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Chapter 1

Waking up just as the inky blackness of night had begun to recede, Aliya swung her bare legs over the edge of the bed and placed them on the floor. Then she stood, feeling the innate physical power of her body as she rose to her full height.

She knew that she was petite, or lithe, or slender. These were words people used in describing Aliya’s physicality, but none of them meant anything in particular to her. More important in her estimation was the fact that when her feet were planted firmly on the floor, she felt an energy surging upward, through the earth beneath her and into her body. She felt more powerful than her physical body might suggest. Standing up to a man twice her size was something she did without even thinking about it, since she somehow had intuited that she possessed an overwhelming personal power that simply flowed through her.

She walked out the front door of the house she’d lived in since she was born, wearing the white cotton nightgown that ended at the tops of her thighs, the garment she found most comfortable to wear while sleeping. It was not unlike what she generally wore throughout the day, which were dresses whose hem fell along the tops of her thighs, and which she usually wore with nothing underneath. She wandered out onto the wide green lawn, which felt soft, even luscious beneath her bare feet.

The pale blue of the early morning sky surrendered quietly to the warmth and radiance of the rising sun. The wisps of purple dissolved and the chill in the air stole away with the last shadows of night.

Aliya had always loved this time of day, as it always felt optimistic to her. Anything felt possible. Whatever she wanted to do was available to her, and everything was in reach.

Just as important to her was the breathtaking beauty of the world as she knew it. The air had an impossibly pure, clean scent of pine and early morning dew. The sun would slowly plumb the depth of each valley, warming the earth as it climbed and flexed its full power.

The mountains in the distance were a dusty violet in color, one that she found enigmatic and beautiful. It seemed to be muted, but to Aliya it was very powerful. She found herself most drawn to that strength that came from quietude. It was a self-assured, self-possessed kind of power. It wasn’t loud or brassy, but instead it spoke volumes and did so in complete silence.

Aliya thought affectionately of Empire as a little village in the mountains. She loved the homes and cottages and various multi-purpose buildings tucked in here and there, which seemed to blend into the natural environment as though they’d always belonged. She looked up the green lawn of the valley toward where her new house was located, or what was to become her house this very day.

Today was her eighteenth birthday. She’d looked forward to this moment her entire life, the day she would become a citizen in full, now allowed access to every part of society. Her education had availed her of all of the information she might need to have a thorough understanding of the world around her, and the options she had going forward were as though laid out before her, ready to be plucked and dropped into place in whatever life she might choose for herself.

She would be given a key to her new house, not that there would be much reason to lock her door, but it would symbolize her ownership. She would also be given the key to the lock that her boyfriend, Ravi, wore around his cock and balls. She was undecided if she would use it, since she had become accustomed to how much she liked knowing that he was wearing a lock down there.

The fact that he was unable to be free without her approval suited her, though she hadn’t really ever entertained any alternative. This was the way it was in a relationship with a boy as far as she knew. Her right to keep her boy locked up had never been questioned in her mind. Yet it still enthralled her how this device so clearly underscored her authority. And it touched her in an emotional way that a boy would so willingly surrender to her in such an intimate manner. Not that he had a choice, but still, it meant something, she thought.

* * *

“Look what I’ve got,” she said in a sing-song way to Ravi later that morning. She held up a key attached to a slender chain she was wearing around her neck. “It’s your key. I mean, it’s my key, but it fits your chastity cage.”

Ravi smiled, a feeling of pride welling within him that she now owned him in such an intimate way. He was kneeling on the floor beside her bed, hoping to help her celebrate her birthday and looking forward to the day’s activities. He had a present for her, but he would save that until later. She was sitting on the edge of her bed, cross-legged, looking at the birthday cards and notes and official documents that had been delivered this morning. The key had been in a package along with a number of items, including the key to her new house.

Aliya leaned forward and kissed Ravi. While kissing him, he would often become erect, or as much as was possible while caged in his device. One of her favorite things was seeing a boy with a caged erection. Seeing the device tightly constraining him made her wet.

“You’re mine now,” she said, employing understatement.

“Well, I was before as well,” Ravi said.

“Yes, but now it’s different,” she said. “Can you imagine not being locked up?”

“I can’t, really,” Ravi said. “Restraint it is one of the most important lessons for a boy to learn, and not having my penis locked would make it so much more difficult.” 

“I know,” Aliya replied. “I can’t imagine. Though after today,” she said, pulling closer, “it’s my penis. Officially.” She kissed him again. “Let me hear you say it.”

“It’s your penis,” he replied, displaying not only an earnestness in saying the words, but an appreciation of the fact that he could say it to her. He knew that it was a matter of his fate that he would be the property of a woman in some respect, and the fact that he was the property of Aliya filled him with pride.

“Have you thought about if you might want to unlock it this evening?” he asked.

Aliya pulled back, a dark storm cloud passing her eyes. She slapped him across the face.

“How dare you,” she admonished him. “As if that’s any of your business. As if you have any right to ask me that.”

“I apologize, Aliya,” he replied. “I- I forgot my place. I am sorry.”

Aliya eyed him silently for a moment.

“I forgive you,” she said softly. “I know, you’re just a boy, so you have lapses in judgement.”

“Thank you for slapping me, Aliya. I can always depend on you to keep me in line.”

Aliya softened.

“What I love about you is that you’re a boy who does learn his lessons.”

Aliya found it almost impossible to relate to the idea that any boy might think himself her equal. She had never known a situation in which males weren’t fully conditioned to respect her as their superior, and it felt natural to her. She had a fondness for boys and she always had, in part because she thought it was charming that they worked so hard to be seen as worthy of her, in spite of the fact they knew they weren’t.

She knew that it was simply a part of the order of things that they would never be worthy apart from their striving to be considered as such. It was the effort they put forth in service to her and submission to women in general that so pleased her. They seemed to her to be so attractive when they acknowledged their inferiority and obediently knelt, subjugating themselves to female authority. She couldn’t see why they might do anything less, since it was just a fact that they were of lower rank, but it was when they put forth their best effort in their attempt at being obedient that they appealed to her most.

Ravi was one of those boys, Aliya had decided. She thought he was so cute when he was on his knees, silently offering whatever she might desire. She had little reason to scold him, but when she did, she could tell that he was truly remorseful and more than willing to do whatever might improve her estimation of him. Most important to her was that she never felt it was awkward or unnatural between them. Ravi accepted his inferior status without complaint and put Aliya’s mind at ease that he wanted nothing more than to be her devoted servant. She could see in his actions that he was never happier than when he was doing her bidding. She reasoned that there was no other option for boys but to obey, and it sometimes irked her that she should even take note of it, but she had realized that it was simply a measure of their inferior constitution that they sometimes had trouble being as obedient as a woman had the right to expect.

She liked to sit on the edge of the bed and have Ravi kneel before her for such talks. He was well-disciplined in not staring between her thighs, even though her habit of wearing short skirts without underwear meant that her naked pussy was directly before him and tantalizingly available for him to view.

She would touch him and stroke him affectionately as she discussed with him the results of his efforts in pleasing her. Ravi was appreciative of these talks, as he knew they were his benefit, so he listened intently. She had always approved of his ability to listen. He never interrupted her, and it was rare that she needed to correct him. A sharp slap across the face was generally all that was needed to discipline him. Aliya much preferred when he was well-behaved, and she could simply enjoy placing her hands on his body and touch him possessively, expressing her joy in ownership of him. But still, she realized, it was his little problem that sometimes needed to be addressed. She referred to it as Ravi’s “little problem” in conversation with him.

“You are well-behaved and obedient much of the time, Ravi,” she said sweetly, stroking his bare chest. “But your little problem with your penis needs to be put in check. It’s a good thing that you are locked up. But I can tell when you get anxious. I know that it has to do with a certain biological inferiority, but I need your mind to be stronger. I believe that you can overcome these little urges you feel. It doesn’t make sense to me that you can’t put it into perspective. You know that my needs are of primary importance, right?”

“Yes, I do understand that,” Ravi replied.

“And you know that serving me and being subject to my authority is the greatest pleasure you have any right to expect, right?”

“Yes,” Ravi replied, “I do know that it is an honor to serve you, Aliya.”

“Then why should you have any thought about being released from your chastity cage? Why would you let your little penis urges have any sway over your thoughts?”

“I apologize, Aliya,” Ravi replied. “I believe that it is the biological inferiority that you mentioned. All I can do is my best at trying to conform to the behavior you want to see from me. I promise I will always try to do better. I am sorry because I know that you deserve better.”

Aliya stroked the side of his face, then lifted his chin to kiss him.

“I know you will try, Ravi. But I keep feeling like you have it in you to impress me even more. You want that for me, don’t you? You want me to feel as though no matter how much you ache for release, all you think about is me?”

As she said this, Aliya’s hand slipped down between Ravi’s thighs and took ahold of his balls.

“Yes, Aliya, I do want that for you. You deserve nothing less,” Ravi replied.

She sat still for a moment, observing him, considering not only what he said, but the way he said it. She squeezed his balls in her hand, gently kneading them.

“They feel nice and big,” she observed. “I like that. That’s one of the things that attracted me to you originally. That and the attitude you project, that seemed so suggestive of the kind of boy that would gladly ignore his own desires in deference to his female superior.”

She smiled warmly, thinking fondly of the memory of the beginning of their relationship.

“And the way that you recognize my superiority is so sweet and romantic,” she continued. “You don’t just give it its due respect, but you worship it. You make sure that I know it means everything to you to be allowed to genuflect before me.”

Aliya was getting wet thinking about it, which made her squeeze his balls a little harder than she intended. It was when he moaned from the pressure she was exerting on his swollen blue balls that she could no longer resist and pushed him down into position to worship her pussy. She lifted the hem of her dress, then reclined onto the bed and lifted her feet and placed them along his back, holding his head in place with her hands. He began to tease and kiss and lick her the way she had trained him to do, and it wasn’t long before she was well on her way to having her first of several orgasms.

Aliya appreciated Ravi’s devotion to her, but there was a thought that she had been toying with in the back of her mind. The community had a slow but steady influx of new residents and they fascinated Aliya. As much as she adored Ravi, she couldn’t help her mind from wandering to thoughts of meeting a boy from the outside world, what she referred to as a wild boy, and training him in the ways of Empire.

“I wonder if a wild boy would make me come like I do with you” Aliya wondered aloud. “I’ve heard they aren’t as good with their tongues.”

Aliya had been generous with Ravi in allowing him a lot of time spent worshipping her pussy. He could now dependably bring her to orgasm with his tongue, he could make her come multiple times, and he knew how to make her squirt when she orgasmed.

Aliya loved it that she owned a boy and could use him for pleasure, but the thought of having one who didn’t grow up the way Ravi had excited her. It brought to mind the thought of wild horses being trained, being broken in. She combed her fingers through Ravi’s hair as she pondered these thoughts. She wondered not only what a wild boy would be like in licking her pussy, in worshipping her, but also what having two boys at the same time might be like. She’d been curious about that dynamic but had never explored it to her satisfaction. The thought of two obedient boys kneeling before her was an attractive thought, but she also thought of having them play with each other. Boys could be so beautiful when they followed directions, she thought, and the thought of directing them in playing with each other brought her close to orgasm, which resulted in her coming in Ravi’s mouth harder than she had in recent memory.


Chapter 2

Once she’d extended to Ravi the privilege of worshipping her with his tongue, something she liked to do most days, she went off to accomplish a number of things in recognition of her birthday. She walked the trail that led down the valley from the wide community lawn and its surrounding houses to an area lower in the valley where the school and various workshops and storehouses were located.

The school campus had four modest buildings with classrooms segregated by the age of the students, in addition to the science building with its attached greenhouse, the arts building with its gallery and auditorium, and the large circular common area that Aliya remembered fondly as a place to meet up and talk with friends during school. It all had a magical nostalgia for her as she walked across the lawn and into the advanced studies building for graduating students.

“Hi, Daniel,” Aliya said as she entered the classroom in which she’d spent so much time in just a year before. It had seemed at the time that she would be there forever, now it felt like a distant memory of something that had been over in an instant.

“Aliya!” her teacher, Daniel, replied, standing to greet her.

“Please, sit,” Aliya said as she crossed the room to Daniel’s desk.

“Thank you,” Daniel said as he resumed his seat behind his desk. “I understand that it’s your birthday. So happy birthday, but why in the world are you spending even a minute of it visiting me?”

Aliya smiled as she sat on the front edge of a desk in the front row. Daniel was well aware of Aliya’s preference for wearing nothing underneath her very short dresses and kept his focus on her eyes.

“I’m taking stock, I guess,” she replied. “I felt that it would help to get some perspective on just what this day is about for me. You were an important part of my development, I’ll say, since science was one of my favorite subjects. And then there was the other thing.”

Daniel had a wry smile as he nodded his head.

“If I may say, I think you were right to have me receive a public whipping,” he replied. “I think it was just a part of your growing up. You were experimenting at that point and exploring the power you have. And it was good for me to be put in my place like that. Really, I owe you my gratitude. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Daniel,” Aliya replied.

She thought back to the day that she stayed after class and ordered Daniel to assume the down position. It had been thrilling for at the time to have her teacher at her command. She had him press his lips against the toe of her shoe while she explained to him that she had submitted a request he receive a public whipping. She offered to withdraw the request if he agreed to change her grade. He explained that he was to defer to her in every way, but that he couldn’t ethically alter her grade. So she did not withdraw the request.

“I kind of think of it as my hazing,” Daniel said. “I was new here, and you were the first student to really challenge me,” he said, smiling wistfully.

“You took the whipping well, I thought,” Aliya commented.

“Thank you, I appreciate the compliment,” he replied.

“So something I wanted to talk to you about was your book,” Aliya said.

“Ah,” Daniel replied, sitting back in his chair. “So you’ve read it?”

“Yes, of course,” Aliya replied. “I mean, a book written by my teacher? That intrigued me. And the title, Welcome to Empire? That intrigued me as well. So I kind of had to read it.”

“Well, I hope it wasn’t too dull,” Daniel replied. “Not everyone loved it.”

“I thought you were really open with what you thought of the experience of coming here,” she said. “You were kind of a dick, and you were honest about it. You needed to be put in your place and you got it. But I thought the most interesting thing were the ways you changed certain facts. The way you described Michael trying to ‘escape’ was unusual, I thought. As though anyone would ever do such a thing. You made it sound like he was trying to escape as opposed to him just catering to Sela’s interest in chasing him naked through the woods. I guess that all of it was a big shock to you at the time.

“And speaking of shocks,” Aliya said, laughing, “the shock collar that you wrote about, I mean, you made it sound like all the boys wear them, completely ignoring the fact that you were the only one, and that was because, well frankly, you needed one. And the little aprons the boys often wear, which ignored that obviously, it gets cold a few months out of the year, so it’s not like you boys can be practically naked all the time. That being said, I do like the warmer months, like now, when all you boys are so revealingly attired. You aside for the moment since shirt and pants are required as a teacher. I suppose that wasn’t the case at the time.”

“I understand the criticism,” Daniel replied. “I suppose I exaggerated certain elements, but it was an attempt to write it the way I remember it, and the way I felt at the time,” Daniel said with a shrug. “I realize now that I would do it differently if I were to write it now.”

“One of the things that intrigued me was that you say in your book that your intention was to begin teaching college level students,” Aliya mentioned. “But I happen to know that you were surprised by us. The students, I mean.”

“Oh, yeah, very much so,” Daniel replied. “I was used to the expectations of, you know,” he gestured broadly, “the outside world. Then I came here and realized you young women and boys were studying science at a level that is so far beyond what even a college course might reasonably cover. I was impressed. One of the main things that I love about this place is the educational system.”

“Uh-huh,” Aliya replied, amused by Daniel’s enthusiasm. “So, have you thought about writing another book?” she asked offhandedly.

“I’ve kind of got my plate full at the moment,” Daniel said with a wry smile. “I’ve got a full course load, and as you know, I’m newly married.”

“That’s right!” Aliya said, “may I see?”

“Sure,” Daniel replied, standing up. “Of course.”

He untied his rope belt and lowered his pants. Aliya leaned in and examined the branding Daniel had of Olivia’s name just above his penis.

“That is lovely,” she said as she sat back on the desk. “I see that Olivia still has you caged.”

“Yes, she thinks it best if I continue for the foreseeable future,” Daniel replied.

“You’re a second husband, or a slave husband to her, is that correct?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s right,” Daniel replied. “As I have learned, the word ‘husband’ is pretty much synonymous with the word ‘slave’ anyway, so the exact title is just a formality.”

“Hmm, I know, but I’ve yet to see how that will feel for me,” Aliya replied. “I’ve had some thoughts about speaking with Olivia. I’m wondering what the two-husband arrangement is like in a practical sense.”

Aliya felt her thoughts wander for a moment.

“OK,” she said while making an upward gesture.

Daniel pulled his pants back up and sat down again.

“Have you any thoughts about becoming a teacher?” Daniel asked. “You were generally a very good student when you wanted to be.”

“That’s why I thought you should change that grade,” Aliya replied. “I’d never received a B grade before, and it irritated me. Anyway, sure, I’ve thought about being a teacher, but kids can be such a pain in the ass,” she said with a smile. “But it isn’t off the table. I’m still considering.”

Aliya regarded Daniel for a moment.

“It just doesn’t seem right if I don’t see a demonstration,” she said as she pushed off of the edge of the desk and stood beside his desk.

“Down,” she said defiantly, pointing to the floor before her.

Daniel instantly stood and dropped to the floor at her feet, kneeling, then lowering his forehead to the floor. Aliya had placed her foot, having kicked off her sandal, directly below Daniel’s face.

“With respect to Olivia, you will show deference to all of Empire’s women, each of whom are far above you, their supremacy unquestioned. Press your lips to my foot and show gratitude for the opportunity to address your superior.”

Daniel did as Aliya directed, in action, but in thought as well. He had come to recognize his inferiority with respect to women during his time in Empire, a great step forward since having arrived less than two years before.

“That’s right, Daniel.” Aliya said. “It is encouraging to see that you’ve been brought to heel in your time here. It makes me optimistic for the future.”


Chapter 3

Aliya felt an uncommon nervousness as she made her way back up the trail to the common area and the administrative building where Arianda had her office. Her title as founder of Empire aside, it was the way Arianda carried herself that was so intimidating. She effortlessly commanded respect from everyone who encountered her as she had a calm demeanor, yet she bristled with an overwhelming personal power.

Ariya waited outside her office until Arianda called her in.

“Why, happy birthday, Aliya,” she said as she offered her a seat on one of two armchairs that were situated on the balcony outside her office.

“Thank you, Arianda,” Aliya replied, enamored as always by the extravagant elegance and graceful beauty of this woman who was at least three times her age.

“So have you given a thought to what you might do here now that you’ve attained full standing?” Arianda asked.

“Oh, I think about it all the time,” Aliya replied. “I just had a quick chat with Daniel, who was my science teacher in my final year of school. He asked if I had any interest in going into teaching, but I’m not sure I really have any interest in that area. One thing that has always been of interest to me is the people who come to our little community.”

Arianda straightened a bit.

“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to say it’s little as in small,” Aliya added. “I just said little as a term of endearment.”

“Hmm, of course,” Arianda replied. “And true, we have a modest population, but it does grow. I keep it growing in a manageable way. I can be very selective.”

Arianda looked out over the valley laid out before them, with its collection of houses dotting the hillside.

“Forgive me if you’ve heard any of this before during one of my talks, Arianda said, “but when I started this community, there were some who thought I must hate men. Nothing could be further from the truth. I adore men. Their energy, their various talents, their bodies, their cocks. I do so love their cocks. Big ones, but still. Men make such marvelous playthings. They simply need to be trained. They need to be conditioned. Once you get their cocks locked up, a wonderful change comes over them. They become docile. Men do need to be housebroken. I found that if you restrict and control when and how they come, they will fall in line, so to speak. Consistency in punishment will help guide them. Eventually you will have a well-behaved playmate.”

Arianda paused, thinking for a moment.

“You have such a thing with Ravi, is that correct?” she asked.

“Yes,” Aliya replied, surprised that Arianda knew her boy’s name.

“Yes, he is quite marvelous,” Arianda commented. “So handsome, and a remarkable build. And he’s Empire-born, so I assume his obedience is on point.”

“Very much so, for the most part,” Aliya replied. “But it has lately been intriguing to me to think about the boys who come to us from the outside world.”

