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1

“I just wanna say how glad I am we’re doing this,” said Matthew, palm resting on Rosie’s bare thigh. “Things have been hectic, too hectic what with work and all. I know it’s no excuse.”

“No, it’s not,” said Rosie. “You want this to continue then I expect your undivided attention when you’re with me.”

“I know,” said Matthew feeling the same warm shiver he felt whenever she talked to him in that dominant, direct tone. Three months they’d been dating and increasingly that head girl, I’m-in-charge attitude – or at least expect to be – was coming to the fore. Increasingly Matthew was struggling to hide just how much it turned him on. “Message received loud and clear,” he added.

His hand slid a little higher over the smoothest of skin as he zeroed in on Rosie’s ever so kissable lips. He was centimetres from them when his phone rang killing the moment stone dead.

“God damn it,” he muttered, sinking back into the car seat and pulling the phone from his shorts pocket. No sooner had he seen who was calling than Rosie was swiping it from his grasp.

“Hey, that’s…” work related, he was about to say, but found himself swallowing the words at Rosie’s cool stare.

“No phone. Not for you. Not this holiday.”

Matthew watched her turn it off, drop it into the bag at her side, then look his way with the ghost of a smile and an expression that dared him to challenge her. He was in no doubt he’d be getting that phone back – just not now was all. He looked to the window, feeling Rosie’s palm settle at his thigh as he stared out at the thicket of sun dappled trees they’d been passing since the airport.

“So this place, it’s pretty remote, huh?”

“Retreat,” Rosie corrected. “And yeah it’s remote.”

“A bit of R and R,” sighed Matthew. “Can’t say it doesn’t sound good.”

“Oh Matthew,” purred Rosie at an ear. “This holiday’s about far more than that, at least for you.”

He turned from the window to see her big brown eyes glimmering with amusement. She squeezed his thigh. She leant his way and kissed him as he’d been meaning to kiss her only seconds ago.

“Rosie…” he said a tad breathless as they parted and she settled back smoothing fingers though her long straight brown hair. “What are you not telling me?”

Her look was that of someone taking immense pleasure from being in on a secret he was entirely ignorant of. “You’ll see,” she said, patting his thigh.

She looked away, though a barely suppressed glee was evident in the hint of delight in her expression. Matthew stared at her full lips and gleaming eyes a moment longer, before his gaze was dropping, drawn unthinkingly to her cleavage and the exquisite curves of her large breasts straining the thin cotton of a summery dress. A strong stirring at his crotch pulled him back to himself and out of the horny funk he was falling. He dragged his eyes up and away, looking past the smooth headed driver to the sun-drenched tarmac of the road ahead, half mumbling, “Guess I will.”

If there was a childish need to have the last word, Rosie denied him it.

“Guess so,” she said.

Their eyes met for no more than a fraction of a second. But it was enough to have a corkscrewing flutter spiralling his insides. She patted his thigh. She continued to wear that look of delight at having her little secret. Matthew knew her well enough to know he wasn’t getting it out of her, and so settled back and waited to get to wherever they were going. He didn’t have long to wait.

“Looks like we’re here,” said Rosie, beaming a smile as the car slowed to a stop and their driver punched in a security code parting tall black gates bordered by a high white wall.

“And here is…where exactly?” asked Matthew, gawping as they drove on into luxurious landscaped grounds that had overhanging trees and a lush, verdant, tranquil feel.

“Somewhere we’re going to have lots and lots of fun,” came Rosie’s voice. He didn’t need to look at her to know she was grinning. But did and she was.

They continued on past an attractive colonial style house, and on to one of the self-contained luxury cabins that was all theirs for the next two weeks. It was a pristine white with a bright pink front door – its cosy interior as clean and fresh as its exterior.

“Oh, this is just too cute,” said Rosie, taking in the relaxing, beachy, bijou décor. She strode round an enormous bed to wide floor to ceiling glass doors that slid open straight onto decking, then sand, then surf.

Matthew turned to the driver. “There you go, buddy,” he said, palming him a tip.

The man – naturally tanned and toned – dipped his shaven head and returned to his car with the easy gait of someone entirely at ease with themselves and their job. Matthew lifted in their cases – Rosie’s heavy, his light – shut the front door and went and joined her out on the decking, taking in the big wooden fan above the bed on the way.

Outside there were loungers on one side, a seating area shaded by a parasol on the other. On top of the round table was a bottle of fizz in an ice bucket, a selection of colourful fruit, and a small card with a woman’s lips smiling seductively. Matthew picked up the card, read aloud: “Goddess Leona welcomes you to her playschool. Meet and greet at six.” He looked across at Rosie. “Playschool?” he asked puzzled.

“That’s right,” she said, not saying more.

Matthew put down the card, walked over to her.

“What do you think?” she asked as he wrapped his arm around her waist.

He stared out at the white sand and tranquil ocean view. “Looks pretty perfect to me,” he said with a strong sense he wasn’t getting the whole picture after the card and Rosie’s comment earlier.

“I think you’re going to have a very enjoyable time,” she grinned. “I know I will.”

She slipped from his side to his front and took a handle of T-shirt in both hands, baring his abs, then chest as she lifted it up. He acquiesced in raising his arms and allowing her to strip him from the waist. She tossed away his T-shirt with a flirty smile. She came close like she was about to kiss him, slipping her thumbs beneath the waistband of his shorts and boxers, then, only as her lips were all but skimming his did she drop, yanking his clothing downwards, flopping his cock free.

“Feet,” she said, slapping his lower leg and having him lift his soles so she could get at his clothing.

Matthew lifted them, then watched her fling his shorts and boxers to where his T-shirt already lay on the decking, and step back a pace eyeing his nakedness thoughtfully. He placed his palms open at his sides as if for inspection, asked half-jokingly, “Do I meet your requirements?”

“Well groomed, strong, fit body, nice big cock…I think you just might,” teased Rosie.

“That so?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, laying a palm softly at his hip as she stepped round to his rear. “This holiday, this retreat, it’s all about female dominance.” He felt her breasts squish up against his bare back, he felt her chin on his shoulder as she continued purring at an ear, “It’s all about you proving to me you’ve got what it takes. It’s about us discovering exactly how compatible we are.”

“Got what it takes?”

“To be what I know you dream to be.”

“What’s that?”

“What all boys secretly want to be in their heart of hearts. A plaything for the opposite sex. A toy. A bitch. My bitch.”

Matthew felt something lock within in his chest, something else begin to pulse steadily warm and hot.

“Don’t try to deny it. Boys aren’t good at hiding things,” said Rosie, brushing the back of a curled finger against his semi stiff cock as if to prove her point. Matthew didn’t realise how swollen he was till he felt her touch. He glanced down at his penis projecting seaward. He looked back to the gently lapping shoreline feeling like he’d landed on a different planet. Rosie gently ran her fingertips up and down his hips, his flank, peering over a shoulder enjoying the view.

“Good thing you like being naked so much,” she said. “Because this is your outfit from now on.”

“What?” Matthew half turned, disbelieving. “You’re joking?”

“Uh-uh,” said Rosie, smiling brightly. “Males go nude at the retreat. Official policy. And I can’t say I don’t one hundred percent approve.”

“You’re pulling my leg.”

“Nope. All part of the female led ethos.”

Matthew opened his mouth about to protest, object, resist – but who was he kidding. Her dominance and all the double standards that spun off it, bubbled something inside of him. He could tell himself otherwise all he wanted, tell Rosie too, but ultimately they both knew different.

“Come on,” she said, giving his ass a slap. “You can help me unpack.”

He watched her stroll back inside picking up his discarded clothing on the way. He gave a disbelieving pant, then followed in her wake, though unpacking was the last thing on his mind.

Rosie had a hand on the suitcase handle when he reached her. He didn’t need to say anything – it was all there in the intensity of his lust filled look. They locked lips, kissing passionately, moving incrementally to the bed, then collapsing atop it, tittering. Rosie scooped off her panties, Matthew was quickly inside her; on top, going at his rhythm till Rosie rolled him onto his back and began dictating the tempo. She looked good, so fucking good! Felt good too. But it was too fast. She had him too worked up…way… too…Matthew tensed and shuddered, eyes closing as he blew himself out before they’d barely begun. Rosie stilled. Matthew’s eyes opened on her glaring stare.

