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1

The late March air had a cool crispness that centred the mind, fully focused one’s thoughts to the day ahead. At least that’s how Dr Charlotte Purcell found it. She enjoyed the early morning walk in. She enjoyed being part of the larger flow of women making their way along the concourse towards the huge flattened dome shaped structure in the bend of the river Thames. Walking together, heels click-clacking loudly on concrete, it wasn’t hard to think of oneself as part of an army – an army with a powerful sense of shared unity and purpose, an army intent on reinforcing matriarchal principles and the spoils that came with being the dominant sex. And knowing it gave Charlotte – and no doubt many of the other women – a bouncy spring in her step.

She entered the building’s wide entranceway, passing seamlessly through a security area that’s cameras didn’t miss an eyeball, before the tap of her heels were slowing on white marble as she took in a view that never failed to take her breath away. The building’s interior stretched on and on and on, all crisscrossing walkways and curving white tiers like the layers of a wedding cake, and pink clad technicians – getting smaller and smaller the further one looked – busily going about their business. Its depth was both hallucinatory and thrilling.

The more immediate foreground was dominated by an elegant sculpture of smooth black stone, abstract, but very much suggestive of male physical perfection with its blocky strength and muscle like swells. It formed the centrepiece of a fountain. And around the circular pool of tranquil water was seating upon which many a businesswoman type sat, chatting or looking down at a phone while beneath them a naked, chastity locked shoeshine boy – waxed ass up, face down – licked their footwear clean.

So common was the sight that Charlotte barely batted an eye as her pace once more picked up and she walked past the fountain, black briefcase hanging loosely in her grasp, pristine white medical coat distinguishing her from all the suits who worked in sales and acquisitions or merely those visiting one of the many entertainment spaces.

As she rode an escalator upwards she couldn’t but wonder if any of the men involved in the building’s initial design (and it would have been men) had any conception as to what it might ultimately function as. She strongly doubted any of them would have had the foresight to have seen beyond the ego driven entitlement that was so embedded in late twentieth century man. And their cluelessness had a little smile curling the edge of a lip, rounding a sharp cheekbone as she stepped off the escalator, and began along the exterior hallway that ran around the circumference of level two like one ginormous Scalextric track.

There was a shared nod of recognition to a fellow female medical coated supervisor on passing. There was a head to toe approving appraising assessment of a sissy boy in his slutty little outfit following behind one of the pink uniformed technicians. Then she was turning right off the hallway and into department B15. It was said the dome was considered something of a white elephant on completion – a symbol of waste and hubris, and tone-deaf lumber headed politician’s terrible judgement. If that was so, then the script had well and truly flipped.

The Factory – as it was now informally known – had become an institution in the city, a landmark as beloved as any in London. Schoolgirls spoke about it in hushed and reverent tones. Women across the country lit up, all twinkly eyed and smiling at its mere mention. It was a place that pumped out the finest male playthings. It was a place of refinement and modification and the result of one sexes utter superiority over the other.

A door swished open, parting at the centre, receding into its wall mount at Charlotte’s approach. Through it the tap of her heels slowed once more on spotless white tiles as she came to a stop in front of the three female technicians standing in still silence and perfect deportment, awaiting her arrival.

“Good morning, ladies.” Charlotte’s voice had such natural authority that each of the young women were lifting their chins, standing hands behind backs that little bit taller.

“Good morning, Doctor Purcell,” they chorused back brightly.

The assistants – blonde Luna, copper haired Maisie and darker haired, olive skinned Alessia – were exceptionally pretty and flawlessly put together. Their glossy locks scraped back into sleek ponytails. The hems of their hot pink minidresses all lined up just above mid-thigh. Their nude toned heels – placed together – had a shine to match Charlotte’s black ones. Such attention to detail went hand in hand with The Factory’s sky-high standards. Everything it encompassed was about optimisation and moulding male bodies to very specific means and ends.

“We can expect our new subjects to start arriving in the next ten minutes,” Charlotte said. “I want them processed, shown to their rooms, then lined up in the main examination room for my inspection on the hour mark.”

“Yes, doctor,” the trio said together full of bouncy eager enthusiasm.

“Very good,” Charlotte said, giving the three technicians one last sweeping glance before she was striding on, smile poking out at the younger women’s infectious energy. She didn’t blame them – a new batch always ramped up a sense of tingling anticipation. Though Charlotte had long learned to radiate only calm control and poise. Much like the woman who was standing by the window of her office as she entered it.

“Can you believe they ever ran anything?”

Helen Morrisey wore a long-sleeved ankle length red dress that was pleated from the waist down. She was an elegant, very slender woman, with light brown hair – most of it today tucked up chignon style – and a smiley, gentle demeanour. But don’t let that fool you. Charlotte had seen her reduce the toughest looking of men to quivering wrecks. Then seen them serving her obediently a week later, naked and collared like it was all they’d been born to do. She came from upstairs; a place of bigger offices and salaries and added powers. A place Charlotte wouldn’t mind getting to herself someday. But not for many a year yet.

“Ma’am?” she asked, placing her briefcase down on the desk and looking to the woman who was something of a mentor to her.

Helen turned from the window, said, “The boys. Can you imagine the mess we’d be in if we women hadn’t firmly taken the reigns and made them the supplicant creatures they were always meant to be?”

“A frightening thought,” Charlotte said, thinking of only the chaos and incompetence, and complete disaster the country would be in if the female supremacists hadn’t assumed control and averted the widening crater the men would have undoubtedly plunged everyone into.

“Indeed.” Helen came forward, almost floating across the floor in graceful step. “How are we, Charlotte?”

“Very well, yourself?”

“Fantastic. I had quite the weekend with my three favourite servant boys attending to my every need.” She gave a smile and a little snort reflecting on something funny, then continued, “I drop by only to tell you what a terrifically splendid job you’ve been doing. The recent feedback I’ve had about your sex slaves has been nothing but praise of the highest order.”

“That’s pleasing to hear. But an artist can only make the most of what they’ve got to work with and I’m a very fortunate woman in that regard.”

“You’re a talented woman is what you are. And I have to say, I admire deeply your unfussy laser like focus.”

“Well I learned from the best.”

Helen smiled a gleaming white smile, showing the soft edges that made it hard to believe she could be so sadistically cruel to the weaker sex when the mood took her. “Keep up the good work, Charlotte,” she said. “It hasn’t gone unnoticed.” And with that the skirt of her dress was swinging out behind her in graceful arc as she headed from the room.

Hands turned inward on the edge of the desk, Charlotte stood a moment filled with the honeyed warmth that came from feeling like an appreciated and respected member of an organisation you loved. Finally she sat herself in her office chair, keener than ever to get started on the new batch of males she was tasked with turning into elite sexual performers. She opened her laptop. She consulted a notebook in which she’d been brainstorming ideas that she thought might add that extra one to two percent to results. She fine-tuned schedules. More than once reread the men’s bios – meticulous as always in her preparation.

Meanwhile, outside, along the corridor, the new subjects were being sent up – elevator doors parting as one fully naked hunk appeared after the next. A beaming Luna greeted them, then led them into a small assessment room where the equally delightful pair of Maisie and Alessia, stamped an ID number on their left pecs, recorded pulse and blood pressure readings, before Luna was taking over again and still very much beaming, showing them to their rooms.

Charlotte felt a strong pull to go and see them for herself, but putting professionalism before personal pleasure, remained in her office, plotting and planning – knowing her later arrival, with all the men together, would be all the more impactful. It was all of ten minutes, however, before she couldn’t resist having a peek. Each of the rooms were set up with at least one camera invisible to the naked eye. And Charlotte flicked between them, the shadow of a smile playing at her lips as she took in the fresh male meat now under her charge. There was one in particular that caught her eye. In fact Charlotte was leaning a little closer to the monitor, breath stilling, twilight blue eyes firmly fixed.

There weren’t nerves so much, more a sense of the surreal at actually being here. Ethan Holmes sat on the soft cream leather of the padded lounger like bed, not a stitch of clothing covering his strong and powerful rower’s like physique. There were no goosebumps. No chill. The temperature was a comfortable and precise 22°c. The facility’s sophisticated heating system designed to make it feel as though his naked state was the only way to be. His gaze drifted left to right across the modest room with the same hi-spec, clinical aesthetic as everything else he’d so far seen of his new surrounds. There was a single person steel table pushed up against the wall, a TV screen mounted directly ahead of him, an adjoining washroom with no door and a large tinted window at one end.

His eye lingered briefly on the cityscape beyond and a world that was already feeling distinctly separate from himself. Only last night there’d been the celebratory send off from his mother and sister. Already it felt like it marked the end of one chapter, and this here, now, the start of another. He glanced down at the number 118 inked on his left pec. So that’s what I am now, a piece of prized flesh to be moulded and auctioned to the highest bidder. There was no anger or bitterness or irritation with the thought. And why would there be?

Many a male dreamt of being sat where he was sat now – of being an elite bull trained to service the most voracious of female sexual appetites. Yet still they ended up as cock locked sissy boys, or boot cleaning bitches, or puppy pets, or whatever manner of item or object or toy their mistress might find amused them most. No, he understood his good fortune to have been blessed with his physical attributes and selected for the sex slave pathway. There wasn’t any questioning it. Or fighting his calling. Only a deep and burning desire to serve as best he could in such a capacity. Because as someone who’d grown up in the matriarchy and had its values instilled within him, he knew there were few higher honours or privileges than fully satisfying a woman’s most intimate needs.

The door to his left swished open, and there was the super cute blonde – Luna a nametag at her bust indicated – who’d received him at the elevator earlier. “Step out please, One-one-eight,” she said in her smiley dimple cheeked way.

Ethan scooted off the bed and standing to his full six-foot-three-inches, stepped out as instructed, his impressive male form getting an admiring once over from the young blonde.

“This way,” she said, shooting him a half smirk over her shoulder as she strode keenly on.

Ethan followed her lead, gaze sweeping past the short hem of her pink uniform to slender, sexy legs. He took in the nude toned heels tapping out each stride with such distinction, before his eye was rising back over buttery smooth skin – lingering momentarily on swaying hips – then continuing up to the sleek blonde ponytail bouncing a little with each step. And suddenly he was aware of his heavy hanging cock – that feeling of pressing fullness and aspiring growth. He did his best to row back from it, not sure how such an overt display of male physical arousal would be received – looking from the perky blonde to the frosted glass of passing doorways.

They had nameplates with things such as Stimulation, Technique, Dilation, Recovery. No sooner had they past them than Luna was veering left through an open doorway. This one Ethan noted, said: Presentation. Inside several sturdy looking men were lined up against the far wall. Each of them was as gifted in their physical appearance as he was. And each like him wore nothing to hide it.

“Join the line, One-one-eight,” Luna instructed.

Ethan did so, spreading his thighs a little, taking up a strong stance with his hands behind his back as open and supplicant as the seven others. Luna gave an appreciative nod, along with a downward glance that once again had him struggling to stay at the controls. Then she was stepping back to the opposite wall just as two of her colleagues entered in turn, each of them with another lean and chiselled hunk following in their wake. They had the men join the naked line up, then, copper haired Maisie and Mediterranean complexioned Alessia (both of whom the men were already acquainted with after their initial checks) were forming their own line alongside Luna. And that’s how they stood; pink uniformed technicians facing the ten buff bulls.

Ethan stood with a lump in his throat, fighting a losing battle to retain control of a cock that just wouldn’t behave. The three young women together had tipped the balance. There was a sleek sexiness to them, an air of natural superiority as smirking away, clothed in their minidresses, they feasted on the bare flesh of the gorgeous men before them. Time seemed to stretch out; cocks thickening and stiffening and lifting off smooth, plum ripe balls much to the young women’s smiling eyed delight. And still the face off continued. Still Ethan, feeling a hot warmth deepening within him, had no idea what they were waiting on.

