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Understanding The Rule of Women

Needless to say, I have been immensely gratified by the response to Volume One of my anthology, “The Rule of Women” I am overwhelmed by this but I suppose that I should not be terribly surprised. I have long felt that there was a void in literature when it came to the subject of Feminine Domination. Submissive women have always been prominent in literature. In fact, many readers expect women characters to be at least partly submissive, little girls at heart waiting for some male to take control of their lives. Indeed, this reflects the real condition of many women, even in these liberated times but there is another side to that coin, a mirror image to that picture of women. 

In the 1950’s, a French journalist published “The Story of O” under the pseudonym of Pauline Réage. This novel sold millions of copies by playing to the male fantasy of owning, controlling and using submissive young women. “O” continues in print even today, more than sixty years later and has been published in more than a dozen languages. It has been read by millions of people, both men and women and there have been at least two feature length films based on Réage’s work. 

More recently, the popular “Fifty Shades of Grey” series has brought the theme of submissive women to a much wider audience. The three books in that trilogy have sold millions of copies. If I am correctly informed, these three books may be the all-time best selling literary series in history eclipsing even Harry Potter. Clearly, the subject of dominate males and submissive women is out of the closet.

All of this is well and good but the subject of Female Domination has remained on the fringes of literature. Most “Femdom” literature consists of a series of vignettes often involving crude, unsophisticated characters acting out unrealistic scenes. Few, if any, seem to have believable characters or plots.

I must confess that this fact baffles me. Years of experience have taught me that the world is full of men who secretly desire nothing more than to surrender themselves into the absolute authority of a dominating woman. Believe me, please!  I have been in a position to know.  If you doubt  this, I suggest that you do a web search for the terms “Femdom” or “Female Domination”. You will find thousands of web sites devoted to this subject. Still, mainstream literature continues to ignore this audience of submissive males and sincerely dominate women. It is my aim to rectify this situation. 

As a group, submissive males are almost always what women would call a “quality catch”. I have never dealt with a sincerely submissive man who was not of above average intelligence. In public, almost all of them are members of the business, artistic or professional classes. They are well read, well mannered, well informed and tend to be socially and politically conservative. A great many are trapped in “vanilla” relationships, fearful of revealing their true desires.

The fact is that there are many more submissive males than there are sincerely dominate women. Possibly, this is due to the conditioning that society has always imposed on young girls as they grow up. Until recently, young women were expected to accept secondary roles in society. They were to be the secretaries not the bosses, the nurses not the doctors, the teachers not the school administrators. Now that has begun to change and in fact to reverse. Women are more likely to graduate university than are men, they are often in more stable employment and are coming to dominate professions such as law and medicine. There is still a “gender gap” in earnings but this is shrinking and is likely to reverse. Women already control most of the wealth in western societies and it is no longer unusual to find men in relationships where women out-earn them. There are growing numbers of arrangements where the male can be accurately described as a “househusband”. For a dominating woman, this is just one step short of making him a “house boy”, a submissive and obedient member of her household. He will live where she decides, conduct himself as she directs, dress to please her and accept her authority in all decisions. In the bedroom, it will be clearly understood that his place is to please and satisfy her when and how she decides.

The low ratio of sincerely dominant women to submissive men has created a cottage industry of professional “dominatrixes.”Most of these women are no more than gold-digging actresses, poor actresses at that! They do not understand the psychology of submissive males and have no real desire to become truly dominant women. The internet is full of websites advertising their services. The search term “femdom” followed by the name of any sizeable city will direct you to hundreds of results. But a truly submissive man will find this type of encounter unsatisfying. If a lady is truly dominant, you can not miss it: if she is acting, you can not miss that either. In Femina, there is never a doubt! The women who reside or visit there are quite convinced that they are members of the Superior Gender and this is guaranteed by law. It is also fully understood by the males who beg to be admitted to Femina.

Volume One of the Rule of Women introduced the reader to the Rose Hill Correctional Facility for males. All newly arrived males in Femina must spend a minimum of eight weeks at Rose Hill or one of its sister facilities. There, they will be broken and taught to obey the Superior Gender without question or hesitation. They will learn to accept their condition of slavery and give up any hope of being returned to freedom. Of course, having been associated with Rose Hill for some years, I am convinced that it is the finest facility of its type. There are other opinions, certainly, but that is for the reader to decide. 

But what about Femina itself? How did it come to be a nation, a sovereign state that is completely dominated by the Superior Gender? I feel that I owe the reader an explanation.

Obviously, I cannot be too specific about the details but any reader will deduce that Femina is an island nation located in a temperate climate. In fact, it is a small group of islands.  An astute audience would also suspect that most of Femina society is of European origin although that is now changing. Wealthy Asian women find their dominant role in Femina to be totally exhilarating and they are welcomed by their sisters who grant almost automatic citizenship.  Nevertheless, Femina was once a European colony and then a protectorate. Because of its wonderful climate and physical beauty, it became a favorite holiday destination for wealthy Europeans both male and female.

Beginning in the early twentieth century, an increasing number of European and American women began to take up more or less full time residence on the main island. Many of these women were wealthy heiresses or widows who treasured the relative freedom that Femina offered to females. In Europe, Canada, America, and South America women were still expected to stay in their place (which meant the home). There was also a sprinkling of eccentric “black sheep” single women who were mostly artists, writers or other creative sorts. Gradually, these women became more and more prominent in the island’s economic, social, financial and political life. When independence came, they were already the dominant factor in every aspect of the island’s existence. Because so many women had moved there from European or American homes, a very high percentage (almost all) held dual citizenship in Femina and some other nation. For women of the day, life in the laid-back island was much preferable to any they could hope for back home. 

