so far, and then you help us with an operation to make it seem like you were playing the WRA the entire time to cast doubt on what they’ve learned from you and to give us an opening to sow some discord among their ranks. It has to be believable though–which means you’ll need to use some of that charisma of yours. You’re still a charmer, aren’t you?”
“I figured out you were a crazy bitch a long time ago, but wow have you lost your fucking mind,” said Vincent.
“Oh, don’t do this. No, no, no. You’re much too handsome to warehouse away in Maidenfist. Do you even know who we send to be guards up there? The women too savage to be Interrogators. Them and the gene-jobs out of Shepard Labs. You’ve heard about them, right? Traded away their slits for dicks bigger than yours and are apparently insatiable, way worse than even you ever were. Someone like you, Vincent, will look like a three-star meal to them.”
“Yes, and I’m sure things would be so much better as your brainwashed ‘pet’ or whatever you have in mind.”
Elsa nodded, very seriously. “They would. They really, really would. Here, let me show you.”
She strode over to the far wall and hit a big red button wired to the overhead winch which fed the chains shackling Vincent’s wrists. There was a slow, mechanical whirring as the chain was retracted, first tightening the chain slack and then lifting it off the ground like a magic trick, until Vincent’s arms were lifted with it. He had no choice but to raise them over his head and then to rise, from his knees to his feet to his tippy toes before Elsa stopped the winch. She stepped over to him and got down on her knees so that his still semi-hard cock was right in her face; she wasn’t close enough to touch him, but opened her mouth wide as if she was going to take him inside her, taunting him by licking her raspberry red lips.
“You might have some ill will towards me, but your friends down here don’t,” said Elsa, grasping Vincent by the base of his shaft. She drove him towards her mouth but then turned him away at the last second, as if he was trying to thrust into her, but couldn’t. Each time she went through the motions, Vincent got a little bit harder. “Imagine if there was more of this to you than this.” She tapped her own head. “Things would be so much easier.”
“And if wishes were fishes…” started Vincent.
Elsa rose, rubbing a little of the rose and sandalwood ointment she’d applied earlier off from her chest. She dabbed it on Vincent’s upper lip.
“Try that,” she said.
He couldn’t help but breathe it in and when he did, his pupils gently dilated. He looked at her with slight confusion. “What the hell is this?” he asked.
“A different kind of gene-job out of Shepard Labs,” said Elsa. “Something from the commercial development division–they call it the ‘lover’s scent’ and it works by sequencing the DNA of two people to create an intense pheromone fragrance. I’m no scientist, but my understanding is that it tells your chemistry that my chemistry is what it so desperately needs, everything else be damned.”
“You… you drugged me,” said Vincent, his speech sounding stilted.
“Nonsense. Is caffeine really a drug? A glass of supple Barolo or a frosty pint of beer? The lover’s scent needs some chemistry match to work and let’s face it Vincent, when you and I were together, we sure as hell had some very real chemistry.”
Elsa left Vincent on the balls of his feet while she went to get a metal chair from the corner. She dragged it back into position it in front of Vincent with enough room for her to stand between it and him, bending herself over the back of the chair so her leather-clad ass was right at crotch level for him. She pushed her hips back against his cock so he slid along the warm, soft leather.
“Oh god,” moaned Vincent.
“Feels nice, doesn’t it?” asked Elsa, pushing her hips back again. “Why are you being so prudish? Don’t you want to feel good? If not, then fine, just stand there. But my bouncy little bottom is right here, waiting for you…”
Though she couldn’t see Vincent, she could hear the grumbling under his breath as he fought back his desires. The overhead chains jangled lazily and he sighed through his nose in angry puffs. Elsa held her laughter; she’d done this numerous times before and always enjoyed this part. She waited. And waited. And waited… and then she felt it, Vincent rubbing himself against her, right down the toned crack of her ass. She let out a happy sound.
“There you go, right there,” purred Elsa. “Don’t fight it. Just give in and enjoy it.”
Vincent grunted, almost angrily, and rubbed himself against her harder and faster, Elsa leaning into the motion so that he had the most soft leather friction possible. Soon he was bumping against her and was barely able to keep his balance with his arms up over his head, but that didn’t deter him from humping her like a lusty, horny animal, his sounds becoming more and more primal the closer he got to the edge. Then, sensing Vincent was getting close, Elsa pushed the chair away and left him denied with a betrayed look on his face.