Then above the faint whirr of the heating system he was hearing the approach of heels out in the corridor. An unrushed, but purposeful: click…click…click. A sound that he and every one of the other men could only associate with female power and authority. A sound that juddered something soft and pliable and ultimately wanting deep at his core. His eye was locked on the doorway when the source of it appeared, momentarily stilling his breath and tunnelling his vision.

Her dark brown hair had a sleek luxuriance. Her smooth skin a rich and polished sheen. The eyes were a deep, dark, mesmerising blue. The face strong and beautiful and regal like in its assessing poise. Beneath a white medical coat, a well-fitting charcoal dress hugged a lean, athletic, womanly figure.

Charlotte walked in front of the ten men at a slow stroll, not saying a word, but simply taking in the smooth Adonis like physiques. At her presence, cocks further inched upwards, settling rigidly at full salute. All except that of sandy haired subject, One-one-three, whom she stopped before.

“Do we have a problem?” she inquired in measured yet commanding tone, the merest hint of sternness suggesting she wasn’t one to be left displeased.

“No, ma’am,” came the reply, deferential in its lower pitch.

“Then get hard. Ah, ah,” Charlotte said as the man’s hand came forward. “No touching.”

The hand instantly disappeared back behind his rear. And with doctor eyeing subject, and subject eyeing doctor, his semi stiff cock edged upwards stiffening to the same truncheon hard firmness as the rest of the men.

“That’s more like it,” Charlotte said encouragingly, smile curling as she took in the line of impressive male appendages standing bolt upright.

Ethan still staring hypnotised, watched her resume her self-assured stroll before them.

“The woman who comes to own you will expect to be greeted with nothing less than such baton hard devotion.” Charlotte reached out testing the firmness of the hunk that was One-one-zero. “You may well be told an unauthorised erection is a crude and disrespectful thing. You may well be punished for it.” And now there was a gentle swipe at the jutting cock of One-one-two – which had him grunting in surprise more than pain. “But I assure you she” – strong emphasis on the she – “will enjoy it.

“Which is of course your primary purpose,” Charlotte continued, looking another of the bulls right in the eye. “To please. To pleasure. To subdue your own wants and entirely focus on hers.” And now she was at Ethan, leaning to him, giving him a whiff of an enticing vanilla scent as she dropped her voice to a whisper and said softly at an ear, “To be a walking dildo on demand.”

She ran a single digit up the length of his shaft, making him quiver, making him feel like he was about to pop. Then held his eye, the shadow of a smile passing across her features. A few seconds, it couldn’t have been much more – though it felt like time had stopped still – and she was walking on, and with each and every tap of her heels, Ethan was feeling a heavy, rhythmic pulse at his loins.

“You,” she said, tapping the bicep of One-two-zero on the end. “On the floor. Give me some press ups.”

Immediately down he went, placing palms flat on white tiles and positioning his body – rigid cock included – parallel to the floor. Then down and up he went in smooth and effortless looking bend and rise. Charlotte’s gaze skimmed over his broad, muscular back and solid buttocks, before returning to the nine still standing men.

“You’re all prime stock,” she said, enjoyably making them sound like prized cattle. “Strong. Virile. Handsome. And yet far from the finished product.” Her eye returned to One-two-zero straining a little harder now with each rising and falling press up. “Keep going,” she instructed.

Which is precisely what he did till his arms were shaking, his body struggling to rise. It was then that Charlotte placed her heel atop his back and dropped him to the floor.

“I, we,” she said, sweeping her arm out behind to the three pink clad technicians and looking to the line of men, heel still on the male beneath her, “are going to test you, push you, improve you. You’re going to be conditioned to stay hard for hours on end. You’re going to be conditioned to cum on command or hold it down for however long is deemed necessary.”

The ball of heat at Ethan’s core, fluttered like a flame caught in a draft. He watched the doctor lift her heel off One-two-zero and order him back in line.

“Seven weeks of intensive training,” she said, “and we’re going to refine you to the very highest standards of sexual slavedom. Peak performance. Elite service. Those will become your hallmarks.”

A beat of silence, then her alluring gaze was slowly drifting left to right across the men. As it reached him – lingering a little longer so it seemed – Ethan couldn’t stop from twitching. Yes, it all but nodded, I’ll be whatever you want me to be. The eyes moved on. But he undoubtedly detected the glimmer of a smile.

“You’re going to get very horny, very frustrated at times, feel incredibly drained,” Charlotte said, walking to the first in line One-one-zero. “But I’ll be monitoring everything closely. Knowing your limits. Knowing what you can and can’t give. And it starts with these.”

She reached into the left pocket of her medical coat and brought out five silver rings. She slipped them around the testes of the first five men, then reached into her right pocket and out came five more.

She continued along the line till once more Ethan was meeting the classy doctors gaze. He tensed instinctively a little as she took hold of his balls. There was the cool touch of metal as she expertly encircled the ring around his scrotum. Then she was activating a button, turning a little square a bright blue. She gave a gentle pat of his balls as if saying, all wrapped up and good to go. Then she was moving onto the next man, though Ethan was still staring every bit as lusting – breathing in her increasingly head spinning scent – eyes dropping to the charcoal dress tightly hugging her hips, and the polished sheen of toned legs beneath.

“These rings will provide me with second by second data with what’s going on down there,” Charlotte said, resuming her authoritative stance before the ten men. “You get so much as a semi, or spill a slither of precum and I’ll be aware of it.” A pause, another of those surveying glances and subtle, but undoubtedly amused expressions. “I should also warn you the rings provide a secondary function in giving a short, sharp shock should you attempt to masturbate. There’s no playing with yourselves here, boys. Not unless I order it. From now on your orgasms belong to me.” Another pause and this one was accompanied by a definite smirk, then she was looking behind to the three technicians. “Start the bulls on their exercise programmes. Have them work out some of that stiffness. Then bring them to me one at a time for closer inspection.”

“Yes, doctor,” the young women replied as sweet and lyrical as any pop band.

That face, those eyes – glittering with a kind of knowing prescience for all she would be putting them through – regarded the still ten stiff men.

“Welcome to The Factory, boys,” she said.

And with that she was turning, walking, the click, click, click of her shiny black heels every bit as authoritative on exiting as they had been on entering.
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The gym was a mix of the simple and state-of-the-art. Smart tech equipment that adjusted to each user’s ability, combining with pull up bars and skipping ropes and resistance bands to provide the ultimate full body workout. Ethan, on the bike, was feeling the burn when the klaxon went and radiant Maisie was directing him on to the next piece of apparatus. All three pink clad technicians were in their element ordering the men about, shouting encouragement, taking in every curling bicep and dynamic movement, and twirling cock and bouncing ball. Many of the men remained in states of thickened arousal. And in Ethan’s case it wasn’t just the exceptionally pretty trio that were the cause of it.

Her words: closer inspection, permanently hovered there at the forefront of his mind. He could see the first of the men to complete the circuit being led away by Luna. It didn’t take a genius to guess where she was taking him. And it drove Ethan on as he progressed from rowing machine to tread, to pull up bar. He dropped from it before Alessia – who’d been enjoying the view of him hanging before her – hunched and breathless.

“Excellent job, One-one-eight,” she said, grinning broadly and slapping his ass for good measure. “Now get under that shower.”

Ethan went straight to one of the showerheads in a corner of the gym. And there was no more privacy here than there was anywhere else.

“Give yourself a good scrub,” Maisie said, joining Alessia in having a good ogle as the lukewarm spray of water washed over him.

After a good minute or so, Alessia was moving him on. “All right good enough,” she said. “Get under the Cyclo.”

One step right and Ethan was under a drying device that sent a gust of warm air rushing down around him.

“Close your eyes,” Maisie instructed.

And just as his eyelids dropped, a fine mist of moisturiser coated his skin.

“Open sesame,” Alessia said playfully.

Ethan opened his eyes to see the two young women admiring the dewy skinned glow of his naked body.

“As fresh as a daisy,” Maisie said, running a hand over abs and skin into which the moisturiser had already sunk.

Alessia glanced at her colleague with smiling eyes, then to Ethan said, “This way, One-one-eight. Time for your one on one with the doctor.”

“Enjoy,” came Maisie’s amused and sunny sounding voice from behind.

On his way out of the gym, Ethan clocked Luna standing in front of the studly specimen One-one-two, hopping on the spot in time to the black skipping rope sweeping beneath his bare soles. His flip-flopping cock very much hardening. Her grin very much widening. Then he was being marched along a corridor, ahead Alessia’s easy gait – marked by its proficient click – and olive-skinned legs.

They had the same slender smoothness as the other two young women. Ethan’s gaze swept over them, lingering on the dresses short hem, taking in the slight wiggle of hips, before rising to the sleek dark ponytail that was almost dismissive in its side to side sway. And once again he couldn’t but be aware of the heavy dangling heft of his manhood all set for lift off. Alessia came to a stop before an open doorway through which the doctor’s cut glass tones drifted.

“You wait,” she whispered to Ethan, stepping to one side, facing him.

And he could very much feel her roaming eye as he looked straight ahead, trying to ignore the upward creep of his cock.

“Oh, she’ll like that,” Alessia whispered closing the half a space between them.

The downward look of gleaming brown eyes left him in no doubt as to what she was referring to. For a moment he thought she was going to help him along. But her left hand remained at her side as the fingers of the other very lightly, ever so lightly, brushed his spine in up and down skimming touch.

“And just like that up it goes,” she said in that same soft purr as below the engorged head of his swelling penis, continued its climb.

Ethan just had time to see her look of delight, before the blonde Adonis that was One-one-seven, was emerging from the doorway ahead. There was a touch of pink at his cheeks. His large penis hung with a plump yet deflated limpness.

“This way please, One-one-seven,” Alessia said, gesturing out an arm as hospitable as the most affable of hosts. Blondie passed by. Then she was patting Ethan’s backside, saying in a voice full of relish, “In you go, One-one-eight.”

Which is exactly what Ethan did, following the lead of his cock pointing the way before him. The room was narrow. Windowless. Same sterile white. Same bright overhead lighting. And there was only one thing fully absorbing Ethan’s attention as he stepped through the open doorway. Charlotte sat side on to the table directly ahead, one exquisite toned leg crossing the other, focus on the tablet resting on a bare thigh.

“One moment, One-one-eight,” she said, dabbing a finger over its screen not looking up.

Ethan stood right where he was, a tautness stretching him thin, a pounding pulse picking up within. His gaze once again lingered on glossy brown locks framing that face of such devastating strength and beauty. Then it was dipping lower to the elegant symmetry of her collarbone, down to the charcoal dress and teasing swell of her bosom, lower still to those legs – good God those legs! – and the toe of a black heel making small circles in the air.

She kept him waiting, swiping and dabbing at the touchscreen now and then. A box ticking exercise Charlotte could have done at any time. Instead she chose to do it now, knowing how easy it was to drive a male mad with desire simply by ignoring them.

She sensed the lusty stare travelling the length of her body. It simultaneously amused and excited – she was a woman with her own baser instincts after all – but none of it showed. She sat straight backed, exuding calm composure and detached professionalism. In stark contrast to the bull – the one she’d already made a mental note to reserve for some extra special attention – standing no more than five paces away.