Of course, it was necessary to import laborers, servants, trades people and the like to operate the island economy. Perhaps the turning point came when the colonial power established a penal colony on a small, isolated offshore island. The enterprising women of the day realized that this situation might provide a source of cheap labor and service and so a deal was struck with the prison authorities.  Most of the inmates were serving life sentences and no one was going to miss them. Indeed, working in some lady’s garden or serving in her house was better than life in the prison. The male prisoners were thankful to be taken into the service of a well-to-do woman on the large island but the relationship between these two people was clearly defined. Every male in one of these relationships knew that the woman to whom he was indentured could have him sent back to prison if she so desired. Naturally, there was a strong desire to please one’s patroness and for males, that became the most basic fact of life.

When independence came, both the males and females of Femina became citizens but it was clear from the start that women dominated this society. They owned most of the property, they held most of the government jobs and they had dual citizenship in Femina and some other nation.  As they say, “Birds of a feather flock together”. The women citizens of Femina who held dual French, German, American or British citizenship were free to travel to those countries where they spread the word of their female-dominated society to their women friends and relatives. It was not long before Femina began to attract both visitors and investment from independent European and American women. Over decades, this grew into a rather wealthy and somewhat exclusive collection of women who were educated, industrious and accustomed to being in total control of their own lives as well as the males they employed or retained. This society evolved gradually into the form it takes today. 

In Femina, only women are citizens (the correct title is ‘Mistress-Citizen’), only women may vote or own property of any kind and only women are free to come and go as they please. Males are permitted, even recruited, but only if they clearly understand the place they will occupy. Upon entering Femina, they are to become slaves, property to be owned, sold or given away as their Mistress-owners see fit. Every male who enters Femina must understand this before being admitted. 

Sophisticated readers will know that there is no shortage of men who are willing to do this. In fact, there are millions of males who are eager to submit to this life-long existence. For every male who enters Femina, there are at least three applications that are denied. In many places there is an official “wait list” of men hoping to be admitted.  To avoid this wait-list, a cottage industry has developed involving professional ‘dominatrixes’ who screen applicants. If one of her clients is particularly devoted and enthusiastic to this imaginary slavery, she may get him an interview with a Mistress-Citizen who can take him to Femina on her own authority. The lady who referred this male to the interview will get a negotiated fee from the Mistress who accepted the boy into service.  Upon entering Femina, this  male will automatically become the property of the woman who brought him to his new life. 

There are a number of misconceptions concerning life in Femina, many of them springing from the poor quality of the literature regarding Feminine Domination. A Mistress in Femina does not spend her day beating some poor slave until he dies. She does not devote herself to making the life of her slave(s) miserable or putting on some public display of cruelty. Naturally, some Mistress-Citizens are stricter than others but one should realize that as slaves, males are expected to submit and obey without question. This is the norm, the expected behavior and it is almost always the case. In theory, a Mistress-Citizen could have any male she owns beaten to death but this would violate social convention and common sense. That slave is a piece of property that had a monetary value and it is not sensible to destroy that value. 

A slave who displeases his Mistress may be sent to a very unpleasant place such as the chain gangs that do public work on streets, parks etc. but there are no barbaric executions. He may be stripped naked and publically flogged until he screams and begs for mercy, for pity but this is not common. Often, it is mainly for the benefit of other slaves who are forced to watch. This display will encourage them to stay in their place, to obey, to submit without question and to serve Mistress with complete devotion. Having said this, I must admit that I enjoy punishing slaves. It gives me a feeling of superiority and control that I can find in no other way. It is particularly satisfying to hear a male plead to be kept a slave. Most slaves come to adore their Mistress-owners. 

To be sure, some women are more cruel than others and the nature of Mistress-slave relationships can vary greatly. Still, all of these relationships share one central fact: males are slaves and they are completely subject to the whims of the Mistress who owns them. A male may become a “pet” or a pampered pleasure boy but he is still a slave, a piece of chattel property owned by some woman. The words “male” and “slave” are virtually synonyms. A wise Mistress will be sure to remind her slave that he is never more than a snap of her fingers away from a whipping or some other punishment. The slaves in these relationships want very much to be the property of a firm Mistress who lays down the law in no uncertain terms.

For Mistress-Citizens, life in Femina shares many aspects with life anywhere else. There is an economy, a social order, a financial system, laws that must be obeyed, a court system and a political system. Among members of the Superior Gender, there are friends, rivals and sometimes enemies but if you are a male, you are simply a slave. The average woman in Femina would be considered well-to-do by most standards and quite a few are extremely wealthy. You might think of Femina as being a gigantic gated community that has one “peculiar institution”, male slavery. This is tolerated by other nations partly because of Femina’s unique history and partly because it is a very well run tax haven. Numerous women-owned corporations are chartered on the island because of its tax laws and because the owners of these companies find life there so satisfying. 

There is no legally established ratio of women to slaves but the government tries to keep this at about five slaves for each Mistress-Citizen. This insures a pool of labor and service males sufficient to make life for all women quite comfortable without over population and crowding. Most of the males are the property of a Mistress-Citizen but there are some who are owned by corporations. They may be restaurant workers, entertainment objects, hair stylists, spa attendants or even low-level clerks. None are allowed any executive powers.

As in all societies, there are social conventions and those in Femina are not unlike any you might expect in any civil culture. There is one important exception: males are never given the common courtesies you would normally extend to members of the Superior Gender. A Mistress never uses the word “please” when addressing a slave. She never makes a request to a slave, it is always a command and it had better be obeyed immediately, without question! If your Mistress says, “Lie across the whipping horse, boy”, she certainly does not add, “please”. You are to do as you are told and do it at once.