“Hmm, yes,” Arianda mused. “They can be such fascinating creatures. I of course examine each of the young men who have shown an interest in joining our community,” she explained. “As you may know, the bar is set very high. It’s tedious at times, looking at each of their submissions. Some men have absolutely no idea how to conduct themselves in their approach. They so often will demonstrate the natural inferiority of their gender so magnificently, reinforcing my decision to have our little utopia here in the woods. So many of them haven’t the slightest idea how to comport themselves in their interviews or how to write a compelling essay. And the photos,” Arianda said shaking her head.

“I see a lot of men who don’t understand that assignment whatsoever,” she continued. “That being said, I do take great pleasure in reviewing the small minority, the fraction of male applicants who are able to surprise even me, who seemingly effortlessly clear the bar we’ve set for them. I do love reading the submissions of the men who, though they’ve not had the benefit of growing up here, seem to have a well-developed sense of their rightful place in the order of things. Men who have intuited or learned, somehow, the servile status of their sex. It is a pleasure to read those essays from men who have a solid grasp of the fact that not only will they never rise above their station, but it is a privilege to even be allowed to contemplate being a useful servant to their betters. I read one submission recently that was so touching, by a man who has been actively engaged in the process of applying. He has been consistently humble, and wonderfully gracious in his correspondence. He never begins a sentence with the word ‘I’ and for the most part does not refer to himself at all. At the same time, he shows that he has a clear sense of himself, and of his talents and abilities. He is very accomplished, yet he recognizes that his life is without meaning if he is not in a position to serve something greater than himself. It’s a beautiful and rare thing for a man to be confident in himself but also aware of his own inferiority in relation to the female gender. And the particular man I am referencing, his photos are magnificent,” Arianda said with obvious admiration. “He clearly has been taking care of himself, as his body is in remarkably good shape, but more importantly, his approach was to document himself in service. One of the more delightful photos he sent us showed him hanging laundry on a clothesline. He’s nude in the photo, but that aspect is secondary, almost beside the point. And he has never sent a photo of himself with an erection, which I prefer. It shows a certain humility, but it also shows that he is confident enough in himself that he is willing to be judged when he is at his smallest. I have enough experience that I can tell the size of a man when he hasn’t an erection,” Arianda explained.

“Do you know Samantha well? On a personal level?” Arianda asked.

“Sam? Yes, I guess so,” Aliya replied. “We’ve spoken fairly casually on a number of occasions. Sophia was one of my closest friends growing up and Sam is close with her family.”

“You might want to have a chat with Sam about her role here in overseeing the orientation,” Arianda said. “You may find it enlightening. And besides, Samantha is such a fascinating creature. It’s been amusing to me to see her attempt to satiate her inexhaustible interest in a variety of men. Something you might not know is that women are not really considered to be sexual creatures in the outside world,” Arianda explained. “What I have discovered is that it is entirely cultural. Women do not have agency. Expression of their sexual identity is discouraged. And sex is not focused on them and their desires, so they resultingly have diminished interest. It amuses me to see the effect this place has on the women who arrive here to live with us. It might take a little while as they acclimate, but soon, and it happens with all of them that they develop an appetite. And then it’s like they’ve been starving. They become ravenous. Oh, and the poor boys!” she exclaimed, laughing. “Especially the ones who were not born here. They’ve never seen or experienced women who are so free in expressing their sexuality and their desires. The women pounce on them and devour them. It is really so entertaining to see a young woman discover herself and learn that she can act upon her fantasies. And while most will eventually settle down a bit once they discover who they are and what they like, there are some who never do. Sometimes I feel I am supplying men for the women here,” Arianda said, “their appetite drives population, in a way.”

“Samantha is such a woman,” she explained. “And Leena, our chef is also like that. I don’t know how she has time to prepare food, since her appetite for men is insatiable. And speaking of Leena and an insatiable appetite, would you care to stay for lunch? It should be here in a few minutes.”

“Oh, sure, yes. Thank you,” Aliya replied. “That is very generous of you.”

“Not at all, Aliya,” Arianda said affectionately. “I have every expectation that you will rise to great prominence here in Empire. I have very high hopes for you and your future. In a way it is an honor for me to host you on this momentous day in your young life.”

Aliya’s head fairly spun with Arianda’s extravagant praise.

“I am uncertain of how to thank you for such a charitable estimation of me and my, as you see it, promise,” Aliya said.

“You don’t need to thank me, darling,” Arianda replied. “Just point yourself in the direction you want to travel and let nothing get in your way. It will be a pleasure to watch.”


Chapter 4

“Happy birthday,” Javon said, when Aliya stopped back home. “I have a present for you. It’s on the ceiling of the bedroom in your new house.”

Aliya smiled, though her older brother’s comment made her curious.

“On the ceiling?” she asked. “That’s unusual.”

“For an unusual woman,” Javon replied, laughing.

“Hey!” she exclaimed. “Watch it,” she warned him good-naturedly.

She thought about the fact that had her brother said anything like that when she was younger, she would most certainly have had him whipped. It was a mark of her maturity that she had relaxed into a feeling of self-confidence that precluded being bothered by a gently ribbing. She’d been assigned the authority to punish her brother many years before as part of her development as a young woman and was pleased to see how generally well-behaved he had become.

“And wait, have you been in my new house?” she asked.

“Yes,” Javon replied. “Damien said I had permission after checking with Mariana, the architect. Sorry, but it was necessary for it to be a surprise. It’s a really nice house, by the way.”

“Of course it is, I spent time with Mariana designing it,” Aliya said.

She was annoyed that Javon had been in her house before she had, but she was more curious about what this secret present might be.

“So is it a mobile, hanging over the bed?” Aliya asked, laughing at the idea.

“Absolutely not, since you are an adult,” Javon replied. “But it’s a surprise. When you go to bed tonight for the first time in your new house, you’ll see it.”

“Very mysterious,” Aliya commented. “And no, I am not a mysterious woman, Javon.”

“Well, actually, you kind of are,” he replied. “I mean that as a compliment. You are so extremely smart, and equally beautiful and talented. It truly is a mystery how one young woman can be all those things to such a degree.”

“Well thank you, that’s a nice birthday present right there to get such a compliment,” Aliya said. “And you are a fine boy yourself. I’m sure that there are women who are taking full advantage of your obedience.”

“Actually,” Javon said, his voice a bit quieter, “there is one woman in particular, and it is not who you might expect.”

“Do you have her permission to discuss it?” Aliya asked.

“Yes, it’s not a secret,” Javon replied. “And certainly not with you. The woman is Arianda.”

“Really?!” Aliya exclaimed. “That’s impressive! She is so selective. The funny thing is I saw her today and she didn’t mention it. Are you sure you have her permission to mention it?”

“Yes, I am sure,” Javon replied. “She just told me never to use it to try to impress anyone, like bragging about it or anything like that. She has told me that it would be remarkable outside of Empire for a woman to have a boy less than half her age.”

“Did she say why?” Aliya asked.

“Not really, and I don’t know that I would even understand it if she told me,” Javon responded.

“Will she have you as an intended? “ Aliya asked.

“No,” Javon replied, “she has made it clear that I am what she calls a fucktoy.”

“A fucktoy?” Aliya asked. “I’ve not heard that. But it sounds impressive for a boy to have such a title. She must really like you.”

“So she told me that I am free to tell any of the women that I am her fucktoy,” Javon explained. “Which is part of what makes it so unique, really. She actually lets me fuck her in her bed. I mean penetrate her.”

“That sounds so old-fashioned,” Aliya said. “Maybe it’s because she came from the outside world and she was accustomed to that. I can’t not think of sex as primarily involving a boy’s tongue. It’s odd to me that she would have you use your cock.”

“Well, that,” Javon replied, “she most definitely makes use of my tongue. A lot, and for longer than you’d think a woman would want. And she is more energetic that any of the women even half her age,” Javon commented. “Not that I have a lot of experience. But when I was going on tryouts with younger women, they’d be relatively relaxed. Arianda is, well, ferocious. She will rake my back with her fingernails. She leaves me with scratch marks that last a while. And she’ll bite me on my chest and leave hickeys and bruises all up and down my chest and on my hips and butt. She’s like something possessed when she has me serve her.”

“I suppose it’s good that I was so disciplined in training you,” Aliya said. “Admit that you’re grateful for that.”

“Every day I am grateful that my little sister was so adamant that I be punished for even the smallest infraction,” Javon said in earnest. “The way you took over my training in obedience was impressive and has always been a source of pride for me.”

“But what about your future?” Aliya asked. “You’ll be living here with mom and dad until a woman decides to take you as a husband.”

“Yes, but I can’t deny that being Arianda’s fucktoy is an honor, and I couldn’t want to be anything more than that.”

Aliya thought about the fact that Javon’s options as a boy were limited to what the women in the community chose for him.

“Maybe Arianda should move you into a guest house so that she could use you whenever she wanted,” Aliya suggested.

Javon laughed.

“That’s something I am never going to suggest to her,” he said. “I have no right to say anything like that. Perhaps you might say such a thing. But I’m going to focus on making sure I am available to her whenever she wants me.”

“Smart boy,” Aliya said, touching Javon on the tip of his nose.


Chapter 5

“Aliya came to see me today,” Daniel mentioned to Olivia when he arrived home that evening.

Olivia was sitting on the sofa, a silk robe draping her voluptuous curves. She had a cocktail with a large wedge of lime perched on the rim of the glass. She pointed to an area on the floor before her, which Daniel quickly occupied in the kneeling position.

“Oh?” Olivia asked. “What about? She was the girl you had the run-in with, right?”

“Run-in?” Daniel responded. “I mean, yes, she was the student who had me take a public whipping last year.”

“I admire the way she seems to have a sense of herself,” Olivia observed. “She’s really confident and self-possessed. She definitely put you in your place,” Olivia said with an amused smile.

“Yeah,” Daniel agreed. “She is an impressive young woman. And her coming by today gave me the opportunity to thank her for that. She was very kind in allowing me to tell her that I was grateful for her in knocking me down a peg or two.”

Olivia shot Daniel a look.

“Men should not have any ‘pegs,’ Daniel. They are below any supposed ranking since they exist in a position of inferiority. Are you honestly still struggling with that concept?”

“I apologize, Olivia,” Daniel said in earnest. “It’s my mistake for using an inartful and inappropriate allusion.”

“I understand,” Olivia replied, then placed her hand on his cheek and stroked his face. “Just remind me tonight that you need a correction. I’ve lately been thinking about giving you a bit of discipline anyway. You’re due for a spanking not only for your own good, but also for my well-being. I’ve been feeling some frustration with the project I’m working on and it would be good for me to work out some aggravation on your cute little butt.”

Olivia slid her first two fingers between Daniel’s lips, letting him suck on her fingers.

“But you haven’t mentioned why she stopped by,” Olivia prompted him. “Aliya, I mean.”

Olivia withdrew her fingers from his mouth.

“Oh, right,” Daniel replied. “It’s her birthday today, so she’s taking stock, I guess. Talking to everyone, thinking about her future. It’s a big moment in her life. She also mentioned that she had read my book, and she had some questions. It made her think about her life in Empire and what she wanted her future to be.”

“Interesting,” Olivia replied. “It’s still funny to me the reactions you’ve gotten for that book. I guess I have a unique perspective because I know the difference between what really happened and what you invented. Well, maybe ‘invented’ isn’t quite correct. Perhaps I should say that you took some liberties with the truth.”

“Well, it seemed to be a better way of explaining some ‘truths’ by stretching or re-framing the events that took place,” Daniel replied.

“I’ve been asked if I mind that I come off a bit colder than I really am in the book,” Olivia said, then shrugged. “I have to laugh, actually, and remind people that it’s not meant to be a document, like you kept a diary. It’s basically a work of fiction based on our lives here. The fact that you used our real names was confusing for some, I guess. And the funny thing to me is that no one seems to be agree on how they read it. I’ve had a few girlfriends ask me why you made it sound so harsh at times, but then left out certain things. Everyone has asked about Michael and his little dalliance.”

“Aliya mentioned that too,” Daniel replied.

“I’ve talked about it with Sela a few times at work,” Olivia said, then took a sip of her drink. “She is so interesting, and their dynamic is fascinating. It took me some time in getting used to her dressing like that at work.”

“Having a coworker who wears thigh-high boots and panties is a surprising result, for sure,” Daniel commented.

“How do you mean ‘result?’” Olivia asked.

“Just that the women in Empire come to feel so comfortable in their sexual identity and there’s no judgement for it,” Daniel replied.

“As it should be,” Olivia said approvingly. “She was certainly not shy about explaining that she fucks Michael in the ass with that massive strap-on. And he, unlike you, has learned to deep throat every inch of her cock.”

“Yes, I apologize,” Daniel replied.

Olivia had taken Sela’s suggestion that she train Daniel to take every inch of her first husband Liam’s cock in his mouth, and so far, his progress toward that goal had been modest.

“Your suggestion that I practice with a dildo has been helping me repress my gag reflex,” Daniel said. “Thank you for that.”

“Of course,” Olivia replied. “I just want my husband Lian to experience total devotion to the full length of his magnificent cock. I feel he deserves that. And I deserve to see it, so keep working toward that goal.”

Olivia slid the bottom of her robe to one side, exposing her pussy to Daniel. He needed no additional instruction and began worshipping her as she sat back and sipped her cocktail with one hand on the back of Daniel’s head.

“Slowly,” Olivia directed him. “I’m not in any hurry.” Olivia enjoyed Daniel’s efforts in the present moment while also allowing her mind to drift to thoughts of punishing Daniel’s butt with the paddle, as well as thoughts of Liam, her first husband. Her life in Empire had brought so many unexpected pleasures, Daniel’s eventual and total acceptance of his submission to her being chief among them. She took a handful of Daniel’s hair and held him in place, then squeezed her thighs together against either side of his head.

“That’s perfect just like that,” Olivia said in a breathy voice.

Daniel’s pace in stroking her clit with his tongue was slow enough that it would be quite some time before she was anywhere close to orgasm, ensuring her of a long and relaxing early evening.


Chapter 6

“This is really an amazing and unexpected honor,” Ravi said as he walked with Aliya toward her new house. “Thank you for allowing me to come with you.”

“You said you have a birthday present for me there, so I want you to be able to show me,” Aliya said. “Plus, I like to have you along.”

Ravi suddenly veered off to the right.

“Wait, where are you going?” Aliya asked.

“It’s this way,” Ravi replied, pointing.

“Oh, right, I forgot,” Aliya said. “Wait, how do you know where my house is?” she asked, giving him a curious look.

“Oh,” Ravi said, looking sheepish. “I, uh, well, you’ll find out soon enough.”

“So you know where it is better than I do at this point. Don’t tell me you’ve have been inside my new house?” she asked.

“Well, yes, while it was being built,” he replied.

“Why in the hell has everyone been in my house but me?” she asked, sounding annoyed.

“Sorry, it was necessary for the surprise,” Ravi replied.

“Interesting,” Aliya said, somewhat disgruntled as she following Ravi as he led the way to her new home.

“So this is my sweet-ass front porch, which I guess you already know,” Aliya said as they walked up onto the front deck. “But I don’t care, I brought you along to show it to you, so you have to say ‘ooh’ and ‘aah’ like it’s the first time you’ve seen it.” She pulled the key from her pocket and unlocked the front door. “And this is the gorgeous living room, check it out, cathedral ceiling. Nice and airy and it lets in tons of sunlight. And this is the kitchen and dining room, both very stately and cool, my refrigerator makes ice cubes that pour out the front, at least that is what I have been told. And this is the bedroom.”

Aliya looked up and wondered what Javon had been on about telling her he had a present for her on the ceiling. It looked like a regular ceiling. Then she turned to Ravi to gauge his reaction.

“It really is beautiful,” Ravi said, looking out the sliding glass doors that led out onto a back deck and had a view of the tree line of the woods.

“The creek is just over the crest of the hill,” Aliya said, “and I should be able to hear it at night. I just love the soft burbling sound. When I was little, I remember staying over at Sophia’s house, and her family lives on this side of the valley. I was jealous that she could hear that at night when she was going to sleep, so I wanted the same thing.”

“OK, well speaking of burbling water, come look at my surprise for you,” Ravi said.

He led the way into the bathroom off the bedroom.

“Oh, wow!” Aliya exclaimed. “This is, wait, what did you do?” she asked. “Mariana and I talked about this and she showed me plans and stuff. I don’t remember it looking like this.”

“Right,” Ravi said with obvious pride. “This was almost six months ago that I went and talked to Mariana. You were probably a bit too modest, I assumed, and I mentioned it to her. So we talked about how we could make the bathroom way more luxurious, because I knew you’d appreciate that. So Mariana said she could push that wall out another six feet without too much trouble. She made the shower ridiculously enormous, which I knew you’d love, while still leaving room for a Jacuzzi tub. When Damien and his crew were working on it, they even let me put in some of the tilework, though I think they spent more time teaching me to do it than they saved having me do the work. But I’ve expressed an interest in doing something in construction, working with my hands.”

“You do have magnificent hands, Ravi,” Aliya said. She threw her arms around him and kissed him. “Now show me which tiles you put in so I can especially appreciate them.”

“OK, I put this row in right here,” Ravi said, indicating the top row of tiles along one side of the shower.

“You were right, this shower is enormous,” Aliya said, looking into the extravagantly accommodating space. “I could put a bed in here. And there’s a little tiled bench. Is that for when I’m very old and have to sit down in the shower?”

“It’s for your entire life when you want me to lick you in the shower,” Ravi replied.

“Oh, that’s so sweet and thoughtful,” Aliya said, then wrapped her arms around him and kissed him again. “Thank you for your lovely present to me, Ravi. I love the fact that you thought of it months ago and put so much work into it.”

“You deserve nothing less,” Ravi replied.

“I’ve decided what else I want for my birthday,” Aliya said. “And it might just make you think that it’s your birthday.”

“Oh?” Ravi asked, sounding hopeful.

“Oh yes,” Aliya replied. “I am not only going to unlock you tonight, but I also want to see you come. I want to experience that.”

“Thank you, Aliya,” Ravi said, his gratitude apparent in his tone of voice. “I am so happy to be your . . .” he said, then paused.

“Your what?” Aliya asked.

“Well, that’s where I realized that it’s not for me to say, since I am unsure what I am now,” Ravi replied. “I would like to say, ‘your property,’ but I am unsure if that is what I am.”

“Of course you’re my property, Ravi,” she said.

Aliya pulled out the little key and fitted it into Ravi’s chastity lock. She opened the device and placed it on her dresser.

“Lie down next to me on the bed,” she instructed.

She opened a bottle of lubricant and dripped its contents onto the head of his cock until the clear, slick fluid was running down the length of his shaft. Then she placed her hand around his erection.

“I’m going to go really, really, slowly,” she said. “I don’t want this to be over too quickly, so I want you to hold out for as long as possible. Don’t come until I give you permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes, thank you,” Ravi replied. His voice was breathy and quiet as he waited for Aliya to begin.

She observed his cock in her hand as she stroked it, gripping it tightly and sliding downward. She was unsure if he just looked enormous because her hand was so petite. It had never been of significant interest to her what size he was, but she did notice that her thumb and fingers didn’t touch when she wrapped her hand around him.

When she reached the base of his cock, she reversed direction and began moving upward until she reached the rim, at which point she would slide each finger over the rim, until it the head of his cock was within her grip.

“You have such a beautiful cock head,” Aliya observed. “Didn’t you get an award for that or something? For best rim, or something silly like that when we were in school?”

“Yes,” Ravi replied, embarrassed by the recognition. “The pronounced flare of the rim was what was pointed out and deemed worthy of an award.”

“Hmm,” Aliya said, slowly sliding her fingertip around the rim of his cock head. “Award-winning. That’s impressive.”

Ravi placed his arms up over his head and looked up at the ceiling for a moment as the pleasure washed over him. Then he returned his gaze to Aliya, overwhelmed in the moment with his love for her and his fascination with what he thought of as her flawless beauty.

He felt the urge to push upward with his hips, fucking her hand to make it go faster, but he repressed the urge, realizing it was Aliya’s intention that this be as excruciatingly pleasurable as possible. Her epically slow pace was deliberate.

After what length of time Ravi could only guess, he felt his body approaching orgasm. Then it took a great deal of discipline to remain in place and allow Aliya to do as she pleased, as it was a tantalizing sensation to be so close to coming, yet it was clear that she did not intend to make him come just yet. She definitely had not given him permission. And it was her birthday, so he definitely did not want to disappoint her.

“I can tell that you’re close,” Aliya mentioned. “Which is interesting because I’ve never brought a boy to the edge of having an orgasm before. Not intentionally anyway.”