With each passing second Ethan grew harder, stiffer. With each passing second a heat at his core radiated that bit stronger. He’d picked up on that sweet vanilla scent again. A subtle luxurious fragrance that wrapped itself around him like the finest silk, passed through his nostrils and into the open, yearning heart of his being.

At last the doctor placed the tablet on the table and spun the office chair his way. She slowly looked him up and down with piercing precision. Not a word spoken. Then beckoned him with the curl of a finger. Ethan went towards her full of jolting stiffness, stopping with his hands behind his back and his missile of an erection projecting like an offering. He hadn’t noticed the thread of precum spilling from it till Charlotte was collecting it on a finger and holding it up to him.

“Lick,” she said, cool authority radiating from every pore.

Ethan bent without thought to do anything but as he swiped his tongue, once, then twice, licking the digit clean, tasting his own ripe odour.

“You’ll have a honeyed sweetness to you before long after the diet we put you on,” the doctor said as if reading his mind. She momentarily held his eye – yes, looks, performance, taste, there isn’t one part you that isn’t going to be optimised, that look said. Then she was pinching the bulbous head of his cock, examining it for any more leakage, before seemingly satisfied, settling back in her chair.

“When was the last time you ejaculated, One-one-eight?” she asked, with the matter-of-factness of someone well used to asking the most intimate of questions.

“Two days ago.”

“The women in your life let you stroke?”

“Sometimes they had me make a show of it.” And suddenly Ethan was having a flashback to bright lights and a low stage and a crowd full of women watching him beat his meat.

“Why doesn’t that surprise me.” A touch of amusement showed on Charlotte’s face, then she was uncrossing her legs and reaching for something on the table behind. “Now let’s have a proper look at you, shall we,” she said, spinning back to him and rolling a fine silver mesh like device over his jutting erection.

A button was pressed. And instantly an in-depth 3D image of his cock, appeared on the monitor on the table. The doctor swung to it and with a series of clicks was zooming deeper into it, slicing through it and casting her expert eye over the greens and oranges and reds of different layers. “Hmm-mm,” she said, more than once. There were a couple more clicks into figures and percentages that went straight over Ethan’s head, then she was swinging back to him.

“Congratulations. You’ve got one very healthy cock. But I think we suspected that, didn’t we?” The hint of a smirk and she was lifting off the silver mesh that clung to him like snakeskin. “There’s a couple of places we can strengthen,” she said, squeezing his shaft near the base, then on the right side at the middle. “But all round – very impressive.”

The glittering blue eyes held on his and in that moment, Ethan was soaring over the heavens.

“Flex it for me,” Charlotte commanded, bringing him right back down to earth.

Ethan willingly did so, vigorously nodding his engorged cockhead in up and down motion – once, then twice. The little smile that edged the doctor’s lips had another slither of precum spilling from his tip. Once again, she collected it on a finger and held it up. This time he didn’t need to be told what to do.

“You’re very excitable,” she said. “I suspect we’re going to have to build up some tolerance in you. But not before I’ve got a sample.”

The black vibrator wand came forward. Set to a steady slow hum, she held it against his shaft.

“My records tell me you’ve only been with a handful of women.”

“Yes, doctor.”

“You’re sister’s friends?”

“Mo-stly,” Ethan answered, voice hitching at the thrumming pulse of the wand’s press.

“But you couldn’t please them without pleasing yourself first?”

“I couldn’t,” he murmured, a little breathless.

“Naughty boy,” Charlotte tutted. “They must have punished you for that.”

“Often.” Numerous spankings and telling offs flashed through Ethan’s mind.

“But they quickly forgave you?”

And now he was seeing himself preforming cunnilingus and quickly getting hard again. “They did,” he said, slightly choked.

“Of course they did,” Charlotte said, like forgiving the sexy stud was a no brainer. She raised the wand that bit higher, holding it against the underside of his bulbous helmet. Its vibrating hum rippling to his soft, bubbling centre.

“After I’m finished with you, you’re not going to be disappointing anyone ever again. We’re going to condition you to hold it down. We’re going to teach you some manners.”

Her steady gaze and domineering words combined with the wand to send him speeding past the point of no return. “Doctor, I’m …”

“I know,” Charlotte said, angling a small clear pot over his glands as his six-pack tensed and his mouth dropped opened on a groan, and a magma like rush came shooting up from deep within. Ethan erupted forcefully, pearlescent cum hitting the back of the pot and continuing to flow in thick, spurting stream.

“There we go,” Charlotte said, voice edged with the same delight she always had on seeing a stud reduced their most primitive of sexual instincts. “A nice, big, healthy load to go under my microscope.”

She brushed the rim of the pot against the slit at his tip, collecting one last oozing drop, before putting a lid on it and placing it on the table. Then she was spinning back to him, re-crossing one leg over the other and surveying him and his slowly drooping cock. “What do we say, One-one-eight?”

“Thank you, doctor,” Ethan said, clearing his throat and finding a voice that had sunk deep down within him.

“Good boy.” Charlotte swung side on to the table and tablet back on a bare thigh, sat swiping and dabbing at the screen just as she had been on his entering. A full ten seconds passed before she said distractedly, not looking up, “Out you go, One-one-eight.”

Ethan turned and walked – feeling somehow simultaneously energised and wrung out – not seeing her wry smile as she looked up and at his incredibly toned ass cheeks tensing with each stride. Out in the corridor the next strapping bull was waiting with visible excitement.

“Doctor’s waiting, One-one-nine,” Maisie said, wearing that faint look of amusement all the female staff seemed to wear. Then she was looking to Ethan. “You, come with me.”

He did so, following on behind the young woman’s sprightly heeled step and ponytailed hair glistening like sunshine off a smooth copper surface. Part of his body and mind still in the room he’d left behind. On the doctor. On Charlotte.


3

The tray of food arrived by a hatch in the room. A large portion of fresh veg and some flavoursome kind of meaty fish, with a colourful fruit bowl on the side and huge glass of milk. All of it was fortified with some added extras to enhance libidos, strengthen muscles and bones. It smelled good. It tasted even better. And a hungry Ethan made short work of it all. He glugged the last of the milk, returned glass to tray, then placed the whole lot back in the hatch for disposal. Then simply sat at the steel table, thoughts meandering in only one direction – vanilla scent, polished skin, twilight eyes. His cock twitched, then swelled, testament to his natural powers of recovery.

His mind held on the doctor. Hearing her crisp authority. We’re going to condition you to hold it down. We’re going to teach you some manners. He felt a stirring hotness. He felt a slight tightness at his throat and chest. And that’s when the door swished open and Luna stepped in. There was a downward glance. A dimple cheeked smile.

“I’m glad you’re ready for me,” she said.

She had him lie down on the cream leather of the padded lounger like bed. She looped three elasticated bands, each with a single small circular weight attached, around his stiff cock. Then she said, “Flex it for me.”

Ethan did so, pushing against the slight resistance and jerking everything upwards.

“Again,” Luna commanded.

And a second time his erection was jumping to the blonde’s tune.

“Keep going until I say stop,” she said, observing him like she could watch him do this all day.

Ethan repeated an action that would soon become as familiar a part of daily routine as his workouts in the gym. His pelvic floor muscles tensing and relaxing, tensing and relaxing as that most intimate of parts, lifted and dropped, lifted and dropped. And if he hadn’t already somehow fully realised he wasn’t going to have a shred of dignity to hang on to, then he did now, under the pretty blonde’s gaze.

“Twenty more. I’ll count you down,” she said, full of upbeat energy. “Twenty, nineteen, eighteen…”

And to her count, Ethan continued to flex away. “Seventeen, sixteen, fifteen.” The warmth at his belly, rising up and through him. “Fourteen, thirteen, twelve.” A walking dildo on demand, the doctor’s earlier words reverberated back at him. “Eleven, ten, nine.” Pulsing the frontal lobes of his brain. “Eight, seven, six.” Flushing his face. “Five, four, three.” Making the weights feel light as a feather.

“Two, one…Good job,” Luna said in that same sparky, motivational coach like manner. She patted his cock like she was patting the head of a well behaving hound, removed the three elastic straps, then told him to stand up. Which Ethan did still in his state of rolling pin stiffness.

“I’ll be starting you on the standing weights tomorrow.” Luna grinned, looking like she couldn’t wait to get started, then surveyed him – all of him – for one long moment, before spinning on her heels. “But now it’s time to see the doctor again. And we don’t keep the doctor waiting, do we?”

“No, miss,” Ethan said.

“No, we don’t. Come, One-one-eight.”

Luna led him out along the corridor. Ahead he could see three of the buff men, One-one-five, One-one-six and One-one-seven, lined up outside one of the rooms. Ethan became the fourth.

“Wait here,” Luna said, disappearing through the doorway.

For a split-second Ethan caught the bleep and whirr of machinery, then the door was sliding closed and he was staring at the one-word silver nameplate: Stimulation. Heeled footsteps turned him to sexy Alessia leading One-one-nine his way. Her look was smirking. His cock as hard as Ethan’s remained.

“Stand that hot ass of yours in line,” Alessia commanded. “And wait patiently like these ever so obedient bulls.”

There was a pointed look to each of the three men in passing – Ethan felt a warm shiver at his spine as the gleaming brown eyes momentarily fixed upon him. Then the door was briefly sliding open to reveal that same faint mechanical beep and whirr as Alessia disappeared through it. Another ten or so seconds passed, then came Maisie approaching from ahead with a very stiff One-two-zero following right behind. She ordered him in line. Then headed through the doorway. And once again Ethan’s eye locked upon that one word: Stimulation, cock flexing like it was still lifting Luna’s weights as thought of the black vibrating wand the doctor had wielded so expertly, filled his head.

That was all the stimulation he’d needed and he wouldn’t have been surprised if was about to get a second showing. Hell, it wouldn’t have surprised him if there were five – one per man – waiting beyond the doorway. But that’s not how it was, that’s not how it went.

The door opened, Luna leading the other five bulls – One-one-zero to One-one-four – out from the room and along the corridor, in the opposite direction to Ethan’s group still waiting in line. He couldn’t miss each of the men’s extremely tumescent states – one glistening helmeted cock following the next. He watched them continue on along the corridor, turning into another of the rooms behind Luna, feeling that instinctive feeling – a slightly winded kind of breathlessness at his solar plexus – that came with knowing you’re the supplicant sex, subordinate to woman’s will. A feeling that he was well used to. A feeling so natural to his existence that he’d long ago stopped questioning what it meant.

“In you come, boys,” Maisie said, poking her head out the doorway ahead.

And with that the line was moving, one man after the next stepping into the brightly lit, white walled, white tiled room. Ethan alighted first on one of the heavyset seats, with soft black leather padding and a nozzle like hose with some kind of cylindrical attachment, then the doctor. She was standing by a bank of dials and buttons and screens, preparing whatever came next. And Ethan – gaze dipping past the white medical coat to the smooth toned legs giving off that lightly lacquered sheen – was once again feeling that winded press.

“Everybody gets a seat,” Maisie said, guiding each man to theirs and tightening thin leather straps around their wrists and thighs and ankles.

No sooner had she finished than Alessia was coming to each of the men and adjusting nozzles, sliding penises into cylindrical attachments. “In you go, big boy,” she said, shooting Ethan a smirk as she slipped his manhood into the airtight seal. There was the patting of a thigh, then it was on to One-one-nine. And now here came the doctor, the dominant step of her heels fixing every pair of male eyes upon her.

“Those devices encircling your cocks are twitch trigger sensitive,” she said, tablet cradled on an inner forearm, gaze drifting across the five men – seeming, at least to Ethan, to once again linger on him that bit longer – hooked up like cum cows ready to be milked. “They’ll know when you’re close to exploding your seed. As per my programming they’ll keep you on that cliff edge. Because this isn’t about release bulls. No, no, no. This is about building up endurance. This is about making that appendage of yours truly fit for the goddess who’ll come to own it.”