“See?” she asked with a laugh. “What’s to dislike about that? Here, why don’t you have another whiff…”
Elsa turned the chair around and stepped up on it, giving herself a two-foot and change boost. It wasn’t that much of a height reversal for the duo, but it was enough so that she could grab Vincent by the hair and crane his head down into her crotch, where the rose and sandalwood scent was strong and heady.
“Deep breath in,” she said.
She heard him take what sounded like an angry breath in, again holding back her laughter. Elsa turned so that her ass was presented to him instead; she started to lower her pants, letting her mirthful smile spread across her sharp-featured face.
“As I recall, there was always something you wanted to try but never got the nerve to,” said Elsa, shimmying the leather down to mid-thigh level. Underneath the leather, she was wearing a teeny-tiny bright pink lace thong that she also lowered, rolling it down her tawny thighs. “How about now? Think you might be more amenable?”
Vincent hissed, “You fucking bitch.” But that was all the protestation he offered. A moment later he was burying his face between Elsa’s ass cheeks to kiss and lick her crack, attacking her greedily with his tongue as his face was slicked with her sweat and the scented ointment she’d applied back there. His lunging was so aggressive she had to reach overhead to hold onto the winch machinery to keep from falling off the chair and had her own moment of lusty gasping as he jammed his tongue into her asshole, like he was trying to see how deep it would go.
“Isn’t this a much better way to spend your days then up at Maidenfist, getting your balls whipped and your face fucked by some crass amazons?”
There was a muffled… something from Vincent, his face buried too deep in Elsa’s ass to be heard. She savored the sensation of his thick, slick tongue sliding in and out of her, rimming her with a wild devotion that minutes ago would’ve been unthinkable. It was the same unfettered passion he’d shown when they were together, that needy mouth of his always sucking on her tits or her pussy lips, his hands roaming across every inch of her body as he sought more, more, more. Having decided he’d had enough, Elsa pulled away from him, leaving him tonguing the air as she hopped down from the chair and pulled up her pants. He was oh so hard now, and dripping too, and she gripped him tight, squeezing out a pearly drop of precum that slowly lingered towards the floor.
“So, which option are you thinking?” she asked him.
He glared at her. “Why don’t you just pick?” he said through clenched teeth. “Since you seem so keen on taking my free will away anyway…”
Elsa almost gave away the game, catching herself at the last minute. Not yet, she thought. A little more. She shrugged. “Maybe a little more fun will inspire you to make a choice,” she suggested. She reached down the front of her pants, under her thong, and smeared her fingers with the ointment and the wetness of her pussy, rubbing the musky mixture all over Vincent’s face. Then, leaving him to inhale her scents, she went to a wall-mounted metal cabinet containing a bundle of punishment implements and took out a long, extendable crop with a heart-shaped leather slapper. As she pulled the chair away from Vincent, she hit a green button underneath the red one from earlier that slowly lowered him back down to his knees and then some while she settled into the chair, with her leather pants and thong now around her ankles. She slapped the crop against the metal seat of the chair between her legs.
“Over here!” she ordered. “Come and eat this pussy.”
Vincent hesitated, a struggle raging inside him, and then with a bitter grimace hobbled his way towards Elsa on his knees, dragging the slack of the heavy chain attached to his wrist cuffs behind him. It was as if he was being pulled to her pussy by a magnet, his face getting slowly but inevitably closer; Elsa spread her legs wide and waited. Before his tongue reached her, she gathered up a mouthful of spit and dropped it into his yawned open mouth.
“Something to rinse that tongue off,” she said.
He swallowed, obediently but unhappily, and then brought his tongue to her in worship.
It was a fine fifteen minutes, with Elsa liberally applying the crop to Vincent’s ass whenever he slowed too much or failed to please her as she liked. She was also liberal with her commands–”suck the lips”, “lick the clit”, “tongue me”, “kiss and nibble”, and on and on–sometimes changing things up at a moment’s notice just to watch Vincent begrudgingly comply. When she’d had enough of the show, she used him properly, treating his mouth and face like a human sex toy and grinding out an orgasm that left both of them breathing hard and gasping for air. Kicking off her stilettos and her rolled-down pants and thong, Elsa punched the red button again, bringing Vincent to the balls of his feet, his ass cherry red from the crop and his face glistening with her juices.
