Gynarchy Utopia

Vivian Nedved, at 52 years old, was the epitome of European elegance. Living in a
historic mansion in Prague, she was a millionaire widow, heiress to a fortune in
jewels and real estate, who dedicated her life to radical feminism, gynarchy,
matriarchy, and CFNM—Clothed Female, Naked Male. To her, these four pillars
were inseparable. “A true feminist craves gynarchy and matriarchy,” she would say
in her private lectures to exclusive circles of powerful women. “But what’s the fun
of a world ruled by us without naked men as servants, catering to our every
whim? CFNM is the spice that makes it all irresistible.”

Vivian lived it to the fullest. Her boyfriends were always young men aged 19 to 25,
seduced with a lethal mix of charm, mentalism, Neuro-Linguistic Programming
(NLP), and, of course, money. She hypnotized them with sessions of deep eye
contact, subliminal suggestions, and promises of luxury. “You feel so free without
clothes, don’t you?” she would whisper, while paying fortunes for them to
accompany her naked to secret parties in Swiss castles or yachts in the
Mediterranean. Dressed in custom haute couture gowns of silk and diamonds, she



paraded with the naked young man by her side, like a living trophy. She rarely
repeated a partner; her sexual appetite was insatiable, and variety was essential.

But what few knew was the dark secret behind her passion: a private island in the
Pacific, named Gynarckius. There, Vivian maintained a matriarchal utopia where
dozens of young men—all beautiful, healthy, single, and without family—lived
naked, serving women. She didn’t recruit them personally; she hired
professionals, all women, led by her confidante, Faithmore, a former British
intelligence agent with a taste for domination. They tracked targets in Latin
America and Eastern Europe through online ads: “High-paying jobs in the UK for
ambitious young men.” Millions were spent on hackers and detectives to select
the perfect ones: 19 to 25 years old, athletic bodies, no family ties.

The chosen ones underwent rigorous medical exams in discreet clinics. Once
approved, they were issued passports and flown on a private jet—pilots, flight
attendants, all women. During the flight, cocktails were served; upon landing on
Gynarckius’s isolated runway, an inhalable sedative gas was released by the crew.
The boys passed out instantly.

Then came the ritual the women on the team loved most. Five armed guards,
highly trained in martial arts—all experienced femdoms—oversaw as others
dragged the unconscious bodies to a building 5 km from the runway in electric
vehicles. There, in a large room with aligned beds, the clothes were removed with
sadistic delight. “Look at this one,” one would laugh, pulling down the pants of a
21-year-old Brazilian, revealing his semi-erect cock even while asleep. Shirts,
underwear, shoes—everything was piled up. Passports, wallets, phones:
incinerated or destroyed. The boys woke up naked, confused, in a world where
clothes were forbidden for men.

In less than six months, 50 boys were in Gynarckius, trained by femdom
governesses hired for top dollar. Some became servants: cleaning, cooking,
serving naked. Others, pets: wearing collars, crawling, licking feet on command.
The island was a small city—paved streets, luxury shops, spas, restaurants,
cafeterias. All staff: naked men. Waiters serving dishes with trays balanced on
forced erections; masseurs with skilled hands and cocks ready for more; shopping
porters sweating under bags, their bodies exposed to the tropical sun.



Vivian and Faithmore decided to inaugurate the utopia by inviting five skeptical
but ideologically aligned millionaires: Lucy, Bethany, Sally, Jace, and Molly. All
gynarchist feminists, they doubted a matriarchy with total CFNM could work.
“Men with no possessions, no vote, no clothes? Impossible to sustain,” they said.

They arrived by private jet. Vivian, in a blood-red dress with a deep neckline,
greeted them on the runway. “Welcome to Gynarckius, where we rule and they...
serve.” Immediately, a group of naked boys surrounded them: a 20-year-old
Colombian with a chiseled abdomen offered champagne; a 23-year-old Ukrainian
knelt to massage Lucy’s feet.

Over the next two days, the visitors were treated like goddesses. At the spa, naked
masseurs oiled their bodies, tongues exploring every curve while hard cocks
brushed their thighs. Bethany chose a pet: a 19-year-old Mexican who crawled
behind her, licking the ground where she stepped. “Good boy,” she commanded,
tugging his leash.