Aliya had seen a boy have an orgasm without having touched him before. And she had even seen Ravi ejaculate on occasion, the most notable being the first time she allowed him to lick her. It was such a surprise that she didn’t even punish him at that moment.

“You may come now,” Aliya said at last.

No sooner had she said it did his hips inadvertently thrust and lock into place, with his butt lifted just off of the bed. He ejaculated, his cum shooting upward a distance that surprised Aliya, then returning to land on his chest. His cock had jerked in her hand, and she felt it do so again, followed by a second spurt of cum, which again landed on his chest. Aliya counted five such thrusts, each unloading an amount of cum she hadn’t anticipated.

“My gosh,” she murmured to herself. “That was a lot.”

“Oh, um, wow, thank you, Aliya,” Ravi said in a voice that sounded hoarse and ragged.

“Hmm, no, thank you for coming for me,” Aliya replied. “And now it’s my turn,” she said as she climbed up and straddled Ravi’s face.

* * *

When Aliya turned out the lights, the ceiling appeared to light up like the night sky full of stars, glowing in the darkened room.

“Oh, wow!” she exclaimed. “That’s beautiful!”

She lied down next to Ravi and looked up at the ceiling.

“What it this?” Ravi asked.

“I’m not sure, my brother did this, I guess,” Aliya replied. “He told me that his present to me was on the ceiling. I didn’t know what he was talking about, but apparently, he painted this. Look, there’s Orion’s Belt. When we were kids, I really liked that constellation for some reason. I used to think he was just wearing the belt, since I had already become accustomed to how little clothing men would wear when it was warm. So it made me think that Orion was the mighty hunter, naked aside from a cute little belt around his waist. Which, by the way, I think would look really good on you. I so want to see you completely naked except for a belt. You could hang tools on it when you were working with Damien, building houses and things.”

“That sounds dangerous, but OK,” Ravi replied.

“Just don’t hammer your penis, Ravi,” Aliya said, laughing. “I know you’re big, but it can’t be that difficult to keep it out of the way.”

“No, it would be dangerous because Damien is Aurora’s husband, and Aurora looks at me that way,” Ravi replied.

“What way?” Aliya asked.

“The way women look at me because I am not yet an intended, or a husband,” Ravi replied quietly.

“Oh, right,” Aliya said. “Well Aurora will just have to stand around and drool looking at your beautiful body. Anyway, Damien is freaking gorgeous, and he’s a handful too. I guess that his work keeps him in such amazing shape,” Aliya said, stroking Ravi’s chest and abdominals with her hand. “It would do the same for you, I’m sure. Do you think that’s what you would like to do? Work on that crew?”

“It is interesting, and Mariana comes up with the most fascinating designs,” Ravi replied. “It’s interesting developing what she comes up with. And they are always working, so I’d stay busy. Building houses for all the women in Empire is a full-time job. The women who were born here plus the women that arrive from the outside, it’s turns out to be a lot. Plus they’re expanding the medical center, building an observatory, and adding a flight deck.”

“A flight deck?” Aliya asked.

“Yeah, they want to be able to have helicopter access for medical and other reasons,” Ravi explained. “We’re getting bigger all the time.”

“I wonder how Arianda can keep up, managing this place,” Aliya said in wonderment.


Chapter 7

Aliya walked into the orientation center, and she was curious since she had seldom had any reason to enter the building. It was interesting to her that all the men that came to Empire were trained here, but she had never had a good reason for being here herself. She took a wrong turn and had to double back before she found Sam’s office.

“Hey, Sam,” Aliya said from the doorway. “Got a minute?”

“Hey, Aliya!” Sam replied. “Come on in. Happy birthday yesterday!”

“Thank you,” Aliya said as she walked into the office and sat in one of the two chairs before Sam’s desk.

She looked up at the poster on the wall of the office.

“Oh my gosh,” she exclaimed. “It’s the poster! Just like in the book.”

“Um, what?” Sam asked, looking up at the poster of a man lying in the surf, the white foam of a wave of water crashing over his naked body.

“Oh, it’s just that for whatever reason, Daniel mentioned this poster in ‘Welcome to Empire.’ It’s just funny that he described it at all and that you actually have it on your wall.”

“Oh, right,” Sam said, laughing. “I took that photo, believe it or not. It’s this guy named Mark, who I was dating before I came here. Our breakup was one of the reasons I decided to come live in Empire. It eventually seemed fitting that I would have him on the wall, objectified forever in that moment as a reminder of why I came to live here. Anyway, Daniel was kind of a trip. He was so taken aback by this place. And reading that book was kind of freaky.”

“I know, he made a point of including that bit about serving you like it was a big deal for him,” Aliya said.

“Well, it kind of was,” Sam said. “The men who come here, and Daniel certainly showed up in such an unusual way, they have been conditioned to think of gender roles a certain way. It can really upset their equilibrium when they learn that they’re going to have their face between your thighs just because you feel like it. And the fact that they don’t have any say in the matter, that will really come as a culture shock to begin with. But they learn. You should stop by one of my orientations and see for yourself. It’s fun to see the men confront what this place is really going to be like for them.”

“Actually, that’s why I’ve stopped by,” Aliya replied. “I was talking to Arianda and she suggested it. She thought I might have an interest in the process.”

“Did she now,” Sam said with a curious smile on her face. “That’s interesting. So sure, you can absolutely come by any time. There’s another group coming this week. I think it will be interesting.”

“That sounds like it would be fun to watch,” Aliya said. “Say, do you really do that whole intro monologue?”

“Oh, you mean welcome to Empire, the name we use to refer to our beautiful community in the woods?” Sam asked, then continued, delivering the monologue seemingly without taking a breath. “You have been invited to come and live in one of the greatest community-living cooperatives in existence. You have the honor of being among a tribe of strong, fearless women, and your place will be to serve them in any way that you are able. However, these things take time. First, you will need to be reconditioned, and learn your place in our society. Toward that end, there are a number of things you will need to learn. This will not happen in one day. For some of you, it may take much longer. But should you apply yourself and learn the lessons that we will begin here today, lessons that will continue for some time to come, then you will come to appreciate the rewards of serving our community.”

“Wow!” Aliya exclaimed, clapping enthusiastically. “I love it.”

“Thank you, thank you,” Sam replied. “It was pretty much like my first week that I was doing the orientation that I just kind of reeled off that speech, then it sort of stuck. Now it’s just like muscle memory. I say it without thinking.”

Aliya suddenly noticed the riding crop laying across Sam’s desk.

“Oh, cool,” Aliya said in admiration. “That is one bad-ass whip. You whip the boys when they arrive, right? As part of their initiation, I guess?”

“Yes, partly because I find that it’s effective,” Sam replied, lifting the riding crop and examining it. “Guys respond well to corporal punishment. Especially when you whip their bare butts,” she said with a laugh. “For whatever reason, I guess it’s just something to do with how they are made, they are so sensitive about getting their rear ends punished. I think that it’s cultural as well. They are somehow conditioned to be very concerned with having that part of their body violated in any way, so when I step up and let them have it with my riding crop, they exhibit an immediate and profound change in their attitude. For some it’s a life-changing event. It happens in real time and I’m in position to not just deliver it, but to see its effect. A very different behavior is displayed following a quick little thrashing across the butt. It’s amazing to watch.”

“You said ‘partly,’” Aliya said, sounding curious. “What is the other part?”

Sam laughed, and she would have sounded embarrassed if in fact she was prone to feel embarrassment, which she was not.

“The other part is that, well, to tell you the truth, I love it,” Sam explained with obvious pleasure. “I absolutely adore the dynamic, when I have an initiate in the room for the first time and he’s just been introduced to the down position. They tend to be really, really intimidated at that point because it’s just become real for them. Whatever they’d imagined it would be like to live in a community where they are to regard all women as their superiors has suddenly become a reality. They are to submit without exception to female authority, and in spite of the fact that they’ve all definitely spent time jerking off to the thought of it, it’s different when it’s really happening to them. Even with their little aprons they feel naked, and the little cages they wear, to which they don’t own the key, make them nervous. And then they’re on their knees and elbows, just getting their first taste of the level of submission that is expected of them, and the genuflection they will need to exhibit from here on out.

“That,” Sam emphasized, “is the moment when I introduce the riding crop across their achingly vulnerable butts. It’s such a wonderful moment to observe. Some of these men have never had to truly subjugate themselves or recognize female authority. It’s not unusual for men to kind of mentally break down in a way that makes them almost helpless, and they suddenly find themselves entirely dependent on me for guidance. They become desperate for me to show them what to do and they’ll do anything I ask of them. This is the moment when I give them a nice, thorough whipping across the ass. It’s such a pleasure for me to give them this new understanding of their position here. They come to know their place quickly after that. Being in my position means that the new residents here, the guys, I mean, come up to me all the time and tell me how grateful they are to me for that first whipping, among other things. It’s so sweet, and touching, really, to see them come to a place where they can admit as much to themselves and to me.

“It’s really rewarding,” Sam admitted. “And since I am being really honest with you, I’ll mention that when a particular man I have taken through the initiation process comes to me later and is now able to kneel in service without any expectations, he’s simply displaying how fully he has come to embrace his servile position, it can be really satisfying to allow him to worship me with his tongue. If a man demonstrates his gratitude for my having shown him his rightful place while he is licking my pussy, I can really get off on that. Generally it makes me think about that first whipping I gave him while he’s doing it. I think about the fear in his eyes when he learned what a punishment was going to be. And the ones who looked so humiliated but recognized that they deserved to be humbled like that, and that I had every right to see them that way, can sometimes really get to me.”

Aliya was silent as she thought about what Sam was saying.

“I’ve never whipped a man before,” she said quietly.

“It wouldn’t hurt to try it,” Sam replied. “I can lend you a riding crop so that you could find out what it feels like. You may be surprised by how intimate it feels in that moment, watching a man surrender to you in such a profound way. The only thing you have to be concerned with is not whipping him enough. As in, not long enough and not hard enough. Because if you read him and his reaction and give him the punishment that he doesn’t even yet know that his body craves, he will respect you for it. Obviously, all of the men have been conditioned to show respect at all times to begin with, but whipping will cause a deepening of that respect in a way that will have a remarkably positive effect on your relationship.”

“So, do you think that my boyfriend Ravi would actually benefit from my whipping him?” Aliya asked, pondering the thought.

“Saying he would benefit is an understatement,” Sam replied. “What’s more is that you will benefit as well. As it is, I am sure that he knows that you’re his superior.”

“Of course,” Aliya observed.

“But when he learns that you care enough about him to correct him in such an immediate and intimate way, he will become even more devoted to you,” Sam explained. “He’ll feel safe in the knowledge that any error in judgement he may commit will be answered with a strict punishment from you. He will be eternally grateful that you have put him in his place. And,” she said with a sly smile, “if you have him worship you with his tongue after his whipping, you will know intimately what I am talking about. I’m sure that he is capable and talented, but after you whip him, he will go so above and beyond it will be breathtaking.”

Aliya thought about it for a moment.

“Well, you clearly know what you’re talking about,” she stated, “and like you said, it wouldn’t hurt to try it.”

“I’ll pick one out for you to try when I’m back in my office,” Sam offered. “Just send Ravi over any time to pick it up.”

“Thank you, Sam, I really appreciate it,” Aliya replied.

The thought of her boy performing his oral worship of her body after having taken a whipping remained in in her thoughts after her talk with Sam. It seemed to Aliya that it would be deeply pleasurable, but she felt it was of greater importance that it was instructive for Ravi. She had learned it was vital for a boy’s development that he be continuously trained in obeying female authority and whipping him felt like a productive method for doing so.


Chapter 8

“I was talking to Sam earlier today and she offered to let me borrow a whip from her,” Aliya mentioned to Ravi. “She also offered to have me attend one of her orientations, so I think I am going to do just that.”

“Are you considering shadowing her in her job?” Ravi asked.

“I actually am thinking about it,” Aliya replied. “It intrigues me, but I’m unsure if it would be right for me. She recommended I try whipping a boy to see what it feels like.”

“Do you have a boy in mind?” Ravi asked.

Aliya smiled.

“Well, you, of course,” she said, stroking his thigh. “Obviously I want the boy I feel most connected to in the world to be my partner in this. That way I know you’ll be really honest with me. And I know your reactions, so I’ll be able to read your body while I whip you. I think that would be important. Plus, how could I not give you the honor? I mean, if I do end up doing what Sam does now, I will likely end up giving many, many men a whipping, and this way you will be my first. That’s a privileged position.”

“It would be an honor, like you said,” Ravi admitted. “I’d just never really considered it, since that’s usually for the newcomers, you know? The ones that need to be trained and conditioned for what will be expected of them here. Having never known anything else, I hadn’t given it any thought. But if you want to learn about it, then I couldn’t be happier to help you.”

Aliya leaned in and kissed Ravi.

“You are such a good boy,” she whispered in his ear. “I just love your obedience.”

Ravi beamed, a feeling of pride welling up inside of him. Aliya placed her hand on the back of his head, which Ravi took as his cue to kneel on the floor, lift up her dress, and begin to worship her female superiority with his tongue.

* * *

Ravi went to Sam’s office, where he waited until he was called in to see her.

“Aliya expressed an interest in exploring the use of a whip,” she said once Ravi was standing before her desk. “I guess that she will be experimenting with its use on you. I’m pleased that she has such a worthy partner in this exploration, Ravi.”

Sam flashed her genuinely warm and friendly smile.

“Turn around,” she directed him.

Ravi turned around.

“Hmm. I’ve seen your naked butt before, yet I’ll admit that I never paid much attention. You’ve got a cute little rear end, Ravi. It’s nicely sculpted, and it looks firm. Go ahead and grab your ankles.”

Ravi bent over and took ahold of his ankles in either hand. Sam was silent for a moment.

“A word of advice,” she offered, “when she is whipping you, don’t try to react in any particular way. Aside from your obedience, of course. But just focus all of your attention on the pain that you feel and express your gratitude. Not verbally, unless she wants that, but physically, in the attitude your body projects. And no matter how hard she might whip you, if she gives you the opportunity, ask for it to be harder. Don’t think about it ending, but rather think about Aliya being satisfied that she’s whipped you as thoroughly as she deserves. You may stand up and face me now, Ravi.”

Ravi returned to a standing position and turned to face Sam.

“I’ve selected this riding crop for Aliya,” she said as she presented Ravi with a whip of medium length that was fairly thick. “It will raise some welts for sure, but you’ll be fine. Just think about your place, and endure it as befits Aliya’s superiority over you, and you will do well.”

“Thank you, Sam,” Ravi said as he took the whip from her hands. “I appreciate the advice as well.”

“You’re welcome, Ravi. I’m looking forward to seeing what your butt looks like when Aliya’s finished with it,” Sam said with a broad smile.

* * *

“I can’t decide how I want you,” Aliya said as she examined the whip Sam had lent her.

“Maybe you would like to have me in different positions?” Ravi suggested. “To see what works best for you?”

“That’s a good thought,” Aliya replied. “How about first you get up on the bed on your knees and elbows,” she decided.

Ravi assumed the position, and Aliya was pleased to see that he presented his butt to her in the most prominent manner possible. She crawled up onto the bed and knelt beside him. She placed the whip across his rear end.

“OK, so as you know, this is new to me, so it may take me a bit to calibrate how hard I should whip you,” she explained.

“Yes, Aliya, I understand,” Ravi replied.

She gave him a few taps across his butt, then drew the riding crop back and did her best to deliver a convincing stroke of the whip. It made a swish as it sailed through the air, and a satisfying smack as it struck him across both cheeks of his ass. Ravi gasped at the impact but held himself firmly in position.

“OK, how was that?” she asked.

“That was an impressive first stroke of the whip,” Ravi replied. “Thank you.”

“You are welcome, Ravi,” she replied. “But should it be harder?”

Ravi thought about what Sam had said.

“Yes, if that is comfortable for you,” he replied.

“Let’s see,” Aliya said as she doubled her effort and gave him another stroke of the whip.

She could see by his reaction that she had been successful.

“Oh, your reaction is really cute,” she said, sounding pleased. “I can see that it has an effect, but you’re trying so hard to remain in place for me. Should it be harder?”

“Yes, Aliya,” Ravi replied.

She began whipping him without hurry, landing each stroke deliberately and allowing time to gauge his reaction. She tried different methods, increasing the amount of travel and the amount of strength she applied, as well as increasing the speed and attempting to flick her wrist at the last moment before striking his bare butt. Within minutes, Ravi was breathing hard, and he would intermittently moan or gasp in reaction to her whip.

“I can see what Sam likes about this,” she commented. “Your butt has all these marks on it,” she noted while taking a moment to stroke him with her hand.

She noticed that he winced as her fingers traced the pink and red lines the whip had left.

“Does that sting?” she asked.

“Yes,” Ravi replied, then hastily added, “thank you.”

“OK, so now I want to try it with you, let’s see, how about you bend over the back of the chair?”

Ravi got up off of the bed and leaned over the back of the straight-backed dining room chair. He placed his hands on the seat and waited. Aliya lined herself up beside him, then began to whip him.

“I want to see how you react if I move downward to the backs of your thighs,” she explained.

Aliya’s investigation was rewarded as Ravi hissed through clenched teeth at the sensation of being whipped along the tops of the back of his thighs.

“Ooh, that really stings, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes,” Ravi replied, panting. “Thank you.”

Aliya laughed.

“This is way more fun than I had imagined,” she exclaimed. “You are so adorable when you’re being whipped.”

She had worked her way down the backs of his thighs and now she reversed direction until she reached the center point of the curve of his ass.

“Now that I have you good and warmed up, I want to try something different. I want you to stand up straight and raise your arms up so they’re out of the way. Maybe put your hands behind your head. Like I’m having you stand at attention for an inspection.”

Ravi assumed the position she had described.

“Now, I’m going to do one at a time,” Aliya explained. “These are going to be hard, so they’re going to hurt a lot. I mean, I guess. This does hurt, right? As in, the amount you would expect?”

“I think so,” Ravi replied. “I am not sure what I expected, however.”

Aliya’s brow furrowed.

“Ravi, I mean with respect to me, do you feel that the punishment is appropriate my position of superiority over you? You are supposed to feel that each stroke of the whip is a reminder of your status, and they should instill in you an even greater respect for me. They should motivate you to do better in obeying me without question.”

“Oh,” Ravi replied, “but my respect for you is infinite, really. At least it feels that way. And I am beyond motivated to obey you, Aliya.”

“Hmm. Maybe this would work better on a disobedient boy,” she mused.

“I can say that it feels like a privilege to be whipped by you,” Ravi offered.

“Well that’s nice,” she replied. “So let’s try this anyway. I am going to try and give you some really painful strokes and I want you to respond to each one. The point is for me to hear your voice in response so that I can better gauge the effect. I think if it were anyone else, I might just have them thank me or something, but since it’s you, my darling boy, I want you to tell me that you love me.”

“Yes, Aliya,” Ravi replied.

Aliya drew the whip back, and even swiveled her hips and widened her stance to deliver a punishing welt across his bare butt. She repeated this for a total of ten strokes, listening to Ravi state his love and adoration for her after each one. She was pleased to note that though he always expressed his affection for her in the most earnest and genuine way possible, there was what she felt was a profound deepening of his expression over the course of the punishment. It was touching, she thought, to hear him express himself and his devotion to her while she left searing stripes of the whip across his body.

When she was finished, she noticed that Ravi’s body was trembling, and he appeared to be unsteady as though his knees might buckle at any moment. She placed the whip of the dining room table and stood before him.

“You may thank me now,” she said, gazing up at him affectionately.

“Thank you, Aliya,” he replied, and she could tell that he meant it.

She took his arms and moved them down to his sides, then placed her hands on his shoulders. She pressed downward, a signal he knew well.

“You may thank me now,” she repeated as he lowered himself onto his knees.

She lifted one leg and placed it on the seat of the dining room chair as he placed his face between her thighs. She combed her fingers into his hair and pulled him closer until his tongue was devotedly worshipping her pussy.


Chapter 9

Evan stepped off of the plane and down the stairs onto the tarmac. It felt strange, as he’d little experience landing at an airport so small that he was had to walk to the terminal in the open air. It seemed to cement in his mind the otherness of the whole experience.