“You did not just cum?”

“I couldn’t—” He got no further, Rosie was already clambering off him.

“You’re going to learn some self-control, Matthew,” she said irritably, marching for the ensuite.

“Two minutes and I’ll be good to—” His attempt to save the situation fell flat. The bathroom door was firmly shut as Rosie disappeared behind it. He stared at it propped up on his elbows for a good few seconds, then collapsed back blowing out a big sigh.

“Ugh-ugh-ugh-ugh…” Leona’s huffing pants built up steam as she rode her supine sub boy’s big erection, golden tipped corkscrew curls alive with movement, mother of pearl shell necklace clattering off smooth caramel skin. Her exotic hazel eyes took in his wide-eyed expression as he struggled not to displease her. That and sight of the black ball gag stuffing his mouth, the thin black bondage rope tying his hands to the cast iron beds frame, swept away whatever flimsy barrier remained between her and orgasm. The joyous sensation peaked almost unbearable. Then came the overwhelming, swamping, all-consuming pleasure.

“Ughh-aaahh!” she shrieked, head tilting back, perky breasts thrusting upwards as her back arched and she soared on the orgasmic high. One, two, three, four, five seconds and she was slapping her palms flat on the sub’s torso as she jerked forward, eyes closed, mouth opening on several low moans. The aftershocks rippled through her whole being. For as long as it lasted she lived in that beautiful space. There was one last shuddering tremble, then her eyes were opening on her handsome sub boy; shaven headed, tanned skinned and muscular like all the rest.

“You’re such a good fuck, Wesley,” she smiled. “So good I could keep you tied up here as my personal sex slave forever and a day. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

He nodded his ball gagged face vigorously up and down. His eyes were big. His stare unblinking and desperate. It was pathetic and amusing. And had Leona snorting a chuckle as she climbed from him and off the bed.

“I don’t think you’re the only one,” she said, slipping into a flowing silk dress with a peacock print pattern, then stepping into strappy heels. “And who could blame you,” she added, tossing back those tight curls at a dressing table mirror, straightening her shell pearl necklace a tad, dabbing a touch of perfumed scent to her neck and wrists. In the mirror’s reflection, she took in helpless Wesley watching her, then smiling ever so slightly wandered over to a table where she poured herself a glass of chilled elderflower cordial from a jug. She sipped some. She let out a contented sigh.

Leaving her fuck toy still staring, she stepped out onto the balcony – dead centre on the front of the villa – and surveyed her queendom; the big lush leaved tropical plants and trees, the stylish watercourse that’s gentle flow forever provided a soft and soothing balm to one’s ears, the brightest of blue skies and still warm sun creeping around the balcony. This place is a slice of paradise, thought Leona, happy to challenge anyone who didn’t think their morale wouldn’t be instantly boosted by such surrounds. And that wasn’t even mentioning the glorious azure blue ocean and soft white sanded beach out back.

As she stood contentedly refreshing herself with the cooling cordial, another of her subordinates appeared on the walkway below. Malcolm, who’d been on driving duty and was subsequently clothed in bright orange shorts and short sleeved shirt, stopped, craning his head up at sight of her.

“The last of your guests are here, Goddess,” he informed.

“Thank you, Malcom,” replied Leona, finding it as strange as she always did whenever one of her boys was wearing clothes so rarely did she permit it. To her eyes it was like seeing a monkey in a suit or a horse in a onesie, or any other combination of animal and clothing. Because to her that’s what male humans were; a baser, simpler, inferior species that’s natural state was to be lesser than in clothing as everything else to womankind. In fact, she didn’t just find it strange, she found its disruption of the natural order outright offensive.

“Go inside and join the others for inspection.” she told Malcom, keen to correct a temporary quirk in the way things were meant to be as she saw it. “I’ll be down in short order.”

He dipped his head subordinately and disappeared into the property below. Leona remained on the balcony, enjoying the buzz of anticipation in the pit of her belly she got whenever she had a new group. As always she’d done her research; gleaned much from social media and the questionnaires each of the couples had had to fill out for admission to the retreat. She had a feeling there were going to be a few very surprised boys. Which only made things all the more fun from her perspective.

Balcony edging into shadow, cordial drunk, Leona finally stepped back into the room, which had Wesley immediately turning his head at the sound of her step. Leona eyed him a moment – his naked body, his stiff cock.

“Are you thirsty?” she asked, stopping by the jug.

“Mm-hmm,” he gave another of those vigorous nods.

Leona filled the glass half full, then walked to the bed like she had all the time in the world. She put the glass down on a nightstand. She sat on the beds edge, long bare legs showing as she crossed them and the silky green-blue fabric of her dress settled behind them. She cradled Wesley’s cheek, gazing into his lust filled eyes already feeling a rekindling of the warmth between her thighs. “If I take off this gag, do you promise to keep quiet and be a good boy?”

Another of those emphatic nods. Smiling, Leona reached round to the back of his head and unbuckled the straps there, releasing the gag from his mouth. He exhaled a quivering breath, said, “Thank you, Goddess.”

“You’re quite welcome,” said Leona, putting the ball gag to one side and picking up the glass of cordial. “Keep that mouth open,” she commanded, taking a long sip, then leaning over him and depositing the mouthful as a slow trickle into his gaping mouth.

There was another thank you with the appropriate address of Goddess. Leona put down the still quarter full glass on the nightstand by his head, knowing how desperate he’d be for it later, and picked up the little sex toy in the nightstand’s compartment. She slipped the squishy fluorescent pink ring around Wesley’s rock-hard member and pressed the switch of the small silver torpedo like dildo now pressing his shaft to a slow vibrating hum. Its sensation was enough to drop his head to the pillow, tense his muscles all the way from his arms to his legs as his toes curled outwards. If there was a natural urge to groan aloud in horny tumult, he suppressed it, emitting nothing more than a barely audible whimper that had Leona snickering.

“I think that’s a little too fast,” she said, adjusting the vibrators speed to an even slower, excruciating buzz. “There we go, that’s more like it. I want you right there on that edge. I want you so incredibly horny that you don’t know what you want. Release. More playtime.”

She tapped the vibrator with a red nail, tilting his head forward to meet her gaze. She made sure he saw her wicked grin, then was rising from the bed, marching from the room, stopping at the doorway only to say, “And Wesley, no cumming in my absence.”

Of course that went without saying, but Leona nonetheless got much pleasure from giving the instruction. She looked at Wesley’s open-mouthed expression – like his brain was struggling to find words – glanced at his vibrator thrumming cock as it flexed upwards as if in answer, then smiled a satisfied half-smile and strode from the room.

She walked a bright sunlit corridor looking every inch the goddess; the satin of her low-cut peacock patterned dress hugging her supple, athletic figure from the waist up, then parting for those long legs beneath it. There was the corridor, then an L-shaped staircase that led gently downwards. At the bottom Leona stopped for a moment taking in the exceptionally clean and tidy open plan space; the polished floorboards shining like golden treacle in patches of sunlight, the pristine surfaces – not a trace of dust on any she ran her finger over – the sweet-smelling bouquets of flowers arranged here and there around the rooms edge.

Satisfied everything was to her exacting standards, she headed through to a smaller side room where five male subordinates stood lined up, shoulders straight, hands at their hips, smooth bodies presented for inspection. Each of them was shaven headed, of tanned skin tone and similar muscular build and height (no taller than Leona in her heels). Each them wore black bow ties, bright white wrist cuffs and shirt collars and nothing else but the matte black chastity’s that kept their big cocks neatly secured within the solid silicon frame of the spring locked devices.

There was nothing coincidental about their uniformity – it was designed to strip them of their individuality, make them appear part of a larger sub class of obedient male slaves entirely devoted to their female superiors. It was both fantasy and future as Leona saw it in the here and now, walking the line up slowly one way then the other, straightening a bowtie here, checking the smoothness of skin there. She was both ushering in – in her own small way – and paying homage to the great and glorious age of femdom to come.

“You’re leaking, sub,” she said, tilting Jerome’s chastity upwards to show the trickle of precum gathered at the tip.