Slaves are stripped of their birth names the minute they set foot in Femina. In  public they are usually addressed as “boy” or “slave”; a newly arrived slave is immediately finger printed, photographed and given an identifying number. He is then collared with a metal tag attached that identifies him. For legal purposes, this number is the only way to identify a male.  If a Mistress wishes, she may give the boy a slave-name to which he must answer. This is most common in households that own two or more personal slaves as calling all of them “boy” might cause confusion. In truth, however, there are many slaves who have pet names used by a Mistress who has developed some affection for them. When a slave is held in personal service for a long time, it is only natural that some type of personal relationship develops. This pet name, however, belongs to the Mistress as does the slave. If the boy is sold or given away, his new owner may call him anything she wishes. 

Surrendering Yourself to the Rule of Women

Femina has no land borders so Mistress-Citizens, their women guests and all slaves must travel by air or ship. A good many residents are able to afford private aircraft and on a given day as many as a dozen of these planes may land at the main airport. Regular commercial air service is available from several European cities. The airline is operated by the government of Femina and naturally these flights are operated by all female crews except for the slaves who serve as flight attendants. Incoming males are required to sit in a special section at the rear of the aircraft even if they have already surrendered themselves to a Mistress who is on the same flight. It is important that they understand from the very beginning that they are now members of an inferior class of humanity, not fit to travel in first class with their betters. A member of the State Security Services Department of Male Correction will be stationed at the rear of the aircraft to make certain that all rules are obeyed.

Each slave-to-be will be carrying a large, sealed envelope which contains identifying information and other facts about him. This envelope is to be opened by an officer of the Department of Male Correction’s office (the DOMC) on arrival: under no circumstances is it to be opened by the slave. The corrections offices riding with the male cargo will ensure that there is no talking and no leaving the assigned seat for any reason. 

The DOMC sends an experienced officer for this duty. It is the new slave’s first exposure to one of the women who will control his life for at least the next eight weeks and they want to make an overwhelming show of authority. This duty is considered a “plum” assignment for the officer. There is often an overnight stay at a four or five star European hotel at Department expense. 

Before takeoff, the officer will look for signs of hesitation or second thoughts among the male cargo. If a slave-to-be is fidgeting nervously or trembling, she will be reassuring, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder and saying, “Don’t worry! You are going to do fine. Every woman in Femina will want you”. As soon as the aircraft is in international airspace you will see a dramatic change in her demeanor. She had been sympathetic, almost motherly. Now she produces a prison riding crop and uses it to cut the air. As it strikes an empty seat making a terrible sound, she begins to issue very curt instructions.

Each male is given a one half liter bottle of drinking water and a small plastic bag of “food”. The contents of the bag are not dog food as you may have heard. It is the same feed they will be eating for the next eight weeks in one of Femina’s correction facilities. The next time they are fed, however, they will be in one of those institutions and required to eat from a metal bowl while on their knees with wrists manacled behind the back. For now, they are told to consume all the water and food in less than ten minutes. When done, they are to fix their eyes on a spot near the bottom of the seat in front of them and  remain in that pose for the rest of the trip. Shortly before landing, each of them will be allowed one bathroom break of no more than ninety seconds. If he fails to return to his assigned seat in the time allowed, it will be reported and he will face punishment later that day. 

The women riding in first class are well attended by slaves who are owned by the AirFemina Corporation. No luxury is spared to these privileged women. When the plane lands, it will taxi first to the gate assigned to the women passengers. They will deplane much as any other first class passengers in any other airport. The male slaves in the cargo area will remain in place while the aircraft is taxied to a separate gate and to a completely different experience. This is meant to be intimidating and it is.

At least three uniformed officers will board the plane and take charge. One by one, they will place a firm hand on each of the new slaves and order him to stand. He will be lead out of the plane, down the passageway and into the reception area. Above the door is a sign reading in large letters, “Submit. Obey. Serve.”  Entering the reception area, he will see one or two desks where a young bureaucrat awaits. On her desk will be several files and a computer terminal. She will demand the sealed envelope he carries, open it and confirm the information. Having done so, she will inform the boy of his new status. “You have entered the sovereign territory of Femina. In so doing, you have surrendered yourself into the authority of the Superior Gender! You are now a slave and have no legal rights whatever. You will be the property of some Mistress for the remainder of your life. Do you understand this?”

Most of the males have been coached to give the correct answer, “Yes, Mistress”. It should be spoken in an audible but submissive voice with head bowed and eyes down.

The reception area will be guarded by several more uniformed women from the Corrections Department. One of them holds the leash of a very ferocious looking police dog while the others hold cattle prods. They are all trained in martial arts and able to deal with any resistance. All of this is intended to make a show of massive force immediately. This is not some contrived theatrical “scene”, it is a reality. There are no “safe words” and nothing is off limits to the women who now completely control the male standing before them. He is now a slave, a piece of property with no hope of escape.

The last leg of his journey will begin immediately. He is ordered to strip completely and now! One of the guards will approach from behind and order him to place his hands behind his back. He will feel the cold metal of a very heavy set of wrist manacles as they are attached. He is told to kneel and hold himself erect while a metal collar is placed around his neck. From this ring of steel will hang a metal dog tag with an identifying number. The collar is closed and a rivet is placed in the latch. A second guard approaches with a rivet tool that flattens both ends of the device. That collar is now permanently locked around his neck and he will wear it until he is sold at auction.

“Stand”

One of the guards snaps a leash chain to his new collar and drags him a few feet to a wooden chair.

“Sit!”