In the restaurant, naked waiters served fillets, their cocks swinging with every
move. Sally, laughing, ordered a 22-year-old: “Kneel and make me cum while |
eat.” He obeyed, his skilled tongue diving into her shaved pussy as she nibbled
dessert. Jace selected trained lovers—the ones with the biggest cocks,
conditioned to last hours. A 24-year-old Pole fucked her against the bedroom wall,
his thick shaft stretching her to ecstasy as she screamed orders: “Harder, you
naked toy!”

Molly visited the pet shop, choosing a 21-year-old to take “home” —a villa on the
island. He carried her on his back, naked and sweating, as she bought collars and
whips. At night, collective orgies: the six women in the center of a square,
surrounded by dozens of naked boys. Vivian, bare only from the waist up to
maintain CFNM, rode a 25-year-old, his cock buried deep as she moaned: “This is
power!”

After two days, the five were transformed. Gathered in a seaside villa, Lucy
declared: “We need to expand this country. It’s perfect!” Bethany, still panting
from a session with three lovers, added: “Especially the lovers. | hadn’t cum like
that in years—multiple orgasms, endless!” They all laughed, bodies relaxed, skin
marked with kisses and scratches.



Vivian smiled, raising a glass. “With your help and others who come to experience
the wonders of Gynarckius, we’ll break barriers. We'll take this utopia to bigger
islands, entire continents. A world where women command, and naked men
obey.”

And so, Gynarckius grew. More jets arrived, more boys were “recruited.” The
utopia expanded, a matriarchal paradise where female pleasure was law, and male
nudity the ultimate symbol of submission. Vivian, undisputed queen, watched her
dream become reality—one naked cock at a time.

The Training Regimen of Gynarckius

Once the boys woke on the dormitory cots—naked, disoriented, wrists lightly
restrained by silk cords to prevent panic—the real work began. The building they
called The Academy was a sleek, three-story complex of white marble and glass,
air-conditioned to a crisp 22 °C so that gooseflesh rose on their exposed skin.
Every window faced inward toward a central atrium; there was no view of the
outside world, only the constant reminder that they were on display.

Phase 1: Deprogramming (Days 1-7)

Led by Mistress Irina, a 6-foot former Russian ballet instructor with a voice like
chilled vodka, the first week stripped away identity.

*Morning: 05:30 reveille. Boys were hosed down with cold water in an open
courtyard—ten at a time—while Irina walked the line with a thin carbon-fiber
crop. Any flinch earned a stripe across the buttocks.

*Names erased. Each boy received a numbered steel collar (e.g., Boy-47) laser-
etched with a QR code. Scanning it on any staff tablet displayed height, weight,
cock length (flaccid and erect), stamina test results, and preferred role (Servant /
Pet / Lover).

*Language protocol. English only, spoken in the third person: “Boy-47 requests
permission to urinate.” Misgendering or using “I” resulted in kneeling on rice for
thirty minutes.



*Posture cages. Boys spent four hours daily in upright cages barely wider than
their shoulders. Knees locked, hands behind back, cock and balls pushed forward
through a cut-out. A mirror in front forced them to watch their own helplessness.
Subtle vibrations in the cage floor kept them half-erect—training the body to
associate exposure with arousal.

Phase 2: Role Assignment (Days 8—21)
Three tracks, decided after a battery of tests:
A. Servants
*Precision marching: Naked on a polished obsidian floor, carrying silver trays
loaded with crystal glasses filled to the exact brim. One drop spilled = ten minutes

with a remote-controlled plug set to “random.”

*Silent service: Learning to anticipate needs—kneeling to offer a footstool
before a woman sat, refilling wine without eye contact.

*Orgasm denial: Servants wore lightweight titanium chastity tubes. Release only
after 72 hours of perfect service, always in front of the group to reinforce
hierarchy.

B. Pets

*Quadrupedal gait: Crawling on marble warmed to 38 °C to encourage low, fluid
movement. Leather mitts locked hands into paws.

*Vocal suppression: Bark once for “yes,” whine for “attention,” remain silent
otherwise. A shock collar delivered 0.5-second pulses for human speech.

*Grooming rituals: Twice daily, pets were shaved smooth—pubis, armpits, legs—
by junior governesses who cooed mockingly: “Such a pretty puppy, all bare for
Mistress.”



*Leash drills: Learning to heel at exactly 45 cm behind a woman’s left calf, to sit
back on haunches when she stopped, tongue lolling on command.