A pause, a curling half smile that Charlotte made sure each of the men saw, then she was glancing to the tablet. “Now let’s get things under way, shall we,” she said, dabbing a finger at the screen. And with one simple touch, the five cylindrical pumps were slowly working the bulls over in up and down motion.

Ethan’s head and neck strained back a tad, fingers tightening against the seat’s rests.

“You’re going to get used to that sensation,” the doctor said knowingly. “Before long it’s going to feel as natural a part of your daily routine as sleeping and eating.” The twinkly smile lingered once again on Ethan, signalling a kind of devilish delight that had his skin tingling and his balls tightening. Then she was looking to her two technicians. “Goggles, please ladies.”

Maisie and Alessia placed the thin, cutting-edge silver headsets onto the men. For a second Ethan saw only blackness, heard nothing – not even the whirr of pump or beep of machinery – then came the doctor’s assured voice in crystal clear clarity.

“These goggles provide an extra layer of sensory stimulation. Relax into it. Be the fuck toy you were designed to be.”

And with that a piercing white light was washing away the darkness. And suddenly Ethan was sitting on the side of a tennis court on a sunny, azure skied day, watching two svelte and sexy females batting the ball back and forth; smooth, toned and tanned limbs glistening in the sunlight, pleated tennis skirts flapping upwards with their athletic movements to give teasing glimpses of tight white panties and pert ass cheeks. And each and every time a ball went astray, Ethan was chasing after it and returning it to one of the women, who thanked him with a wide grin.

This scene faded out and now he was in a softly lit boardroom kneeling next to the stockinged legs and sharp stiletto heels of the sumptuous CEO. Around the polished wooden oval table each of the businesswoman were as glossy and elegant and powerful looking as the next. Their confident voices, their important business chatter blurring into a background hum as he throbbed suspended in a state of perpetual edging.

From the boardroom it was on to some high-end soiree, where gorgeous women in long silk gloves and fancy sequined frocks, mingled with the buff, nude hunks in attendance purely for their entertainment. And Ethan was just another to be ogled and pointed at and whispered about. In fact every time his eye turned to another of the elegant women, there was a giggle, or a smile, or a lascivious licking of lips. And it was entirely along such objectifying lines the sequences rolled on, teasing to be tormenting in their depiction of female power and beauty as they fined tuned mind and cock to serve the superior sex.

Outside the VR world, in matriarchal reality where such all such things happened on a regular basis, Charlotte went about studiously studying every twitch and pulse with her tablet. She could see precisely how close each of the five bulls were to full blown eruption. And as always enjoyed immensely seeing their arousal dancing on the head of a pin. Males, so pliable, so trainable, so sexily submissive, especially the big cocked hunky sort, she couldn’t help but reflect, a tingling warmth playing at her crotch.

It was a pleasant sensation that often accompanied her work, not like the increasingly maddening urge the men were experiencing. Poor darlings, she inwardly snickered, dipping into their headsets, seeing on her tablet precisely what they were seeing. She had the ability to manipulate their visuals, properly turn the heat up with a single swipe of a digit at any second of her choosing. And how such power lit her up, stiffening her nipples, deepening that warmth below.

She continued to monitor the five male subjects, along with her two technicians, turning dials, regulating inputs and outputs, keeping each of the bulls pushed right up to the brink, but never once over it. She disappeared out the room a few times, leaving Maisie and Alessia to oversee things, but was there an hour later when the goggles were removed, and the men blinked in the room like they’d like just woken from a deep sleep. Extremely stiff cocks were slipped free from cylindrical pumps, straps unfastened and nozzles pushed aside.

“That feeling of desperate, unmet need,” Charlotte said, standing before the bulls, thumbs resting on the material of her white medical coat, fingers casually tucked into its pockets, “of pulsing, horny swell. Embrace it. Saviour it. Appreciate it as a natural symptom of a job well done. Because a sex slave gets hard, stays hard and doesn’t expect release. He swallows that feeling. He lets it roil and rumble through him as long as needs be. Only his mistress decides if she’d going to be generous. Only she determines if you’ve earned it. And what more satisfying feeling can there be than that?”

The rhetorical question hung in the air, twitching cocks, spinning heads. The doctor’s eyes slowly skimmed across the men, before landing on her two pink clad assistants standing ready. “Now the boys have a better understanding of the stimulation suite, show them to the recovery room,” she said. “I’m sure after the day they’ve had they’ll welcome it.”

There was a smile between the three women, one last glance to the men, or more specifically Ethan to whom her eye seemed magnetically drawn, before she was taking her leave in swaying hipped, clicking stride. It was every bit and more as sexy as anything the men had witnessed in the VR.

“You’re still as stiff as a plank of wood, One-one-eight, relax, it’s not a coffin,” Luna said, smiling as she peered down at Ethan lying in one of the ten white rectangular pods. “Calm thoughts. Deep breaths. Just let the lights do their thing.”

And with that the silver lid was lowered. Ethan was left momentarily in darkness, then came the sound of birdsong and lapping water. It gave way to the melodic rhythm of tranquil music and that’s when the lights began – yellow slowly pulsing into orange, orange to red, red to purple, purple to blue, blue to green, green back to yellow and so on in repetitive cycle. It was intensely soothing. And any tension – and stiffness – in Ethan’s body entirely evaporated.

There was the sensation of being bathed in a sun-kissed warmth. There was a feeling of floating suspended in space before an alien star. His eyes closed. His mind a body sank deeper into a state of complete relaxation. And all the while the light rays were penetrating his skin, his muscles, replenishing and reenergising like he was a battery on charge.

The softening of the music to silence, the fading of the pulsing light to darkness, coincided with the first of his stirring movements. It was then that the lid lifted and a smiling Luna was ordering him out. Ethan stepped out the pod feeling like he’d had the mother of all massages and most restive of naps.

Back in his room, he saw from the blackened window that day had become night. He’d learn soon enough that time for a bull in training quickly became a notional concept. That it wasn’t the rise or descent of the sun, or weather on your skin, or simple glance at a clock (of which there were none) that told of the time, the day or season. But instead the routine imposed upon you that marked the minutes and hours.

Ethan briefly stood before his reflection in the darkened glass, seeing himself as sex slave, seeing himself through the eyes of the doctor and the technicians and the woman who before long would own him. His penis jerked in totally instinctive and randy flex. That warm lozenge of heat just below the centre of his chest, made itself known. It stayed with him as he went to the lounger like bed. Then the light of the hatch was lighting up with a ding, and he was eating the healthy and hearty meal as keenly as he had the last one.

The TV came on after he was done with dinner. The men would be permitted a precise hour of it each evening and tonight’s showing was some frothy soap featuring lots of powerful women and male eye candy. Many of the men said nothing and were simply background confetti to the women’s storylines. The disobedient ones took greater prominence as their bad behaviour caught up with them and they were disciplined in ever more creative and humiliating ways. The double standard of it all had Ethan’s cock sloping across his thigh and his engine idling in second gear. And a certain someone sitting at her work station, typing notes, examining sperm samples, noticed it.

Charlotte’s eye lingered on the monitor and live feed displaying One-one-eight sitting on his bed watching the wall mounted TV. There was a snort of amusement at seeing his thickened cock resting on his right thigh. Then it was back to the microscope, then laptop and more inputting of data before her eye was returning to the monitor and you know who. On smaller windows she could see the technicians going about their duties; checking in on the men, taking blood pressure readings and pulses. The dark-haired hunk was about to have a visitor. And there was no telling what that might visitor might choose to have him do. Cocks were strictly off limits. But tongues weren’t. And many a technician found it a perk of the job in putting them to good use.

Not this one’s, Charlotte determined, spinning her office chair round and rising. Both Alessia and Luna were closing in on the doorway of One-one-eight’s room, when the doctor stopped them in their tracks. “I’ll take care of this one, girls,” she said, making it immediately clear this one was hers when it came to those added extra perks as long as he was here.

She strode between the two young women for whom her authority was all but absolute, then through the door that swished open at her approach. One-one-eight was still sitting on the bed as she’d seen him on the monitor, seeing him in the flesh however was a whole other experience. And Charlotte felt warm flutters in her stomach as he turned his head and gazed upon her like she’d stepped out of a dream. She turned off the TV, then went to him.

“How are we, One-one-eight?”

“Fine…good,” he said, low and strong and slightly dazed.

“Seems your settling in nicely.” Charlotte’s gaze dropped to the thickening penis sliding upwards across his thigh – a slight smile pursed her mouth at seeing he was pleased to see her – then looked back to the dusky brown eyes beholding her like she was the only thing that existed in the universe. “Right arm. Hold it up.”

He did so and she proceeded to loop the inflatable cuff around it and take his blood pressure reading, which was well within range for a supremely strong and virile bull.

“Good,” she said, removing the cuff. “Now lie down for me.”

And now as he lay down she saw just how erect she’d made him. Fresh flutters coming that bit lower, Charlotte was half tempted to ignore regulations and mount the stud this instant. Instead she lifted the stethoscope around her neck to her ears, placed it against his bare chest and listened to the booming thump of his heartbeat. It was running a little faster than she’d have liked, but reasoned that was explained by his heightened state of excitement.

“I’m still intrigued, One-one-eight,” Charlotte said, lifting the stethoscope from her ears and leaning over him, fingers lightly swirling butterfly strokes at his hip, “about what you did to make up to those girls – your sister’s friends you said – that your impatient cock had left so disappointed.”

Ethan was silent a beat, then gulped, “I went down on them, doctor.”

“You licked their beautiful slits? You performed cunnilingus?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Well that’s a very valuable skill,” Charlotte said, still looking into his eyes and swirling those fingers lightly over his skin. “One I intend to explore in considerable detail with you in the coming days and weeks.”

His eyes widened a touch. She could almost hear the beat of his heart, stethoscope or no stethoscope. She dipped down and running on pure instinct – which was so unlike her methodical self – pressed her lips to his in slow, lingering peck.

“Get some sleep, One-one-eight. It all starts over again for you tomorrow.” Charlotte hovered a hairs breadth above him a moment, looking into the deep depths of his eyes and seeing how much he wanted her. But he wasn’t that lucky. Not for now at least.

“Do all the boys get a visit from the pretty doctor?” he asked, stopping her as she headed for the door.

It was the type of forward question that could have got a male like him in some serious trouble. But Charlotte, willing to indulge him a little, simply smiled round at him. “Not all,” she said, taking her leave.

At her exit the bright overhead lights went out. Ethan lay in the pitch-black darkness, sleep the last thing on his mind.
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“Flex…and relax…flex…and relax…” Alessia commanded the ten strapping bulls lined up in the gym before her.

“That’s it, work those stiffies,” Luna said in no less smiling tone as weighted cocks lifted and dropped in perfect synchronicity.

“We should have them join a marching troop.” Maisie couldn’t help but titter. “Look at them go.”

Which is exactly what the three pink uniformed technicians were doing with a great deal of mirthful delight. Ethan flexed in time with the other men, further strengthening muscles he’d never known he’d had. He felt the familiar horny ache that had come to dominate his days. It was locked inside of him like a high-pressure system – a warm front that wouldn’t budge.

“Flex…relax…flex…relax…” Alessia repeated, keeping the ten hard cocks aligned in perfect up and down motion.

“One minute to go, boys,” Maisie informed them, consulting a stopwatch.

“No slacking. No slowing,” Luna said. “You bring this home together.”