It had been five months since he’d made the decision to apply to live in Empire. Five months of filling out forms, waiting, providing more information, waiting, then writing several essays on a variety of subjects. There were interviews, both by video and once from a woman who’d flown out to visit him. She’d examined him closely, walking through every room in his apartment and all but using a magnifying glass. He had done his best at each point in the process to be as open and honest as possible. He’d provided nude photos of himself, which he didn’t think of as pornographic as much as they made him feel the way he felt at his doctor’s office. He had been examined closely and carefully, more so than he’d experienced before.

At each step he’d gotten closer. And then he was notified that he’d been accepted. A date was set, an airplane ticket was purchased, his apartment was cleaned out and his belongings reduced to that he could pack into a suitcase. Now each step closer was carrying him across the tarmac and into the airport terminal. He claimed his single suitcase, then exited the airport building.

Evan finally arrived at the location where he’d been instructed to wait in his introductory packet, an area off to one side of the taxi stand, along the curb. There were two other men and one woman at the location. They’d each given one another a small nod of the head in acknowledgement, but then remained silent as they waited.

Evan felt nervous in a way he couldn’t place. The only thing he could liken it to was when he was a kid and his family took him to an amusement park. It had been exciting and terrifying at the same time. His father had asked if he wanted to ride on the big boy roller coaster. He’d looked up, seeing the twin metal rails soaring skyward, even touching the clouds. Or at least that is what it looked like in his young mind. He’d said yes, he wanted to get on the ride, but it was a boastful lie. He had been terrified. As he sat in the little car as it made its perilous ascent, he felt like he might wet his pants or get sick to his stomach, but there was this attraction, this lure all the same. He was afraid but he wanted to be afraid.

Now he felt a similar feeling. He wondered if the woman and the men standing near him on the curb felt the same way. He couldn’t be sure if they all had the same destination. The process of applying to live in Empire was such a personal journey that it seemed odd to him to think that he might share any part of it with someone else.

Finally a transit van pulled up, what looked to Evan like a sightseeing bus. The door opened and a large, muscular woman, the driver, disembarked. She had a clipboard in hand.

“My name is Kendra, I’ll be your driver,” she announced. “Everyone here going to Empire?”

Evan and the other three individuals nodded their heads.

“Talia?” Kendra asked, looking at the woman standing next to Evan expectantly.

“That’s me,” Talia replied.

“Go ahead and get on the shuttle,” she replied.

Talia stepped up into the vehicle. Evan noticed that she carried nothing, though there were a large number of suitcases on the curb.

“Tyler?” Kendra asked.

“That’s me,” Tyler replied.

“Go ahead and get on,” she prompted him.

“Thank you,” Tyler replied, and picked up as much of the luggage as he could carry. It would require an additional trip to get all of it onboard.

“Jackson?” Kendra asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” Jackson replied and got on the bus.

“So you must be Evan,” Kendra said.

“Yes, that’s correct,” Evan replied and climbed onto the shuttle bus.

Evan placed his luggage in the last remaining space in an area behind the driver’s seat, then turned toward the back of the bus. The man who’d answered to Tyler was sitting toward the front in one of the few forward-facing seats. Evan walked past him and selected a row of three seats arranged sideways to one side of the bus. He gave a nod of his head to the woman named Talia, who was sitting across from him, and Jackson, who was sitting in the row of five seats in the back of the bus.

“So you boys are headed to Empire, huh?” Talia asked once they’d left the airport and were on the highway.

“Yes,” Evan and Jackson replied in unison.

“So I’m a little curious,” Talia said as she appeared to examine them. “I’ve never met any men on their way to live in a female dominant society.”

Evan and Jackson each sat up a bit straighter. They had both thought about the fact that this woman was going to have a very different role in society when they got to where they were going and it made them curious as to how to interact with her. They both opted to be as polite and well-mannered as possible. They listened closely as she continued.

“I’m accustomed to the concept of female rule, since my brother and I both grew up that way,” she said, gesturing to the man named Tyler, who was seated toward the front of the bus. “But it’s a bit of an adjustment to consider men who are voluntarily leaving this world to enter one in which they’ll be essentially powerless and made to serve. Tyler, my brother, never knew anything different, so he’s already well-trained. So I guess I’m just wondering what made you decide to make such a big decision about how your life is going to go from here on out.”

Evan waited for a moment to make sure she had completed her question and had finished speaking.

“I have always felt that women should be in positions of authority,” Evan replied. “That was my initial interest.”

“At the risk of sounding unoriginal, I am going to agree with what he said,” Jackson replied.

Talia looked at each of the men, seeming to be sizing them up.

“I’m thinking about the fact that when we get to where we are going, I will have authority over you. We will not be equals. I will rule over you by nature of my gender,” Talia said. “It was that way growing up in my family, but now it will be all men that I encounter, which will be interesting. It was years ago that I taught my brother to respond when I’d snap my fingers. It was kind of a juvenile thing, I admit, but it still makes me laugh. I wonder if you two could learn to respond that way,” she said as she examined the two men before her.

Talia had thought perhaps she might find a man she was attracted to in Empire, but she thought that if these two were any indication, she was going to be pleasantly surprised. She thought Evan and Jackson were probably the best-looking men she’d seen in a long time. She smiled.

“I like seeing boys when they are nervous,” Talia admitted. “Maybe even a bit afraid. You boys are so adorable like that. I can only imagine that seeing a large group of boys tremble with fear would be really beautiful. I’ve dominated a few boys, and I think they’re more attractive when they’re trying to be on their best behavior. Their eyes widen, and they are so gorgeously submissive. It’s nice to see them that way.”

It seemed to Evan that this woman before him, who was disarmingly confident to begin with, seemed to be increasingly intimidating every mile they drew closer to their destination.

“Let me tell you something you might not know,” Talia said, looking at Evan and Jackson in a way that made them both nervous. “If I have a boy and he is afraid of me, something really interesting can happen. His fear will keep him from getting fully hard, but if he is aroused at the same time, then it’s like his dick doesn’t know what to do. The dick head gets fat and swollen like he’s hard, but the shaft, while it arcs out away from his body, is still small and soft, relatively. It’s really cute, and it shows me what’s going on in his mind. I can see his fear and his arousal visually represented. I’ve always been fascinated with that, the fact that boys have a body part that will show me what they are thinking.”

Talia paused for a moment, and a little smile curled the corners of her lips.

“So you two, let me see,” she said. “I want to know where you’re at. Show me your dicks.”

Then Talia held her hand up, paused for a moment, then snapped her fingers. Evan and Jackson straightened in their seats, and each nervously looked up toward the driver, Kendra, then back at Talia. They were taken aback by how brazen Talia was in her demand, but even more by the fact that they realized they wouldn’t do themselves any favors by refusing. They were unsure of what she could do to them, and they both came to the conclusion that they didn’t want to find out. Hesitantly, shifting in their seats, they each surrendered to her demand and began to unzip their pants.

“That’s right,” Talia said with obvious satisfaction. “Do as you’re told.”

Evan and Jackson each pulled their pants and their underwear down, revealing themselves to Talia. For several moments she said nothing, and simply examined them, slowly making her appraisal. What elongated the process was that both cocks hardened into being fully erect while she observed them.

“Interesting,” she said. “I guess you two aren’t properly afraid of me yet. You will learn. One thing I can promise you is that no matter what else I will do when we arrive in Empire, I will take you across my knee. It’s simply a preference of mine that when I’m speaking to a boy, I can picture him getting a spanking. It puts me in the right frame of mind. So far it has been only a select few, but I’ve found that it is so much better that way. I want all of the boys around me at any given time to have been put in their place at least once. So you have that to look forward to,” Talia said with a broad smile.

“You can ask my brother if I can give a really good, hard spanking,” Talia offered. “He was the one who I first learned how to punish properly. My mother had long instituted that he was to obey me, but I had gotten to an age where she thought that I should be given more responsibility. So from that point on, whenever he was disobedient, he’d be over my knee. And I was taught that a punishment with the pants down is more effective. What I didn’t realize right away, but I came to understand, was that it’s the humiliation that makes it so effective. It hurts, for sure. And I can make the sting last for quite a while. But it’s the humiliation that stings even more. For instance,” Talia said as she shifted in her seat, “here’s what you two are going to do right now. I want you each to take your middle finger and pull it back with your thumb, then hold it right next to the head of your penis.”

The two men followed her order, each having a growing feeling of unease.

“Then, when I tell you to, you’re going to flick yourself as hard as you can,” Talia explained. “It’s just a thing to put you in the right frame of mind. It’s nothing, really. Nothing you shouldn’t expect to have to do just to show obedience. But I do want you to do it nice and hard. As a show of respect. Ready?” she asked.

Evan and Jackson both nodded their heads. Talia raised her hand, then she snapped her fingers.


Chapter 10

Aliya felt excited about seeing the new arrivals, which was a source of amusement for her. She thought about the fact that all throughout her life there had been a slow influx of people arriving in their community, and it was occasionally of interest to see a new face or meet an individual she’d never encountered before.

Now it seemed as though it was a brand-new phenomenon, perhaps, she thought, because having spoken with Sam and having considered being more involved with the orientation process made it more prominent in her mind. She had a better understanding of what was involved and had more information about how new arrivals were acclimated to the community.

“I feel like I am learning a language I already know how to speak,” she mentioned to Sam. “I’ve never really thought twice about how life is here in Empire. Everything about it comes naturally to me, so it’s like a revelation to think about someone learning it for the first time.”

“That’s an interesting take on it,” Sam replied. “But I can see what you mean. It is really rewarding to me to be able to help direct someone, guiding them as they attempt to get their footing, I guess. Making that transition as smooth as possible is really satisfying.”

Sam and Aliya arrived at the gated entrance to Empire, where the shuttle from the airport would soon arrive to drop off the new potential residents.

“Maybe this really would be something you will develop an interest in doing,” Sam said. “You’re friends with Sophia, my goddaughter, right? Mariana’s daughter?”

“Yeah, we’ve been close since we were little,” Aliya replied. “We haven’t talked recently, but then we’re both kind of busy with our own lives at the moment.”

“I thought Sophia might take an interest, since she’s always been so fiercely dominant,” Sam said, “so I brought her in to observe on a few occasions. Funny thing, I had her stop by when I was training Daniel. He was a bit of a problem, so I thought that both of them would benefit. She took it in stride, but it didn’t pique her interest other than to make her even more dominant,” Sam said with a laugh.

“That’s hard to imagine,” Aliya replied. “We used to have sleepovers, you know, and even back then she struck me as being the most dominant girl I knew. It was impressive, really. She would talk about boy’s butts in a way that I couldn’t even relate to at the time. I’ve talked to some of the boy’s she’s had for tryouts or whatever, and they’re scared of her. I mean, not in a bad way, it's just that their eyes kind of glaze over and they have this deep respect for her authority. It’s always impressed me what she could do to a boy to put him in his place.”

Sam giggled at the thought.

“Yeah, so I thought that might translate to an interest in training new arrivals, but I think she was already so beyond anything I might teach her,” Sam said. “Which is fine, I wouldn’t want anyone doing anything she didn’t want to do.”

Aliya turned her attention to the sight of the shuttle from the airport appearing around the corner as it made its way up the hill. She watched as the vehicle came to a stop and Talia stepped off of the bus. Aliya noted the look of contentment on the young woman’s face.

“My gosh,” Aliya said involuntarily.

“What?” Sam asked, sounding amused. “What does that reaction mean?”

“Oh nothing,” Aliya replied, laughing at herself. “It’s just a reaction I have at the sight of a woman with boobs as big as hers. I don’t know why. It’s like my back hurts just trying to imagine what that’s like.”

“Fair enough,” Sam replied. “The thing that’s always interesting to me is seeing the women get off the bus, and they have this serene look on their faces, like they’ve arrived somewhere special. Which they have, of course, but it’s like they can sense it. They so often stop and take a deep breath, like they’re breathing it in. Like they can take a deep breath for the first time in their lives, inhaling and exhaling as this serenity washes over them.”

Aliya watched as Tyler exited the bus, and she felt curious about him.

“What’s up with that one?” she asked Sam. “Not like I have a ton of experience, but he doesn’t quite strike me as a wild boy. Something is different about him.”

“Oh, that is Tyler, I believe,” Sam replied. “Apparently, he grew up in a female dominant household, so he is accustomed to it. The woman with the big boobs, as you so weirdly noted, is Talia, his sister. In his application he noted that he was put in chastity from a young age. Talia has been responsible for his correction for a long time now. I am very interested in how these two will get along here.”

Aliya’s lips inadvertently parted as she inhaled sharply seeing Evan step off the bus.

“And whoever is that lovely creature?” she asked.

“Oh, him,” Sam laughed. “That is Evan. Yeah, he’s pretty cute, huh?”

“Yeah, he is,” Aliya said in a dream-like state, watching the new arrival as he seemed at once self-confident and yet extremely nervous about what might happen next. “Funny thing is that he is carrying himself like he just got a hard spanking,” she noted, having learned to identify even the most subtle of indications that a boy had just been punished.

“You never can tell all of what takes place on the bus here,” Sam replied. “It’s more than possible that Talia, the one female passenger on the bus took the opportunity to familiarize herself with her newfound authority to order and dispense punishment.”

The last arrival off the bus was Jackson. Aliya thought he was also remarkably attractive, and he also had the air of someone who had recently taken a hard spanking, which seemed to bolster what Sam had suggested.

“Arianda does such a good job in selecting them, doesn’t she?” Aliya asked.

“She does,” Sam replied. “She has a lot to choose from, but still, she has this amazing eye for talent. I’ve taken a look at what she has to work with, and I have a lot to learn if I’m to take over her position.”

“Wait, what?” Aliya asked. “Is that a thing? Will you be doing that?”

“Well, no time soon,” Sam replied. “Arianda will probably live forever. I mean, look at her now. But maybe, eventually I might. That’s a thing for you to consider,” Sam said, turning her attention to Aliya. “The way that’s being established is that the woman in my position will be in consideration for Arianda’s position. So some time from now, if I end up taking over the administration of our community, and if you want to be in charge of orientation, then you would be considered next in line for the top job, so to speak.”

The thought struck Aliya with a force that surprised her, like it was a truth she had forgotten and remembered, that felt at once novel and foreign yet it was something she had always known. Her mind whirled with thoughts of what her future might be. It never would have occurred to her that she might one day even be in consideration for Arianda’s position.

Once everyone had gotten off the bus, Sam approached the group and began her introduction.

“My name is Samantha, I go by Sam, and I will be leading your orientation,” She announced. “This is Aliya, she will be observing today. Now, we are going to be heading up the hill,” she said, gesturing, “where Talia will be given a tour of our little community, and you boys will be starting off with a visit to the medical center. Follow me.”

Sam led them up the hill, where Talia was handed off to a woman named Shira, who began giving her a tour of the community, and would eventually show Talia her new home. Sam then brought the three male arrivals for their visit with the medical staff.

“To begin, you will all have a physical exam,” Sam informed them. We have some of the best medical care in the world, and you will each be given what will likely be a more thorough examination than you’ve experienced heretofore. The genital and rectal exam alone will take upwards of an hour, so I understand, and it will be more invasive than you may have experienced before. In addition, you will have sperm samples taken and stored in a frozen state. Jackson, you are scheduled for a circumcision, and Evan, yours is going to be tightened up a bit. And Tyler, well, it appears that you have a perfect little penis,” Sam said with a wink and a smile.

“So then,” she continued, “you will each undergo a unique process that was developed here in Empire by Freya, our chief aesthetician. The entirety of your body hair will be removed, permanently, which will result in a more pleasing appearance physically, and has been shown to be more hygienic as well. Then you will all be fitted with a locking chastity cage, which you will wear for the foreseeable future. This will take most of the day, so I will be seeing you back in the orientation room late afternoon, early evening. Any questions?”

The three men shook their heads and looked at Sam expectantly.

“Excellent,” Sam said as a young woman in a white smock appeared. “This is Mia,” Sam announced. “She will guide you to where you need to go. Have fun!”

Aliya watched as Mia led the three boys down the hall to the examination rooms.

“It’s so nice to see them being so well cared for,” Aliya said. “I’m guessing it’s exciting for them to have such a thorough makeover.”

Sam smiled at Aliya’s enthusiasm.

“It is, but it will also be a bit of a shock to their systems the degree to which they will be receiving a ‘makeover,’ as you say. They usually come out of the process pretty wide-eyed and definitely submissive. Which is nice.”

* * *

It was later that day that Aliya rejoined Sam, once the three men had arrived in the orientation room. Tyler, Evan, and Jackson were each standing at attention in a row before her, and they each had the look of someone who had just been stripped naked in a way they’d never before experienced. Their bodies were smooth and hairless, they all wore a device locked around their cock and balls, and they each had a small apron covering them in front.

Aliya noted that both Jackson and Evan had little white bracelets, which she knew represented that they’d each recently had a procedure performed on their penis, which was a way for women in the community to know they should be treated gently for the time being.

“All right, boys,” Sam announced, “the process by which we introduce young men to the rules of our community is unique, and I am going to be guiding you through it.”

Aliya watched Sam and was struck by the magnetism of her personality and by how powerful her presence was in the room. She seemed like a force to be reckoned with, which Aliya had already learned she was, but she could only imagine what the men in the room must be thinking as they stood at attention, listening. Aliya thought Sam looked gorgeous with her golden-brown hair tossing about as she spoke to them, striding confidently back and forth in her knee-high boots.

Aliya observed Tyler, who already had a submissive countenance that would serve him well. She thought that Jackson looked like he might need to be broken in, since she could detect a certain arrogance in his posture. This struck her as odd since she knew that he’d just been given a circumcision, and she thought that might put him in a submissive mindset. Then again, Aliya thought, it was never a good idea to underestimate how arrogant a boy could be, no matter the circumstance. But what got her particular attention was Evan, standing at attention with his newly assigned chastity cage and tiny apron, clearly feeling vulnerable about the process.

Aliya thought it touching, even heartbreaking thinking about how the three boys were going to need some guidance as they were introduced to the totality of living in a female dominant society. She could see that they were going to need to be punished consistently and with a great deal of care to show them the right way to behave.

She suddenly realized she was getting wet thinking about punishing Evan, giving him the instruction he would need in adapting to female authority. She could hardly wait to see Evan assume the down position for the first time.

“First things first,” Sam announced. “Welcome to Empire, the name we use to refer to our beautiful community in the woods. You three boys have been invited to come and live in one of the greatest community-living cooperatives in existence.”

Aliya smiled as Sam began her introduction and delighted in the appearance of the three boys listening with rapt attention.


Chapter 11

“Hi, I’m Sophia,” a young woman said as she sat down across from Talia in the commons area.

“Oh, hi, I’m Talia,” she replied. She was struck by how beautiful this young woman was in appearance, and how dominant she was in attitude.

“You’re Tyler’s sister, right?” Sophia asked.

“Uh-huh,” Talia said. “What trouble is he in now?”

Sophia laughed.

“Well he may be in trouble with me if I get my hands on him,” she replied.

“What did he do?” Talia asked.

“Nothing yet. That’s the problem,” Sophia said. “But I noticed him yesterday and I had to ask who he was. Sam, the woman who leads orientation for the boys is my godmother, so I asked her about him. I heard that he grew up the right way.”

“Yeah, it’s interesting, I guess,” Talia replied. “It’s like he’s this unique creature. I’ve learned that the boys who grow up here are well-trained, and the ones who come here generally have a lot to learn, but he’s like this in between boy.”

“Yeah, an in between boy,” Sophia repeated. “I am intrigued. I want to know more, and someone said you’d know all about it.”

“Well, if you really want to know, I’d have to go all the way back to the toilet seat,” Talia replied.

“Not the best start, but OK,” Sophia said.

Talia laughed.

“It’s that there were four of us, my mom and dad and my brother and me,” Talia began. One day, someone in the house left the toilet seat up. My mom was furious, but I later figured that it wasn’t the toilet seat so much as that was like the last straw. It had been building up, apparently, and that was what made her go off. She obviously knew that I hadn’t done it, so she got my dad and my brother and grilled them. Neither of them would admit to it, so she decided there was going to be an entirely new order in our house. None of this was explained to me at the time, but later I learned that this was when my dad got a chastity cage. She gave him an ultimatum, and I guess he figured it was in his best interest.”

“Of course, it’s always in their best interest,” Sophia said. “I mean, I grew up here so I’ve never even thought of the alternative.”

“Well it was a big change, apparently,” Talia said. “It had this pretty major effect on the way the household worked. My mom pretty much effortlessly slipped into this role where she was the decision-maker. She was the dominant force in the house. And she began to teach me to become dominant in all of my interactions with males, starting with the ones in the house. It was a relief to me that I no longer had to listen to my father. My mother instituted that my being female meant that I was of higher rank, so to speak. Eventually I was given the authority to punish my brother, Tyler, which was shortly after he was locked in chastity like my dad. He did not like that development,” Talia said, laughing at the memory.