The guard places a low wooden platform about a meter in front of him. She orders that he place both feet on it. A pair of heavy leg irons are placed on his ankles and closed. He can hear the click, click, click sound as the locks snap shut. The wrist manacles, collar and leg irons are all made of very heavy, high quality stainless steel. They give the impression of long, perhaps life-long permanence. The heavy irons, the police dog, the presence of three or four guards are all intended to tell the new slave that his position is now hopeless.

“Stand!”

The guard grasps the leash chain and begins to drag him away into the next room. It turns out to be a barred holding cell perhaps six meters long and five wide. This short trip will teach him the importance of ankle chains. New slaves are shackled with leg irons that allow only a thirty centimeter stride. Every restricted step he takes will remind him of his new place in life. If he cannot keep up, if he stumbles or falls he will be whipped until he rises. Entering the cell he will see the slave boys who have gone before him in this process; they are all on their knees with their faces pressed to the floor. They have been told not to move or make any sound. 

Each boy in the day’s cargo will go through this process alone. The psychological effect is greater if the slave feels completely isolated. All of the guards are experienced young women who present an appearance of total authority. The bureaucrat at the desk wears a black uniform dress with a high collar. She reminds one of the head-mistress of a Victorian day school. The guards all wear neat, perfectly pressed uniforms; a white blouse, black riding britches and boots. All of them carry a riding crop that hangs by a leather strap from the right wrist. It is a mandatory part of the uniform, a reminder to every slave who sees them that they hold total authority over him.

The new slave obeys, kneels, presses his face to the floor and waits. When the last prisoner in that day’s cohort has been processed, a Mistress-Overseer will order them to kneel up (on their knees but erect). A long gang chain is dragged in front of the new slaves and several of the younger guards go about clipping each collar to it at about two meter intervals. 

“Stand, all of you!”

A total of twelve young men struggle to rise from their kneeling positions only to discover the difficulty of doing this with wrists and ankles shackled. One stumbles and falls to the floor pulling hard on the gang chain. A young guard is on top of him like a banshee with a whip. She strikes him with her crop over and over until he begins to rise. Three, four, five stokes across his back as he struggles to his feet. The overseer takes a firm grip on his collar and pulls him up while the guard strikes him again this time across his naked chest and he begins to cry and plead for mercy. That was a mistake. He had been instructed to not speak unless told to and he forgot. His face is slapped hard three times.

“Shut up, slave! You are not to speak unless told. If you can’t remember, perhaps a muzzle will help you.” 

The Mistress-Overseer instructs one of her assistants to fetch a muzzle from the reception room and the guard quickly returns with this cruel device. 

“Open your mouth! Wide, boy!”. There are tears in his eyes as he strains to open his jaws as instructed. The Mistress-Overseer uses the palm of her hand to shove the muzzle’s ball gag into his mouth and past his teeth. A pair of hands reaches from behind to pull the strap tight, very tight and buckle it into place.

Take a moment to think about this “boy”, a young man of thirty years. Not many hours ago, he was a normal appearing gentleman in a European city. Now he is naked, collared, leg ironed, manacled and muzzled. He has just received a minor whipping and had his face slapped for daring to speak. This may sound like a very harsh introduction to life as a slave in Femina but it is really the best thing for him. It never pays to coddle a slave and that is especially true of new slaves. They must learn their place in life and learn it quickly. It is best for them in the long run. One day he will be thankful for having been broken so quickly and completely. 

In his previous life, he had been a hair stylist in an upscale salon that catered to wealthy women. One of his clients had told him about life in Femina. In truth, he had taken up his profession because he had always wanted to serve women. He begged and pleaded with the lady to allow him to surrender into her authority. She teased him at first saying that he did not know what he was asking for but he persisted. Finally, she agreed to “interview” him for a possible passage to Femina at her suburban residence. He was greeted at the door by her husband-houseboy who ushered him into the study. The Mistress of the House stood and ordered him to strip as she picked up a whipping cane from her desk. She approached him holding the device where he could see it clearly. A moment of silence passed before she handed it to the naked boy and told him to examine it closely. It was truly a work of art, a fine rattan cane imported from Singapore, the best source for these items. About a meter long, supple and graced with a grip crafted of sterling silver. Mistress took it back in hand and cut the air sharply, producing a sound that literally made the boy shiver.

“Have you ever been caned with one of these, boy?”

“No, Mistress”. He stammered and his voice broke. At the same time he developed a very firm erection that brought a smile to the lady’s face. That is a good sign; he associates the threat of punishment with a crude desire to please his Mistress.

“Before you volunteer to go to Femina, you should know what it is like, don’t you think?”

He took a deep breath and nodded as he answered. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then lie across that Ottoman. Now! Do not speak, just do as you are told.”

She pointed to a piece of leather furniture sitting in front of a matching sofa. It was approximately a meter and a half long and covered in very fine brown leather. He trembled but obeyed at once.

“Let your head hang over the end, hold the Ottoman’s legs with your hands and part your own legs wide. Now!”

He obeyed immediately. Good sign. He had not hesitated or begged for a milder punishment as he lay chest down with his face looking toward the floor. Perfect! He was just where a new slave ought to find himself. 

Mistress cut the air three times in quick succession making him listen to the terrible sound. She then knelt next to him on the carpet and ran the fingers of one hand through his hair. She used her open hand to massage his buttocks and began to speak softly into his ear, “You will be whipped like this often in Femina. Do you understand this?”

He was quivering as she ran the tips of her fingers up and down his back. “Yes, Mistress. Yes I understand.”

She rose with the cane in her hand. Raising it above her head, she brought it down firmly across his ass. How can you describe this?  He had been to “dominatrixes” who tapped him with riding crops or small straps but it was nothing at all like this. He did not scream after the first blow but Mistress repeated the action twice, three times and then a fourth. She stopped and he began to make a pitiful sound that was just short of a scream but he did not speak or beg. Good.