“Flex…and relax…flex…and relax…” Alessia continued to command, dictating speed and tempo, marching the stiff dicks to her tune.

There was no deviating from it. Maisie counted down the last ten seconds and with a final flexing wave of erections, the bulls were crossing the finish line. And the three technicians were clapping and whooping in congratulatory cheer.

“This is the standard we expect from now on,” Alessia said.

“Nothing less.” Maisie grinned.

“Or you’ll make us very, very cross,” Luna said, with playful, sullen lilt to her tone that instantly evaporated as she burst into giggling splutters along with the other two young women.

“If you’ve got a big cock and two plummy balls, this way,” Maisie said, marching the men out the gym.

“Not you, One-one-eight,” Alessia said, peeling Ethan away from the group. “The doc wants you. All to herself I should add.” The look was pointed. The gleaming brown eyes full of the mischievous delight that now so often dominated the sexes interactions.

Ethan followed her out the gym and along the corridor in the opposite direction to the bulls being taken back to their rooms. His gaze fixed on the sleek, dark ponytail swaying ahead of him, stomach knotted, breathing shallow. There was a tingling sense of anticipation. There was a resurfacing of the fantasy that had been playing over in his head the last three days, making his heart thump harder and his cock point truer.

Alessia walked him into the narrow, bright, white, windowless room where the doctor sat in her swivel chair. “One-one-eight for you, ma’am.”

“Thank you,” Charlotte said.

The young technician gave a bow of her head, then spun on her heels and made her way out, but not before aiming another of her smirking looks his way. The door swished shut behind her. Ethan turned to see it close. Then his eye was fully on the doctor, the room’s periphery falling away as she sat staring straight back, clasped hands clutching the knee of the right leg crossing the other.

“How very erect you are,” she said, gaze dipping and holding on his manhood a moment before slowly working its way back up. “It’s incredibly satisfying for a woman to see a man of your…physicality in such a state of perpetual friskiness. Not knowing when he’ll next get to cum. Not knowing when his obedient cock will be put into service. Some men can’t handle it. Some men go a little unhinged.”

Ethan felt the knot at his stomach tighten.

“Come…a little closer,” the doctor said.

Heart beating no longer in his chest but in his throat, Ethan went to her.

“Kneel,” Charlotte said, with such strength of conviction, such natural and unquestionable authority that Ethan went down without thought of doing anything but.

Down on his knees he looked up at the doctor like she wasn’t just a woman, but an entirely different species always destined to rule his kind.

“Do you remember that little discussion of ours?” she asked, unclasping her hands and lifting one beautifully shaped leg off the other.

Do I? Ethan’s internal voice screamed. It hasn’t left my mind! Yet he pushed it down, answering in the lower, reverent tone that was expected of him. “Yes, doctor.”

“I thought you might,” Charlotte said. She was sitting upright, knees together. Now they slowly parted, further narrowing the tunnel that was Ethan’s vision to the shadowy intimacy between her thighs. The wide triangle of neat brown pubic hair had a soft, luxuriant texture. The lips beneath it, a cherry ripe plumpness and glistening shine.

Eyes widening, breath stilling, Ethan felt a scrunched-up tightness within. The almost hypnotic beauty, the intense desire and want – it was so strong as to be almost painful.

“Don’t disappoint me, One-one-eight,” Charlotte said, smile playing across her features. “I’ve got high expectations of you.” A pause, a tantalising beat, then came the order, enunciated with the crisp, clear authority of one who relished their supremacy. “Now lick.”

Ethan went to her eagerly, erection twitching, mind unfurling like the petals of a flower opening to the sun. Forehead nudging up the dress, he breathed in her smooth, vanilla scent, underscored with a musky ripeness that tingled the frontal lobes of his brain. He touched his nose to the doctor’s soft pubic hair and inhaled her intoxicating aroma. Then his tongue was travelling in smooth glide over her sweet succulent opening.

If there was one thing in the world Ethan knew how to do well, it was satisfying a woman with his tongue. And this was a woman for whom he felt compelled to hit new heights of service. Palms resting on his thighs, either side of his ramrod cock, where any self-respecting submissive’s hands should be, he went on working his tongue, differing its speed and pressure and focus on the doctor’s divineness.

Charlotte held the short hair at the back of his head, directing his stroke, forcing him to go quicker when she demanded it. It was with the first of her purring moans that she slunk back in the office seat, hands gripping its rests. Ethan felt the warmth of her thighs close around him, then her juddering shudder as that orgasmic pleasure he was being denied daily, pushed her into ecstasy. There was a stifled groan from above. A jarring bucking of hips. Ethan felt her tension, then jerking release as his tongue stilled and he sank into the dark warmth between her thighs. He breathed in her intoxicating scent – muskier and riper than ever. Seconds, minutes, however long he stayed there, it wasn’t long enough.

Charlotte nudged him back with a hand at his forehead, pinched down the hem of her dress (an action that was incredibly sexy and feminine and teasing in the context of what she was covering and he was still very much showing) and re-crossed her legs. “I understand why those girls were so quick to forgive you,” she said, smiling down at him.

Then her eyes were dipping, guiding his own gaze to the long line of precum hanging from the tip of his jutting cock. He sensed what was coming. And yet still that warmness rolled within as the doctor collected it on a finger and held it to him. Ethan licked, his own juices merging with the taste of hers to make his head spin.

“Good boy.” She clutched his chin and stared down at him with the faintest expression of amusement, then was pressing a button on the table and saying into a mic, “I’m all done with, One-one-eight.”

But that was a lie. She wasn’t done with him. Not by a long shot.


5

A buzzy hum pervaded the large cafeteria in which many a group of pink clad technicians sat together eating their food full of laughing chatter. The white coated supervisors, lesser in number, in the main keeping an air of detached professionalism from their junior colleagues, were if a little less Tiggerish in spirit, no less jolly in mood. And a symbol of just why was evident in the glass display cabinets encircling the room.

One entirely naked and hunky male specimen after the next, knelt like a particularly prized possession in a gallery. For some this was part of their training. For others simply their lot in life. Many were blindfolded, not even getting to peer out at the women who glanced at them from time to time between bites of their food with passing amusement.

Charlotte sat picking at a tasty prawn salad with her fork, sharing the round table with fellow supervisor, Leslie King, a coffee skin woman with black curls and the confident poise that typically accompanied one of her position. She was a specialist in behaviour modification. And had the leash of her current pup in training, resting on her lap.

“Do you remember the week they overdid it with those added extras they put it in the men’s food,” she was saying, cutting off another slice of her juicy steak.

Charlotte snorted in reflection. “How can I forget? They were as frisky as bunny rabbits,” she said, recalling with amusement having to cable tie the bull’s hands behind their backs for fear they were going to shock themselves to death trying to jerk off.

“They most certainly were.” Leslie chewed, swallowed. “The mutts I had in training at the time would have fucked each other senseless if I hadn’t kept them apart.” There was an easy smile across the table. There was a glance down at the muscular black male – his skin was a smooth dark ebony – on his hands and knees at her side. He wore a leather dog hood, had a studded collar and springy tail sticking out at his rear. And his big stunted doggy erection was locked behind a generously proportioned silver barred chastity – the type that made a real show of a man’s most intimate organ in its state of imprisoned excitement.

“Just you think about that, doggy boy,” Leslie said, patting his head. There was another smile across the table at Charlotte as she went back to her steak.

“How much more training does this one need?” Charlotte asked.

“That depends on how well he behaves himself.” Leslie picked up one of the small biscuits she had piled on a saucer on the table. She held it out to the big doggy, who vigorously shook his tail and went up onto his haunches whining as Leslie raised her hand. “Ah, ah,” she said, teasing the biscuit above him a moment till he went down, till he was quiet and still. Only then did she feed him his treat.

“Good boy, good, good boy,” she said, giving him a rub and tickle and returning to her food. “As you can see, he’s getting there.” She smiled winningly.

Charlotte smiled right back. She always found it amusing to see a strong muscular male who could have easily been a bull under her supervision, being conditioned as a pet. She supposed it was precisely this fork in his road – to doggy – that would make him such a valuable asset to the woman that would own him and ultimately know him only as a horny hound.

“And your current batch?” Leslie asked, bringing up another forkful of tender steak that didn’t go unmissed by doggy.

“Gorgeous, as always,” Charlotte replied. She moved her fork around her plate a moment before feeling compelled to add, “Though there is one that rather stands out.”

“Do tell.”

Charlotte’s gaze momentarily held on the far corner of the room. One-one-eight, what was there to say other than that he was sex on legs? That there was something about him that stirred something deep down within her. That she was beginning to want far more than just his tongue – as talented as it was.

“Not much to tell really. Only that’s he’s one-hundred-percent hunk. Scrumptious from head to toe. He’s got this way of looking at me…” Charlotte felt a warm shiver just thinking about it, “that’s so yearning, so desperate and horny – it’s like he every cell of him wants to disobey, to ravage me, to run his hands all over me and show me his sex slave credentials.”

“Maybe you should let him.”

“Maybe I should.”

The two women held each other’s glinting eyed stares, the ghost of a smile at both their lips before it was tipping into soft titters of laughter.

“No,” Charlotte said, resuming her far away stare as she fell back into her little reverie. “He’s just got it, you know?”

When she looked across the table, Leslie was observing her above the hands she had clutched above her now empty plate. It was a look that said I certainly do.

“Shame we don’t get to keep them sometimes, isn’t it?”

“It is rather.”

Leslie nodded. “Oh well,” she said, unclasping her hands and looking down at her doggy boy, “suppose we best make use of them while we’ve got them. Come on you.” She took hold of the leash at her lap and rose from the table. “Say goodbye to Doctor Purcell like a good doggy boy.”

“Ruff!” he barked, turning a few heads at nearby tables, causing a few snickers.

“Goodbye, hunky hound,” Charlotte said.

She and Leslie exchanged knowing smiles that told of how much both of them enjoyed their jobs, then she was watching the supervisor’s slender legs walking ahead of the leashed doggy boy she led crawling behind. Charlotte sat a moment, sipping her still water, gaze going to the boys in their cabinets. Sight of them kneeling, aroused by their utter objectification, always lightened her mood.

She looked at one without a blindfold. She saw him clock her. She watched him gulp. She snorted a little snort and smiling a little smile, stood from the table and made her way from the cafeteria. Her entirely composed and purposeful stride, drew the eyes of some of the hunks in their boxy compartments. She had her own to get back to – and one stud in particular she fully intended making the most of while she still had him.

Jet black hair splashed around the woman’s pretty face, a string of sea shells clinked against her jiggling breasts. The skin was tanned. The petite body stimulating in every sense of the word with its pert curves and smooth, fleshy softness. Beneath her navel was a pink belt of a skirt, then only his big erection disappearing in and out of her as she bounced atop him in panting moan. He turned his gaze right to a sunlit pool as still as glass. On the other side were two further topless beauties drilling down on their own lounger lying male fuck toys. The brunette turned him back her way with a hand at his cheek. “Eyes on me naughty sex-slave,” she said, grinning.

The shell necklace continued to clink, the rounded breasts sloping to hardened nipples a shade of caramel, jiggle in captivating movement. Ethan’s brain knew none of it was real, and yet still his body remained on the cusp, full of billowing hotness. Just as it had done for the Warrior Queen and the bratty student and the librarian who’d slapped him several times for making a noise. They’d each ridden his subservient cock. They’d each played their part in conditioning him to ride that billowing heat without blowing his top. But really there was only one woman determining everything he saw and experienced.