Showtime, she thought.
“You should know, there’s nothing in that ointment except a bit of tropicamide to dilate your pupils,” said Elsa with a cheeky smile.
Vincent looked at her like she’d sprouted an extra head. “You’re lying,” he said.
“Nope,” said Elsa. “Just some essential oils and some over the counter medicine… and the power of suggestion, I suppose.”
But Vincent wasn’t convinced. “I don’t believe you.”
“Here, watch.”
Elsa dabbed away more of the ointment from her chest and rubbed it on Vincent’s nose, making sure to get it right up his nostrils. She gave him a moment and then, using the chair once more, got up and presented her backside to him. He did nothing. Just to show the pants were sealing in the effect, she lowered them one more time and waited. Again, nothing happened. She got dressed and got off the chair to look back at Vincent; he had a dejected, lost look on his face, like he’d just been caught out for some stupendous lie.
“Like I said, power of suggestion,” Elsa said smugly. “I knew that horndog was still inside you, Vincent.”
He looked as much as if he wanted to wring her neck as he did his own for his foolishness. Elsa pressed the element of surprise.
“Now, where were we? Oh yes, options. You can go to Maidenfist and blah blah blah, you can get used up by whoever gets tired of you first, us or the WRA, or you can be my cherished little fuckpet and spill your pretty little guts for the Interrogators. I really don’t see how option #3 is anything other than a win-win-win–the Queendom gets to know what you know and pull a fast one on the WRA, I get a whole lot of career-boosting praise and you as my personal boytoy, and you get what you’ve always, truly wanted but were too afraid to say it, Vincent: You get to stop fighting and give in to the power of the pussy. And I assure you, it will be glorious. Will you have to suck up a little of your hubris–among other things–and learn some humility? Sure. But you would’ve had to do that no matter what the outcome here today, really. If you think about it like that, there’s really no choice to make at all, wouldn’t you say?”
When Elsa looked back at Vincent, the anger looked like it had drained out of him and suddenly he looked very tired. Defeated, even. But she knew him better than that–he certainly had his lows, though they were quite often the precursor to new highs, Vincent an expert at turning his own failures and self-frustration into fuel for his comebacks. To ensure he stayed quelled, Elsa would have to cement his submission with one thing he knew Vincent’s pride would never live down: Public humiliation.
“Vincent, I’m talking to you,” said Elsa with a grating smile and singsong voice. “What’s it going to be? Option 1, 2, or 3?”
Vincent muttered something Elsa couldn’t make out. She cupped her hand around her ear.
“Hmmm? What was that?”
“3,” he said miserably.
Elsa gave a great, big nod. “Option 3. Very good. I think you made the right choice. But you know Vincent, I'm not exactly feeling a lot of enthusiasm from you–certainly not as much as I was feeling before, when you were using my ‘ointment’ as an excuse to act on your natural impulses. And frankly, if I can’t convince others of your enthusiasm, I’m not sure if option #3 is going to remain all that viable for them…”
Vincent lifted his head, looking in Elsa’s general direction but not seeming to want to focus on her. “What would be enthusiastic enough for you?” he croaked.
“Gosh, you act like I’ve sentenced you to the firing squad. Really Vincent, you think you’d be a little happy that you’ve managed to fall ass backwards into good fortune after your blatant treachery.” Elsa sighed. “The information you provide to the other Interrogators, our operation against the WRA–that can come later, after you’ve adjusted a bit to this… new role of yours. What I need for you is quite simple: We’re going to fuck in front of a few of my colleagues and you’re going to enjoy it. Do you think you can do that?”
Vincent rolled out his lower lip and his eyebrows knitted together. It was the look of a man appraising a not half-bad situation when he was expecting worse and though Elsa didn’t expect Vincent to come right out with his enthusiasm, she could nevertheless detect that there were far worse acts of public display for him to endure. She tried not to smile too much. Oh yes, they would fuck all right, but not in the way he was expecting…
Vincent nodded. “Okay,” he said, almost petulantly.
“Excellent. Let’s get you ready then.”