“Apologies, Goddess.”

“Clean it up you filthy boy,” she said, removing her finger so the chastity dropped and his big balls settled by his sturdy thighs.

She watched him clean up his mess with a finger, licking it three times then rechecking his tip for signs of leakage.

“I expect you to keep control of yourself next time.” An impossible task and she knew it. “Is that clear?”

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” replied Jerome.

Leona eyed him till he dropped his gaze, then continued along the line. “Anyone else making a spectacle of themselves?”

Each of the subs checked their chastity cages, making her smile. The fact that they didn’t know and had to look, said everything about how frisky she kept them. One by one they answered in the negative.

“Good,” said Leona, stepping back a pace. “I think we’re ready.” She folded her arms. She looked left, then right across the line of chastity locked fitties. “Don’t you have something to say to me?” she prompted.

Right away a chorus of male voices came back at her.

“Thank you, Goddess Leona, for letting us serve you. Thank you for letting us be part of this paradise.”

The deepness of their distinctly male voices, the utter subordination of their stance and words, combined to give Leona tingles. A broad, pearlescent smile lit her face. “You’re welcome.”
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Matthew’s face dropped as he flipped open the lid of his suitcase. Rosie snickered.

“What the…?” he said, peering into the almost empty case. There was his small washbag containing his razor, toothbrush and some hair wax, but nothing more. “Where’s my stuff? Where’s my clothes?” He looked up to see Rosie smirking.

“I’ve already told you, you won’t be needing clothes here.”

His hands went to his bare hips as he stared arms akimbo. “You were actually serious about that?”

“Mm-hmm,” said Rosie, pursing her glossy lips together, then applying another fresh coating of lip balm. She’d showered and spruced herself up – not that she needed any sprucing up – and changed into a violet dress that was shiny and short and emphasised every sexy curve. And for an instant Matthew was doing nothing more than gawping at the deliciousness of those arcing lines like a horny teenager, till she was meeting his eyes and his own were dropping back to the case. But not for long. Inevitably they rose, returning to Rosie as she primped and preened herself.

“What about the shorts I was wearing, I suppose I don’t get those?”

“No, you don’t,” said Rosie with an amused lilt to her tone.

Matthew didn’t even know where they were; they’d disappeared as if part of a Houdini act. Though if he was guessing he’d say they were locked up in Rosie’s case about now. And he was pretty sure the key to that case wasn’t just there waiting to be turned. He let out a sigh and scrubbed his face in frustration.

“I don’t know what you’re getting so stressed about, all the other boys are going to be naked,” said Rosie, checking herself out in profile in a tall wall mirror. She ran her palms against the dress’s shiny fabric at her rounded ass. She turned one way, then the other. Good God she looked sensational. “And it’s not like you’ve got anything to be ashamed of,” she continued, shooting a glance at his cock.

Matthew found his head slowly going from side to side as he let out a soft sigh. How was it that she could get away talking like that, while the merest mention of either her or another females looks and he was in the doghouse?

“Why don’t you go naked then?” he shot back.

“Because that’s not how things work here. You boys have to earn a peek at our special bodies.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot, this is a femdom retreat,” he said, with air quotes. “Whatever that is.”

Rosie turned from the mirror towards him, and gave him a look that was so calm and confident as to be unnerving. Suddenly Matthew could hear his heart beating hard.

“You know I wouldn’t just bring anyone here,” she said, slowly approaching, open toed heeled sandals tapping the tiled floor. “This is about you understanding what’s required of you. This is about us going to the next level.”

She stopped in front of him with that cool, authoritative stare. Matthew stared back, hearing his pulse quicken.

“You want that, don’t you?”

“Yeah, of course.”

“Good,” she said, sweeping back a loose strand of hair at his forehead, then stepping back half a pace and looking him up and down in a way that made him feel like an object. Her object. Which truth be told definitely didn’t feel too bad at all.

“Perfect,” she grinned, closing the small gap and pressing his lips with a big puckered kiss that left him wanting only more. If she was still annoyed about his accident earlier, she wasn’t showing it. She took his hand. “You know if you really don’t want to be naked I’ll let you wear one of my dresses.”

“No, thanks,” said Matthew, finding it impossible not to smile a little at her teasing.

“How about my panties then?”

And now he was brushing his teeth against his lower lip, shaking his head with a soft snort, eyes crinkling with a half-smile.

“No?” she said.

“Hell no,” he said.

“Okay…then let’s go.” She led him onward by the hand. There was some hesitation at the threshold of the front door, but a look back from Rosie, a raising of her eyebrows, a firm tug and Matthew was going with her. Hand in hand they walked a smooth paved path, colourful butterflies flitting and frolicking in the warm sun at its edge where a man-made stream gently trickled – rising and falling in mini waterfalls – and those big shiny leaved plants climbed high into the blue. Not for the first time Matthew found his eye drawn to Rosie sauntering so serenely at his side. He didn’t feel so serene. He felt like at any second he was going to be accosted and told to go put some clothes on.

“You’re not pranking me, are you?” he asked.

“No, Matthew, I’m not pranking you,” she smiled, then after a couple more strides. “But that would be a funny one. I could have all your colleagues and friends waiting for us up ahead.”

“But you haven’t?”

Rosie chuckled. “You’re going to have to get over this shyness. If I want to show you off, I’ll show you off to whoever I choose.”

Matthew stared not knowing if she was joking, turned away, still not knowing. A confused mix of mild panic and sexual arousal swirled. He couldn’t deny the whole clothed unclothed thing in her favour didn’t make his blood flow hot. And yet there was another part of him – a primitive urge – that wanted to protect his gender, fight that feeling of being trumped. It was like there was two forces battling it out inside of him. And sight of Rosie sauntering beside him so sexily only made each side fight harder.

“Here we are,” she said as the attractive colonial style villa they’d passed on arrival appeared at an angle just up ahead.

Matthew gulped, slowing a little. Rosie enthusiastically pulled him on with that same gleeful expression she’d been wearing when they’d entered through the retreat’s high gates. The villa’s wide front doors were propped open invitingly. They stepped into a small entranceway, then through into a big, bright, open space with warm hued wooden flooring and a smart minimalist cheerful aesthetic. Several heads swivelled their way. At once Matthew saw Rosie hadn’t been kidding about the no clothes for male’s policy. He saw the firm bare buttocks of four naked men. He saw the smiling, friendly faces of their female partners; gorgeous women dressed in tight, light, summery dresses.

Names were flung about, introductions made; there was Sienna and Scott, Kayla and Ben, Louise and Ryan, Ashley and Rob. All young and attractive couples of about their age. Matthew, however, barely took in their names as those first few minutes past in an awkward blur as he bared all to eight strangers. At least that’s how it was for him. Rosie on the other hand seemed right at home. In fact, all the women seemed right at home. They gave off an air of smug satisfaction at being in a situation that put the female gaze firmly at the forefront. They certainly weren’t shy in their looks. And though there were no whistles or catcalls or shouts to “swing it about,” Matthew still couldn’t feel a little like a stripper arriving at a hen do.

Never had he felt so exposed or aware of that which made him male – there so on display. Rosie at his side fell into casual chitchat with the other women like they’d known each other for years. There was laughter. There was a joke from dark haired, juicy looking Kayla that the boys’ nude uniform should extend to all hot males, everywhere, in every country, all the time.

“I’d vote for it,” said Ashley – a petite blonde pocket rocket – teasing a finger under Rob’s stubbled chin.

“So would Scott,” said Sienna, another blonde stunner, elfin and luxurious looking. “Wouldn’t you, Scott?”

“Why not? You’ve got me standing butt naked here, haven’t you?”

The women exchanged smirks.

“See, that’s what a good boy looks like,” said golden haired Louise to buff boyfriend Ryan – who rolled his eyes, looked a little lost as all the boys looked.

“I don’t know about that,” Sienna continued the conversation. “This one’s still got a lot to learn,” she said, putting the heat back on Scott.

“I think they all do,” said Rosie, shooting Matthew a bright-eyed look that only added to the simmering warmth sitting there at the pit of his stomach.