Outside the VR Charlotte moved from one bull to the next, lingering before each of the hunks strapped down into their chairs in a state of prolonged edging. Her eyes flicked from tablet screen to pumps sliding in up and down motion over stiff, slick cocks, then back to screen. She’d really amped things up over the last couple of days. Turning the dial of their arousal as far as it would go without them erupting. Leaving them on that cliff edge for ever extended periods.

Now she came to Ethan and found herself smiling at the way his mouth hung open, frozen on the brink of moaning, groaning pleasure. She dipped into his feed, pulling up on her tablet the poolside setting and tan skinned woman rocking his world. It felt more than a little stupid, given she’d curated all he was seeing, to feel a touch of jealousy towards the AI creation. But there it unmistakably was. Not stupid, ridiculous and she knew it.

I mean she was a woman who lived in a city where she could rent a stud – tailored right down to her preferences of eye colour and cock length – with a few simple swipes. And yet she didn’t want any stud. She wanted this one. She wanted to kick Pocahontas here into touch and it to be her riding him gaga. And yet Charlotte hadn’t got to where she was without being able to exude anything other than calm control. She moved on to another of the bulls giving zero indication of the jealous want pressing deep down within. A couple of minutes later and she was slowing everything down, calling time.

“All right, ladies,” she said, having assistants Maisie and Alessia take off the men’s goggles and unstrap them from their chairs. There was already a sense of the inevitable about what she was going to do with One-one-eight. Now, watching him blink her in like he was the first woman he’d ever laid eyes on, that certainty solidified.

“I think we’re getting somewhere,” she said, aiming her words straight at him. Which may as well have been code for, I think you’re ready for me. “Tomorrow we’ll move on to the next stage of your training. Technique. Which is always fun, isn’t it girls?”

“Most definitely,” Alessia said as the two assistants nodded, both smiling broadly.

“Until then,” Charlotte said, scanning across the group – gaze almost jumping over Ethan knowing she’d be seeing him a lot sooner than that, “Rest up.” And with that she was taking her leave.

The men were escorted out to the recovery room, where Luna waited to put them in their pods and relieve some of their stiffness. An hour so after that they were back in their rooms, first eating then taking in that night’s hour of television; a movie from the Jane Bond franchise that saw the daring spy foiling dastardly villains, bedding lots of beautiful men and generally kicking ass and looking sexy as hell while she saved the world. Ethan found it hard to believe it had once been a male role. Because only a woman had the poise, the gravitas, the swaggering self-confidence to carry the whole thing off.

He watched with a familiar simmering at his loins. His balls throbbing ever so slightly. His cock angled across his right thigh in a state of thickened excitement. And while he watched the TV, on another monitor Charlotte watched him. She sat at her workstation, lower lip caught between her top teeth in distracted stare as she took in the handsome face, the muscular torso, the thick thighs and extremely juicy cock looking ready to spring into action at a moment’s notice.

“One -one-eight, you are very, very yummy,” she said softly. Her gaze drifted back to the laptop and the log she was in the process of updating. But of course didn’t stay there. She saw on the monitor’s smaller feeds, her pink clad assistants doing their days final checks. Maisie, backed up against a wall, leg hitched, lids fluttering, had found an extra purpose for sandy haired stud, One-one-four, on his knees licking her senseless by the look of things. Charlotte smirked at the sight. There was no discouragement from her. There wasn’t enough practice the bulls could get using their tongues as far as she was concerned. And she was quite certain her assistants – as always – would generously provide ample opportunity to work on those skills. Except for that one hunk of course.

Her gaze returned to him. In half an hour her assistants would be done with the day’s duties and she’d have the run of the place to herself before the nightshift were put on standby. A prospect that had the smooth, sinuous warmth between her crossed thighs calling to her like an itch. She could have reached for her wand. She could have scratched that itch at any moment of her choosing. Instead she waited, craving only his ripe fullness deep inside of her.

Ethan closed his eyes and lay in the darkness, thoughts drifting back to the before – as he’d come to think of it – and specifically a childhood game they’d used to play called Hunt the Boys. His first ever kiss had come from the pretty, pouty, rosebud lipped redhead who’d caught him. A kiss and capture that had more or less set the tone for his relationship with the opposite sex ever since. It wasn’t hard to apply the game to his current situation. Know who was playing the role of hunter and who was bounty to be claimed. And with that his thoughts were going straight to whom they never strayed far from for long – the delectable doctor surveying him with wicked, predatory, knowing intent.

His hand automatically went to his cock lying heavy at his abdomen. The lightest, most furtive of touches at his shaft and he was feeling electricity dancing along it in warning. He dropped his hand back to the bed. He emitted a soft, slow sigh, still seeing her there in his minds eye beckoning him forward with a finger. It was in that instant the door swished open behind, lifting his eyelids and turning his head to the figure silhouetted in light.

At first he thought she was a figment of his imagination – that with a few blinks the doctor standing there in the doorway would show herself to be as ephemeral as smoke, and he’d once more be alone in all but pitch black darkness. But the light slanting into the room behind didn’t fade. Nor she disappear.

“Get up, One-one-eight,” Charlotte said, her voice of cool authority – edged with the slightest hint of amusement – immediately penetrating to the soft, malleable heart of him. “I’m not done with you for today.”

Ethan got up and off the bed, aware suddenly of his heart beating away in his chest.

“This way, please,” Charlotte said at his approach.

She led him along the corridor, the commanding click of her heels and the polished sheen of her toned calves, edging upwards that which was already far from flaccid. They reached the Stimulation Suite. Doctor entered, followed close behind by the bull in training that was Ethan. The room was eerily silent and empty. The five chairs unoccupied. The banks of machinery unlit.

“Sit down for me.” Charlotte gestured to the middle one of the padded black leather steel chairs.

Ethan sat and watched the doctor step towards him with exactly the same hungry, predatory look he’d seen in his imaginings.

“What’s this?” she asked, playfully giving the tip of his now bulging erection a little tap with a finger.

“A symbol of my enslaved devotion to woman,” he answered without breath.

Charlotte smiled at that. She chuckled a little chuckle too as she bent down gripping the chair’s rests and looked him squarely in the eyes. “And here’s me thinking you were just a very horny boy.”

The smiling lips came to him. The kiss was almost teasing to begin with, but increasingly grew more intense and passionate. Ethan was falling ever deeper into the massaging touch of tongues when she pulled back, leaving him panting for more.

“Now let’s get you strapped down all nice and secure,” Charlotte said. She tightened the leather loops at his wrists and ankles, then stood peering down at him, gaze lingering on his stiff, restrained self. Her eyes twinkled. Her breasts beneath the clingy black dress and white medical coat heaved in desiring swell. And all Ethan could think of in the moment was back to that game, Hunt the Boys. There was no question he’d been caught. The only question was what she was going to do with him.

A lusting, almost purring groan rose from Charlotte’s throat. She stepped the half a pace to him, hitching up the hem of her dress. “No pump for you, One-one-eight,” she said, slowly and sublimely mounting him. And suddenly Ethan’s whole being was concentrated on only her slick tightness, her exquisite warmth wrapped around him.

“Time to show me all these stimulation sessions haven’t been for nothing,” Charlotte said, sitting atop him, holding him deep within her. “Time to demonstrate you’ve got what it takes, sex slave.”

And with that she was rising to the point of his bulbous cockhead, before sliding straight back down his glistening shaft. Ethan stared up at her unblinking, insides hollowed out to that singular most glorious of frictions. Was there anything else comparable in this galaxy or beyond? He doubted it. He watched her nibble her lip, rising and falling. He watched her shake a hand through her hair. Then she was holding him trapped and pulsing, and engaging him in another long and luscious kiss. Oh, to live forever in this moment!

“Tell me what you are,” she whispered in his ear. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I’m supplicant. Subordinate. Sex slave,” Ethan said, head swimming.

“You’re male,” Charlotte said, like this topped everything in terms of inferiority.

“Yes!”

She moaned a purring moan of delight. She looked deep into his eyes, then resumed her up and down slippery slide. And all Ethan could do was cling on to the cliff edge by his fingertips. It was where he would remain even as Charlotte’s world split in two and orgasmic pleasure flooded through her in headlong rush.
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“Sometimes a woman wants to be lazy. Sometimes she’ll want you to do all the work.”

The doctor was slowly circling the two bulls, One-one-seven (Blondie) and One-one-eight (Ethan), standing a few metres apart thrusting into the mannequin like devices replicating a woman on her back, legs spread. They had an audience. All three technicians stood in the brightly lit, white tiled, windowless Technique room, watching the two strapping hunks demonstrating just what useful fuck toys they could be. They wouldn’t have missed this for the world.

“Pick up the pace, One-one-seven,” Charlotte said, patting his granite hard backside. Then she was at Ethan and it wasn’t a pat, more a squeeze of his right ass cheek as she whispered in an ear, “Nice moves, big boy. Must feel good being the one doing the fucking for once.” There was a snicker, bubbling the lava like heat within him, then she was strolling back round to their fronts. A second or two later came the order to stop.

Charlotte had them slip their slick dicks free of the devices, upon which she pressed a button, repositioning the female figures in the doggy position. “All right, off you go again,” she instructed.

And just like that the two men were pounding away again in hip thrusting slide. And all the while the three young technicians soaked in the spectacle full of bright and smirking energy. And not without comment.

“Hands behind your back, One-one-seven,” Alessia commanded. “No touching those hips without permission.”

“Keep that form, One-one-eight,” Luna said. “Yes, just like that. Very sexy.”

“I think we’ve almost got a winner,” Maisie said as the third light on Ethan’s mannequin reached half brightness.

The three red lights that ran upwards across the device’s torso represented peak pleasure. And it was only with consistent and perfectly timed pressured in and out thrusts that the high-tech sensors all responded, lighting up. A few more encouraging squeezes of Ethan’s ass from Charlotte, a few more teasing words about him practicing this on her sometime and that last light was fully blinking on.

The whole device gave a shaking, juddering shudder that alone would have had him coming close to blowing his top only a month ago. Instead he remained on his horny high, manhood still in the device’s squishy passage as Blondie to his left lit all three lights, bringing his own mannequin to its vibrating climax. The doctor’s heels clicked round to their rears, then came that well-spoken voice, edged with good cheer.

“Very good, boys,” Charlotte said, a palm resting on both of their shoulders. “Now out you come.”

The men withdrew their thrusting erections from the artificial vaginas. And the doctor immediately wrapped a hand around each of their shafts, levering both of their shiny, domed heads forward, staring down at one, then the other with an investigative eye. “Mm-hmm,” she said, a half smile showing her amusement as her gaze lingered.

“Just as I expected. Two exceedingly obedient cocks.” Charlotte glanced at each of the men in turn, still holding them by their most intimate of organs – in the moment revelling in her power and dominance and their frisky subjugation. “See them back to their rooms,” she said, finally handing them over to her technicians. “And send the next two in.”

Bright and bouncy, Luna and Maisie and Alessia – clearly loving their jobs – proceeded to do precisely that. Two bulls exited. Two more entered. And as Charlotte continued conditioning cocks for sexual servitude, Ethan followed Luna, panting a little such was the jittery urgency pulsing within. The buttery smoothness of the blonde’s slender legs didn’t help. Nor the dimple cheeked smile she saw him off with as she left his room.

He stood a moment, then began pacing – that word unhinged, leaping into his mind. And with it he was stopping, closing his eyes and breathing a slow, deep breath, letting the hot tornado gradually slow its spin within. It would take a while to deflate. But deflate he would. Yet that jittery buzz would remain just below the surface ready to swamp and stiffen at a moment’s notice. It was the lot of a sex slave. And Ethan entirely surrendered and sacrificed himself to it in order to serve the exquisiteness of the female, in order to serve the matriarchy, in order to serve that one woman who wouldn’t leave his head. In truth, whether he knew or it not, freewill didn’t come into the equation.