Enchanted

The ointment had to have been real. It had to. Vincent replayed what he felt when he first inhaled it–he was hard-pressed to know what the hell rose or sandalwood smelled like, but there was a creamy, floral smell, with a little bit of wood, yes, and as he breathed it in, he felt light flood into his vision and his head swim with dizziness. It certainly reminded him of drugs, of the cheap, weird stuff he rummaged up with friends back in his teenage years. He could’ve even sworn it gave him a headache and euphoric buzz, too. As for the rest of it–his hard cock, his abject horniness… had that been there the whole time? It didn’t feel that way. Instead it felt like someone had flipped a switch, like all of a sudden he wanted nothing more than to lick and taste Elsa, to feel his cock deep inside of her the way he used to way back when.
It had felt good. There was no denying that. And he had wanted more, that was true. Fuck, he still wanted more. Fucking Elsa. She’d never been anything but trouble.
Growing up, Vincent had no illusions that, as a man, he was a second-class citizen in the Fempire. Most men with half a brain saw the writing on the wall before they even became teenagers. Some accepted their reality and tried to make the most of it, allying with kind enough women destined for success. Others rebelled, and sooner or later–usually sooner–realized the error of their ways. Vincent though, was indifferent. Nihilistic, perhaps. His life was written for him already and so he might as well enjoy it the best he could. He learned what women wanted and gave it to them–a handsome boy, a charming fantasy, acquiescence all the way through each and every one of their emotional trials and tribulations. It got him laid, a lot.
Then he met Elsa. She was sharp, sharper than most women. She too saw the inherent bullshit of the system they were in and was even willing to disparage it in the privacy of her or his bedroom. She thought it needed to be done away with, even if what came next was chaos, and it was her clear-headed honesty that did the most terrible thing to Vincent–it gave him hope. Made him dream.
Curse her. While he dreamt and his indifference slowly turned into passion, Elsa changed places with him, realizing–conveniently all on her own, without confiding in Vincent–that the chaos of change would make those like her the big losers, that while women and men would have to gamble on a new future, the women were the ones putting up the chips and would have to give all they had just to see what ‘new’ looked like. She dipped her toes in the waters of the Fempire and found them very, very warm. Within a year, she was accepting an internship with some government branch or another, telling Vincent with crocodile tears how she wished she wasn’t so weak.
The blowout was spectacular. Vincent couldn’t remember exactly what he’d said, but he’d conjured up the nastiest attacks he could, going after her race, her looks, her habits, her very femininity. He languished after that, losing himself to drink for a long stretch before he found something new to attach his passions to: The fall of the Fempire.
But here he was again, face to face with Elsa, once again manipulated into feeling like a fool. Only this time, he didn’t feel betrayed by Elsa, but by his very body. He thought he’d hated her since their big fight… had he actually been lying to himself this whole time?
Before Elsa lowered Vincent’s arms, she put a pair of short-chained steel ankle cuffs on him, as well as a thick, heavy silver ring around his testicles, having to none-too-gently push one ball through at a time. She lowered the winch and had Vincent awkwardly lie on his back to thread his cuffed feet through the hollow of his arms, allowing Elsa to bring them behind his back and swap out the thick chain for something lighter that she attached to a leather belt wrapped around his waist. Using a ring hanging from the front of the belt, Elsa clipped on a chain lead, using it to walk Vincent out of his interrogation room and to their next destination.
Vincent never suffered from performance anxiety, but he was beginning to feel it now. Fucking Elsa under the supposed influence of her ointment was one thing, fucking her in private just the two of them another, but the idea of him enthusiastically throwing himself on her in front of an audience of Fempire loyalists? It was starting to psych him out. Maybe if it didn’t have to be an “enthusiastic” fuck, it would be different–an angry fuck, now that sounded good, one where he could give Elsa the little whispered fantasy she’d described, with her on her belly and Vincent drilling her from behind until her mouth was frozen into an open “O” and her pussy was dark red from a rough pounding…
Just the thought of such revenge made Vincent extra hard, his cock bobbing behind Elsa like a compass needle pointing her way. She looked back to check on him and smiled to see him so erect.
Maybe there was still hope. Clearly, one way or the other, Elsa seemed to still care for him–or at least his body, anyway. And Vincent had lived one double life already in his dealings with the WRA and on the streets of the Fempire. He could live another. Maybe he could influence Elsa and find the girl that he once knew again, maybe this was always his destined path, the long, long, long road to victory that first takes a detour through places dark and dismal.
He watched Elsa’s tight ass sway in the leather and heard the gentle swoosh of her mesh top that acted as background buzz for her clacking heels. By Fempire standards, the trim, sharp-angled Asian was exotic and then some, and Vincent had been enough of a fuckboy in his day to know there was nothing that tasted quite like Asian pussy. He’d never tell Elsa that, obviously, but to him it was sweeter than the rest, and tighter too. God, how he had loved those early days with Elsa: Hearing her throaty, lusty moans, watching her tanned fame bounce up and down on his cock hard enough to make those pretty, petite tits jiggle just so. She’d only gotten hotter, too. A little extra curve in the ass, a little more confidence in her strut.
Yes, thought Vincent. I think I’ll be able to fuck her just fine in front of her friends.
They came to a room wholly unlike the stone and metal one he’d been in before. This one looked like someone’s private study, with majestically cozy tufted leather couches pushed against the walls, built-in bookcases housing hardback tomes, and a richly-patterned antique rug that muffled all sound. In the center of the room was a low, square leather bench, like a giant, oversized ottoman; underneath it, Vincent could spy supplies: towels, a bottle of lube, a black nylon bag with who knew what else. It was, in essence, an intimate and well-decorated fuck theater.