Mistress knelt once more beside him and repeated her contact with him. She ran the fingers of one hand through his hair, up and down his back and over the welts on his buttocks. “That is typical of what you will get in Femina. If you spill a few drops of wine or tea, if your uniform is not perfect, if you show any disrespect, if you fail to please your Mistress for any reason, you will be punished. Do you understand this?”

He had stopped his whining sound and managed a convincing,  “Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

“I am going to give you five more strokes. You may scream if you want. It will do my houseboy good to hear it but you are not to beg and certainly not to move. Your Mistress has decided on five more strokes and that is what you will have. When this is done, you are to dress yourself and leave without speaking. If I decide to do so, I will contact you when I choose.”

She rose and once again swung the cane creating the sound that slaves know so well. She noted that he flinched with each sound. Good. Let him wait in anticipation of the next stroke. After a full thirty seconds, she struck him again. This time he did scream and loudly. She had been standing to the slave’s right but now she took a few steps to position herself directly behind his spread legs. Another swish and this time the instrument came down between his buttocks and he gave out a terrible sound as his legs and feet began to flail and pound the floor. But he did not beg. Good.

Once more, she moved to his side and this time delivered three firm strokes laid on in quick succession and he began to give out a long continuous sound that lasted ten or more seconds. It was over and he had not tried to move off the Ottoman or dared to speak. Excellent! Perhaps he would make a good slave. She sat on the sofa at about the level of his head and slipped off the high heeled shoe from her left foot. Placing it in front of his face she found that she did not even have to instruct him to kiss it. Without being told, he seemed to do it naturally. Very, very, very good. She allowed him thirty seconds of this privilege before withdrawing her foot and using it to shove him partly off the Ottoman.

“I am finished with you. Get out, now!”

He rose trembling, dressed and began to leave the room. At the door, he remembered his manners, turned, bowed and said “Thank you, Mistress”. Four months later, he was on his way to Femina.

Forgive me, reader if I have digressed too much from the main point. I wanted only to show you that each of these boys has a story. Many of them are quite hopeful, some are pathetic but all of them are interesting. That is the point of “The Rule of Women” anthology. You might say that it is a “Canterbury Tales” for both Mistresses and slaves. 

But back to the gang chain and the young men who are collared and attached to it. They will now begin their journey to the Rose Hill Male Correction facility. It will not be a pleasant experience and they will remember it for life. Rose Hill has a custom that has become almost a ritual. The facility is located almost exactly two kilometers from the capital city’s dock system. I use the word “city” with some hesitation; it is more like a small town and parts of it resemble a coastal village.

When the only source of indentured labor was from the off shore island prison, all males came by boat to that dock system. After Rose Hill was established, it was customary for these bound servants to be taken through the village streets to Rose Hill where they were to be “educated”. As the legal status of males declined to that of slavery, this became more and more established as a custom and something of a social event. Slaves landed at the dock were shackled together and paraded through the village to enter the prison. Mistress-Citizens began to take the opportunity to view the new arrivals perhaps with an eye to a future purchase. The event evolved to the scene I will describe.

The twelve boys are dragged out of the holding cell, through a large door and across a parking lot to the back of a waiting prison van. Its appearance is very much like any small moving van except for the fact that the cargo area is a large, barred cage. A ramp leads up to the inside of that cage and they struggle to march up the incline. The effect of thirty centimeter leg irons is starting to dawn on them. A long walk in those heavy irons will be difficult as they are about to learn. When they have all entered, they are backed against the bars, told to turn, face the outside of the cage and remain in that position. The door is closed and locked and as the truck moves slowly along its way to the docks, they will be naked and on frontal display for all to view. They are now very similar to cattle, animals to be bought or sold.

The ride to the dock is accompanied by two police cars and takes much longer than is necessary. The police cars help to give the feeling of overwhelming force that the Department wants to convey. The slow pace allows Mistress-Citizens who happen to be on the route to look casually at the cargo of new males. It is meant to be humiliating and it is only the start. Once arrived at the dock area, the prisoners will be unloaded and left to stand in public view for some time. No hurry. Let them wait.

As they reach the bottom, of the ramp they pass between two guards who each wield a “martinet”, a small lash. The handles are about thirty centimeters long and a dozen leather strands extend out another half meter or so. These implements are very useful for whipping at close quarters. As each slave touches the ground, the guards on either side deliver the lash to his back. The slave flinches, shutters and lets out a sound like, “Oh ooooo” . A  Mistress-Overseer stands to one side and reminds them to keep their heads bowed and eyes on the ground. They are in the presence of the Superior Gender and must be respectful. Get used to it, slave. You are not the equal of any Mistress. Accept it!

That day a single addition is made to the collection. A private yacht has deposited one slave boy who made the journey to Femina by sea. For six hours he has been held in a cage on the edge of the dock’s parking lot. He has been crying. He surrendered himself into the authority of a young woman whom he thought was his lover. She had laid down the law to him about the relationship she expected and he had agreed to her terms. She demanded that he go to Femina to be “educated” and he had agreed to her demand. Afterwards, she promised, they would return to England where they would live outwardly normal lives. He would belong to her in a very special way. 

The promise of a Mistress to a slave means nothing, nothing at all! Leaving the yacht with his “lover” he was confronted by two officers from the Department of Corrections who informed him that the woman to whom he had surrendered had sold him to the state system. She did not even bother to look at him as she signed the papers. He panicked and tried to follow after her, to beg and plead to be kept but of course it was futile. He shouted to the Mistress to please, please change her mind but it brought no response. What had he expected? He came as a slave and he had been sold as a slave!