“Really? Why not?” Sophia asked.

“Seriously? For a boy to go from being this total freedom to getting locked up down there?” Talia asked.

“Boys are very grateful for their locks,” Sophia replied. “They much prefer it, though I suppose they can’t imagine the alternative. But they depend on being locked to keep them out of trouble.”

“If they didn’t have them to begin with, they will not appreciate it at first,” Talia said. “That was my brother’s experience.”

“Isn’t really hard to keep themselves from playing with their penis if they aren’t locked up?” Sophia asked.

Talia laughed.

“Yeah, which is why they play with their penis all the time,” she replied.

“But a boy’s penis belongs to the young woman who selects them for her own use,” Sophia said, her brow furrowing. “There are so many things I don’t understand about the outside world.”

“Yeah, that’s why a woman like me ends up here,” Talia said. “This is clearly the better alternative. Female rule is preferable to any other form. I just love looking around at all the obedient boys.”

“So how are you enjoying it so far?” Sophia asked. “I’ve met other new arrivals, of course, but it’s always interesting to hear the reaction of a woman who is new to this place.

“It’s amazing,” Talia replied. “It’s like I feel I’m on vacation or something only I don’t have to go home. This place has such a chill vibe, like it’s a resort. The food is amazing, the people are all fascinating and super-cool. I have a nursing degree, and the medical center here is way more advanced than anything I’ve seen before. The whole process has been exciting. When Kali showed up at our house to do the in-person interview with Tyler, she really got my attention,” Talia explained.

“Right, Kali mainly does those examinations, or whatever they’re called, where she flies out to meet with people. That’s an interesting job.”

“Well, so I just stood there thinking she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” Talia explained. “She has this beautiful complexion, flawless really, and I was thinking that if the women here in Empire look anything like her, I’m going to be in trouble.”

“Trouble?” Sophia asked.

“It’s just that like Tyler, I’m also this weird, in between creature. I’m a dominant female, but I’m also bisexual. I think women are beautiful, but I like boys and their cocks too, I just want them submissive.”

“Wait, do you want the women submissive?” Sophia asked.

“Oh, no, not at all,” Talia replied. “They’re different. I mean, boys are fun to tame and harness, so to speak, but women are more beautiful when they’re free and untethered.”

“Why do I get like an old western, cowboy image from that?” Sophia asked, laughing.

“I don’t know, it’s just kind of the way I think,” Talia answered, smiling in response.

“Well speaking of Kali,” Sophia said, “you might not be wasting your time if you get to know her. I don’t know exactly where she’s at, but she was really close with this cute little redhead named Aurora for a while. Then it turned out that Aurora got married to Damien, the builder who works for my mom. That was a whole thing. But Kali might give you the time of day. It’s worth a try.”

“Very cool,” Talia said, remembering the way Kali gave her little glances when they’d first met.

“So one of the things I always ask is about the origin story of everyone who comes here,” Sophia said.

“Origin story?” Talia asked.

“Yeah, the time when it occurred to you what the proper relationship of the genders looked like. When you realized that females were innately superior,” Sophia explained.

“Oh, that,” Talia replied. “I guess that was with my mom and dad. When I first saw my mom, having instituted this new set of rules in the house, take my dad to the woodshed, as she called it. I wasn’t sure what the phrase meant. You know, old people and their weird sayings,” Talia said with a shrug of her shoulders.

“But anyway, what I did understand was that he had this entirely different attitude before, and definitely after she gave him his punishment,” Talia continued. “She used this thick and heavy wooden paddle with holes drilled into it. I could tell that he was really humiliated by the whole thing, but it was effective. He didn’t dare cross her after that. There were still a lot of occasions where she needed to bring him to understand something, and she was never lax in handing out discipline, but he began to act in a way that I thought was way better. He was far more respectful of her, and he would listen and follow directions really well after that. They used to get in arguments, but that had stopped, and he began to do whatever she told him to like a good boy, I thought. So that’s basically it, as far as my origin story goes. What is yours?” Talia asked.

“See, that’s why I am so curious and I have to ask,” Sophia replied, “since I don’t have one. It’s always been this way for me, and you mention the dynamic in your family, while in my family it has always been that my father knows my mother is the boss. She’s Mariana, the chief architect in Empire, by the way. She designed all of the buildings here, and the house you’re living in was designed by her.”

“Oh, wow, I not only love that house, but I really like the architectural style,” Talia replied. “Now, I say that knowing nothing about architecture or anything like that, but I do know that this whole place is so beautiful. I just love how natural the place looks, like all of the buildings look like they belong here and have always been here.”

“A lot of people make that observation,” Sophia replied. “So, sorry, but to bring it back to Tyler,” Sophia said, suddenly sounding impatient. “You were talking about his reaction to being locked.”

“Oh, right, he kind of threw a fit at first,” Talia replied. “I was probably kind of mean about it at first, which didn’t make it easier for him. I’d tease him about it. But it was really pretty smooth after that because anything he did that I didn’t like would be answered immediately with punishment. Tyler learned to obey rather quickly as it turned out.”

“Of course,” Sophia said, “they always come to heel when the rules are enforced. How was he punished?

“He got the belt,” Talia replied.

“That’s good,” Sophia said. “I’m sure that helped in getting him to adapt to his new reality.”

Sophia held the image in her mind for a moment of Tyler’s butt, which she’d taken note of immediately upon first seeing him, being methodically whipped with a thick strap of leather. She liked the thought of his sister having initiated such discipline but felt that she was better suited to escalating his understanding of what a boy should learn to endure.

“Well, right, but I’m kind of glossing over some parts,” Talia admitted. “I can’t say that Tyler displayed the right attitude about it for quite a while. Part of that was me, like I said, being mean to him. It's just that it was just such a great opportunity.”

“That’s understandable,” Sophia said, “you can’t expect that a young woman won’t take advantage of her situation from time to time. She is going to need to flex her power a bit. It’s good for her development to do so, and if a boy gets his ego bruised in the process, then so be it. He’ll recover.”

“Well, I’m pretty sure I did more than bruise his ego,” Talia admitted. “He actually ended up with some bruises on various parts of his body from time to time. My defense was that I was just having fun and I got carried away. It was just fun to make him cry. So, are you asking because you’re interested in him?”

Sophia paused, lost in thought for a moment as she pictured Tyler naked with various bruises. She also felt a jolt of pleasure thinking about seeing a boy with tears in his eyes, an image that never failed to arouse her.

“I am,” Sophia replied after a moment’s reverie. “But I want to know if he will be worth the time and effort of training him. I don’t want or need a boy who will try my patience.”

“Well I don’t know about what he’d be like in any sort of an intimate way,” Talia said. “But he did get to the point where he would accept punishment from me without question, and he wouldn’t sulk about it later.”

“The bar I set is a bit higher,” Sophia said. “I need him to be grateful, and enthusiastically so. I don’t need a boy for anything intimate, I just want to hurt him. I like to get a boy tied up and then it’s like this all-out assault on his naked body until he’s crying. Then I’ll have him tell me he wants more if I want him to. So I’m wondering if you think Tyler could withstand that. Withstand me.”

“Wow,” Talia said, “you’re impressive. I think I like you. And if you want me to warn my brother to be on his best behavior, then I will, but I can’t be sure he will measure up.”

“No, don’t warn him,” Sophia said. “I like them scared the first time. That fear will never go away once they know what I’m about, but anyway, OK, I’ll think about taking Tyler for a little tryout to see how he performs for me. I’ll know soon enough. Thank you.”

Sophia took her leave, and Talia watched as Sophia’s long, dark hair, pulled back tightly into a ponytail, swung back and forth in perfect contrapuntal rhythm to the confident swing of her hips. She thought about Kali, the beautiful woman who was also the first Empire resident she’d ever met. Kali had an effortlessly dominant vibe to her that Talia found so attractive. She thought about Jackson, the boy she met on the bus on the day she arrived, who looked like he needed to be put in his place, hard. She thought that he might just be the thing for her to sink her teeth into while she looked into Kali’s situation.


Chapter 12

Aliya was intensely curious about Evan but decided she should be patient. Sam had recommended that she wait until he’d had a chance to acclimate somewhat to his new life in Empire to get to know him.

“He’ll be a very different person in just a few days, really,” Sam said. “I’m very effective in what I do.”

Aliya smiled, enjoying the way that Sam so openly bragged about her talents, though she was in the right to do so.

Eventually, through Sam’s suggesting he do so, Evan put his name on Aliya’s list that signified his willingness to visit with her to perform any favor she might want of him.

“It’s a good look, really,” Sam had mentioned to Evan. “It’s always a good idea to meet with a woman and show that you are properly conditioned and appropriately obedient. That way, if you find yourself being evaluated for a punishment, it will help to have someone who can testify to the quality of your submissiveness.”

Aliya felt a little surge of pleasure when she saw Evan’s name on her list of young men willing to do a favor for her. Her list had forever been full of men wanting the opportunity to serve her, but since Dylan had become her property, she’d not had much use for the boys on her list.

Aliya felt another surge of pleasure when she saw him waiting on her front porch, a minute or two before she had scheduled him to stop by.

“Hello, Evan,” she said as she opened her door to him.

She was amused to see his eyes signal his attraction at the sight of her. For so long she had been accustomed to the way men reacted to her, but it felt different somehow for a new arrival to clearly be overwhelmed by her natural appearance.

“So I don’t know if you were distracted or overwhelmed by the orientation process, but I was there on your first day to observe,” Aliya said once they were seated in her living room.

“Yes, I remember you, I just can’t keep track of everyone yet,” Evan replied. I meet people but I have trouble recalling who is who. I am trying.”

“I understand,” Aliya said. “It’s a lot. I did note the way you first attempted the down position. It wasn’t perfect by any means, but I liked your effort.”

“Thank you, Aliya,” Evan replied. “I have been practicing.”

“Show me,” Aliya said. “Down,” she commanded, pointing.

Evan got onto his knees, then lowered his upper body until his forehead was touching the floor and his arms were straight forward with his palms flat on the floor out in front of him.

Aliya examined his posture carefully, noting the angle of his arms, the curve in his spine and the height of his rear end. She noted that his balls were presented nicely owing to the correct positioning of his hips and butt. She took a moment examining his balls and couldn’t resist reaching over to stroke them with her fingertips. Then she gave them a squeeze between her thumb and her fingers.

“Very nice, Evan,” she assessed. “You may return to a sitting position.

“Thank you, Aliya,” he replied as he returned to sit next to her on the sofa.

“So tell me, what are the differences you’ve noticed between your life here in Empire and the life you knew outside?” Aliya asked.

“Oh, wow,” Evan said, and made a low, whistling sound. “A lot. The whole being practically naked, hairless, and locked up aside, and the general requirements regarding my behavior, and the way I am to act around women, these things are clearly very different.”

Evan tried to continue looking Aliya in the eyes, though he couldn’t help but notice she wasn’t wearing underwear.

“Um, one of the most obvious things is the way that I feel like I’m more or less public property,” Evan continued.

Aliya smiled at the comment.

“How so?” she asked.

“Well, this was a couple of days ago,” Evan explained. “I was talking to Sam. Or rather, I was getting a talking to by Sam. She had me standing at attention in the commons building while she explained some things. So I’ve got my arms up, hands behind my head, and my legs are shoulder-width apart. I’m sure you know; I just have to talk through it every time to make sure it becomes natural at some point.”

Aliya nodded, trying to imagine how difficult it would be to take on everything all at once.

“Now, I wasn’t in trouble or anything,” Evan continued, “but when I’m talking with Sam, or, like I said, she’s talking to me, I’m nervous. I am trying to really focus on remaining at attention and listening closely to everything she says. She was going over how my eventual work assignments will take place, all of that. Anyway, while this is happening, a woman walked up behind me. I didn’t even see who it was. Then I feel her hands on my ass. And since I’ve been here, I’ve become accustomed to how freely a woman will touch my ass or give it a squeeze. I mean, in general, the women here are really unrestricted in how they will touch my body at any moment.”

Aliya laughed, glancing at Evan’s body.

“I can imagine,” she replied. “Go on.”

“Well, sometimes it’s just a hand on my hip or on my arm or my chest,” Evan said. “But this woman was clearly not going to just casually put her hand on me. She put her hands on my butt cheeks like she owned them. The thing that was most alarming to me in the moment was that Sam seemed to take no notice. She acted like nothing was happening and continued talking to me while this woman behind me is fully taking advantage of my situation. So I remained at attention, not saying anything, but it was now a bit more difficult to follow what Sam was saying.

“I did my best to focus on the information she was giving me while this woman had her way with my butt. Then she gets a bit more aggressive, and her hand is between my butt cheeks, being more invasive all the time. She starts spreading my ass cheeks, and she’s squeezing harder, pinching me, palming me with her fingers curling around between the cheeks. And then I feel her finger, which apparently, she’s made wet with her saliva, I’m guessing, and she starts fingering my hole. I feel this one wet finger making little circular motions against the rim of my asshole, while the other is kind of holding me in place, cupping my butt cheek and spreading them apart. Still, Sam takes no notice, though she can clearly see what is happening. Then this woman slides her finger into my ass. I should also point out that we are in the commons building, so it’s not like we are in Sam’s office, or some semi-private place. So there are other people, not that I have the ability to pay any attention to them, but they can all clearly see what is happening. This woman behind me is sliding her finger into my ass while her other hand drops down between my legs and takes ahold of my balls.

“Now, again, I have become accustomed to how freely women will place their hand on my balls. A woman will walk up to me and put her hands up under my apron and caress my balls, or more often, take them in her hand and hold them, like she’s holding me in place to get my attention while she speaks to me. But while Sam was telling me about how to log certain work activities, and the importance of being able to correctly budget based on an understanding of how much work any one project takes to complete, the woman behind me had one finger in my ass and the other hand was holding me by the balls. She took ahold of them and lifted them toward her, and I wondered if I should go up on my toes. I decided that since I hadn’t been told to do that, and the last thing I had been told to do was stand at attention, I should remain in that position.

“So this woman pulled backward and upward on my balls, like she was testing how far she could stretch them. Her finger was fully inserted at this point, and for a moment, she stopped moving and just held me this way, like she was trying to deliver a message or get a point across. Then she released me, removed her finger from my ass, and walked away. And still, Sam acted like nothing had happened.”

Aliya had a tight-lipped smile as he nodded slowly. She thought it possible that the woman in question was Sela, a friend and coworker of Olivia, who had a well-known interest in her use of a strap-on dildo. Then she realized that it was more likely her friend Sophia. She recalled a sleepover at Sophia’s house when they were younger in which they had come up with the term wild boys. Sophia had confessed her interest in violating a boy anally, something Aliya hadn’t been able to relate to at the time.

“Yeah, well, you’ll have things like that happen,” Aliya said. “I’m guessing this woman was just testing you, trying to see how you respond, or determining how tight you are. You did the right thing.”

“Thank you,” Evan replied.

“So what else?” she asked.

“Another thing that I noticed right away,” Evan mentioned, “is that I have never heard women say the word penis as often as I have heard it here. Women I meet will just casually ask, like, moments after I’ve met them, how my new cage fits my penis. Then they will generally ask to see it. I lift up my apron so they can have a look. They’ll ask me if it fits my penis, or if it’s been difficult to become accustomed to having my penis locked in chastity. And since they can’t really tell, they will ask me point blank the size of my penis. They don’t show any hesitation or embarrassment in asking.”

“Right,” Aliya responded, “they’re probably just, well, literally sizing you up. Some of them are just curious, and there’s no harm in asking. And yes, some of them are making a determination whether or not you would be an acceptable partner for whatever they’re interested in. For some, they’re only interested in men who are larger than a specific measurement, and for others they want someone below a certain measurement. It’s often just one of the many things they are considering, and generally not a particularly important one, so they’ll get it out of the way right up front. And then I also know that some women feel it’s an easy way to remind a man of his place, and they’re just asking in a friendly way. They want you to feel you’ve been put in your place, which is just something a woman will do as a favor to you. It helps, I think. At least that’s what I’ve heard.”

“Doing me a favor?” Evan asked. “By reminding me of my place?”

“Yes,” Aliya explained gently. “I’m sure it’s not easy for you. You come from a life where, as I understand, that is not the way things are. Female superiority has always been so obvious that I’ve never had to think about it. So I can only imagine what it’s like to have to make that adjustment. I’m positive that you will come to see it as an enormous benefit to you, and you will ultimately be grateful to the women who will train you to submit, and to be submissive. So in the meantime, it will be really helpful to you in your becoming acclimated to have women remind you of your position. Your status.”

“I guess so,” Evan replied, sounding uncertain.

“But what else?” Aliya asked. “So far, you’ve just talked about, well, your penis and your balls and your ass. I’m sure that there must be something more, um, significant?”

Evan blushed, clearly embarrassed to have mentioned such shallow subjects as evidenced by Aliya’s assessment of his commentary.

“I apologize,” Evan said, “but you’re right. I guess that’s another thing I need to get over, is my obsession with those parts of me. So, something else I noticed is that women don’t upward inflect when they speak.”

“I’m sorry, what is that?” Aliya asked.

“Oh, it’s something I am used to hearing a lot, mostly from women,” Evan explained. “It’s when a young woman is speaking and she gets to the end of a sentence, her voice goes up like she is asking a question? Even when what she is saying is not a question? And I just accepted it as a speech pattern, but at some point, it actually made me depressed. The idea that women would feel so unsure of themselves that they felt they had to express their thoughts as if they were asking permission to think those thoughts made me sad. Even in the case where what they are saying is a declarative sentence, they will say it softly and upward inflect at the end. Women here don’t do that. Not at all. Like you, they speak confidently, stating their opinions without concern for how others, especially men, will think of them. It’s more than just refreshing, it’s liberating. I’m not even the one being liberated, but it affects me just to be near them.”

Aliya beamed as she listened to Evan’s observation.

“And kind of related to that,” Evan continued, “is that women in the world outside are very wrapped up in the consideration of how they present themselves. They have to worry about whether men will think they are too pushy or aggressive, or that they will come off as a bitch or a slut.”

Suddenly Aliya’s eyes flashed and a look of concern came over her.

“I don’t mean to say those words like I think that,” Evan added quickly. “I think it’s that they worry what the world-at-large will see, or how they will be perceived. But here there doesn’t seem to be any concern about whether a woman is too this or that. They just are. And for sure, there are women here who make no excuses for being bossy,” Evan said, making quotation marks with his fingers, “mostly because she is literally the boss. She expects others to respect her because she has earned it and she deserves it. The fact that my particular boss, Dana, had me place my balls in her hand on my first day of work while she explained some basic rules to me is beside the point, as well as the fact that she had to have me over her desk for a spanking before my first day was over.”

“Really?” Aliya asked. “I understand Dana wanting you to show her you could place your balls in her hand, after all, it was the beginning of a new assignment. Respect should be shown and understanding the consequences of disobedience is important. But what did you do that earned you a spanking on your very first day?”

“Dana was asking me a question,” Evan explained. “I thought she had finished her question, so I began to answer her. This was incorrect, so I was essentially interrupting her. She was highly displeased with that, so I got bent over her desk real quick.”

“I see,” Aliya replied, nodding. “I’ve heard that’s a hard one to learn.”

“Then there’s the body hair removal thing,” Evan said. “That’s um, unique.”

“How so?” Aliya asked.

“It’s just more common for women to shave or wax their pubic hair.,” Evan replied.

“Why?” Aliya asked. “So they’ll look like boys?”

“No,” Evan said, it’s not very common for men to remove their body hair. And I guess the method they’ve invented here isn’t widely known. To make it permanent, I mean.”

“Hmm, I’ve always had this expectation that boys have their body hair removed so their bodies look smooth and more aesthetically pleasing,” Aliya said. “The women here will all make their own choice about the matter. I have always been more comfortable with a full bush of pubic hair,” Aliya said as she slid the hem of her dress upward and spread her thighs apart.

Evan sat motionless, and for a moment was unsure if he should be looking at Aliya’s pussy, and at the soft bush of hair she was showing him or not. He felt conflicted, wanting to show respect for her yet desperately aroused by such a brazen display of her sexuality.

“Evan,” she said, awakening him from the spell he was under.

Evan noticed that she was pointing to the floor before her, her slender arm between her thighs.

“Kneel,” she said firmly.