Elsa walked Vincent to the side of the bench and left him there. She went to the wall and pressed a discreet button hidden among the bookshelves.
The women entered soon after. Some dozen in all, they wore military outfits and ladies suits decorated with ornate medals and insignia, and ranged from Elsa's age to late 40s and early 50s. There was no discussion of who sat where, as if the group ha assigned seats or merely followed invisible signals, and in a minute Vincent was surrounded on all sides. He looked at Elsa, waiting to see how she would undress before her colleagues and her superiors.
First, she took Vincent's chain lead and clipped it to a ring buried in the center of the low, square ottoman bench, tightening the slack so that he had to get up on the leather on his knees. Then, from under the bench, she retrieved a leather collar with another lead attached to it and without even looking Vincent in the eye, wrapped it around his neck; he imagined her on all fours, his cock deep inside her with Elsa tugging on the leash for more and more, and the thought stirred his erection, much to the amusement of the watching ladies. They remarked on it to one another in whispers, and perversely, Vincent felt his ego swell along with his cock.
He was still lost in these big-headed thoughts when Elsa tugged the leash down sharply, making Vincent slam down into the leather bench. She looped the leash through a cinch built into the floor and Vincent struggled to right himself, unable to lift his head and upper body more than an inch or two off the bench while his ass was embarrassingly thrust up into the air.
“H-hey,” he grumbled, more out of surprise than anything else. “I can’t… it’s…”
As he stumbled with his words, he watched wide-eyed as Elsa took something else from under the ottoman bench: A strappy leather harness with an intimidatingly large pink dildo hanging from the front of it. Continuing to ignore him, Elsa put on the harness, adjusting it this way and that until the dildo sprang from her crotch like the real thing, hanging with a very real heft that spoke to its length and girth. Not only did it have a realistic flared head and molding that mimicked thick, pulsing veins, but it had big balls too, a taut-but-wrinkled sack that would give any man a run for his money. The whispering all around him grew louder and more amused and as Vincent observed the women, he saw them leering at him with mockery in their eyes.
“I have excellent news to share with all of you,” Elsa said, addressing the room. “As I hypothesized, Vincent here is willing to cut a deal with us–in exchange for his insider knowledge from his dealings with the WRA and his cooperation in conducting an intelligence operation, he will be spared both incarceration and high risk field work, and will instead be designated as my ward. Because some of you had doubts as to his willingness, I thought it only appropriate to demonstrate it firsthand for you here–and to offer you the right to refuse his deal. Yes, if any of you feel that Vincent has agreed to this deal in bad faith–that is, if you feel the information and cooperation he provides may be compromised by way of a lack of enthusiasm–I am willing to reconsider other options. Now, without further ado…”
Elsa crouched down in front of Vincent and gave him the smuggest, most cocky shit-eating grin he’d ever seen, one that only he was privy to in his position. “Lube or no lube, sweetie?” she asked him gratingly.
The reality of what was about to happen crashed down all around Vincent. “Lube!” he cried. “Lube, please!”
“Well, you’ll have to earn it,” said Elsa. “We can just be giving away lube now, can we? This country isn’t made of money–not yet, anyway.”
That got a laugh out of the women and Elsa stood, stepping behind Vincent and out of sight. A second later he received a stinging slap to his ass, one that made him let out a humiliatingly high-pitched shriek. More laughter. Elsa brusquely spread his ass cheeks.
“Looks pretty dry,” she commented. She pressed the head of the dildo against Vincent’s ass and he tried to jerk away, but couldn’t; the dildo’s fat, silicone head had no slide to it, seeming almost to grip his tender skin as Elsa bumped it up against him. “For starters, why don’t you tell us why you betrayed your country? That might get you some lube.”
Vincent’s face was hot with blush and anxiety. His eyes looked every which way–at the floor, the women, the door–and his mind raced for what would be an acceptable answer to this question. Could he really say how he felt? How would that come off as “enthusiastic”?
Elsa pushed the dildo harder against him. “I’m waaaaiiittting. Unless you’d just like me to take you like this…”
“Because I was jealous!” squealed Vincent. “Because… because… women have everything here, and men have nothing!”
There was an obscene squirting sound, followed by a cool, sliding drop on Vincent’s ass. The lube. And not much of it, either.
“Men don’t have ‘nothing’,” said Elsa as she balanced the lube bottle on Vincent’s backside, earning snickers from the crowd. “They have us. They have women. Face it, Vincent–you, and most men out there, aren’t going to rule the world. Would you rather serve a man or a woman?”
When Vincent didn’t answer, Elsa slapped his ass again, making the lube bottle tumble off him and knock right into his head. She picked it up and showed it to him.
“Want more? You’d better answer my question.”
Vincent had never really thought about his life as “serving” anyone, but as loathe as he might be to admit it, she had a point–he was going to have to answer to someone, unless he somehow got off the grid entirely, which with the way things were going, seemed pretty damn unlikely.
“A woman,” said Vincent with his head hung low.
Elsa squirted the measliest drop of lube on Vincent’s exposed asshole and reached between his legs to grab his flagging shaft, pumping him hard enough, whether he wanted it or not. She chuckled to herself.
“You men can’t even control yourselves. You think you’re making all the decisions with this head here…” Elsa tapped the back of Vincent’s skull with her free hand. “...but really it’s this head here dangling between your thighs that guides you. Isn’t that right?”
Vincent couldn’t help it. He let out a breathy sigh as Elsa played with his cock, feeling the lube now trickle down his ass crack and taint to the back of his balls.