It was a couple of days later when Charlotte stepped up alongside Alessia in the gym. The young woman, along with Luna and Maisie, was clearly enjoying monitoring the bulls completing their exercise circuit. And it wasn’t hard to see why. Every single one of the ten men were erect. Every single one of their plump balls and juicy looking stiffies were bobbing and swaying and flapping around with their athletic movements.

“Quite the sight, isn’t it?” Charlotte said with some understatement.

“Indeed, ma’am.”

The two women stood a moment taking in a spectacle that many a woman would pay good money to see, then Charlotte was instructing, “Once they’ve finished in here have them milked.”

“Yes, doctor.” Alessia sounded pleased, very pleased to be given such an order.

Charlotte’s gaze held on the dark-haired stud she’d grown increasingly fond of, working his thighs on one of the weight machines. “But leave One-one-eight to me.”

There was a look to Alessia, there was a smiling eyed exchange between doctor and technician.

Five minutes later and Charlotte was standing against the wall to the left of the door that swished open. Ethan stepped into the room, skin glistening with dewy freshness, completely unaware whose eyes were sweeping over his broad shoulders, his muscular back, all the way down to his ridiculously firm behind. The doctor smiled a little smile and cleared her throat, alerting him to her presence. Instantly Ethan turned, eyes widening in surprise.

“Doctor…” he said, still more than a little taken aback.

“One-one-eight,” Charlotte replied, the epitome of composed poise.

He stared like a deer in headlights for a half a second, then was dropping to his knees and pecking one soft and tender worshipping kiss on her heeled right foot, then her left.

“Good looking and well mannered,” Charlotte said. “Did your mother teach you that?”

“She did.”

“Well she brought you up well.” Charlotte peered down at him, very much liking that he remained on his knees before her till she told him otherwise. “How’s the view from down there?”

“Mighty fine,” he said, staring his singularly focused stare.

Charlotte reached down and stroked his cheek, then brushed a hand through his hair, first looking into his deep brown eyes, then past them to see that his cock was pointing straight up towards her. “Go lie on the bed,” she said, indulging him with a smile.

She watched with amusement at the speed with which he followed her command, going and lying flat on the padded cream leather. Then she was lightly brushing the tips of her fingers over the sole of his right foot. She was almost disappointed he wasn’t the ticklish sort who squirmed at such a touch. But that was all right, she’d find his sensitive spot. She placed the small plastic pot she had with her on the edge of the bed as she continued that skimming touch up over the outside of his calf, his knee, his thigh, watching his cock twitch.

“Look at these big balls,” she said, cutting inward and cradling them in the palm of her hand. “Someone needs to be emptied. Someone needs to be milked.” She put strong emphasis on that last word, savouring its animal connotations.

“Yes, doctor,” Ethan murmured, tone full of not just suppressed want, but outright urgent need.

Charlotte let go of his swollen balls and skimmed two fingers up and over the length of his shaft, collapsing his head back to the padded leather and spilling out more of the precum that was leaking from his tip.

“A horny bull is a healthy bull. But from time to time you do need your milking’s.” There was a little smile at that word again. Then she was wrapping her fingers around his meaty girth (they didn’t quite meet). She felt his hot pulse. She felt his intense throb. There’d be no magic wand today. “Only at a woman’s discretion of course,” she said, lightly and slowly sliding her hand up and over him, then back down, rolling his eyes, expanding his chest.

Charlotte was an expert tease. An expert milker. And as ever with the rare few bulls who were lucky enough to get her hand, she was going to have her fun.

“A bull has to understand nothing is ever purely about his pleasure,” she said, sliding that hand with a little more speed, a little more pressure, before suddenly letting go, leaving Ethan staring helplessly, needy cock flexing thin air. Charlotte chuckled, then wrapped her hand back around him and resumed her stroke. “It’s always about us. Women. Your superiors.” And right now, this minute, that only meant the doctor.

“A male should never be allowed to cum easily,” she said, peering down at him, once again increasing the speed of her back and forth slide. “Especially not a well-hung bull who can so easily forget himself. Your cock controls you. And your mistress controls your cock. Never forget that.”

“I won’t,” Ethan murmured breathlessly.

“I don’t suppose you’ll ever be allowed to.” Charlotte grinned, speeding up a little faster, watching the rise and fall of his chest quicken, hearing the heavy in and out flow of air through his nostrils. “Such a good toy,” she said. “As all males were born to be.”

And with that teasing comment her hand was sliding up and off him again, leaving the hunk in edged oblivion as his eyes closed and his muscles strained and he emitted a charming groan that was music to Charlotte’s ears.

“No cumming without my permission,” she warned, locking Ethan’s eyes upon her. It was as enjoyable watching him try and control himself as it was working him back up again. Her hand once again wrapping his rock-hard joystick, she played him like a musical instrument, twice more getting those deep, panting groans of frustration as his cock strained thin air. Good God did this turn her on.

Finally she was lifting the small pot from the edge of the bed and tilting it over his bulging glands. “Let’s have it then, big boy,” she said, this time not letting up with her pumping stroke. “Give the doctor that hot, creamy cum.”

At her command, the hunk’s entire body tensed. She felt one last heavy, throbbing pulse at his shaft, then came the first stream of thick white cum, hitting the back of the pot, then spewing forth in seamlessly endless flow. Charlotte chuckled. Ethan remained clenched and tensed, fists balled, mouth hanging open till with one final spurt, he was sagging into the padded leather. But Charlotte wasn’t done.

“Are you sure you’ve got no more for me?” she asked, lightly stroking him at his most sensitive.

Ethan held very, very still, giving two soft pants before saying quickly, “I’m sure, doctor.”

Charlotte could have gone on stroking. She could have had him squirming and writhing all over the padded leather. She’d done it with plenty of other males before. With this one however, she felt no compulsion other than to gently kiss his subservient cock.

“Good boy,” she said, doing just that and lying his manhood back flat on his body. She held the small pot above him. She let him see how much of it was filled with his creamy bull juice. “The ladies at the sperm bank will be pleased with such a big load.” She smirked. She tapped his thigh. “Rest up, One-one-eight. I’ll expect you to return the favour in short order.” Leaving him to dwell on that, Charlotte was walking.

Ethan stared after her, slightly dazed, utterly mesmerised, the embers of a fire that had just been doused kindling within.

The heavy, swamping heat, the throbbing ache and ballooning swell, all returned to become a mainstay of the coming days and weeks. A bull’s pleasure came last. A bull’s purpose was to serve. Nobody needed to say it. Pumps whirred. Mannequins juddered. Muscles flexed. Sweat trickled down gym hewn bodies, then was washed away on a fresh spray. An alien light pulsed a spectrum of colours. Stimulation. Technique. Gym. Recovery. In one order or another they occupied the hours. And interspersed within them were those private moments with the doctor. Glorious moments every single fibre of Ethan’s being longed for, however much they would leave him in a state of turgid rigidity that took an age to wear off.

“Just what am I going to do with you,” Charlotte pondered, sitting in her swivel chair, one leg hooking his neck, draping his upper back, holding him there on all fours face to face with that which made her woman and therefore superior. She well knew the risks she’d been taking in using his joyous cock as her own personal pleasure toy. That it potentially jeopardised position and career. And yet still hot, erotic desire had trumped rationality. Still she’d had to mount him over and over and over. Only soon that option wouldn’t be available any longer. And that thought pinched uncomfortably. “What indeed…”

Ethan below, transfixed by sight and scent, knew better than to answer. Whatever the doctor was mulling over was so far beyond his scope of power and purpose that it barely registered. No, he was in his box. Ready to serve at a split second’s notice. Tongue tingling in anticipation of that which was so tantalisingly taunting in its closeness. His ass was plugged. As all the bulls had been growing accustomed to since week five. Dilation was what they called it. “A mistress may well want to fuck you in more than one way, and it’s up to us to prepare you,” the doctor had explained.

The plug’s probing fullness at his rear still took his breath a little. The knowing that there wasn’t a single part of him not open to the matriarchy, made that heady tick, tick, tick within thump that bit harder.

“You like it here, don’t you, One-one-eight,” Charlotte said, lightly pulling his head up by his hair and locking his eyes on hers. “You don’t want to go anywhere, do you?”

“No, doctor,” Ethan answered. Which was the God’s honest truth.

Charlotte peered down at his handsome face and earnest expression, lips curling with a smile. “Prove it,” she said, pulling him forward into her lap.

Ethan did just that, keenly widening out his tongue and licking in swiping stroke, before giving the doctor’s clit a little flick and suck. And whatever had been on Charlotte’s mind a minute ago was dissolving into the ether.
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Hands behind her back, the elegant figure that was Helen Morrisey slowly wandered around the line of bulls in gliding step. Her gaze was appraising. Her light brown hair typically pinned up chignon style. Her green midi dress, tight at her slender upper body, and floaty at her calves. The little accoutrements – glitzy earrings and necklace and bracelet – only accentuated the stark divide in power between herself and those she was assessing.

While she oozed effortless splendour and authority, the naked men radiated only sexual compliance. Each and every one of them looked primed for sexual service. Their torpedo hard cocks bulged as stiff as they’d ever looked. Their large scrotums dangled with a plump and healthy fullness. As fit as they’d been on arrival, now their athletic, muscular bodies had a chiselled perfection. And it seemed Helen couldn’t resist a testing touch on her little wander as she grasped an ass cheek here, squeezed a ball sac there, levered an exceedingly erect penis forward till it sprang back with a meaty slap when she let go.

“You’ve done it again, Charlotte,” she said.

“You like.”

“Oh, I like. And I’m quite sure our buyers will too.”

“Well I couldn’t have done it without my team.” There was a glance to her three flawless technicians standing dutifully in a line to one side of the bulls. They looked proud of their work. As well they might.

“Well done, ladies,” Helen said, “very well done.” She reached out stroking the abs of One-one-seven who was nearest. “I notice One-one-eight is missing.”

“Yes, he requires a little further conditioning,” Charlotte said. “I won’t settle for anything other than the highest standards,” she added as Helen turned her inscrutable gaze upon her.

“Clearly not,” Helen said, having a good ogle of the stiff and strapping specimens that were One-one-nine and One-two-zero. She stopped before each, head tilting admiringly as she played with the diamond pendant at her necklace, before she was scanning back along the line of nine men and looking to the technicians standing ready. “See the bulls to the gallery for cataloguing,” she instructed.

“Yes, ma’am,” the three young women replied together.

Then they were ushering the bulls out, Luna leading, Alessia and Maisie bookending behind.

“And off they go like pretty butterflies out into the world,” Helen said. “Almost brings a tear to the eye.”

“It’s always a moment,” Charlotte agreed. She looked to Helen who was looking at her in unblinking, studying stare.

“One-one-eight, what’s the problem?” she asked.

“It’s as I said, he—”

“Requires a little further conditioning.” Helen’s look was sceptical. “I would have thought we’ve known each other long enough by now to forgo the bullshit, Charlotte.”

And Charlotte realised she should have known Helen long enough to know there was no getting anything passed her. She let out a flat sigh, then bit the bullet and said what she was always going to say at some point. “I want him.”

“So have him. Fuck his brains out. It’s against protocol. But we all, oh, I see…” Helen paused, understanding dawning. “You’ve already done that.”