C. Lovers

*Edging marathons: Strapped to padded benches, boys endured two-hour
sessions with automated strokers cycling through 17 speeds. Governesses
monitored heart rate; climax without permission reset the timer.

*Kegel mastery: Biofeedback sensors in the anus measured PC muscle
contractions. Goal: 100 squeezes per minute while maintaining conversation.

*Oral Olympics: Ranked on a leaderboard—depth, duration, clit precision, ability
to trigger squirting. Top three earned the red ribbon badge sewn inside the thigh:
Certified Pleasure Provider.

*Size queens’ track: Boys with girth above 16 cm or length above 20 cm received
extra pelvic floor coaching and prostate milking twice weekly to increase seminal
volume for “showers.”

Phase 3: Public Trials (Weeks 4-8)

Every Sunday, the atrium became a circular theater. Tiered seating for staff and
visiting women; boys performed:

*The Gauntlet: A Servant balanced a tray while walking between two rows of
governesses flicking riding crops at cock and nipples.

*Pet Pageant: Crawling an obstacle course—tunnels, ramps, a shallow pool of
scented oil—judged on grace and tail-plug waggle.

*Lover Lottery: Blindfolded guests drew numbered tokens; the matching boy
had 15 minutes to deliver three orgasms using only mouth and hands. Failure

meant reassignment to Servant track.

Phase 4: Graduation (Month 3-6)



Only 10 % washed out—sent to maintenance labor (gardening, laundry, still naked
but no guest interaction). The rest received:

*Brand: A discreet gynarchy symbol (9 inside a circle) tattooed on the left
glute—permanent reminder of ownership.

*Micro-GPS implant: Subdermal, behind the scrotum. Any boy straying more
than __ 50 m from assigned zones triggered silent alerts.

*Role uniform:
*Servants: thin silver chain belt holding small tools (corkscrew, lighter).
*Pets: leather tail plug, matching ears, paw mitts.

*Lovers: crimson cock ring engraved with stamina record (e.g., 2:41
non-stop).

Daily Schedule (Final Form)

05:00
Wake-up hosing & collar check

05:30-07:00
Role-specific drills (marching / crawling / edging)

07:00-08:00
Communal breakfast—kneeling, fed by hand from governess plates

08:30-12:00
Guest service rotations (spa, restaurant, shopping)

12:30-13:30
Inspection line-up: governesses measure erection angle, note infractions

14:00-17:00



Advanced skill workshops (tantra breathing, deep-throat resistance, silent foot
massage)

17:30-19:00
Free-use courtyard: any staff may borrow a boy for 15-minute stress relief

20:00
Evening review: public praise or punishment (cane strokes tallied on a digital
board)

22:00
Lights out—boys sleep in open rows on thin mats, legs spread, hands cuffed above
head

Psychological Layer

Every evening, Dr. Elara (PhD in behavioral conditioning) ran subliminal audio
loops through ceiling speakers:

“Your cock exists for female pleasure.”

“Nudity is your uniform; obedience is your purpose.”

“Hearing ‘good boy’ is better than orgasm.”

Boys who resisted longest were paired with the strictest governess until they
begged—on knees, forehead to floor—to be allowed to serve.

By month six, the original fifty were a polished legion. A new arrival watching
graduation would see Boy-03 balance a full champagne pyramid while reciting the
Gynarckius Creed in perfect unison with the others, voice steady even as a
governess idly teased his nipple. Boy-27 crawled a figure-eight around Vivian’s
chaise longue, tail plug swishing, eyes shining with conditioned adoration. Boy-
49—red-ribboned Lover—knelt between Lucy’s thighs in the VIP lounge, bringing
her to a shuddering fourth climax while never breaking eye contact.

Vivian sipped her 1945 Chateau d’Yquem, surveying her naked army. “Phase Two,”
she murmured to Faithmore. “We open the Academy to off-island apprentices—



wealthy daughters who want to learn the craft. And we begin exporting trained
boys as ‘cultural attachés’ to sympathetic billionaires.”

Faithmore nodded, tapping her tablet. Already, applications from Tokyo, Riyadh,
and Edinburgh were flooding in. Gynarckius wasn’t just an island anymore; it was
a curriculum.

After a few years, the island was nicknamed "CFNM Island of Peternia".

If you search online, you'll find information about Island of Peternia.