It was then that the click of heels was turning heads. Leona strode into the room, peacock patterned dress swishing at her bare legs, bow tied sub boys following in her wake. “Well, well,” she said, oozing confidence and style, radiating a certain type of female dominance that was as natural as the sun, the moon, the stars. “Aren’t we all looking fabulous.”

She eyed the five extremely good-looking couples, making a point of singling out the gym honed boys and their plump cocks with longer lingering glances. “Welcome, welcome to Villa Bia. Where I Goddess Leona am going to set you on the path to living a wonderful femdom lifestyle. A lifestyle in which you women get to be the dominant goddesses you were always supposed to be. And you boys the subservient submissives your sex is destined to become.”

She swept a hand slowly out behind to her harem of sexy sub boys lined up against the wall by way of example. Which had the females of each couple gawping with grinning, glinting eyed amusement, the male’s brows tightening slightly, whether they were aware of it or not.

“As you can see, they’re kept in chastity,” said Leona, pointing out the obvious and very much enjoying doing so. “Which means their erections and ejaculations are entirely at my prerogative.” She paused a beat letting that sink in for the males in the group. Hearing a woman state such a thing so brazenly could be a shocking, exciting thing for a man. And Leona observed just such responses in the buff boys cocks; some threatening half mast, others shrinking timidly. “The chastity is a crucial instrument in the toolbox of any female dominant,” she continued. “And a vital first step in the conditioning of any aspiring subordinate.”

Leona paused, a pleasant tingling at her sex as she wondered if any in the group were anticipating what was coming. Then raising her right hand, clicking her fingers, she summoned Malcom. He appeared at once, almost inseparable from the other four bow tied subs, but for the silver tray he carried. Atop it were five of the devices Leona had been speaking of, not the black latticed spring locked kind worn by her subs, but the transparent model that came with mini padlock and accompanying key.

“Take one. Put it on your boy,” she said as Malcolm approached each couple in turn. Not one of the women hesitated in picking a chastity from the tray. The boys, however, needed that bit of cajoling; some retreating slightly were pulled back by their willies, others tried to talk their way out of it entirely unsuccessfully.

“Put it on, a caging’s the least that cock deserves after earlier,” said Rosie, holding Matthew’s stare till finally he gave way.

Leona watched with fresh tingles as the boys relented and accepted their fate – just as she fully expected them to. Because their girlfriends were gorgeous and persuasive and dominant. Ultimately because they weren’t their fathers living in a man’s world. Base rings tightly encircled the underside of smooth balls and the base of juicy cocks, clear tubing encased penises, metal locks clicked shut. Matthew one of those at half mast, gasped as all was stuffed and secured in place. In the time it would have taken them to have tied their shoelaces (if they’d been were wearing shoes) Ben, Scott, Rob, Ryan and Matthew, lost control of their manhood’s.

Such a simple transfer of power, Leona wondered why it wasn’t obligatory out there in the wider world beyond her little paradise. “So much neater, don’t you think, Goddesses?”

There was a loud chorus of agreeable voices as the smiling women sounded their approval.

“Keep those keys safe,” advised Leona. “I highly recommend attaching them to a necklace or an ankle bracelet close at your skin as a constant reminder to your boy who has the upper hand. You’ll be amazed just how attentive they become after a few days locked up.” She was unable to stop a chuckle as she said this. “Chastity can be used as both punishment and training tool. Set your boy some challenges. Make clear the high standards you expect of him. I’d say this was an opportune time for these boys to develop their oral skills – and no I don’t mean the speaking kind.”

There were snorts of laughter from the women, wide grins from them to their boys. Leona scanned the group, revelling in the contrast between the nude chastity locked males and sexily dressed females exuding, flaunting, an I’ve-got-one-over-you merriment. She fully intended to foster that attitude, normalise and encourage that sense of imbalance over the coming weeks. By the time they’d leave there wasn’t going to be an iota of doubt who held the whip hand.

“Okay,” she said, clapping her hands together happy to continue playschool tomorrow when the boys had had a little more time getting used to their new accessories. “That’s lesson one over with. If you’d like to follow me, I’ll show you around.”

Matthew felt Rosie’s fingers entwine his. Her gaze was at his crotch, slightly twisted puckered half-smile threatening to burst into something more. “Let’s go, chastity boy,” she said, pulling him on behind the others.

The retreat’s earthy, relaxed, boho vibe, didn’t mean it didn’t have the type of high-end facilities you’d find at most luxury spas. Leona showed the group the modern gym, the yoga studio, the swanky bar and private outdoor pool area with long comfy looking loungers.

“Feel free to use any of it at your leisure,” she said, leading the way up to a dining terrace with a spectacular ocean view. The sun was just setting, casting the calm water in a beautiful coppery hue. Each of the couples had the option to dine on the terrace or eat back at their bungalows. Every one of them chose the terrace. And Leona was pretty sure it wasn’t all to do with the ocean view. They were showing off their hunky partners to one another. They were loving their boy’s public nudity and any humiliation it brought.

Ladies after my own heart, thought Leona, slipping back into the villa as her bow tied waiter boys got service under way. She made her way to the kitchen where chef, Ravneet, a brown skinned beauty, was bossing her two boxer clad sous chefs Oliver and Tristram around. That girl had two passions; food and dominating the male sex (the posher the better in her case). Leona observed both in action as she ran the kitchen, warning Tristram that he’d be getting a very hard spanking if he didn’t get a move on with his chopping.

“How we doing?” asked Leona, inhaling the delicious kitchen smells.

“We’re good,” said Ravneet, slapping Oliver’s hand from a pan and grinding some pepper. “Are the boys as hot as their profiles?’

“They’re tens. All tens,” said Leona, never one to have a problem in objectifying the opposite sex. “And especially so in their cute chastity devices.”

Ravneet smirked. “Any resistance?”

“Some grumbling, but they came round in the end like they all do.”

“I’ll have to go have a peek when I can leave these two numbskulls in here alone.”

Leona snorted in amusement at Ravneet’s bossy, demeaning approach. If she worked anywhere else she’d have been pulled up for a comment like that. But here, Leona more than tolerated it, she actively encouraged it.

“Here, taste this,” said Ravneet, bringing a forkful of food Leona’s way.

“Mmm,” she moaned, posture sagging for an instant as a series of flavours lit up her taste buds.

“Good?” Ravneet grinned.

“Sublime,” said Leona, who went on to sample several more tasty morsels that added up to a meal in itself. Rarely did she enter the kitchen without being fed, and today was no different. She left Ravneet to it, swiping a bottle of plonk from a counter and a slice of lemon drizzle cake on her way out. She headed from the kitchen and through to the spacious main room where she’d first greeted her guests, then up the stairs humming softly to herself. A naughty smile broke as she reached the landing. She stopped humming, slowing her walk to a faint tap as she approached the bedroom.

At its open door, she paused and peeked in. The room had darkened since she’d last left it, but there was enough light to see Wesley still flat on his back on the mattress, arms stretched back above him, big cock pointing long and thick and stiff. Leona’s eye lingered on the small dildo vibrating slowly – ever so slowly – against his shaft. A wicked grin spread as she watched his ass leave the mattress and his hips slightly fall and rise like he was trying to fuck something, anything. For a split second she almost laughed aloud. But somehow she held it down, recovering her composure and forcing the smile from her face as she flicked a light switch and sauntered into the room.
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Leona could feel that desperate gaze, though didn’t once look Wesley’s way as she strolled over to the round table in the corner of the room. She put down first the wine bottle, then the small plate of lemon drizzle cake and poured herself a healthy glug of red wine, before sitting on a chair, placing a white napkin demurely across her lap. The picture of poise and elegance, she nicked a wedge of the cake on to a fork, then brought it to her mouth, holding it there as her eyes shut and she savoured the light fluffy texture, the sweet taste dissolving on her tongue.

“Mm-mm-mmm.” She slid the clean fork from her mouth and went back for more. From over by the bed she heard a soft groan, immediately followed by the low rumble of a stomach. “Is someone cumgry?” asked Leona, still not bothering to look Wesley’s way.

“I’m not sure, Goddess,” came the voice, forced and slightly confused sounding. Which didn’t surprise Leona in the least knowing what extreme blue balls and edging did to a boy.