“Yes,” he said quietly.
“No lube for that answer, that one was too easy,” said Elsa. One of the watching women snorted a harsh laugh. “But how about this one: Are you still attracted to me, all by yourself without any aides or ointments?”
Vincent sighed, part pleasure, part resignation. “Yes.”
There was another squirt of lube.
“If I take you in as my own, are you going to obey me?”
“...yes.”
Another squirt.
“Are you going to fuck how and when I tell you to fuck, suck what I tell you to suck, and make your holes open and willing for me any time I want?”
“...yes.”
More lube, followed by Elsa thumbing Vincent’s asshole, slathering the slick lube all around it.
“Will you debase yourself for me–in the name of me, and in the name of the Queen, and in the name of the United Queendom?”
“......yes.”
Elsa’s thumb plunged into Vincent’s hole easily, the lube doing its job. She swirled it around to open him up.
“And, deep down, are you going to like it, no matter what jealousy or other silly notions you might harbor?”
This time, when Vincent answered, Elsa timed her thumb to sink deep, deep into him, making it so that when he said his “Yes” it was moaned out in a whispery gasp, his arousal pure and genuine enough to intrigue the women watching. One of them, a redhead with a milky complexion, gave him a tawdry smile as she pressed her hand between her legs and stroked her pussy through her snug military trousers. Another, a busty blonde with bubblegum pink lip gloss, bit down on her lower lip and ogled Vincent like he was dinner just served after a long, hungry day.
Elsa withdrew her thumb and Vincent felt her climb up onto the bench. It was time to take her dick.
“How I missed you,” said Elsa as she pushed the head of the dildo against his asshole.
It should’ve been harder to take. By all accounts it was two inches thick, probably more, and Vincent’s hole was a virgin through and through. But he was so lubed up and shockingly opened from Elsa’s swirling thumb that his asshole seemed to gobble the dildo right up, Elsa sinking deep until the phallus pressed firmly on his prostate. Vincent groaned, loudly. It wasn’t painful per se–though he could now feel the forceful stretch of the dildo’s girth–but the way it filled him made him feel like he had to release his bowels, but couldn’t and at the same time made him desperate to clear his pipes, as if he’d had a nervous bladder.
“Oh fuck,” hissed Vincent under his breath without meaning to, getting a laugh from the crowd.
“That’s right,” purred Elsa, grabbing onto Vincent’s hips and starting to thrust to her own sultry rhythm. “Take it, bitch. Take every glorious inch I give you.”
Vincent was noticing something else too as Elsa rode him: Not only was his cock going soft, but he could feel that need to pee manifesting as a warm, pushed dribble oozing out of him and when he looked upside-down between his legs, he saw a clear strand of fluid dripping from the tip of him, jiggling about as it slowly made its way towards the bench. It was like with each thrust, Elsa was squeezing it out of him, milking him in a manner that made him soft even as it made him hornier and hornier. He grunted as she pushed all the way in and held the phallus there, his toes curling.
“How does it feel?” Elsa asked him.
Vincent was borderline incoherent. He babbled some nonsense punctuated with grunts and groans before finally managing to say, “Full. I feel… full. Pres…pressure…ughhh….”
Elsa interrupted Vincent’s babbling with another firm, strong press, milking out another thick strand of clear, sticky fluid. He had become completely flaccid though felt just the opposite, like his cock was being stimulated from the inside out, all warm, overwhelming pleasure with none of the manly, dominating hard-on to go with it. As he cried out with a lilting moan, he realized what this reminded him of–the way the women who he used to fuck would act with his cock filling them. He looked up in flushed face shock. All eyes were on him, all eager to see his expression.
“I think he’s ready,” one of the women said, a hard-faced brunette with mirrored aviators on.
Another woman picked up something next to her, a small vibrating wand, and delivered it to Elsa. Vincent heard it buzz on and then felt it being pushed against his crotch and the base of his cock. Elsa steadied her rhythmic thrusting, no longer doing her push-and-hold maneuver but pressing the wand into Vincent in time with her thrusts. He still wasn’t getting hard but the vibrations were reverberating through him, building the warmth he felt inside his cock up and up and up.
“Fuck, oh fuck fuck fuck,” moaned Vincent. “W-w-what’s happ-happening…?”
“You’re about to be a whole new man,” said Elsa.
It happened hard and fast and was unlike anything Vincent had ever felt before. He came fully flaccid, with no hands or any other stimulation anywhere near his cock, nothing but the vibrating wand and Elsa’s strap-on pushing on him from the inside. He saw it splatter all over the leather bench, squirting out of his dangling, soft shaft in heavy spurts and he groaned so loud it seemed to startle a few of the women. Applause followed, as did the deft motions of one of the women who undid both the leash attached to his collar and, working carefully, the lead that was attached from his belt to the ring in the bench. With her cock still inside of him, Elsa directed Vincent like she was pulling back a wheelbarrow, until he was face to face with the puddle of goo he’d just produced.
“Lick!” she commanded. “Eat every last filthy drop!”
He did as he was told with a mix of shame and middling obedience, unable to believe not only what was happening but how readily he was accepting it. There was more applause and then, when he’d licked enough of his spilled cum up, Elsa rubbed his face in the rest of it, smearing it on his cheeks and his nose and his lips. Unceremoniously she pulled out of him and shed her harness and, leaving Vincent used up and discarded on the bench, she accepted the praise and adulation from her peers in a flurry of handshakes and hugs.
Eventually the excitement calmed down and Vincent’s face was wiped clean with a cold, rough towel. He pushed off the bench and brought to his knees, the belt and both wrist and ankle cuffs removed so he could move again and, should he so decide, make use of his own physical stature.