Chapter 13

Aliya stopped by Olivia’s house that afternoon and stood on the front porch after knocking on the door. She had just a moment to wait, in which she turned and looked at the view from the porch of the valley stretching out below on one side, and the edge of the forest on the other.

“Why hello, Aliya,” Olivia said as she opened the front door. “We were just talking about you the other day.”

“Nothing good, I hope,” Aliya said with sly smile.

“Oh, it was just that Daniel mentioned you stopped by,” Olivia replied. “May I offer you anything? Glass of wine? Water? A seat on the sofa?”

“I will definitely take a seat on the sofa,” Aliya replied. “And actually, I would not mind a glass of water, thank you.”

“Daniel!” Olivia called out as she took a seat in the chair opposite.

“Yes?” he replied, entering the room. “Oh, hi, Aliya,” he said as he noticed the young woman sitting on the couch.

“A glass of water for our lovely guest, and one for me as well,” Olivia said.

“Yes, right away,” Daniel replied.

“So what do we owe the pleasure?” Olivia asked.

“Well, one, I haven’t talked to you in a while and I just wanted to say hello,” Aliya began. “Talking to Daniel the other day reminded me to do so. But I do have a specific something in mind.”

“A specific something?” Olivia asked.

“Yeah, see I have had this one boy for a while, Ravi is his name, and it seemed like a conflict in my mind that I felt this curiosity about what I call wild boys, or the ones that come to us from elsewhere. The new arrivals. Obviously, you have some insight into that that I do not. So anyway, I did end up meeting this boy named Evan, who is just the type I was thinking of. And then I thought I should have both of them because why not. And it made me think of speaking with you. Sure, there are other women who have a similar circumstance, but I thought to ask you.”

“Well, do feel free to ask,” Olivia offered. “What would you like to know?

“One of the things I was wondering is will it make the two men competitive?” Aliya asked. “I mean, the thought amuses me. I like the idea of two men trying to outdo each other to win my affection.”

“I have found that to be a wonderful aspect to having two men in my marriage,” Olivia replied. “They’re different, and they complement each other. They each do their best in competing for my attention.”

“I think I would like that as long as I have the power to snap my fingers and they stop,” Aliya replied. “So that it doesn’t get to be too much, you know? I don’t want them begging for attention when I don’t want it.”

Olivia smiled.

“They do have the ability to become annoying,” Olivia agreed. “You will need to keep them occupied so that they don’t become a bother. Which has its own benefits.”

That’s one of the things that attracts me to having two men is seeing them play with each other,” Aliya said. “That just sounds like fun to me.”

“It definitely is,” Olivia said.

“So, in Daniel’s book, he mentions that Liam has a really large penis, while he then admits that he himself does not,” Aliya said. “Is that a detriment, having them be different sizes?”

“Not at all,” Olivia replied. “It’s like having different tools for different tasks. Would you like a better idea of what I’m talking about?”

“Sure,” Aliya replied.

Liam!” she called out. “Come here.”

A moment later Liam appeared in the living room.

“Liam, show Aliya your penis,” Olivia said.

Liam pulled down his pants.

“That is certainly very nicely sized, but not as large as I’d imagined after reading Daniel’s book,” Aliya commented. “I think Ravi is about that big.”

“I think it was just Daniel’s perspective,” Olivia reasoned. “He is smaller, so I think it looked really big to him. And he’d never had a cock in his mouth before Liam, so it probably felt like a lot to him.”

“That was kind of amusing,” Aliya said, “how he kind of skipped over that event. It was his first time taking another man in his mouth and he just alluded to it and then kind of fast-forwarded to the next morning.”

“That amused me as well,” Olivia replied. “I had to kid him about that. At first, I thought it was because he was so humiliated by having to suck Liam’s cock, but then I came to think he was really turned on by it.”

“That’s an interesting thought,” Aliya mused. “I would think that a boy would just do it because you told him to. You know, just following directions. It hadn’t occurred to me that it might make him aroused.”

“That’s their tell,” Olivia said. “If you have him do something and he gets hard doing it, well, then you know.”

“Speaking of,” Aliya said, sounding amused.

“Oh, well now you can see what Liam’s cock looks like when it’s fully erect,” Olivia commented. “I don’t have him locked, so he is free to have erections. He is disciplined well enough that I can trust him, plus I like to see the full expression of his desire.”

Olivia regarded Aliya, enamored of the young woman’s upbringing in a female dominant society.

“It’s not common for women to feel the freedom to enjoy multiple men in the outside world,” Olivia explained. “Predictably, men enjoy seeing two women interacting with each other for their pleasure, but women doing the same is considered taboo. That’s one of the many things that made me think this place would be perfect for me. The thought of having two men was, at first, such a naughty idea, even perverted.”

“Really?” Aliya asked. “It seems like such a natural thing to want. I can’t imagine thinking of it as perverted.”

“Oh, you have no idea what the outside world is like,” Olivia replied. “The idea that a woman would have two men is considered scandalous. You might find it interesting that there is a word, ‘cuckold,’ which describes a situation in which a woman has a second lover. She is said to be ‘cuckolding’ her husband. And the hypocrisy is that there is no such word to describe the same situation with the genders reversed. The assumption is that women who enjoy having multiple, or more than one man, require their own definition. One of the things that made me realize I wanted to make a life here was the fact that you have no such concept here. If a woman wants to enjoy another man, she simply does that, no definition required.”

“I can’t imagine,” Aliya responded, “it should shock me, but then the more I learn about what happens outside of Empire, the less I am surprised by it,” Aliya replied. “I am occasionally reminded of how grateful I should be to live in a place like Empire.”

“Before we came here,” Olivia said, “Daniel was like a lot of men are, which I guess I will call impatient. He liked what is known as foreplay, and he would do it, but only briefly.”

“Foreplay?” Aliya asked. “I am not familiar.”

“Right,” Olivia replied. “In the outside world, everything that is not penetrative, or vaginal sex, is called foreplay.”

“Wait, what?” Aliya asked. “So, like, when a boy licks you? Is that called foreplay?”

“Yes, and it is infrequent,” Olivia explained.

“My gosh, that’s all I’ve done with Ravi,” Aliya replied. “I’ve never had his penis inside me.”

“You’d be considered a virgin,” Olivia said with amusement. “Sex is very male-oriented, so a man coming inside you or on you is pretty much all that is considered sex.”

“So strange,” Aliya replied, her brow furrowing. “Do they not know that men should come infrequently?”

“No, they do not seem to know that,” Olivia replied. “And the men pay the price for it, as it has disastrous effects on them mentally and physically. Daniel has seen great improvements in every way due to the benefits of chastity and orgasm control.”

“Hmm,” Aliya said as she thought about all that Olivia had been telling her.

“Liam, we’re done looking, so go ahead and pull up your pants,” Olivia said. “And I want to take a bath in a bit, so go make that ready.”

“Yes, of course,” Liam said and gave Aliya a polite nod of his head before departing.

“So wow, is that something you’re working on?” Aliya asked, looking at a thick pile of printed paper on the side table.

“Oh, yeah,” Olivia replied. “I brought it out here thinking I would relax and read through, maybe get some editing done on it.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, have I distracted you?” Aliya asked.

“Yes, thankfully,” Olivia said, laughing. “I was not enthusiastic about pushing myself on the project, so I welcomed the distraction. And now I’m wanting a bath. Maybe it will be easier when I’ve relaxed my mind a bit.”

“May I ask what it is?” Aliya asked.

“It’s an attempt at a historical document of Empire,” Olivia explained. “I’ve been working on it since not long after we got here. And I still have a lot to do.”

“Oh, right, you’re writing like an oral history of the community, how it came to be and what the what the future might look like,” Aliya said.

“Exactly that,” Olivia replied.

“Well that looks like an enormous amount of work to me,” Aliya said.

“It is, but this place is worthy of the effort,” Olivia said with a satisfied smile.

* * *

Once Aliya had taken her leave, Olivia called Liam and Daniel to the living room.

“Daniel, while our lovely young friend Aliya was here, I had Liam display his cock for her, and though his practically instant erection was convenient for our discussion, it made clear to me that you have failed in one of your obligations to me. I do like to have my husband on edge, but the immediacy with which he became erect was embarrassing to me. I think you know what the punishment is for causing me to be embarrassed.”

“Yes, Olivia,” Daniel replied.

Olivia felt Daniel appeared appropriately remorseful, but at present she had a more pressing concern.

“So you will correct the problem,” Olivia said.

Daniel saw that she was pointing toward the floor, so he dutifully knelt before Liam. He reached around and untied the tiny garment that covered Liam’s cock, then, assumed the position she preferred, with his arms crossed behind his back. He used his tongue to lift Liam’s cock into his mouth, and began to suck it, making it hard.

“Hmm,” Olivia purred, watching as Daniel applied his oral skills to Liam’s massive cock.

She observed closely to see how far he could take it into his mouth while determining his punishment. Daniel had developed the ability to take it into his throat, but he was still short of taking the full length of Liam’s cock. Olivia appreciated his progress, but she had been very clear in communicating that she wanted to see Daniel’s lips wrapped around the base of Liam’s cock. Anything less, she had explained, would result in punishment. She felt that Daniel had earned himself a lengthy session with the wooden paddle she’d recently acquired, but that would have to wait until after he swallowed every drop of Liam’s cum.

Olivia allowed her gaze to travel downward to Daniel’s chastity cage, and she saw that it was presenting outward, showing that his cock was as hard as the cage would allow. She smiled at the sight, amused to see Daniel helplessly aroused while having his mouth used in service of Liam’s massive cock.


Chapter 14

“Hi, Kali, do you mind if I sit here?” Talia asked.

Kali looked up from her table at the outdoor café where she was drinking a coffee and reading a book.

“Um, sure,” Kali replied. “I mean, no, I don’t mind. Please, have a seat. You’re Talia, right? I remember visiting you and Tyler a couple of months ago.”

“Yeah, we finally showed up!” Talia said as she took a seat. “That was a lengthy process. I’m not complaining, I get it that you all have to be really selective and everything.”

“Yeah,” Kali replied, “it takes some time.

“Do you know who Jackson is?” Talia asked.

“Yeah, of course,” Kali replied. “I’ve been going out to meet prospective residents as part of the application process for the past year or so, and I flew out to do an in-home examination and interview with him as well.”

“Oh, right,” Talia replied. “It’s one of those things where the individual experience is unique, so you forget that everyone goes through the same thing. So, tell me what that’s like. Is it fun to do, or is it just work?”

“It’s interesting,” Kali said, putting down her book. “It’s fun to be the first person they meet in person. The boys are so intimidated when I meet them, because to them, I kind of represent the whole experience, or whatever. Like, everything they think they might be getting into as far as living in a full-time female dominant society, I kind of represent that to them. So they’re really on their best behavior. Now it can get ridiculous, where I have to tell them not to kneel before me and stuff. They think they need to become this whole other person. It makes me want to laugh, but I know that they’re really vulnerable at that point, so I try not to. Instead I’m just patient with them, and I tell them to stand up, and begin to explain that I don’t need them on their knees. What they don’t realize is that the world already looks like that to me. I don’t need a man to kneel before me when I meet him because in my mind he is already on his knees.”

“I’m not sure I understand that,” Talia said.

“Well, once I came to really understand this place and I’d lived here a while, it became second nature, really,” Kali explained. “I no longer see men as equals, and so they don’t need to show me they can, you know, genuflect before me. I already know they will worship my female authority, and I know that I have a practically infinite power over them. I can compel them to obey at any time, so I don’t need them to show me they are willing to do so. But it can also be kind of cute. And yes, at times I do take advantage of it. And that’s fun.”

“I remember that Tyler was quite taken with you,” Talia recalled.

“Oh, he was adorable,” Kali said, smiling at the memory. “You and your mother did such a nice job in training him, so it was pretty much a done deal that he would be approved to live here. He was very respectful and polite, and not in an annoying way.”

“So tell me about Jackson,” Talia said.

Kali smiled. Talia noticed that Kali would occasionally steal a glance at the front of her shirt, which Talia had specifically chosen for its plunging neckline. It made an overt and irresistible display of her breasts, which Talia recognized was to her advantage.

“The thing is, I’ve long been of the opinion that the guys who are well-hung seem to adjust to the rules more easily,” she explained. “And doing these in-person interviews has done nothing to dispel that belief. As I said, I sometimes take advantage of my role and have some fun with it, and with Jackson, I knew because it was in his paperwork that he was pretty fucking huge. So I got curious. I decided I wanted to see it in person, so I had him show me.”

“That’s funny, I kind of did the exact same thing, although I didn’t have the benefit of prior knowledge,” Talia mentioned. “I noticed that there were two boys on the bus who weren’t my brother, so I had them both show me their dicks. Just for fun, really. Turned out, the two men were Jackson and Evan. It was like I was already in this mindset of living in a female-led society, so I though I would try it out on the first men I encountered. So they became my first victims.”

“Victims?” Kali asked, laughing at the choice of words. “I’m sure they loved it. They both got hard right away, correct?”

“Correct,” Talia acknowledged, laughing. “And Evan is nice and big, but Jackson is fucking huge. I had each of them across my lap for a spanking, just to get in the mood for my arrival here. Jackson’s huge cock between my knees was so nice and giving him a bare-handed spanking was even better.”

“I know, it was well worth having him show it to me,” Kali agreed. “You know, women will tell me that they don’t want a guy to be such and such a size, or too big, you know, and I’ll be like, why not? And they’ll say something about how it’s too big and it would make them sore. And so that’s where I realized we’re talking about two different things. I don’t want it pounding my pussy, for sure, I just wanted to look at it. So the bigger it is, the more I can see how desperate the guy is with his big bone sticking up hard as a brick, the more I like it,” Kali said, laughing. “He can use his tongue, which is so much better anyway.”

“I agree, though I’ve not met a lot of men who have a lot of talent in that area,” Talia replied.

“You need to meet some of the guys here,” Kali said. “Of course, there are a few women as well.”

“Yeah?” Talia said, giving Kali her most obvious and suggestive smile. “So what has your, um, experience been living here?”

Kali returned the look, as she began to feel the chemistry between her and Talia.

“A while back,” she explained, “I was in a relationship with this really cute girl named Aurora. It surprised me because she wasn’t really my type. I mean, she’s totally adorable, a natural redhead, and really petite, but it was her personality that I connected with. Anyway, she kind of had a thing for Damien. He’s the head of construction, and sure, I can appreciate his physical body, he’s built like a god, you know? So we have him watch us, and at first, we don’t let him do anything but sit there with an erection so hard it looks like it’s going to explode at any moment. Then Aurora wants to play with him, and then more and more, and then at some point she comes to me and tells me she wants to get married to Damien. Like, have children and the whole deal. It was sad, for sure, but she was really sweet, and we’re still really good friends. It was amicable.”

“Well, at least there’s that,” Talia said quietly. “I’m sorry, all the same. But you said at the beginning that she wasn’t really your type. So, what is your type?”

Kali flashed a mischievous smile.

“Oh, I like curvy girls,” she said. “You know, nice big tits. Like you.”

“Oh yeah?” Talia replied. “You like them like this?” she said, hefting her breasts with both hands.

“Yes, please,” Kali said sweetly.

“Oh, you don’t have to say please,” Talia replied.

They both paused for a moment, feeling the attraction between them.

“All right,” Kali suddenly said, “I have an idea. I think we should go have a look at this Jackson we’ve been discussing. It turns out that he is going to be given a punishment this evening and it’s open to the public. We should go and watch.”

“What is he being punished for?” Talia asked.

“He asked for it,” Kali replied.

“They’re all just asking for it,” Talia said.

Kali laughed.

“No, I mean he literally asked for it. He requested it,” she explained.

“They can do that?” Talia asked.

“Of course,” Kali replied. “I don’t know his reasoning, but maybe we’ll find out. Anyway, it generally means it will be really entertaining to watch. Like he’ll be positioned to our advantage, so we can really appreciate, by which I mean objectify his naked body. Probably unlocked as well. And these types of punishments generally aren’t over quickly, so we’ll have some time to really enjoy the show.”

On the walk over to the public house, where Jackson’s punishment would be held, Talia felt a tingling sensation caused by Kali’s attentiveness to her. She wondered just what might happen, if anything, between them. When they entered the building, they saw that Jackson had already been bound in the standing position to a metal frame. His arms were raised up overhead and tied by the wrists, and his ankles tied with his legs spread wide. His bondage drew his entire body taut so as to display him in the most objectifying manner possible as well as making him vulnerable to the extreme.

“Nice,” Talia noted, seeing that Jackson’s chastity cage had been unlocked and removed, allowing his cock to be observed without obstruction.

Jackson was not hard, but his dick was arcing out away from his body in a way that was suggestive that he might soon become erect. During his punishment, which turned out to be a flogging down his back and across his butt, followed by an application of the cane across the backs of his thighs and moving upward, ending across his ass, Kali and Talia were treated to Jackson’s humiliating acceptance of his place. His eventual erection displayed for all of the ten or so women present that he appreciated the opportunity to submit to female authority and willingly subjugate himself. There was a round of well-earned applause following the demonstration.

Before Jackson was allowed to return to his room in the male arrival’s dormitory, he was left in place for a period of time, during which Talia and Kali took the opportunity to approach him.

“Hey, Jackson,” Kali said. “You know Talia, right? She told me she had the pleasure of being one of the first of us to give you some pants-down humiliation. Which impressed me, actually,” she said, giving Talia a glowing smile.

“Yeah, that’s when I first got a look at this big dick,” Talia replied. “We noticed that you got nice and hard for us during your punishment, Jackson. We enjoyed that.”

“Thank you,” Jackson replied. “It was an honor for me.”

“Yes, it was,” Kali said. “We were wondering why you realized you should submit to a public punishment.”

“Yeah, was it so you could show off your big dick?” Talia asked.

“Yes,” Jackson admitted. “But it was more than that. Yes, I wanted to advertise, I guess, but I wanted to show that I am willing to subjugate myself as well. I wanted the women in Empire to see my acceptance of my position here.”

“It did get our attention,” Kali said.

Talia felt a twinge of pleasure at Kali’s use of the word our. As in, she thought, the two of them already being combined in a single word.

“Now what do we do with him,” Kali asked Talia, “seeing as how he’s gotten our attention?”

“Hmm, good question,” Talia replied.

“Perhaps we could have him handed over to our authority?” Kali said.

“That, is a fascinating suggestion,” Talia replied. “Then, we could take our time in deciding what to do with him.”

Kali made the arrangements with Viela, an icy blonde woman who’d administered his punishment, after which Jackson was brought to Kali’s home not far from the public house.

“You have a spectacular view, Kali,” Talia said as she faced the picture window overlooking the valley below.

“Thank you, and yes, I do,” Kali said as she turned Talia to face her.

She was looking at Talia’s body, which caused Talia to blush.

“Oh, you mean—” Talia began.

“Yes,” Kali replied, interrupting Talia by pulling her toward her and kissing her.

Jackson, who had been ordered to his knees and left naked, watched the two women begin to undress each other while they kissed. His erection returned to being fully hard, a condition that would only be exacerbated while he watched the two women lick and suck and kiss each other’s body in an unrestrained tumult of sexual hunger and satiation.

Kali was tall and athletic while still having a decidedly feminine shape to her body, while Talia was extravagantly curvy with a pronounced hourglass figure. The two women began kneeling on the bed, touching, licking, and kissing each other, then settled onto the bed where Kali spread Talia’s legs wide with her hands to bury her face in Talia’s pussy.

Jackson could only watch, painfully hard as the waves of heat rising from the two women’s bodies was practically visible in the room and the sounds of them pleasuring each other for a seemingly infinite episode of unrestrained lust and desire was like musical accompaniment. He was overwhelmed by how inexhaustible their bodies were in reveling in pleasure as each took her turn in ravishing the other with her lips, fingers, and tongue.

When, at last, it appeared the two women might have satiated each other’s desire, they turned their attention to him. They ordered him up onto the bed where he was to remain kneeling for them. Kali and Talia took turns teasing his cock with their feet, and Talia was endlessly amused to see that Kali could grip him between her toes.

“Those are some talented feet,” Talia observed.

“Oh, yeah, I can pick things up pretty easily,” she replied. “Watch this.”

Kali grabbed and squeezed Jackson’s balls until he cried out, gasping at the pain. Talia laughed.

“And here I thought your tongue was the most versatile part of your amazing body,” she said, her admiration evident as she turned to kiss Kali’s soft lips. Soon their passion as reignited, and Jackson was left watching once again, already aching from what was clearly going to be a serious case of blue balls.