After he took four steps, one of the officers used a cattle prod to jolt him to the ground and another placed her knee firmly on his chest. Another jolt made him convulse and seemed to take the fight out of him. Out of nowhere a third guard appeared with a police dog. When he realized that the force was overwhelming, he was told to stand and strip. Like the young boys who had arrived by air, he was collared, manacled, and leg ironed. Two Department of Corrections women dragged him off to the cage area where he was locked away. During his wait, several curious Mistress-Citizens strolled over to have a look at the rebellious slave. They ordered him to stand, speak, turn, open his mouth and to show his tongue. They discussed his physique as if he were an animal and made comments about what type of slave he would make. He had already experienced one of the most humbling things about being a slave; he had been sold by the woman he adored and he had nothing to say about it. 

He was added to the pathetic line of males who were about to make the journey to Rose Hill. Naked, collared and shackled they would walk the path that so many had trod before them. From the dock to Rose Hill’s front gate was a distance of two kilometers; walking it in thirty centimeter strides meant taking thousands of steps, each one fettered by the leg irons.  This sounds like quite a task and it is. Walking under the whip will spur them on but the guards are in no great hurry. Along the way, they will stop so that small crowds of Mistress-Citizens could examine the new merchandise.

This journey is intended to be quite humiliating. It is the entrance way to an entirely new life, a life of submission and obedience and they must learn this at once. They will be slapped, pinched, fondled, and spat on. Women will grasp their chins and force their heads skyward demanding to see their tongues. They will have their genitals examined, handled and squeezed while they are manacled and ironed. Almost all of them will experience an uncontrolled erection and be laughed at. If they stumble or fall, they will feel the lash until they can manage to rise to their feet. They will be required to fall to their knees and put their faces to the ground as a member or the Superior Gender passes. In short, they will be treated as slaves.

Thirty or so minutes pass as they stand in line. By and by a Mistress-Overseer appears on horseback. She dismounts and gives some instructions to the guards already present. The slave gang will be accompanied to Rose Hill by the Overseer on horseback and three guards on foot. They will take the customary route through the quaint section of the town, past small shops, outdoor restaurants, and a few professional offices. Ladies who are enjoying an afternoon tea or a glass of wine will be free to stop the procession and examine any of the slaves they choose. It does occasionally happen that one or two boys will have their fates sealed on this journey. If some slave catches the fancy of a Mistress, she may pay the claiming price for him and save him from the auction block. Having realized their destinies, the males in this procession are often crying or trembling. A lot of women find this charming, even irresistible and they will buy him on the spot. He will still spend at least eight weeks at Rose Hill or one of the other correctional units; there is no avoiding this. Femina society demands that all males are to be broken and brought to an acceptance of their place in life. 

The Overseer walks slowly by the line examining each of the prisoners. She then mounts her horse squarely in front of the gang and orders them to look up at her. Looking up at this Mistress, she presents an imposing figure. She is wearing the uniform of a Department of Corrections Mistress-Overseer, a woman of authority and substance. The fact that she is mounted and towers over them makes her all the more intimidating. This is a carefully planned series of events designed to impress on the new slave the reality of his situation. After a few seconds she begins to speak.

“You are about to begin your journey to Rose Hill. There, you will be under the absolute control of the Division of Corrections. We literally own you. It will be your privilege to be broken of all your past habits and made into a fit slave. I will tolerate no disobedience or insolence from any of you. You are now slaves and you must learn to act, behave and feel like a slave. Keep your head bowed at all times unless you are told otherwise! You are in the presence of the Superior Gender and you must show respect. Do not speak unless addressed by a Mistress. When I order you to kneel, fall to your knees at once and put your face to the ground. Stay there until told to move. If you stumble or fall, the guards will whip you. If you speak out of turn, you will be muzzled and whipped. For the rest of your life, you will be under the absolute control of a Mistress. You must accept this beginning now. I have warned you. Do not test me!”

With that, one of the junior guards attaches a long canvas strap to the collar of the first boy in line. She hands the other end to the mounted Overseer who ties it around the horn of her saddle and begins to saunter her horse slowly towards the village. That day she had a total of thirteen young males in tow on their way to a new life. Each of them had freely chosen this life but at least a few must have been having second thoughts. 

Even at a slow pace, it is difficult to keep up when walking in leg irons. The slave is manacled with hands behind his back and wears a collar attached to the gang chain. The leg irons are not really necessary for security but they are always used. Each step brings the clatter of chains dragging over the pavement. Each step must be taken at an unnatural, short and humiliating gait. There is always the danger of stumbling and feeling the whip as the clumsy slave tries to rise. This is not always possible for a new slave; it is quite difficult to get to your feet with hands behind your back and ankles closely chained. If a few strokes of the martinet do not bring the slave to his feet, he will be dragged up by the collar and given five while standing. About a hundred meters from the dock’s edge the procession turns down a narrow street lined with two or three story buildings. It is named Rose Hill Way and every male taken to Rose Hill has walked it just as these boys are now doing.

Rose Hill Way is a prestigious address for a business or townhome. In a way, it is a metaphor for all that Femina stands for. The street itself remains the original cobblestone. It is too narrow for vehicular traffic other than the carriages that travel its length pulled under the lash by slave boys. Off street on both sides there are parking areas and modern access roads. Along the way are expensive shops and dozens of ladies taking an afternoon refreshment in one on the restaurants.

It will not be long before the human train is stopped at the request of a strolling Mistress-Citizen. She has a non-citizen friend with her who is considering taking up residence in Femina. She grasps the collar of one of the helpless boys and pulls him close. “You see, Emma, there is always a good supply of new slaves to meet the needs of Mistress-Citizens. They come from almost every place you can imagine.”