Not that he did. His ass was still open, his balls were almost painfully drained, and a curious buzz washed over him. It took him a few minutes to realize he’d forgotten all about the rage he felt towards Elsa. How could that be? He’d held onto it for so long, through so much, and even when he faked not having it–as he did when he met her once more in the interrogation room–he could feel it ready to bubble up any second. How in the hell could’ve he forgotten about it now?
The same way the “ointment” worked, he told himself. Because… because…
Vincent sighed.
…because after all these fucking years, you’re still head over heels for Elsa.
What a sick joke. Vincent could’ve lived his whole life not caring about anything, but instead he had to go and meet the one person who made him not only care, but care, lose, and be in a position to care again. Only now, Vincent had to confront the cold truth of it all–what Elsa had made him care about wasn’t the injustice of the Fempire or his own indignance, it was her. Yes, he cared about her and what she cared about, and, if Vincent was truly, brutally honest with himself, he could see how clear it was that believing what she believed was good enough for him at the end of the day. He was as shallow and rudderless as that.
“Let's not stop now,” said one of the senior-looking women who was dressed in a leather bodysuit with fashionable zippers and ornate adornments. “He’ll never know the fresh submission of being fucked in the ass for the first time again.”
Elsa seemed to agree. She pointed to the floor. “On your back,” she said.
Vincent was too tired and subdued to argue. He slid down onto his back, Elsa and the women looming over him like giants. Elsa stepped a foot on either side of Vincent’s head and pulled her pants down to her knees. She squatted down, her dark pussy hovering above Vincent's face. She looked at the other woman who nodded at her, and then Elsa's eyes flicked to Vincent.
“Ask me–nicely–to relieve myself in your mouth,” she said.
There was something shaky to her voice and it snapped Vincent out of his defeated stupor. “What?” he asked, confused.
“Elsa…” warned the other woman.
Elsa sat down hard on Vincent's face. He was smothered under her, feeling the heat of her pussy and her wetness and a wall of suffocating flesh that soon left him struggling to breathe. Instinctively, he reached up to tear her off of him, but other women grabbed his arms and legs to steady him as he began to thrash. Just as he was beginning to feel dizzy, Elsa lifted herself up and Vincent gasped for air.
“Ask me nicely to relieve myself in your mouth,” she said again.
Vincent blinked, caught between his confusion and lack of oxygen. He stopped himself from asking “What?” again, but even his hesitation was apparently unacceptable. Elsa sat down on his face again, even harder and for even longer, until Vincent was yelling into her to get off. When she rose this time, he gasped loudly and desperately, and she only gave him a few seconds before repeating herself for a third time:
“Ask me nicely to relieve myself in your mouth.”
“Please!” he gasped, lungs burning with the lack of air. “Please no more!”
Elsa started to sit down.
“Wait!” begged Vincent. “Okay, okay, okay okay okay….” He was so dizzy. He couldn't believe what she was asking him, but he was also terrified–and certain–that his torment would only continue if he didn't give in to her demands. “Uhh… please… um, please, uh, relieve yourself in, ah, in my mouth…”
He opened his mouth and shut his eyes. Maybe this had to happen, but he sure as hell didn't want to see it coming. He waited… and waited… but nothing happened. He opened his eyes to see Elsa standing, pulling her pants up. What the…?
“Very good,” the senior-looking woman said. “Now you know–and he knows–how willing he is.” She glanced down at him with a cruel smile. “Remember this, dog: You just opened your mouth to be used as this woman’s toilet. That’s lower than low. That’s what you are.”
Vincent was made to stand back up and for the next hour was passed around the room like a tray of canapés. He was inspected and groped and smacked and teased, the mood in the room shifting from audience watching with bated breath to relief party, as if Elsa had passed some grand test. All the while, Vincent kept thinking about the words the other woman had said to him: That’s what you are. It was true. He’d given in so easily, not just to that horrifying would-be act, but to everything. He could’ve fought. Resisted. Suffered for his stance, but let it all happen. This was who he was.
When the revelry had died down, he was left alone with Elsa in the library-like space, his body tired and speckled with marks from too hard spanks and sharp nails raked across his skin. Elsa took a seat on the bench across from Vincent and smiled.
“I wonder what our younger selves would say if they could see us now,” said Elsa. “What they would do if they knew it would all end up this way.”
“I never stood a chance…” mumbled Vincent.
“Hmm? What was that?” asked Elsa.
“I was born with the chips stacked against me,” continued Vincent. “And you know, I was ready to lose. It kind of felt good to be ready to lose, to give up, give in, not give a fuck. Then I met you. All that… work and energy, and I’m right back where I started. Can I just ask you one thing?”
Elsa quirked an eyebrow. “Go on,” she said, cautiously.
“In the beginning, when it started between us and you were so indignant about this country… and then changed, so suddenly… what did you see that made you change your mind like that?”
Elsa thought about the question for a few moments. She exhaled quietly, her shoulders sinking. “I realized how into you I was. And that I’d never really be able to have you–or any other man–if things changed here the way we used to talk about them changing. Equality? Really? There’s no such thing. Some group always gets to be in charge and if it wasn’t women, it’d be the rich. Or the zealots. Or the technocrats. And… I’m sorry, Vincent, but I just didn’t see the point in busting my ass and risking my very freedom to give away my privilege to someone else.”
“So it’s that simple, huh?” Vincent laughed bitterly. “You liked being in charge?”
“You don’t have to worry. I’m not a sadist. I’m fair. You’ll live well under me,” Elsa assured him.
“As your property,” said Vincent, echoing his earlier statements.
This time Elsa did not disagree: “Yes. As my property.” She leaned back on the leather bench, stretching her arms over her head and spreading open her knees. “And, as my property, I command you to get over here and fuck me like your life depends on it.”
Vincent stared between Elsa’s legs, his cock twitching at the invitation. It was time to do as he was told again.