“Are you desperate to cum?” she asked, nicking off another bit of cake.

“Yes, Goddess Leona.”

“Are you feeling hungry?”

“I am, Goddess Leona.”

“Then you’re cumgry,” she said, removing cake from fork in one elegant motion and showing her appreciation of its delicious taste with a purring groan. “Oh, yes.” Her eyes went to Wesley as she did this. The pair of teardrop shaped bulbs in the golden light fixtures either side of the bed, bathed his nakedness in a shadowy golden hue that made him look even more naked than he had from the doorway.

“Say it,” she commanded, looking him square in the eyes.

“I’m cumgry,” he said, an edge of growling frustration to his tone.

Leona smiled at his mix of manly, helpless, frustration. “Yes, you are,” she said, watching his head drop back to the pillow, his bound hands tighten and his cock pump thin air. She felt a rising heat between her thighs. She reached for her wine. “You know what I was doing while you were here getting…cumgry?”

“Welcoming your guests, Goddess,” he said, clearly struggling to concentrate on what she was saying.

Leona casually had a sip of her wine. “I was doing much more than that. I was introducing five intelligent, hot women to the delights of male chastity. You know what that means, don’t you, Wesley?”

Maybe he did, maybe he didn’t. Either way she didn’t give him time to respond. His mouth opened, but she beat him to the punch.

“It means there’s going to be five exceptionally horny boys to be moulded and shaped, just as you’ve been. And they’re going to worship, they’re going to adore all that’s female, they’re going to accept the costs that come with being male as you so rightly do.”

“Yes, Goddess,” agreed Wesley unprompted.

Leona smiled at his obedience. She had another sip of her wine. Sitting so very comfortably she observed his cock looking fit to burst. She wouldn’t have been surprised if you could keep time by its rhythmic thrusts.

“And you know what women do,” she said, going back to the drizzle cake as Wesley’s stomach rumbled afresh. “They talk, they share with their girlfriends when they find something that works, makes things easier and better. In short, one by one your sex is going to discover the delights of chastity. In the end, I think it’s going to be the law.”

“Please, no more teasing, Goddess,” said Wesley, sounding almost pained.

Leona clicked her tongue three times. “You think I’m teasing? Silly, silly boy. This is reality. This what’s coming. You, Wesley, are a trendsetter for your hopeless gender. You’ll see.”

He had nothing to say to that. Leona smiled at his silence, then returned to the last little bit of cake. She savoured it like she’d savoured the rest of it, then dropped the napkin on the table and made her way over to the bed saucer in hand. She sat. She told Wesley to open his mouth, which he dutifully did. She gathered the crumbs together, then dusted them into his gaping hole.

“Thank you, Goddess,” he said, gulping them down.

“A drink?”

“Yes, please, Goddess.”

She poured some of the cordial from the glass on the nightstand directly into his mouth. She watched him gulp it down, hearing his stomach rumbling again – no doubt primed by the dusting of drizzle cake. “Someone’s still cumgry it seems.”

He nodded. He looked beyond desperate for her to do something about it.

“Well I think we might just be able to kill two birds with one stone as they say,” said Leona. She reached back along his body and turned off the small vibrator, then removed both it and the ring that was holding it to his rock-hard cock. She wrapped her fingers around his erection, then slowly stroked up and down its slick, thick, shaft.

“I’m going to make you cum, Wesley,” she said, watching his eyes roll upwards, his head fall back, the muscles at his neck, his chest, tense as her hand continued its slow pumping motion. “Then I’m going to feed you all that yummy nutritional goodness. How does that sound?”

“Good…Goddess Leona,” he said between pants.

Leona felt him throb, felt how close he was to exploding. “Look at me,” she said.

He tilted his head forward and mouth gaping, met her gaze. There was a deep well of desperation in his look. She’d teased him to his limits and then some. And felt her own horny swell at seeing how far she’d pushed him. Peering down into heavy lidded eyes that looked like they wanted to roll back into themselves, she went on pumping. “You know what I’m going to do after that?”

He fought to speak as his chest rose and fell and those eyes struggled to stay fixed. “No, Goddess,” he half moaned, half murmured.

She grinned wickedly. “I’m going to get you hard again. And fuck your brains out to another immensely satisfying orgasm.”

Her words, her teasing strokes, had the desired effect. She felt the twitching spasm at his cock – watched his head snap back, eyes clench shut, muscles tighten as he emitted the type of primitive, powerless – distinctly male – grunting groan that had every one of her erogenous zones lighting up. Only at the very last did she let go of his pulsing cock, giving not only the ruined orgasm he deserved as member of the male species, but the only one he was ever going to get.

Outside on the terrace, Matthew and Rosie’s spoons clinked over the indulgent tiramisu they were sharing. Their eyes met, briefly lingering on the others until Matthew was giving way, sinking back into his chair, half-smiling, half shaking his head.

“What’s that look for?” Rosie asked.

“You…this…”

“Not what you were expecting, huh?”

“Uh-uh.”

The sun had fully set, subtle side lighting come on, a few of the other couples had already returned to their cabins, but there was still enough of the clothed unclothed dynamic to make the moment feel surreal. Matthew watched Rosie scrape out what was left of the dessert. She gave a superior smirk, then devoured what was on her spoon, foot lightly brushing the side of his leg all the while.

“Mmm, this is good, so good,” she said.

“Yeah all of it was,” said Matthew in regard to the light, fresh, flavoursome dishes they’d enjoyably worked their way through.

“So you’re glad I brought you?”

“Hmm–I’m still figuring that out,” he replied unsurely. “I mean, I’m sitting here naked, Rosie. Naked and in…” He could barely say the word. “Chastity.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s pretty embarrassing. I mean, I couldn’t begin to imagine what it must be like to have a willy all locked up in public for everyone to see,” she grinned.

“I bet you couldn’t,” said Matthew, not believing her for a second. His gaze dipped to the small sliver key she’d attached to her necklace and now nestled in the cleft of her cleavage.

Rosie looked to where he was looking, absentmindedly pinching the key between her fingers. “You want this?”

“You’re not seriously going to leave me locked up in this thing overnight, are you?”

“Why not? Your cock deserves it. Cumming without permission.” She made a disapproving tutting sound. “It’s going to learn not to do that again.”

Matthew felt his guts tighten. The way Rosie was talking about his penis like it was something separate from himself – something that had a mind of its own – was both humiliating and arousing. He watched her lick the last of the tiramisu from her spoon, put the spoon down, then sit back, eyeing him with the faintest of smiles.

“You should be wearing that lock up of yours with pride seeing as how it’s going to serve me in teaching that disobedient cock of yours some manners.”

Matthew felt another restless stirring. He felt the alien press of a solid barrier as his growing cock discovered it was trapped. The constrained sensation had him gulping. And Rosie, as usual, didn’t miss a thing.

“You’re not getting hard down there, are you?”

There was an instinct to lie and deny. But he knew from the heat of his cheeks that his face said everything.

“You are, aren’t you?” Rosie pressed.

Matthew shifted in his chair “Maybe,” he croaked, feeling Rosie’s triumphant tone ripple right through him.

“Say it,” she said, twisting the knife, a bright glint in her gleaming eyes.

“I’m getting hard—”

“In your chastity cage.”

“—In my chastity cage.”

“Because of me.”

Matthew hesitated.

Rosie prompted. “Because of me.”

“Because of you.”

“And how hot and sexy and dominant I am.”

“And how hot and sexy and dominant you are.”

“And all together.”

Matthew held Rosie’s gleeful stare, then despite himself, put the words together. “I’m getting hard in my chastity cage because of you. And how hot and sexy and dominant you are.”

Rosie tittered, tossing her head back with laughter before fixing him with smiling eyes. “Good boy,” she said, setting off a hot flare inside of him as she always did when she uttered those two words with such condescension. She continued to brush up and down the inside of his leg with her heeled foot beneath the table. She continued to eye him with a look that was thoughtful and mischievous and triumphalist. “How does it feel, tight?” she asked.

“A little,” said Matthew, feeling the restricting, constraining casing pressing hard.

“Just as it’s supposed to be,” said Rosie, biting a fingernail before bursting into a big grin and a breathy chuckle.