She shakes the boy’s collar with one hand and firmly holds his chin with the other. “Where are you from, boy?, she demands. The terrified male tries hard not to look his better in the eye as he stammers, “England, Mistress”. 

“Lets have a look at you. Spread your legs, boy.”

He obeys and exposes himself as much as possible for inspection. Emma seems fascinated and she reaches forward and pinches one of his nipples as hard as she is able. He lets out a moan but does not speak and keeps head bowed. Emma smiles and takes the other nipple in hand doing the same.  Again he moans and shows a very impressive erection which causes the young woman to smile broadly.

“My God”, she says. “Do you actually own them? Can you do anything you want with them?”

“Yes, of course. They are slaves, pieces of property to be used as a Mistress sees fit. Let me show you.”

The Mistress-Citizen asks one of the guards if she might borrow her martinet and hands it to her friend. ”Go ahead, Emma, whip him until he cries if you wish!”

Emma smiles widely with the exuberant feeling of power that comes with this ability. She has never felt anything like it! She raises the lash above her head and strikes the boy hard across the chest. Her friend advises her to start with the back until she has some experience and a guard orders the boy to turn his back so that she may whip him soundly. She criss-crosses his back before her friend restrains her. “Lets not damage him too much, dear. He might bring less at auction and right now he is the property of the Department.” The new Mistress stops but for the first time in her life she has experienced the thrill of having absolute control over a male.

Emma and her friend walk slowly down the line of naked slave boys until they come to one with a particularly attractive physique. He catches the eye of this Mistress and she stops. His head is bowed and she reaches out to run her fingers through his longish hair stroking him like a dog. She raises his head and asks the boy his name.

“I have no name, Mistress. It was taken from me when I surrendered into slavery.”

He already had good manners for a slave! Like most of the males entering Femina, he had carefully studied the customs and rules. If he had answered with his (former) free name, he would have been muzzled and whipped. Emma smiles at him. She will be forty years old next month and she realizes that she can have absolute control over this much younger man! There is no longer any doubt in her mind about becoming a citizen of Femina.  She orders him to turn so that she may see his back. He is lean and strong with broad shoulders. For some reason, the site of him from the rear with his wrists manacled excites her more than the frontal view. She realizes how helpless he is.

“Perhaps I will buy you and give you a name. Would you like that?”

His voice breaks a little as he answers with obvious sincerity, “Yes Mistress. Oh very, very much, Mistress!” When he is turned to face her once more he has a very firm erection and her Mistress-Citizen friend says, “I think he has fallen in love with you, dear.” She was not far from correct.

But we must remember that like all of the slaves in that gang, he was on his way to Rose Hill. No one could save him from that. The procession must continue and the Overseer gives a firm tug on the leash. Before he is out of range, Emma takes hold of the identifying tag that hangs from his collar and enters some data into one of her cell phone’s apps. She has given this slave hope! In the darkness of his cell at Rose Hill, he will dream of Mistress Emma and hope.

They move on another three or four hundred meters, past ladies seated at small, street-side tables being waited on by uniformed slaves. The restaurants and bistros go to some length to dress their male attendants in distinctive, sometimes provocative outfits. One of the boys, number four in line trips and falls to the pavement. He struggles to get up before he feels the lash but this is impossible. One of the guards is on him in less than five seconds and begins whipping him severely. “Get up you clumsy fool! Get up or I will whip you to death!”

The young man struggles to obey and in fact is doing a good job for a slave who has never done this in irons. But then he makes a terrible error: he cries out for mercy, for pity. The guard stops the whipping, stands directly in front of him and seizes his collar.

“I could have sworn that I heard you speak just then. Is that what I heard?”

He nods his head up and down not daring to utter another sound.

“Well then, we have an uppity slave here! You know that you are not to speak unless told to do so, don’t you?

He is sobbing a little as he answered, “Yes, Mistress, I know.”

“Well then, you have deliberately broken one of the most important rules a slave must obey. You have spoken out of turn! Don’t you know that slaves are to be seen, not heard?” She slaps the side of his face repeatedly until it is cherry red and he is whimpering like a whipped dog. 

“As soon as we get to Rose Hill, you will be wearing a muzzle and I will personally beat you with a real cane, not one of these toys. Now, keep quiet. Do not make it any worse for yourself!” She shakes him by the collar and walks away. If they were not before, every boy in that line is now terrified. For many weeks, there will be no mercy, no pity, no let-up. The slightest breach of discipline, real or imagined, will bring swift and terrible punishment. They will learn to fear Mistress, to cower, to beg and to treasure even the smallest kindness from a member of the Superior Gender. Good! That is their place.

The little parade continued for another thousand meters before nearing the gates of Rose Hill. Along the way, they are whipped, slapped, examined and humiliated. As luck would have it, only a few meters away from the end of their march, they cross paths with a very, very important woman: Mistress Carolyn Waters, the Governess of Rose Hill Correctional Facility. This lady is to assume total control over their lives for at least the next eight weeks. 

Seeing the Governess approach, the Mistress-Overseer halts the column, moves it to one side of the narrow street and waits for her superior officer to pass. When the Governess is even with the exhausted gang of slaves, the Overseer issues a sharp order, “Kneel, slaves!  All of you on your knees. You are in the presence of Governess Waters.”

None of the shackled slave boys has any idea who Governess Waters is but they are going to learn and soon. The lady stops her stroll and looks over the collection of property kneeling before her. She turns to her Overseer and greets her saying, “Very good, Sonja. What does this bunch look like?”