“I want him, Helen. Permanently. Look, I realise how this sounds. I know full well that the first rule of being a supervisor is not to get too attached to your subjects. We condition them. We release them. But this one…”

“You can’t let go.”

“No, as I’ve said, I want him.” Like little else I’ve ever wanted before, Charlotte might well have added, but wouldn’t demean herself by sounding so desperate.

Helen snorted softly, smiling as she placed an understanding hand on Charlotte’s arm. “We’ve all been there.”

“Really?”

“Really.” There was a story there, but Charlotte didn’t probe. “I’ll see what I can do, okay. But no promises.”

Charlotte placed her own hand over Helen’s and squeezed tenderly. “Thank you.”

Ethan was leaning a hand on the wall by the window he was staring out of when the door of his room swished open and the doctor appeared. He sensed something was up. It was the first day in the whole seven weeks he’d been here that things weren’t running quite like clockwork. There was no smiling Luna and weighted cock conditioning session that usually occurred around now. Instead there was the mesmerising doctor, instantly sending heat flooding to his loins. It was to her he instinctively went, intending to kneel down and peck a kiss on both of her feet in honour of woman’s supremacy and his surrender to it. But two fingers beneath his jaw stopped him in his tracks.

“The only place I want that mouth is on mine,” Charlotte said. And with that she was pulling him to her by his quickly hardening cock. She kissed as she always kissed – dominantly. Her massaging tongue leading his in sensuous dance.

Ethan clutched a wrist, keeping his hands behind his back where any self-respecting sex slave should keep them till ordered otherwise. His hardness pressing into her white blouse at her midriff. His mind increasingly being stretched thin by her perfumed scent, her soft, delicious sensuality. When she broke from him she didn’t go far. Forehead against his, she held before him, breathing heavily just as he was.

“You may well have got me in some serious trouble.” Twilight and dusk peered into one another. A tingling warmth between them pulsed softly. “You see I’ve been a bad girl, a very bad girl.” There was a half-smile. There was a peck on the lips, one that became two before they were locked in another long and luscious kiss. At Charlotte’s gentle push they backtracked to the bed entirely absorbed in one another.

“Lie down,” she said, between groping touches, soft, panting kisses.

Ethan did so, positioning himself flat on the padded cream leather of the bed, not taking his eye off the doctor once. She was quickly upon him, hitching up her black skirt and teasing his bulbous tip at her tight, wet entrance.

“I wouldn’t take it back. Any of it,” she said, seemingly as much to herself as him.

Strands of her fine hair skimmed his cheek as she bent down and kissed him as intensely passionate as ever. The heat between them had become electric. And still the doctor took it up a notch, easing him deep inside her and rocking over him. And all Ethan could do was stare up at the marvel that was woman, stiff and supplicant, beyond happy to please, only please if it meant bathing in her brilliance.
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If downstairs was all about sterile, clinical functionality, then upstairs – where the truly big beasts roamed – was all about business. The walls were a smart taupe. The flooring covered with acres of creamy white carpeting. Charlotte walked the wide corridor passing the tinted black office doorways of the high-powered executives who worked behind them. Each of their names were printed in gold lettering on the darkened glass. It went without saying every one of them was a woman. Women who combined work with pleasure if the bouffant blonde in the tight blue dress suit with gold buttons was anything to go by.

She stepped from one of the doorways pulling the two collared hunks trailing in her wake by the leashes slung over each of her shoulders. There was a pleasant smile between the two women on passing, then Charlotte was taking in the well-hung playthings who kept their eyes respectfully downwards. She smirked a little at the docile subservience that so suited the male of the species. She continued on along the corridor – heels all but soundless on the carpeting underfoot – eager and hopeful that a certain one of their number was soon to be all hers.

There was a small seating area outside the office at the end of the corridor. But the white coated supervisor didn’t sit, didn’t wait. Charlotte walked through the tinted black door that swished open at her approach, knowing she was expected.

“Do you like my new wall mount?” Helen asked, standing rattan cane in hand before the leather hooded male spread-eagled naked across the wall like a living frieze. Chains attached to the leather cuffs at his wrists and ankles secured him in place. His back and ass had been beaten a glowing red. Whiter horizontal cane marks cut across the flesh at his beefy buttocks.

“Very colourful,” Charlotte said, not sure what this one had done to cross Helen, only that it had been a big mistake.

“Not quite colourful enough for my liking.” Cane whistled through the air, then landed with a viscous thwack. For a split-second Helen’s normally friendly face showed only sadistic glee as the man tensed and squirmed as much as his restraints allowed, which wasn’t much. There was the faintest of muffled gasps, though a gag beneath the hood ensured neither woman had to listen to any irritating shrieks.

“Mm, now I think we’re getting there.” Helen stood reviewing her handiwork a second, before reaching down to a nearby kneeling sissy and placing the cane in its mouth. It was a petite and pretty looking thing that had clearly undergone hormone treatment. In fact, you wouldn’t have known it was anything other than female if not for the glint of steel beneath the teeny, tiny gold mesh dress it was wearing. The chastity was the inverted kind, squishing a penis to a little clitty beneath a silver coin shaped disc. Beneath it, flattened, swollen, purple hued balls completed a look synonymous with sissies the country over. “Drop that and you’ll be getting yours too,” Helen warned, tenderly scooping a lock of caramel hair behind an ear as sissy stared up, eyes big and obedient above clenched teeth.

Helen didn’t go to her desk, but instead made for a plush brown leather sofa. Before it was another hooded male, this one scrunched up tight and compact, providing a base for the glass table top resting on his back. Charlotte found herself chuckling inside at such a creative use for a sub. But there was no comment on it, no long and gawping stare. Because this was the matriarchy where such humiliations for the primitive male were simply part of the wallpaper. Both women sat themselves comfortably on the sofa, legs crossed inwardly to the other.

“You have news?” Charlotte asked.

“You haven’t changed your mind? You still want him?”

“I do.”

“And you’re prepared to reimburse his costs through your wages?”

“Every last penny.”

“Hm.” Helen lifted one leg off the other and leaned forward to a folder on the man-table. “Then sign these,” she said, taking out two documents.

“And they are?”

“Release form. Ownership form.” Helen dotted a finger on each.

“So he’s mine?” Charlotte asked, holding her breath.

A beat, a smile. “All yours.”

Charlotte felt like fist pumping the air and shrieking aloud her joy in jubilant celebration, but instead, retaining her cool poise, simply reached for Helen’s hand. “Thank you,” she said, giving it a squeeze.

“You’re a valued employer, Charlotte. Your work ethic is second to none. Your results – well they speak for themselves. It’s important to us that your happy.”

“Well I’m very much that,” Charlotte said, beaming brightly.

She signed both forms, by which time Helen was up consulting her interactive artwork. “More colour, definitely more colour,” she said, taking the cane from sissy’s mouth and giving another whistling thwack. As the male wall mount clenched and convulsed, Helen glanced at Charlotte stepping up alongside her. “You’re not the first supervisor to want to claim a bull as their own, and you won’t be the last.”

“I suppose not,” Charlotte said, grinning like the cat that got the cream and feeling like it too.

“Charlotte,” Helen said, stopping her as she went off to do her claiming. “Just don’t make it a habit.”

“I’ll try not to, ma’am.” The smile widened out, then the black tinged door was swishing open as Charlotte left the office.

Helen stood a moment, smiling fondly at the way the supervisor so reminded her of her own younger self. Then her reflective mood was dissipating and her fingers tightening around wood as she turned her attention back to the canvas of reddened flesh laid out before her. “No, still not there yet,” she said, drawing back her hand. Kind and friendly features once again betraying glinting eyed, sadistic desire, she whistled the cane forward.

The thick black collar was made of the highest quality leather. It wasn’t made for your standard sub. It was meant for a fully-fledged bull. Ethan felt the collar’s smooth press as Charlotte wrapped it around his neck and tightened it by its buckle.

“How does that feel?” she asked. “Snug enough?”

“Yes, doctor,” Ethan answered, not yet aware just how much a part of him that collar was soon going to feel.

Charlotte dotted a kiss on the nape of his neck, squeezed an ass cheek and said in strict yet smiling tone straight into his ear, “It’s mistress from now on.”

“Yes, mistress,” Ethan corrected himself.

“Good boy.” Charlotte remained at his rear a moment, lightly caressing his flanks and nuzzling his neck. Then with one deep inhale of him, she was sliding back past him to his front. “Mmm,” she practically purred, surveying his collared nakedness, his exquisite stiffness. “Someone’s excited to be going home with me.”

Excited? Ethan felt like he’d won the lottery of lotteries. “It’s an honour,” he said.

“I know.” Charlotte held his gaze in smiling stare still not quite believing he was really all hers. “You look very handsome in your collar by the way.” She curled a finger in the shiny, solid, silver D-ring, and took in his rapt stare for one, two, three beats before tugging him to her. “So handsome in fact I could just eat you right up.”

The tonguing kiss was slow and sensual and much too brief for Ethan’s liking. He watched Charlotte pick up the chain leash from her desk and clip it onto the metal loop at his collar.

“So you can’t run away from me,” she teased, knowing that was the last thing on his mind. “A randy bull out on the loose, there’s really no telling what naughtiness you’d get up to.” Charlotte chuckled at such a thought. She tapped his nose and lifted her briefcase from the desk. “Okay, let’s get out of here, sex slave,” she said, giving a wicked grin over shoulder, the same shoulder over which the leash was slung – pulling taut, marching him forward.

They left the office and made their way along the corridor passing the rooms Ethan had spent the past seven weeks being conditioned into the elite bull he now was. Each of the doorways – Stimulation, Technique, Dilation and Recovery – bringing to mind memories he’d never ever forget. Up ahead a certain dimple cheeked blonde poked her head out of one of the rooms. And suddenly all three of the pink uniformed technicians were there in the corridor, clapping, whooping, wolf-whistling and setting off party poppers.

“Thank you, ladies,” Charlotte said, letting them have their fun.

“Looking good, doctor,” Maisie said.

“I like your accessory,” Luna said.

“When do we get one?” Alessia asked.

“One day, maybe one day.” Charlotte didn’t slow, she continued on in confident, swaying hipped stride, tugging the leash of her bull taut behind. The click of her heels alone was enough to keep him in a heightened state of arousal, body humming. “Deep breath, big boy,” she said. “You’re about to get a lot of attention.”

And with that they were rounding a corner and making their way along the level two walkway that wrapped the buildings enormous inner core. The supervisors and technicians they passed dealt with bulls every day, yet still there were long, lascivious looks at the spectacular specimen that was Ethan, some breaking away from conversation, others glancing back in lingering stare. Ethan kept his eyes lowered, hotness clamping his insides.

A glance up on the escalator they were soon descending and he saw the bright faces of the women coming up the other way very much enjoying the view. Then there was a slight tug at his collar and once again they were walking. There were many, many more smirking stares as they made their way through the vast lobby, passing the huge sculpture fountain and the women seated around it having their footwear polished by the tongues of the ever-dutiful shoeshine cleaning boys.

“And to think in a different life that could have been you,” Charlotte commented, guiding his eyes to them, setting off a few flares. She wore her own permanent little smirk as she led him out the building’s entranceway and into the soft spring sunlight of a blue skied day. “Instead you get to be mine, all mine,” she said, parading him along the concourse, causing many a smile, turning many a head.

Ethan felt like a caught fish hooked on the end of her line. Which was just fine by him. Erection pointing towards her, he followed behind Charlotte’s authoritative step as she strode proudly on, happily showing him off. Doctor and Bull. Owner and property. Mistress and sex slave. Just two individuals among many hundreds of thousands in the big city living their very best lives under matriarchal rule.
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