Epilogue

3 Years Later

The chateau was nestled up in the mountains, with an infinite view of the snow-dusted pines that covered the hills like a blanket. Vincent knelt in front of Elsa with his hands behind his back and his knees spread wide, showing off his shorn cock and balls in its metal chastity device as well as the tattoo he bore across his crotch that stated in ink as clear as day who he belonged to. Along with the chastity, Vincent was plugged and pierced–two studs in the tongue, rings in the nose, ears, and nipples for makeshift bondage, and a Prince Albert to keep him from even considering pulling out of his chastity–as were the other gathered men, each kneeling as he was before their Mistress and owner.
It was an exclusive gathering, one that signified the guests were in the good graces of the Queen and on their way to bigger and better things. This was Elsa and Vincent’s third time to be invited and though he knew what to expect, he was no less nervous.
Male house servants–designated by the collars welded around their necks–rolled two long wooden structures into the room, each covered with a heavy black velvet cloth. Some of the newer males and even a few of their owners looked on curiously as they wondered what was hidden beneath. Vincent, of course, already knew.
With a dramatic flair, the Mistress of Ceremonies pulled off one blanket, revealing the series of phallic silicone pegs underneath that jutted from the wooden structure. They started small, not much bigger than a thumb, and went all the way up to squash-sized. The new males’ faces paled.
“As we like to do here,” said the Mistress of Ceremonies, a pink-cheeked woman who wore her strawberry blonde hair in braids. “We will begin with a contest to determine the pecking order for the weekend. Males will be selected at random to face one another, tournament style, until a winner emerges. There are two kinds of victory here: One is simply finishing. If one male sits on each of the pegs and his opponent fails to, he will be declared the winner. The other path to victory is whoever finishes first. Ladies, you may now unplug your males.”
Vincent lowered his head to the floor and turned his feet out, allowing Elsa to reach between his ass cheeks to wrench his plug free; out of the corners of his eyes he saw women directing their males downwards to do the same. This contest would only be the beginning. After rounds of humiliating self-penetration, the males would receive a number, their ranking, which would follow them around the entire weekend. The lower numbers–14, 15, 16–would be given the most degrading tasks and the worst accommodations. They would sleep in cramped standing cages in the basement without enough room to even sit down and be stuck with the leftover scraps from the women’s feasts for food; depending on whether or not the weekend took a dark, ribald turn, they would be used as toilets and be made to perform lewd sex acts on the other men. Vincent didn’t much enjoy having his asshole rimmed by one of the other males, but it was a hell of a lot better than him being the one doing the rimming.
The top numbers fared relatively better. Being treated like pampered pets, they enjoyed sleeping at the foot of their Mistress’s beds, eating their food warm and well-prepared–albeit out of metal dog bowls–and were the subject of much teasing and titillating play, including being given out to select women to indulge them in pleasure with their mouths and fingers and even their cocks. But they were still second class and any top number who let his position go to his head quickly found himself demoted, usually with a berating public humiliation to make it clear to all the males that this weekend was for the amusement of the women first.
Vincent shuddered as Elsa pulled the thickest part of the plug out of him. She deposited it in the provided sanitation pouch and it was just then that he heard Elsa’s name being called, signaling it was his turn to compete.
Elsa patted him on the head. “No half-measures,” she told him firmly. “Nothing below the top 4 or else.”
Vincent nodded and gulped. He stood up and looked at the male he would be competing against. They hadn’t met before, but Vincent thought he recognized him, perhaps from one of his underground WRA meetings so, so long ago. They took their positions, facing out to the women. The Mistress of Ceremonies blew a whistle and they began.
Thankfully, the plug had left Vincent open and the pegs themselves were lubed, allowing him to move down the first stretch of the line quickly with the same set of motions: Search for the peg with his asshole, bear down to open himself for it, sit all the way, balls-to-wood, then rise and repeat. It didn’t get challenging until the halfway mark, when the pegs became as thick as a banana. The other man slowed too, and the women began to cheer and jeer and taunt them to push forward. Elsa watched him without emotion. The coldness in her eyes was motivation enough for Vincent and he forced his way through the next few pegs, feeling them stretch him to his limits. His competitor was still struggling at the middle pegs, but Vincent didn’t let them slow him down–he went as fast as he could, knowing his performance here would be intimidation enough in the later rounds and provide a valuable edge. He neared the end. Third to last, second to last, and then, grunting and grimacing as he stuffed his ass with the huge, girthy peg, Vincent finished his first round a victor, hopefully the first of several to come.
After his win, he went back to Elsa, who rewarded his efforts by using him as her human bench. She seemed to bounce in place, excited about his early performance, and Vincent swelled with pride.
Maybe this weekend would be the best one yet.
THE END
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Michelle Lucia Wants to Say...




—————————————

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.

—————————————

[image: Chastity Checkup]

—————————————

This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.

—————————————

https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist


—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia














Also by M.L. Paige:




—————————————

For a Fempire male enslavement epic...

[image: Enslaved to Her Wicked Wishes]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

From captain to captured. Pirate Captain Lance Heston, scourge of the United Queendom, has finally been brought to justice. And justice he will face. Imprisoned by Governess Rosita Blackwell, Lance will be humbled and humiliated as he’s walked on a leash like an animal through the streets of Pandora on his way to be transformed into the governess’s personal servant–or doom his crew to an even worse fate.




At the hands of Rosita, he will be stripped of his pirate bravado and be given over to her head trainer, Consuela, who will be all too happy to show Lance what will be expected of him in his new life. From degrading bondage to tongue-exhausting servitude to merciless discipline, Lance will become a changed man, one tamed with a collar around his neck–and elsewhere. And, as the coup de grâce to the captain’s capitulation, Rosita will show off her new trophy to a very special, very sadistic guest…




Will the once-proud pirate captain be able to please his new keeper? Or will she decide old dogs can’t learn new tricks after all?

—————————————

For another tale of being trained to please...

[image: Tongue Service in the Fempire]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Talk about being tongue in cheek. William’s run afoul of the Fempire matriarchy and now must provide community service–via tongue–to the ladies of Lotus Cafe. For two weeks, leggy Yasmin’s visited him there in short skirts with nothing on underneath to enjoy his attention, but when an unexpected guest arrives, William will see he needs Yasmin more than she needs him–and he’ll do anything to prove himself to her, no matter how degrading...

—————————————

For mastery and conditioning in the Fempire...

[image: Under Her Feet]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

His body, her choice. After relocating to the matriarchy of the United Queendom, young hyper-liberal politician Seraphina Isaias-Rivera will plot revenge on the man who made her life miserable, podcaster and media pundit Robert Weiss. She’ll lure him to her new homeland to show him what a woman-led world looks like–and what a man’s place is in it. But what Robert will never guess is that, deep down, being at a woman’s feet might be what he’s always desired…

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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