Chapter 15

“Ravi, my feet need some attention,” Aliya said.

She was sitting on the sofa, and in the moment had her feet tucked up underneath her. Ravi knelt down on the floor before her and felt appreciative as always that Aliya extended her foot and lifted it, holding it in place with her toes before his lips. Ravi cradled the heel of her foot, taking the weight of her leg in his hands. He began by kissing each of her toes with obvious affection and adoration.

He was deeply touched by the way Aliya presented her feet for his attention, which was a simple demonstration of her thoughtfulness. Prior to Aliya, Ravi had been in a relationship with a young woman named Ellis, who gave him his first experience with what a woman might expect of him in a serious relationship. Before Ellis, his experience had been limited to relatively short interactions with girls. These were furtive and experimental on the part of the female, each of whom wanted nothing more than to see what a relationship with a boy might be. In these brief, casual alliances, he had learned how to kiss a girl, how to kneel on command, and how to crawl at the feet of a potential owner. He did his best in attempting to be as respectful as possible, learning the difference between assuming the down position so as to demonstrate subservience and doing so in a romantic way.

“You do it so perfunctorily,” Ellis had informed him. “When a boy lowers himself before a girl in a romantic relationship, she wants to see that he doesn’t just put himself on the ground like it’s an obligation. I know that it is an obligation for you, and so you might think of it that way, but if you want to impress me, then don’t just put yourself on your hands and knees and lower your forehead to the ground like it’s something you have to do. Do it like it’s so much more than that. Look at it as an opportunity to impress me. Make me see that it’s a privilege to lower yourself specifically for me. Make it mean something. A woman wants to see that you can obey, for sure, but that’s just the basics, you know? If you’re going for a baseline demonstration of your ability to follow a command, then you won’t be impressing anyone, and a woman won’t feel like you truly worship her.”

Ravi had listened to Ellis, and was grateful for her instruction, but something she’d said had stuck with him.

“What you should be aiming for,” she said one day while he was attempting to show her his obedience, “is a display of adoration that is, well, embarrassing. I know that might sound weird, because why would you be embarrassed to show a woman basic competence in assuming a genuflecting position, but that’s just it.

“You don’t want to show basic competence. You want to make it so completely selfless that your subjugation is actually embarrassing to yourself, and even to the woman to whom you are offering yourself. Don’t hold back. Be obvious. A little romantic flourish is nice, but make sure that you mean it. Make it so that it’s unmistakable. Remember what Arianda said when she designed Empire, about how she realized she should take what her then husband said literally. He would say that he worshipped the ground she walked on, which she had come to realize was just something he said to coerce her into feeling a certain way about him. So she made him show her, and from there she began to understand the society she wanted to build for women and men to live in.”

Ravi adored Ellis, but he didn’t know any different, so when she had him give her attention by worshipping at her feet, she made no effort to present them to him. Instead, she would tell him to kiss her feet, and she expected him to lower himself rather than lift her feet. He would get onto his hands and knees and place his lips against her feet, which remained planted on the floor. She expected him to kiss and lick her toes, but it was his responsibility to lift her toes with his tongue and suck on them. She would often place her other foot on the back of his head, and she didn’t see any reason to be nice about it.

“Jayson does this better than you,” she would often tell him.

She had every right to have whichever boy she chose worship at her feet, Ravi understood, but she seemed to relish the humiliation of belittling him while he was kneeling before her.

Aliya’s attitude toward him was entirely different than Ellis’s, and it was a revelation to him. When he would suck on her toes, she made it clear to him how much she enjoyed his ministrations, encouraging him and showing affection.

“Slower,” she often said, in a voice that was seductive and sultry, making obvious the pleasure she was taking in observing him worshipping at her feet. “Take your time with each one,” she would say as he took each of her toes into his mouth, one at a time.

Aliya couldn’t understand why anyone had ever criticized Ravi’s approach to foot worship. She had, in the course of experimenting with different boys, a number of potential boyfriends display their aptitude in attending to her feet. Some had more talent than others, and each had varying potential, but none of them had Ravi’s ability to communicate so effectively his adoration of her. He placed his lips on each of her toes, one at a time and in no particular hurry, and simultaneously sucked them into his mouth and used his tongue in a disarmingly creative manner. His reverence was touching, and his devotion was unmistakable.

Aliya had a full understanding of what a blowjob was, having learned all manner of human sexual interaction in her human sexuality course, and the way that Ravi sucked on her big toes reminded her of what she had learned. He would cradle her foot in one hand and use the other to rub her foot along the arch as he took her toe into his mouth as deeply as he was able, sucking it as though it were her sexual organ.

Before Ravi, Aliya thought of foot worship like any other mandatory display of male obedience. It was necessary for the male to demonstrate his commitment to supplicating himself, but otherwise was of little interest to her. With Ravi, she began to truly appreciate the act as something that could bring her a great deal of pleasure. She had begun to appreciate it more than she ever had with other boys, and then she began to crave the feeling of intimacy and sexual pleasure it gave her. While Ravi sucked on her toes, fellating them with an attitude of adulation, she felt as though there was a connection between her feet that ran up her inner thigh to between her legs, making her pussy wet.

Aliya had seen a number of boys have a caged erection while worshipping at her feet, but Ravi was different. His erection would lift and present his cage nicely, but he seemed to recognize that it was nothing more than a tribute to her. He usually hardened and stayed hard throughout, and Aliya often couldn’t resist placing her other foot just above his cage to feel it pressing against the arch of her foot.

Ravi noted that her flexibility and her sensuality combined as she used her other foot to explore his body. When she wasn’t teasing his cage, she would stroke his body with her foot as though it was her hand. She liked to stroke his cheek, or his hair or hook it around the back of his head. He thought it so sweet and thoughtful of her to be so vocal about her appreciation of his efforts. He had noticed that many of the girls he had experience with would instruct hm to worship their feet and then remain silent, observing his efforts, clearly judging him, and then say nothing about it afterward. Aliya was different. With her he felt as though there was the promise of a long-term relationship, and practically unending opportunities to worship her with dedication to her and the respect he felt for her.

Aliya used her feet to guide Ravi down onto the floor, face up, and she kept her toes in his mouth while the other pressed her other foot against his cock cage, feeling Ravi’s caged erection pressing back.

“There’s a wild boy I’ve taken an interest in,” she mentioned as she slid one foot down to lift his balls with her toes while she slid the big toe of her other foot deep into his mouth. “His name is Evan, and he just arrived. I was in Sam’s orientation while she was giving him his orientation training, and it was kind of sweet seeing him do his best to obey and learn the rules. He’s really cute, and he’s built well, like you. I’ve had him worship my pussy, and while he shows promise, he has a lot to learn. He can’t make me come like you do, at least not yet. Anyway, I want you to meet him and get to know him. I’m thinking about having him for a while, because there is something about him where he’s earnest, I guess. He’s genuine, and willing to admit his own faults. I think he’s promising. So talk to him when you next see him.”

“Of course, I will,” Ravi said, then resumed sucking on her toes.


Chapter 16

Ravi found Evan after work, walking toward the dormitory he was assigned to as a new resident.

“Hey, Evan,” called out. “Hi, I’m Ravi. Aliya wanted me to have a talk with you.”

“Oh, hi, um, hey,” Evan replied nervously. “So you’re uh, Aliya’s boyfriend? Is that right?”

“We don’t really use that word,” Ravi replied, “but it’s relatively close to that. I’m more properly referred to as her property.”

“Oh,” Evan replied. “So what did you want to talk about?” he asked warily.

“Oh nothing in particular,” Ravi replied. “She just though I should get to know you.”

“So, I don’t know how to talk about, or, well, even if I should talk about . . .” Evan began to say, then realized he didn’t even know how to conclude his question.

Ravi observed him closely.

“You mean about whatever has happened with Aliya?” he said, having intuited Evan’s thoughts.

“Um, yeah,” Evan said, feeling somewhat relieved. “Wait, how did you guess that?”

“Well first, she talked to me about it. But also, I can see some of the things you are thinking because we’re different,” Ravi explained. “Growing up here, I don’t have some of the same thoughts you do. Some things don’t bother me or sometimes even occur to me, but I can see them on you. If you get nervous about something, it’s generally something I wouldn’t even think twice about. So it is more apparent to me.”

“OK, well, if you already know, then I’ll ask,” Evan replied. “So Aliya pretty much told me what I was going to do for her. She didn’t ask me, she just, you know, told me.”

“Wait a moment,” Ravi said, “do you have her permission to talk about this?”

Evan paused, looking at Ravi.

“I’m sorry, I’m not sure what you mean,” Evan replied.

“If something happens between you and any female, then you’ll need her permission to mention it to anyone else,” Ravi explained.

“That’s, um, I didn’t know that,” Evan said. “It’s just that women speak so freely.”

“That’s because they are women,” Ravi replied. ‘They can do that. You can’t. You will need to remember the rules are different for you because you’re a boy.”

“Right,” Evan replied, nodding his head. “I am just still unaccustomed to how the women here are so naturally confident in themselves and never feel the need to ask permission for anything.”

“I suppose so,” Ravi said with an amused look on his face. I’ve never really interacted with women who were anything other than their true selves, so I couldn’t be sure. I’ve always been in awe of the women in my life. It’s never been an issue for me to recognize the superiority of women, since the women here are all so obviously just that. You can see it quite clearly that they are deserving of more than just respect. When I am in the down position before a woman, or a group of women, it feels very natural to me, because they radiate this overwhelming power that comes from being nothing more than their natural selves.”

“Yeah,” Evan said. “It’s a learning curve for me.

“Well, to make things easier for you, since you seem to be a bit overwhelmed,
Ravi said, “I am aware that Aliya wanted you. I’ve known her for a while, I can tell. And now that you’ve mentioned it, you might as well ask me what you want to know.”

Evan looked at Ravi, still feeling a bit wary.

“OK, it’s that I seem to have trouble with, um, as you refer to it, serving her. Worshipping her. I try to make her come, but I’m not having a lot of success.”

“Oh. Well, there’s your problem,” Ravi replied. “Don’t try to make her come.”

“What? What do you mean?” Evan asked, sounding perplexed.

“Whether or not she comes isn’t really up to you,” Ravi explained. “If she can sense that you are trying to make it happen, it will feel like you’re trying to be done with it. Like you want to do something else. Now, obviously, if you are licking her pussy, then you don’t want to be doing anything else. You don’t want it to end. Of course, she already knows that. Like any other woman, she knows that you want to lick her pussy, and that you want to worship her for as long as she will let you. Just make sure that you are making it clear to her that you feel that. So, forget about making her come, and instead, just focus on licking her. Worship her. Don’t try to make it end, rather, hope that it never ends. Do it like you’re going to keep doing it forever. I mean, literally forever. When she can just relax, and let it continue for as long as she wants it to, then she will come in her own time. So don’t try to make her come. Try and make sure she knows that you are devoted her.”

“Oh. Wow,” Evan replied. “That tells me that I have a lot to learn.”

“It’s worthy of a lifetime of effort and study,” Ravi replied softly. “It takes time.”

“Then, well, there’s another thing. She said that you can make her squirt when she comes, and I’d never even heard of that,” Evan said. “I didn’t know that was a thing.”

“To learn how to make her squirt when she comes,” Ravi explained patiently, “put your first two fingers in your mouth. Make them slick and wet, then cross your fingers. Then gently slide them inside of her, palm up, and curve them slightly upward. Gently massage her with your fingertips and listen to her. Always listen. Lick her clit endlessly, and hope for the best outcome, regardless. Don’t worry. Show your best effort and pay attention. Those are your best allies. As long as she feels you are doing everything to the best of your ability, she will appreciate it, and if you need to be punished, then accept it for the learning experience that it is.”

Evan nodded his head, seeming to agree with Ravi, but feeling he was still encountering so much new information that he was unsure of anything he thought he knew.

“You know,” Evan said, staring off into the distance at two women in conversation with one another as they were walking toward them, “one of the first things I noticed is that the women here are really beautiful. But I don’t mean that in the way I might have meant even a few months ago. Sure, I’ve been attracted to a woman’s physicality, and that hasn’t been lessened. But it’s so much more than that. The women here are so confident and self-possessed. They have an air about them that just radiates outward. It’s like their true selves have come out and it makes them happy in a way they haven’t felt before. It’s, well, magnificent, really. Their natural beauty is on display as opposed to the skin-deep, manufactured appearance that has been copied from something they think the culture around them wants to see. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, of course,” Ravi replied. “I think perhaps you’re just getting a look at how things really are. It sounds like you are beginning to appreciate something more than their outward appearance, which is good. They are so much more than that, of course, and there is a reason for our recognition that women are the dominant gender. They hold a position of authority because they deserve it. If you pay attention, you will see that more clearly.”


Chapter 17

“Down,” Aliya demanded.

Evan quickly assumed the position, noting the change in countenance of the usually warm and friendly young woman to that of someone who’s patience ought not to be tried. He also noted that she held in her hand an item he recognized as something Sam had used in his orientation, which was a long, thin riding crop. He felt uneasy about what was about to happen, so he did his best at correctly positioning himself and remaining so.

“Evan, it has come to my attention that you still have some things to learn about how a boy is expected to behave,” Aliya began. “I suppose it is to be expected. But it annoys me to have to correct you. So I want you to really think about the punishment you are about to receive. Be present in the moment and let each stroke of the whip guide you toward realigning yourself in a way that recognizes your station. You have the potential of being a really fun plaything for me, which you should realize is an honor for you. Most boys would do absolutely anything to be considered my property. You, as a recent arrival to our community, should be doubly grateful for the privilege to serve me.”

Aliya placed the tip of the riding crop across his butt. Evan kept his body still with his bare ass up in the air, trying not to tremble as a result of the vulnerability he felt.

“You spoke out of turn, Evan,” Aliya said, her voice clouded in disappointment. “I at no point gave you permission to discuss anything that happens between us. That right is mine alone if I’ve not specifically extended the option to you. So do understand that every stroke of my whip is intended to remind you of your place. I will make sure that each of these is exceptionally painful as a favor to you in helping you to remember this lesson. Afterward, you will be given an opportunity to apologize to me, and also to express your gratitude for the correction. Do you understand all that I have said to you, Evan?”

“Yes, Aliya,” Evan replied.

“We will see,” she said as she began to whip him across his bare butt.

Once her efforts had resulted in a nearly uniform, reddish blush across Evan’s bare ass, she had him kneel up.

“You may apologize to me for speaking out of turn now,” she said, standing before him, still holding the riding crop.

Evan looked up at her with a newfound respect and admiration for the whipping she’d given him.

“It is a privilege for me to be allowed to apologize, and I thank you for the opportunity,” Evan began.

Aliya was touched by the fact that his eyes were rimmed with tears.

“Kneeling before in recognition of your superiority is a learning process for me as a result of a natural inferiority,” Evan continued. “Please accept my expression of remorse that I am prone to make mistakes, and I thank you for correcting me and guiding me through this process. One day I hope to be consistently well-behaved so as to make you proud of my attention to the lessons I’ve learned during your training.”

Aliya observed Evan kneeling before her. She noticed that he had a caged erection. His sincerity was obvious, as was his commitment to learn to obey. She wondered what they future of this boy might be where she was concerned. She placed the whip on the sofa, the took a step forward, lifting her dress and guiding his face between her legs. She held him there as she stroked his hair.

“Very good, Evan,” she said quietly. “Very good.”

* * *

Later in the day, Aliya was lying on her side, absent-mindedly stroking Ravi’s bare chest. She had always been enamored of how beautifully sculpted his chest was, and she found that slowly sliding her fingers over his soft, smooth skin while feeling the hardened muscle underneath was deeply pleasurable.

“So here’s a thing I want to talk to you about,” she began, though she was looking at Ravi’s body rather than meeting his eyes. “Something I’ve always thought is that when you go down on me, I’m alone in a way,” Aliya explained. “I want to hold you and I want to kiss you but I can’t. I want you kissing me on my lips and my neck and licking and sucking on my nipples, but you can’t do any of those things because you’re very busy licking my pussy. So that’s what I want, I want one boy licking me while the other is kissing me. And I love the way your lips and tongue taste after you lick my pussy. But I only get to taste you when you’re done. So if I have two boys at the same time then you can switch places. I love the thought of your desperately aroused bodies pressed against me, both of you kissing me in different places.

“So here’s what I am thinking,” Aliya said, shifting her focus to look Ravi in the eye. “I want to have you and Evan over and I want to feel it out. You know, just see what the dynamic is. I’m just curious about what you two look like next to one another. Naked, I mean. And I want to know what the, I guess, energy feels like. You both have what I think of as a kind of energy that radiates from within you, and you two are different. Don’t get me wrong, you are more than capable of making me excited, but Evan has this energy that excites me, while you have this energy that calms me. The thing is, I wouldn’t want to be without you. I need you. I need the calming effect you have on my mind and my body. It’s like a mood-altering drug, in a way. But I’m curious about what it would be like to have both you and Evan, and if you two would be complementary and balance each other out, or if there would be a conflict.

“A conflict?” Ravi asked. “Like we would fight?”

“No,” Aliya laughed. “You’d never do that. You’d each get such a whipping,” she said as she leaned over and kissed him. “No, I mean that you’d be like, oh, I don’t know. You know how two different foods work together and others don’t? Like cheese and crackers are fine but crackers and gum would be terrible.”

“Wait, is gum a food?” Ravi asked with a mischievous smile on his face.

Aliya smiled back as her hand slipped down the front of his body and took ahold of his balls.

“Yes, I’m saying that gum is a food,” she stated, squeezing his balls firmly. “Any problems with that?”

“No, no problems,” Ravi replied. “Whatever you say, Aliya.”

“That’s right,” she replied, removing her hand from his balls, and bringing it up to his face to squeeze his cheeks. “Whatever I say. So I’m going to have Evan over, maybe tomorrow night. I had a talk with Olivia about her marriage and it made me anxious to see what that might be like.”

Ravi’s eyes widened and a hopeful smile crossed his face.

“M-marriage?” he asked, his voice soft and slightly hesitant.

Aliya observed Ravi’s expression.

“Well, I’m not making the arrangement, if that’s what you’re asking,” she replied. “Don’t worry, if I decide we’re going to get married, I’ll let you know.”

Aliya began to make little circles around Ravi’s nipples.

“I had to give Evan a whipping earlier. He seemed to take it well enough, but it annoyed me to have to punish him. Perhaps you might help keep him in line.”

“Sure, and I’m sorry the matter came to that,” Ravi mentioned. I have been in conversation with him, and I do think he means well.”

“I suppose,” Aliya replied, absent-mindedly pinching Ravi’s nipples. “I’m sure it’s been challenging for him. He was talking to me about the differences between Empire and the world he grew up in. It was interesting.”

“Oh yeah?” Ravi said. “What did he say about it?”

“A lot of things,” Aliya said. “One of them was that women will shave or wax their pubic hair but men generally don’t.” Aliya wrinkled her nose. “Ugh, I would not like it if a man had body hair. It’s just wrong. And I love this little dimple here,” she said, placing her finger on the indentation above his penis. “Also, I can’t imagine having to do that on my own body.”

“I would not prefer that,” Ravi said. “I love the way you look. But you do shave your legs and your armpits,” Ravi pointed out.

“Yeah, but that’s because I like it that way, and I wouldn’t if I didn’t,” she replied. “And now, I need this soft little patch of hair in your face,” she said as she lifted herself up and crawled forward, straddling his chest. She pushed her hips forward until her pussy was against his lips. Ravi kissed her, reverently, then began to lick her with a devotion that never failed in making Aliya come.


Chapter 18

Tyler found himself standing still, unsure of what to do with himself in the moment. It had been an almost continuous thought in his mind since he’d arrived in Empire how grateful he was for his mother’s establishment of female rule in his household. When it had first been implemented, it had been a shocking development. He was quickly made to realize that he had much to learn about how to behave with respect to his newly assigned status as a male inferior.

He had rebelled, of course, to no avail. The more he expressed his resentment of the establishment of female authority, the harder he was punished. Eventually he realized that it was in his own interest to submit. So he did, but it seemed that every time he adjusted to whatever level of subjugation he thought appropriate, a new one would be introduced. He would eventually be locked in chastity, something he found impossible to believe was happening. His father had explained that it was for his own good, and his mother simply stood there with her arms crossed, a sure sign that his compliance was inevitable. What made it so much more difficult to acclimate to was his sister, Talia, openly teasing him about it.

“Your little penis is so much more obedient locked up,” she taunted him.