“I’m glad you find it so funny,” said Matthew, failing to keep an edge of irritation at being so thoroughly trumped out of his tone.

“I do. I find it absolutely hilarious,” Rosie grinned back. “Not just hilarious – but hot. Boys like you all locked up and at the mercy of their girlfriends makes me wet. Sopping, soaking, wet.”

Matthew’s throat went dry. His brain flexed as if something warm and emollient had slid across his psyche.

“Now get over here and show me,” she said, tapping the edge of the table where she wanted him, then again, slowly and with emphasis when he didn’t move, “Show me.”

At that Matthew stood without thinking of doing anything but what she wanted. He stepped to the side of the table her finger still pressed. She tilted the chastity upwards. She examined his engorged cock squishing its plastic prison.

“My, my, that does look…tight,” said Rosie with an unmistakable glimmer of satisfaction. Her finger still propping the device, she glanced to the other tables leading Matthew’s eye to grinning golden haired Louise staring, and elfin blonde Sienna smirking. He felt more than another flare go off within. He felt as if a fan assisted oven had suddenly been spun to the max.

“I think you’ve made enough of a spectacle of yourself this evening,” said Rosie, standing. She took his hand. She led him from the terrace with one last smirking glance at his chastity constrained cock. Her sunny disposition most likely would have lit the darkness. As it was small rectangular lights bordered the path as they returned the way they’d come past the trickling stream and its mini waterfalls. Leona’s joyous shriek as she rode Wesley to yet another euphoric orgasm, stilled them in their tracks.

“What the hell was that?” asked Matthew.

“A bird?” suggested Rosie.

“That’s not any bird I ever heard.”

Rosie snorted, “You look a little jumpy, Matthew.”

“That’s because I feel I’m about to be told I’ve been pranked any moment.”

“And why would I do that,” Rosie grinned. “I’m loving this.”

She pulled him to her and kissed him deeply.

They walked a little further, kissed some more. By the time they reached the cabin they were all over each other. They stumbled inside still kissing, Matthew’s hand momentarily groping for a light switch before it was back on Rosie’s hip, sliding up beneath her dress, squeezing a juicy ass cheek as Rosie’s own hands roamed his firm body.

“Let me fuck you,” he panted, dotting kisses at her neck. “Let me make up for before.”

“Oh, you’ll be making up for before,” said Rosie, breathlessly. “Just not with that cock of yours.”

She pushed him off her and smiling reached under her dress – sliding off her panties, playfully dangling them in his face long enough for him to catch a whiff of her intoxicating scent. The panties were cast aside. Rosie pointed to the floor, smiling as she said, “Down boy.”

Matthew’s knees bent instinctively, down he went eyes on Rosie the entire time. She stood a moment enjoying their respective positions, then beckoned him with a finger. Matthew crawled towards her as randy as a spring bunny, only her palm slapping at his forehead stopped him going any further.

“Do you think you deserve this pussy?” she teased.

“I think that’s up to you,” said Matthew, more than happy to play her game.

“Up to me,” Rosie smiled down at him. “I like that.”

Her hand lifted from his forehead and Matthew eagerly went to her wet, pink, lushness, like he hadn’t eaten a thing all night.
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The soothing sound of waves gently lapping golden sand was almost hypnotic; back and forth they went in never-ending motion. The light was soft and pink behind Matthew’s eyelids. He could feel the sun’s reinvigorating warmth flowing into him. He could feel it’s delicious pulsing touch against his bare skin. He’d gone for an early morning run and swim, leaving Rosie dozing with that key of hers (as tempted as he’d been to try and unlock himself, he’d resisted). And was almost in the perfect state of repose but for that one part of him that had a fidgety restlessness all of its own.

Not for the first time in the last half hour, he peeked open an eye, squinting at Rosie lazing on the lounger beside him reading her kindle. She had her sunglasses on. She wore a white bikini, revealing so much while still teasing you with what was concealed. Matthew’s eye wandered over her shiny sun kissed skin and ridiculous curves. It lingered a moment on the glint of silver nestled between her large breasts. His throat tightened. His cock swelled. Thoughts of last night returning with the taste of her there on his tongue. He turned away taking in the bluest of blue skies overhead, before his eyes were closing on a soft pant and he was seeing that pinkness, hearing that almost lazy rolling slap of seawater on sand.

“Are you finding this hard?” came Rosie’s voice at his side.

“Hm?” said Matthew, opening his eyes and looking to her pretending he’d been absorbed in thoughts of anything but her.

“Are you finding this hard?” Rosie repeated. “You look like you’re finding it hard,” she said, peeking over her sunglasses and giving his crotch a pointed stare.

The innate inequality in that; the way she could so easily read his body and consequently know his mood while conversely keeping her own to herself, made it suddenly feel like he’d swallowed a hard stone.

“I guess so,” he said, unable to say much else given the evidence there on display.

“It’s supposed to be hard,” said Rosie once more emphasising that one word. “This is about commitment. This is about you showing me you understand whose pleasure takes priority in this relationship.

“I know,” said Matthew.

“Good,” said Rosie.

She pushed the sunglasses back up the bridge of her nose. She sipped some orange juice and went back to her kindle. Matthew’s eye remained on her an instant; travelling down the length of her sexy body, before he was languidly rolling his head and staring out at the glittering ocean. There was a pulsing warmth somewhere at his midriff. There was a gentle ache at his balls. There was the increasingly familiar press of his stunted erection within the chastity’s grip. Mild discomfort mingled with unmet desire, unmet desire with creeping frustration, creeping frustration with only more arousal. And all the while the waves lapped, the sun soothed, the smell of sun lotion drifted on the lightest of breezes.

Matthew shut his eyes, thoughts flipping right back to Rosie; kissing her, fucking her right there on that lounger beside him – wishful imaginings replaying like a HD movie in his minds eye. His heart fluttered. His cock throbbed. He lay in a disabling state that was a curious mix of the comforting and the discomforting. He’d have lain there like that for god knows how long if Rosie hadn’t stirred.

He peeked open an eye just in time to catch a glimpse of her bootylicious ass being covered by a sarong. She glanced round, sunglasses pushed up high on her forehead.

“Go get me some ice,” she said, smile flirting her lips.

Matthew didn’t question or query; relieved to be pulled from the horny hole into which he was falling ever deeper, he hopped up and off the lounger, went into the cabin and filled a small carton of ice from the dispenser. Rosie was sitting in the shade under the parasol, phone on the round table, when he stepped back out onto the decking. He handed her the ice filled carton with no idea why should want it.

“Thank you,” she said, placing it on the table, before those big almond eyes were back on him – dropping momentarily to his crotch.

“Do you want out of that thing?” she asked, clearly knowing he did, but nonetheless obviously wanting to hear him say so.

“Badly, very, very badly,” he answered slowly.

“Do you think you can be a good boy and control that cock of yours if I allow it?”

“I don’t know, that depends on what you do to me,” he grinned.

Rosie gave a snort and a grin right back, then clicked off the necklace – taking the dangling key and tapping the small padlock at the side of the chastity.

“Thirty seconds. You get thirty seconds of stroking,” she said. “Control yourself and tomorrow it’ll be a minute. The day after that one-thirty. After that two minutes. Cum at any stage and we go right back down to thirty. Get the picture?”

“Yeah,” said Matthew, not much liking the idea.

“Good,” said Rosie. She placed the key in the padlock, was on the verge of turning it when she looked up at him. “Place your hands behind your back,” she said, like she wasn’t convinced he’d be able to resist touching himself.

Matthew scoffed.

Rosie stared, serious and strict in a way that had his blood flowing that bit hotter.

“Okay, okay, hands behind my back,” he said, clutching the wrist of his right hand at his spine.

Rosie eyed him a few seconds longer obviously enjoying his eagerness for her to proceed, then turned the key, sprung the lock. She slowly slid the chastity’s transparent casing down his swollen cock, having to give a forceful tug to fully remove it. A tiny thread of glistening precum momentarily stretched from the opening of his penis to the chastity before breaking as Rosie placed it on the table.

“Leaking already and I’ve not even touched you,” she observed, eyeing his stiff cock standing almost instantly bolt upright. She met his eyes showing her amusement. Which had his cock twitching. Rosie wrapped her hand around it, angled it away from his body.