“About average. One of them had to be restrained and muzzled at the docks and another spoke out of turn while being examined. I will have him muzzled tonight and given an extra five strokes with a good cane.” She made no mention of the fact that he was being beaten when had cried out for mercy. There are no excuses at Rose Hill. 

“Very well. Hurry them along now. I want them put in prison leg irons, given a good caning and locked down by tonight. Let them each have a liter of water but no food. There a lot of empty cells in C Block so place as many as possible there.”

The Overseer nodded understanding and waited Governess Waters to pass by before ordering her charges to stand. Most of them had difficulty doing this. They were tired and afraid as they should be. The guards allowed them to flounder about for several seconds before moving in with whips. When all were standing, they continued the last few steps to their new “home”. Passing through the gate, they could read the inscription above. “You have come as a slave. You will leave as a perfect slave. Submit and obey, that is your place.”

The first hours in Rose Hill are the same for almost all slaves. The locking leg irons they have worn since arrival are removed and replaced by an equally heavy set that is riveted shut. It says to the slave, “This is permanent. You will be a slave for the remainder of your life.” Each of them will be bent over a whipping horse and given ten firm strokes with a real whipping cane. Most will cry, sob or even convulse a little but they had better remain silent. Any resistance or hesitation will only bring more punishment. There is no point in fighting, no hope of escape or of returning to their past lives.

They will be given brief instructions on the basic things a slave must know. Do not speak unless spoken to. Always address any female, no matter how young, as “Mistress”. That is her rightful place. Keep your head bowed and eyes down in the presence of any Mistress. If you are standing, fix your eyes on her feet and do not look up unless told. When told to kneel, fall to your knees and press your face firmly to the ground. A slave’s forehead, nose and chin should be touching the floor, the earth or the mud. Stay in that position until told to move (it might be hours). You do not have a name; that has been taken from you. When you become the possession of some Mistress, she will give you whatever name she wishes and you will answerer to it! Until then you will be addressed as “boy” or “slave” or by the number and letter written on your back with indelible ink. “25C” or “19B” will identify you as belonging in Cell Block C, cell 25 or in Block B, cell 19.

That night you will be placed in one of the two hundred cells that hold Rose Hill’s  incoming slaves. Rose Hill is somewhat smaller than most of the other “schools”. That cell will be a few square meters, windowless with a barred front. You will be held to the floor by a very short neck chain locked to your collar. When the evening buzzer sounds, the lights will go out and you will be in total darkness. There will be the sounds of irons clattering as hundreds of slaves struggle to find some comfort before the next day’s ordeal. Some of the prisoners will still be sobbing or crying from punishments received that day.

You will be alone, helpless and afraid. Good. Fear of your Mistress is the start of a good slave. The next day will bring the relentless discipline meted out by Rose Hill’s staff. This will go on for at least eight weeks and you will not leave Rose Hill until Governess Waters and her staff decides that you are completely broken and resigned to a life of slavery. Before that, you will be branded like a farm animal with the symbol of Rose Hill. You will wear that brand on the inside of your right thigh and it will tell any Mistress where you were broken and trained. When you are judged to be ready, you will be placed on an auction block and sold to the highest bidder. You will have no choice in the matter and your new owner will carry you off to a life in her service. 

I realize that this treatment may sound harsh but it is really the best thing that can happen. A new slave must learn his place in life and learn it quickly. It is never wise to show mercy or pity early in a slave’s training. That will only prolong the process. The males who enter Rose Hill are really quite fortunate. The treatment there is more rigorous than at other facilities but the outcome is better. A slave boy broken at Rose Hill will bring fifty to one hundred percent more at auction than one trained elsewhere. The discerning women of Femina know that the Rose Hill boy will be completely broken and ready to become her adoring possession.

The uninformed reader may not believe this but the treatment described above is just what the slave wants. They want to be taken firmly in hand, to be broken and then owned! I have dealt with submissive males for over two decades both professionally and personally. I assure you that this fantasy is very common in many males who are outwardly quite “normal”.  Any average appearing woman in a western society can acquire a collection of part time male slaves easily. A few of those submissives will actually go on to live out their dreams in a place like Femina.

Most of the slaves sold from “Rosie” will enter domestic service as a houseboy, a malemaid or a personal servant. Many will be sent to one or more of the specialized schools that turn out perfectly performing masseurs, house boys or personal servants. They will spend their days keeping Mistress’ house, washing and ironing, preparing and serving meals or waiting on Mistress and her guests. At night, if he is fortunate, he may find himself leashed to the footboard of her bed hoping that he can bring her pleasure. 

When his Mistress-owner returns home, he will be waiting on his knees and ready to serve at once. He will learn her preferences and be prepared to provide them. He will dress, act and behave exactly as Mistress decides. If he displeases her for any reason, he will be punished. He must live with the knowledge that his Mistress literally owns him. She will do with him as she decides and he has no choice in the matter. Some of the most heart wrenching scenes I have ever seen happen when a devoted, adoring slave is told by his Mistress that he is to be sold, given away or traded. Many of them cry to learn that the woman who has owned them is now putting them away like a used automobile. But they must accept this.

There are many quite happy endings in Femia. Over time, his Mistress may develop a genuine affection for a good slave. She may come to regard him as a pet, one that she protects and uses for special purposes but his status as a slave cannot be changed. I am happy to report to you that the old custom of the “marriage collar” is making a comeback. A slave who is especially devoted to the service of his Mistress will be given this special symbol. Most women are proud to demonstrate how completely and totally the slave has surrendered himself to her. In my anthology, The Rule of Women, I will describe some of these relationships in detail. They are really quite beautiful. Until then, I must tell you good bye. My house boy has finished packing and I must return to my winter home in Femina.

Submit. Obey. You know that you want to!

Mistress O
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