This particularly annoyed Tyler, since he knew that he wasn’t ‘little,’ and his sister was simply employing the word to mock him. He bristled at Talia’s taunting, and so when she was assigned the authority to determine his punishment, it made his blood boil with humiliation and embarrassment. It was many years of continual behavioral conditioning for him to eventually come to understand that there were benefits and advantages in submission to female dominance.

Now he felt grateful for his upbringing and had even developed a respectful gratitude for his sister’s guidance. His experience living in Empire had made him realize how well they had prepared him for the expectations placed on him by the women who resided here. At this particular moment he was standing alone on an observation deck high up on the hillside, looking out over the community below. It was early evening and the place took on a magical appearance as little twinkling lights had begun to appear.

Suddenly he felt a presence behind him and was about to turn around when he felt a pair of hands on his body, one on his hip and the other on the back of his neck. They clearly communicated that he was to remain in position.

“Hello, Tyler,” a woman’s voice said softly but firmly into his ear.

Tyler had yet to meet formally meet Sophia but was about to become acquainted with her through her unique manner of introduction. She retained her grip on the back of his neck while her other hand began to drift onto his bare butt.

Tyler hadn’t yet gotten used to how exposed his ass was at all times. The women in Empire had definitely noticed how fully rounded his butt cheeks were and he had come to expect that they might put a hand on it at any time, but it still made him nervous to be so exposed. The woman behind him grabbed a handful and squeezed firmly.

“I had a talk with your sister, Talia,” the voice said in his ear. “She said you used to get the belt. My problem with hearing her tell the story is the phrase, ‘used to.’ See, I think that boys like you should remain well-acquainted with the belt.”

Tyler drew in a deep breath as he felt the woman’s hand slip between his legs. She pressed a fingertip against his asshole.

“I bet you’re the kind of boy who drips precum, aren’t you? I bet that if I got you on your hands and knees on a wooden floor, you’d be so scared your penis wouldn’t even be hard, but it would drip, drip, drip onto the floor and make a little puddle. Am I right? Would I have to make you clean it up off the floor with your tongue? Probably more than once, right? Meanwhile, I’d punish this beautiful ass until you thought you couldn’t take any more.”

Tyler felt her finger slide into his asshole.

“I’d beat this adorable ass until your whole body was trembling, shaking, all while your penis is still drip, drip, dripping on the floor. You know what’s so funny about that, Tyler? You’d like it. You would love it. You would come crawling back to me begging for more.”

Tyler felt the woman remove her hand from his neck and then wrap her hand around his balls. She held his balls tightly in her hand and began to pull them back and upward toward her, all while her finger slid deeper into his ass.

“Boys like you crave the feeling of being put in your place by a woman like me,” she said, her voice menacing in hie ear. “I’m unrelenting when I punish naked boys. You will feel yourself falling so deep, and all you’ll be able to do is look up at me from your new position of subservience with adulation and respect. And then I will laugh at you when you cry out in pain. You know what the most satisfying thing will be for me? Because face it, my satisfaction is all that is important. The most satisfying thing for me will be that my laughing at your pain will be what finally makes you fully hard. Which will just make me laugh that much harder, seeing the tears streaming down your cheeks as you look up at me in awe of my superiority and your cock is hard. It will be pointing upward, toward me, as though even your dick recognizes my complete dominance over you.”

Tyler went up on the balls of his feet as the woman behind him buried her finger in his ass and pulled upward on his balls.

“That’s right, Tyler,” the woman said. “I want you looking forward to that. And you will be looking forward to it, won’t you? Because from now on, it will never stray far from your mind until it happens. And when it happens, it will be beyond anything you might have imagined.”

She withdrew her finger from his ass and released his balls from her grip.

“My name is Sophia, by the way,” she said. “Feel free to ask anyone about me. They’ll tell you how much trouble you’re in.”

She gave him a slap on the ass, then walked away. Tyler was too afraid to turn around at first, and when he did, she was gone.


Chapter 19

“I like it that you two seem to get along,” Aliya said. “I want to see both of you standing before me. Up against the wall.”

Ravi and Evan were nervous in a way that Aliya had never seen before. She liked it. They both stood against the wall of her bedroom, Uncertain of what she might decide to do with them.

Aliya walked forward and stood directly in front of Ravi. She untied the little apron he wore, then tossed it on the floor. Then she approached Evan and repeated the action. She moved to stand equidistant between the two and raised her arms to take each of them by the balls. She looked back and forth at each of them, appreciating the look of uncertainty they both displayed in combination with the perfect obedience she expected. She gripped them each firmly.

“It appears as though I have two beautiful boys, each prepared to obey me without question,” she said. “Is that what I am seeing here? Are you two ready to follow orders?”

“Yes, Aliya,” the two said almost in unison.

Aliya smiled, with a look of obvious satisfaction on her face.

“That’s what I like to hear,” she purred. “When I give an order, I like to see two gorgeous, naked boys ready and willing to exactly what they’ve been told to do. Now, it’s probably occurred to you that I want to see my boys get along well together. And while your focus will almost always be solely on me, serving me and worshipping my body, From time to time I will need to see that you are willing to play well together, and do things for no other reason than to make my pussy wet. So,” she said, giving them each a tight little squeeze in each of her hands, “I am going to watch some hot boy-on-boy action. I’m going to watch you both take a cock in your mouth, and while you do it, you will be showing me that you are able to not only follow orders but do so in a way that shows your devotion to me. You both know I love your obedience, and I want to see it on display. Do you both understand me?”

“Yes, Aliya,” they replied.

“I think I would like to see the two of you get to know each other better while you’re standing in the shower,” Aliya said. “I think the water pouring down over your naked bodies will be really beautiful to look at. So, come with me.”

She led the two into the bathroom.

“Ravi, go ahead and turn the water on while I unlock Evan,” she said. She knelt down before Evan and fitted the key into his lock. It clicked open and she removed it, placing the device on the counter beside the sink. She put the key aside, and placed her hands on Evan’s hips, examining his cock.

“That’s really nice, Evan,” she said as she slid her fingertip along his shaft. She noticed that he had stiffened somewhat and was beginning to project outward from his body. “Now it’s Ravi’s turn,” she said as she stood and gave Evan a spank of her hand across his bare butt. “In the shower with you.”

Ravi presented himself as Evan got into the shower. Aliya unlocked Ravi, and made the same examination of him she’d given Evan.

“Similarly beautiful, but different,” she noted. “Now I want to see you two together.”

She sent Ravi into the shower with Evan and stood at the opening of the sliding glass shower door. The shower was extravagantly sized such that there was plenty of room for both men, and Aliya was in no danger of getting sprayed with water where she was standing. She realized immediately, however, that there was a certainty that she would get wet.

“Now this will be kind of sweet and romantic,” she said. “I want to see you take turns in lathering each other’s body. Think about each other as my possession and treat each other’s body like you would anything else I own.

She watched as Evan used soap and a washcloth to scrub Ravi’s body, beginning with his chest and arms, then working downward. He knelt down, scrubbing his legs with the soapy lather.

Aliya inadvertently licked her lips as she watched Evan on his knees before Ravi, with Ravi’s now fully erect cock directly in front of his face. At last Evan turned his attention to Ravi’s cock, washing him between his legs. Then Evan stood and Ravi returned the favor.

Aliya stood transfixed by the ritual, touched by how caring and gentle they each were with the other. They seemed to have taken her direction well and showed a reverence for Aliya’s ownership of one another.

Finally Ravi had finished washing Evan, and they turned to her for what they were to do next.

“Now that you’re both nice and clean, it’s time for something dirty,” Aliya said with a devious smile. She stepped forward into the shower, removing her dress and tossing it over the shower door. “Ravi, I think you should show Evan our hospitality. On your knees.”

Aliya watched as Ravi slowly lowered himself to his knees. She placed her hand around Evan’s cock and placed her other hand on the back of Ravi’s head. Using her hand to maneuver Evan’s cock, she pushed it up against Ravi’ lips. He opened his mouth, but Aliya’s hand held him in place by a handful of hair on the back of his head.

She slowly stroked the length of Evan’s cock, and soon a clear drop of fluid appeared dripping down from the tiny slit on the tip of his cock. Aliya rubbed head of his cock in circles on Ravi’s tongue, letting him taste Evan’s precum.

“Lick it up like you’re licking my wet pussy,” she said, thinking about how wet her pussy actually was while she stood watching a boy about to take another boy in his mouth.

She pressed on the back of Ravi’s head and watched him swallow Evan’s cock. At first, she only let him take the head of his cock, watching the rim disappear between his lips before slowly pulling back on Ravi, watching Evan’s cock head reappear all wet from being inside Ravi’s mouth.

She leaned up and kissed Evan, as she continued controlling the depth of Ravi’s movement as he began to rhythmically suck Evan’s cock. Evan had his hands pressed against the tile wall of the shower, unsure of what he was allowed to do in the situation.

“Put your hands on my body, Evan,” she encouraged him.

He put an arm around her and brought her face to his as he kissed her. Then he slid his hand down her body and caressed her breast, conscious of the fact that he was seeing her naked for the first time and hadn’t anticipated how beautiful her body was.

When she wasn’t kissing Evan, Aliya was observing Ravi take Evan’s cock deep into his mouth, practically shivering with pleasure as she watched Ravi’s soft lips sliding along the thick, hardened shaft, then over the rim of his cock head only to reverse direction and plunge him back into his mouth.

“Hmm, I want to see you boys switch places now,” Aliya said, and took great pleasure in the nervous energy of Evan, who was unsure of how to do what he’d been assigned to do.

Aliya placed one hand on the back of Evan’s head, and the other on the back of Ravi’s head to bring him to her mouth to kiss him. It occurred to her that she could taste Evan’s cock on Ravi’s tongue. She looked forward to kissing Evan once she felt he’d performed to her satisfaction. She could see that Evan’s hands were trembling as he brought them up and placed them on Ravi’s upper thighs. He was too nervous to think of opening his mouth in anticipation, so Aliya spread his lips by pushing Ravi’s cock between them. She loved how wide he had to open up to admit the rim of Ravi’s cock head. He couldn’t help but make a slurping sound each time he transitioned from the head of Ravi’s cock to his shaft.

When she’d decided that she’d been patient long enough, she turned off the shower and led the two boys to her bedroom. She didn’t even bother having them towel off, and instead had Evan licking the drops of water off of her body while Ravi worshipped her pussy. She reveled in the hedonistic pleasure of enjoying the attention of her two boys, who not only made her come, but continually inspired her to make her want to come again and again, until she had exhausted their bodies in serving her desire.


Chapter 20

The heat of the day had ebbed only slightly as the sun dipped below the horizon, which cast its rays of flame-orange light ever upward as though burning out in a garish display of cotton candy-pink clouds in a crushed velvet, violet colored sky. The community of Empire was in the midst of a casual migration toward the wide expanse of lawn in the middle of the valley, below, between, and above the houses and public buildings and assorted other structures that figured into the majority of daily life. There, they gathered around the main stage that was primarily used during the parties that marked and celebrated the end of each lunar cycle.

Aliya made her way toward what felt like a swirling epicenter of energy that flowed from every direction. She had Ravi and Evan on either side, and the three of them felt to her like a cohesive unit. It felt like it was a foregone conclusion that they would become intertwined and inseparable. It felt right.

As if to underscore her feeling, she saw Olivia with Daniel and Liam, and noted that they moved in a similar way, with the female in the lead, the three forming a triangle as the two males slipped in on either side in support of her.

“Hi, Olivia,” Aliya greeted her warmly.

“Hi, and hey, I see you’ve got your boys with you,” Olivia returned the greeting. “They look quite handsome.”

“And likewise,” Aliya returned the compliment.

Aliya tasted some of her favorites from the massive and generous spread that Leena, the chef dependably produced for each of their parties.

“So what’s this about how you don’t like dolma?” Aliya asked Evan.

“Sorry, but what is dolma?” he asked.

“Stuffed grape leaves,” she replied as she held one up and took a bite.

“Right, I don’t like those. Most leaves, really,” Evan observed. “Most leaves I do not want to put in my mouth, grape or otherwise.”

“What if I want you to put it in your mouth?” she asked.

“Then I would put it in my mouth,” Evan replied. “Do I have to swallow it?”

Aliya laughed.

“No, I don’t care if you don’t want to eat them. There’s only one thing I’m going to make you swallow,” she said, giving him a kiss.

“Only one?” Evan asked.

“Oh, right,” she replied. “You’ve learned to make me come in your mouth, and you can make Ravi come as well, so that’s two things. And you’re a very good boy.”

“If it’s OK with you, I do like to eat dolma,” Ravi said.

“You are a good boy too, so you go right ahead,” Aliya said, giving him a kiss.

Aliya noticed that Kali and Talia appeared to be a couple, and they appeared with Jackson in tow. It made her curious about what arrangement they’d made, though it seemed obvious by looking at them. When she looked a bit closer, she saw that Kali and Talia exchanged control of a long, thin leather strap that ended between Jackson’s legs, behind his little apron.

That’s adorable, Aliya thought. Like they have a little pet to play with. Or, in this case, an enormous pet.

“Hey, Dana,” Aliya called out.

“What’s up,” Dana replied.

Aliya could sense Evan tensing up at the sight of his boss.

“How is my boy Evan getting along at work?” Aliya asked.

“Well, it’s been at least a couple of weeks since I last felt the need to give him the belt,” she replied. “I assume I owe it to your influence?”

“I hope so,” Aliya replied. “I’ve been really focused on Evan’s obedience and it’s gotten positive results,” she said as she gave Evan’s butt cheek a squeeze.

“Well the thing is,” Dana replied, “he does have an aptitude for writing code. He has what I’m going to call a creative flair. Interesting problem solving. I think with some discipline, he will prove a valuable asset.”

“Did you hear that, Evan?” Aliya said, her hand still on his butt cheek. “You are an asset. You just need discipline.”

Aliya leaned in and gave him a kiss, then whispered in his ear.

“And you’re going to get it,” she added.

Aliya saw Sophia and yelled out to her.

“Fitta!” she called out.

“Ya-ya!” Sophia replied.

“It’s been too long, how’s it going?” Aliya asked.

She then noticed that Sophia had Tyler in tow, who she’d heard had become Sophia’s plaything.

“I am absolutely being devastatingly awesome as always,” Sophia replied. “Which means that I have not done one productive thing as of late. Which is not completely true, I did spend a couple of weeks with manufacturing at Arianda’s insistence and saw that their modeling of MES was insufficiently predictive in its application of IIoT-derived data sets, so I applied a predictive and recurring analysis protocol that will bring both systems into alignment in providing root cause analyses. They were on about how it will save millions of whatever dollars, but the whole tangible commodity thing is, frankly, dull. I’m far more interested in pushing the purely digital assets.”

Aliya smiled as she sensed the boys around them going numb with admiration.

“I hear that Evan here is an asset,” Aliya mentioned, giving him another pat on the butt.

“I’ve heard that too,” Sophia replied. “I might stop in and take a look at how we’re using our code completion language model to reduce coding iteration time. It will be vital to assess our talent pool for that endeavor. And speaking of talent, I take it these two boys are yours?”

“All mine,” Aliya said proudly. “However, if I ever need help in keeping them in line, I know who to turn to. I know that your talents aren’t constrained to, well, whatever it was you were talking about a minute ago.”

Sophia laughed.

“Why thank you for the compliment, but at present, I also have my hands full with this one,” she said, bring Tyler forward. “As you can clearly see.”

Aliya scanned Tyler’s body and saw that he had a number of bruises and bite marks and stripes likely resulting from Sophia’s use of the whip on his body.

“And turn around, Tyler,” Sophia directed.

Tyler turned obediently, which brought his ass into view, availing Aliya of a view of some obviously very recent welts across his ass, too numerous to count.

“Impressive,” Aliya said approvingly. “You always were so adamant that a boy should be made to respect his master through corporal punishment, as you used to say. And that, as you so obsessively proselytized about, should be the starting point.”

“Exactly,” Sophia replied. “Once you’ve beaten a boy into submission, then you can really start to enjoy the pain you inflict on his naked body. Tyler here,” she explained, turning him back around to face Aliya, “is so attractive when he’s sobbing, begging for mercy. Some boys aren’t, I have noticed. They just look pathetic and stupid. But Tyler, he actually looks so much more handsome when he’s on his knees, writhing in pain. Tell her yourself, Tyler.”

“Sophia is perfect and I love the discipline she provides,” Tyler stated.

Aliya noted with amusement that he was being earnest, having meant every word. She had always been in awe of what Sophia could do with a boy.

“So what have you been up to?” Sophia asked Aliya.

“Aside from these two naughty boys,” Aliya replied, “I was kind of intrigued with shadowing Sam in her work.”

“Oh, yeah, she had me stop by a few times,” Sophia mentioned. “Which you know if you read Daniel’s book, he talked about that. But it didn’t really trip my trigger. Too much work, and I’d have to restrain myself, which I don’t like to do. But if you’re interested, you should definitely keep with it.”

“Sam said something that perked up my ears,” Aliya said, “she is most likely going to take over some of Arianda’s responsibilities over time. And, you know, eventually . . .”

“Right, no one lives forever,” Sophia suggested. “Also, did you say it ‘perked up your ears?’”

“Yeah, why?” Aliya asked.

“Because you always make me laugh with the weird little phrases you use,” Sophia replied. “Do you still say, ‘oh my gosh?’”

“Yes,” Aliya replied, laughing. “Is that weird?”

“Only the best kind of weird,” Sophia said, affectionately. “Anyway, I remember when we were little, right? And I seemed to recall the two of us deciding that when we grew up, we were going to run this place. So I think you should absolutely talk with Sam about moving in that direction. It would give you a much wider view of this miraculous place we call home. I’ll have the whip hand, so to speak, in making sure it runs as efficiently and as profitably as possible, and you can provide oversight, steering the ship as it were. Together, we will make sure that the world will always have a place that it can point to and say, that is where it began. The time for female supremacy is the not-too-distant future, and we will be the model. So every day, we can look forward to a time when all men will know their place and they will be born into the knowledge that it is an honor and a privilege to kneel before us,” Sophia proclaimed. “But for the time being, I think I need a drink. Care to join me?”

“I would like nothing more,” Aliya replied.
 


Chapter 21

Aliya woke up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She placed her feet on the floor and stood up to her full height. She was not tall, she knew, but it didn’t matter. In her mind she felt many times her physical height. And the feeling of strength that flowed upward through her diminutive frame made her even more powerful. She was a force to be reckoned with. She was ferocious.

She slipped on a blue dress, one of her favorites, and walked out of her bedroom. She was treated to the sight of Evan and Ravi, who had clearly heard her wake up and had arranged themselves side-by-side in the living room, their foreheads to the floor in the down position.

“What a lovely sight first thing in the morning,” she said. “Kneel up, both of you,” she said as she stood between them and placed her hands on each of their heads. “My boys are the prettiest, most well-behaved boys in all of Empire, which means all the world. And is that a fresh pot of coffee I hear percolating? I do believe that if I hadn’t my first day in my new job, I would be extensively exploring the pleasures your tongues would provide, but sadly, that will have to wait until I get home tonight.”

After breakfast, Aliya walked the short distance to the orientation building, and into the orientation room. There were three young men, each wearing their chastity cage for the first time. They were also wearing tiny squares of cotton in front. She looked at the three men, reading the look on each of the boys’ faces. They appeared nervous, standing at attention, more exposed and vulnerable than they were accustomed to. As a result, they were silent and each appeared of humble and obedience. Aliya smiled, surveying their attitudes, while recognizing that they had far to go to become as servile and obedient as was required of them as residents of Empire. She took a deep breath, anxious to begin their training, yet patient knowing that it would be a lengthy process. Boys can be trained, she recalled Sam saying to her. All you have to do is simply train them.

Aliya held a long, thin, riding crop in her hand while she smiled her most gracious and welcoming smile.

“Welcome to Empire,” Aliya began, “the name we use to refer to our beautiful community in the woods. My name is Aliya, and I will be guiding you through the orientation process. You three boys have been invited to come and live in one of the greatest community-living cooperatives in existence. You have the honor of being among a tribe of strong, fearless women, and your place will be to serve them in any way that you are able. However, these things take time. First, you will need to be reconditioned, and learn your place in our society. Toward that end, there are a number of things you will need to learn. This will not happen in one day. For some of you, it may take much longer. But should you apply yourself and learn the lessons that we will begin here today, lessons that will continue for some time to come, then you will come to appreciate the rewards of serving our community.”
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