“You’re thirty seconds officially begin…” She tapped the phone on the table beginning the countdown. “…now!”

And with that she was stroking back and forth at a pace neither fast or slow but steady. Matthew stood, head suddenly swimming at how good it felt.

“I’m going to build up some tolerance in you,” said Rosie. “You’re going to learn to last as long as I want you to last. Because my needs come…”

“First,” panted Matthew through the fog of his arousal.

“Exactly,” said Rosie, gleeful in establishing her authority.

She went on stroking at the same steady pace, right up until the alarm pinged indicating the thirty seconds were up.

“How time flies,” she said, giving the underside of his shiny cockhead one last small stroke with the tip of her forefinger. Then Matthew was finding out what the ice cubes were for.

“Come on, Rosie,” he said, feeling their numbing chill.

“Don’t Rosie me. You knew the rules.”

Maybe so, but that didn’t stop every cell of his body screaming screw the rules. And yet still he stood where he was, hand clutching that wrist behind his back as first he softened, then was locked back in chastity. He watched Rosie clip the necklace back on. He watched the key to his cock’s freedom settle once again in that delicious crevice between her breasts.

“What do you say?” said Rosie, flicking back her hair.

“Thank you,” said Matthew, throat slightly clenched.

“Thank you what?”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

“Mm-hm, that’s more like it.” Rosie stood, placed a palm against his right cheek while pecking a kiss on the other. “Good boy,” she said, lowering her sunglasses and heading inside. “Now come on, we don’t want to be late for Leona’s playschool.”

“No, heavens forbid,” Matthew murmured softly to himself.

“Are we feeling a little sluggish today, Wesley,” asked Leona, leaning in the frame of the double doors that looked out on to the terrace as he laid the tables for this evening’s meal.

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” he answered.

“I wonder why that could be.”

“I wonder,” he said, shooting her smirk.

Leona indulged him with a smile of her own. “Pick up the pace, please.”

As Wesley dipped his head and did just that, Leona couldn’t help but wonder what it was about him and her other subbies that separated them from the vast majority of a male species that could be so disrespectful to women. Was it nature; a strand of DNA that made them so willing to submit to her authority? Or nurture, an experience in their lives at some point that had planted the seed of a kink that had ultimately led them to her. Whatever it was, she wanted to bottle it. Then spread it free of charge to every woman across the planet. Would the world be in the mess it was now if men were able to accept their innate unsuitably as leaders, rulers, authority figures? She thought not.

“When you’re done with the tables, take over the extra towels requested by cabin five.”

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” Wesley replied, without hesitation.

Leona inhaled a breath filled with a deeply content and satisfying energy; those three words from a male such as Wesley – Yes, Goddess Leona – were music to her ears. It wasn’t just how things should be as far as she was concerned, but how things were always meant to have been. It was natures natural order. And here in her slice of paradise everything was in harmony. She breathed out that breath. She glanced at her wristwatch seeing the big hand ticking to the hour, then headed inside. Another sub, Zachery, was waiting in the hallway.

“Are you ready for that firm ass of yours to take a hard beating?” Leona asked him.

“Yes, Goddess Leona.”

“Good. Then with me,” she said, barely breaking stride as she bound right by. Leona was a stickler for punctuality. And not a minute more or minute less than the allotted hour, did she step into the spacious light filled main room, coral pink dress hugging caramel skin. All five couples were there; the women in bright skimpy summer dresses or sarong bikini combos, the buff boys adhering to her rules in nothing but their chastity devices.

“Hello, gorgeous people,” she said, never one not to appreciate such a blatant imbalance of power between the genders distinctly in the females favour. “And how are we enjoying our stay?”

The women’s responses were as enthusiastic as a dawn chorus of birds welcoming in a glorious day. The boys more muted. Yet still they came forward towards her with their partners like a niece or nephew to a particularly generous auntie.

“I’m pleased you’re all so satisfied,” said Leona, choosing her words to inflict maximum torment on behalf of the boys – satisfied. Ha! That was the last thing they were this second and she could see it there on their faces. She could tell by the way some of their cocks were swollen right up against the transparent casing of their chastity.

A beaming grin beneath the surface of her poised exterior, Leona continued, “A female led relationship in my not so humble opinion is the most rewarding relationship of all. A woman in charge is just plain sexy. But that’s not to say it doesn’t come with its ups and downs. This is a journey, a journey that takes work and commitment and self-sacrifice.” Particularly by you boys, she thought. “In the end though, I can confidently say it’s to the benefit of everyone. I certainly know my subbies wouldn’t want to be anywhere else, isn’t that right, Zachery?”

“Without question, Goddess Leona,” came the deep voice of Zachery behind.

A few of the women in the group smirked at an open admission said with such sincerity.

“A male that’s secure enough in himself to openly admit such a thing, is also very sexy in my not so humble opinion,” said Leona, glancing at each of the males in the group. “You boys standing here in deference to your partners, naked and in chastity, are by your very presence in such a vulnerable, exposing state, disclosing your acceptance, perhaps even love, of female

dominance. I don’t underestimate how hard–” Leona glanced at those swollen trapped cocks “–that is. I think it’s brave. I think it deserves a round of applause.”

Leona started the hand clap, the other women quickly joined her in putting their partners in the spotlight. There were a few sheepish looks from the guys, a few grins. It was psych 101 – positive affirmation to get them onside, make them feel good, make them feel almost like they were as much responsible for events as the women. Leona knew males were simple creatures (especially when they were thinking with their cocks) And it was far from the first time she’d stroked with one hand, while about to hit hard with the other. Which brought her nicely on to her next lesson. As the applause petered out, she quickly flipped the script.

“Unfortunately males being males often forget what makes them good boys. Sometimes they have to be punished. Sometimes, no matter how much you might not want to,” Leona said this with a big smirk, “you’ll have to remind your boy who’s boss.”

She eyed the group a moment, then strolled to a table covered in a shiny velvet cloth – taking one end, lifted it back, uncovering what lay beneath. The women looked positively gleeful at sight of the six solid looking black paddles. Their male partners understandably less thrilled.

“While chastity and the threat of further denial is an extremely effective tool in keeping your boy in check, it need not be done in isolation,” said Leona, fingers curling around one of the paddles grips. She picked it up. She strolled back over to where sub Zachery stood, every pair of eyes on her. “Turn around for me please, Zachery.”

He did so, baring his muscular backside. Leona placed the paddle flat against it and looked to her group.

“A male will almost always try to convince you he’s not in need of any discipline. But I assure you he is.” She raised the paddle, then swept it down – landing it with a meaty clap that reverberated around the spacious room. “Punishment is about correction, deterrent and establishing your authority.” She clapped the paddle down on Zachery’s ass again, making him grunt. “In no time it will become as an essential a part of your relationship as him licking your pussy whenever you deem him worthy of it,” she said, looking to the ladies in the group, before glancing at the boys and continuing, “or cleaning and cooking whenever she demands it.”

She flashed a grin, then went straight for Zachery’s ass. Another meaty thump reverberated. “And while these paddles are perfect for disciplining a boy, a hairbrush or a slipper or bare hand can prove just as effective. Sexier even in certain circumstances,” said Leona. As if to demonstrate the point, she swung her arm back, then forcefully forward, connecting her palm against Zachery’s rear in an arcing hit that was far fleshier than the paddles. The surprise of it, buckled his legs, bucked his hips. Which in turn had every one of the women laughing.

Leona turned back to them smiling. “I think I proved my point. Now you get to prove yours.”

There were grins and smirks as the five women picked up their paddles. There was some grumbling resistance from their boys as they rejoined them. But as with their introduction to chastity, it didn’t last long. In no time the room was filled with the delightful thump of male bums being paddled.

“A little harder I think, Ashley,” said Leona on hand giving tips. At her instruction the women quickly had five bottoms as red Zachery’s.

“Such rosy cheeks, such fabulous colours,” Leona grinned, surveying all five of the boys blushing behinds. She wandered to their fronts. She noted with amusement five cocks straining within their transparent prisons. “I like your enthusiasm, boys. It shows a good attitude getting hard while taking a beating from a woman. You should love it. Should crave it. Because a good boy knows he needs his medicine.”

Leona paused allowing her words to do what they were designed to do; humiliate and arouse. Then looked to the boys like she’d fallen silent for a very different reason. “Well, don’t you have something to say to your Goddesses for so generously giving what you need?”

A momentary silence, then Ben said to Kayla, “Thank you, Goddess Kayla.”

Scott to Sienna, “Thank you, Goddess Sienna.”

Matthew to Rosie, “Thank you, Goddess Rosie.”

Rob to Ashley, “Thank you, Goddess Ashley.”

And finally Ryan to Louise, “Thank you, Goddess Louise.”

Leona eyed the five couples feeling that same uplifting swell in her chest she’d had observing Wesley out on the terrace. There were numerous other couples just like them. The retreat was booked solid till the years end. The more women advanced in society, the more they were wanting to be in control of every aspect of their lives. It gave Leona hope for humankind. It made her think the world was going to be a very different place in a few decades. And as she saw the group out, exchanging a smirk with her fellow goddesses, she suspected they thought it too.
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“How’s that cute ass?” asked Rosie, hand slipping from Matthew’s waist to his rear as they made their way back to the cabin.

“Not so bad,” said Matthew, downplaying its aching soreness.

“I guess I’ll have to go harder on you next time then,” grinned Rosie, giving just enough of a squeeze to have him grimacing.

“Okay, it’s a little sore,” he admitted.

“I bet it is,” snickered Rosie. “It looks bright enough to light the way all on its own. In fact why don’t we try that. You walk. I’ll follow.”

Matthew half turned as she slowed her step and settled behind him. “You never stop, do you?”

“Nope, I enjoy teasing boys with a passion. Always have. Always will.”

“You don’t say.”

“Less sarcasm, more walking,” said Rosie, giving his ass a playful slap. “There’s a red moon out tonight and I’m feeling horny.”

Matthew couldn’t help but chuckle at that. Chuckle and feel his own friskiness rising. Not that it had dipped much over the last hour or so. After another spectacular sunset, more delicious food, Rosie had tugged him into the bar to mingle with hostess and guests. There’d been lots of laughter and chatter from the women teasing and taunting their boys at close proximity. There’d been lots of tactile touching and smirking glances at cocks that would have been thrusting upwards if not for the chastity devices to constrain them. Talk about cock teasing! Matthew’s body still buzzed as he walked just ahead of Rosie, sensing where her gaze was fixed.

“That ass is like a beacon lighting the way for mankind,” she teased.

“To where?” Matthew asked, with a good idea where, but half wanting to hear her say it anyway.

“Why grovelling at women’s feet of course,” Rosie said with unmistakeable relish.

Matthew felt a familiar tumble dryer spin. Then he was at the cabin door, pushing inside.

“Don’t go anywhere,” said Rosie in singsong voice as she strode straight for the bathroom. Not a minute later she was back, but the dress was gone, replaced by an even skimpier silver undergarment.

“Why are you still standing?” asked Rosie, sounding disappointed.

Matthew immediately dropped to his knees, head thumping, heart pounding.

“Better,” said Rosie, then half turning to him, she was brushing up the hem of the sexy silver nightwear to show she wasn’t wearing panties. “You like?”

“I like,’ murmured Matthew, speechless.

Rosie beamed. “I’ve got a feeling you’d also like to kiss my ass, yes?”

Matthew found his head bobbing with a nod. “Yes,” he said, before adding at Rosie’s stare, “Goddess.”

Rosie eyed him stretching the moment out, clearly know how much he wanted her and making him wait there in that position kneeling below. “I’ll allow it,” she said finally.

And just like that Matthew was going to her, nose pushing up the silky undergarment as his puckered lips pressed the soft juicy flesh of her ass cheeks. Her behinds smooth unmarked perfection only highlighted the stark contrast with his own reddened buttocks – as she no doubt fully intended. He kissed one ass cheek several times, then the other, and would have gone on doing so but for Rosie turning and bending to him, finger beneath his chin as she held his gaze for another long moment.

“Such a good ass kisser,” she smirked.

Matthew stared back, body pulsing as horny desire overtook all other senses. He felt the tight pinching press at his crotch. He felt intense frustration and arousal mingle as one, then spiral right through him.

“Back against the wall,” said Rosie. “That’s a good boy.”

There was a fresh swirl at those two words. Matthew scooted over to the wall and settled his back against it with his legs stretched out before him.

“How much do you want to taste this pussy?” asked Rosie, playing with the hem of the silver chemise, playing with him as she teased it up and down bunched in her grasp giving a glimpse of downy pubic hair, pointing like an inverted arrow to her femaleness.

“Like a blind man surely wants to see,” said Matthew, suddenly pitying any man that couldn’t see what he was seeing now. Rosie smiled at his answer looking primed for pleasure; her nipples pointed the nightwear’s flimsy fabric, her skin shone in summery sun kissed glow.

“See this you mean,” she said, coming closer, propping a bare foot on his shoulder and baring plump labial lips that were every bit as glossy and glistening and inviting as the tastiest of summer fruits.

Matthew did what any sane man would do; he went to dive right in, only for Rosie to teasingly step away at the last. She held his eyes. She went on moving like she could hear some slow sexy music. She went on making his blood run hot and his mind whirl.

“What about this perfect ass?” she asked, lifting the chemise up to show it off in its full magnificence as she continued to slowly wiggle her hips. “Still want some of this?”

“Hell yeah,” muttered Matthew, staring dreamily

“You sure about that?” she said, knowing it and showing it by her amused tone as she bumped her fine derriere back against his face.

“As sure as—” I’ve been about anything, Matthew would have finished if not for Rosie settling her perky ass cheeks on his face like it was a seat to be sat on. For a split instant he was smothered, breathless and blinded. Then she began moving those hips, sliding up and down, up and down.

“Stick out that tongue, Matthew. Make it flat and wide…mmm, there we go.”

He held his tongue just so feeling her slick pussy lips gliding against it. Her exquisite nectar seeped into his mouth, trickled down his throat. It covered his nose, his lips, the entire lower half of his face as Rosie went on using his tongue like a wash cloth. All the while a pulsing throb pounded like a drum. His head thrummed. His cock felt like it could explode.

“Mmm,” purred Rosie, slowing that sliding motion and settling her ass still. “Your turn to do some work, lazy boy.”

At that Matthew eagerly got licking, gradually building up his tongues speed and pressure till Rosie was panting and moaning and grinding over him like she couldn’t stop herself. By the time she was shuddering aloud, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” he was all but licking like his life depended on it.

He’d soon learn that jaw ache came with the territory. But that wouldn’t stop him licking her again in the morning and evening and whenever else she demanded it. She was hornier and wetter than he’d ever known her. As a certain caramel skinned Goddess would have said, he was an extremely lucky boy.

“Enjoy your evening,” said Leona as the last of the couples, Sienna and Scott, left the bar.

“We will,” said Sienna with the type of glinting eyed smile Leona recognised well.

She took in Scott’s peachy reddened bottom, her own smile widening a tad as it, and the couple, disappeared from sight. Then swung to subs, Jerome and Isaac, who’d been bartending and waitering, and were now wiping surfaces and collecting empty glasses.

“Good boys,” she said. “Finish up here, then your dismissed.”

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” the two subs replied in unison.

As they continued to obediently go about their duties, Leona stood a moment reflecting on what a fun night it had been. As very much a social animal who enjoyed nothing more than observing and participating in the teasing of the male species, she’d been in her element over the last hour or so. There were few things more uplifting than connecting with women who shared your passion, were on your wavelength, as these women most certainly were.

To varying degrees their male partners had been ridiculed, objectified, humiliated; some having been ordered to bow down and kiss their superior’s feet right here in the bar, others form a bench for them to sit on, all without exception turn around to have their red bums inspected. Inevitably they’d been compared with one another, touched and groped and most humiliating of all ignored while the ladies chatted about the most mundane of things while they stood naked and throbbing in chastity like it was the most normal thing in the world.

If only all bars were such fun, thought Leona, snorting her amusement. A noise, part relaxing sigh, part moan had her stepping to the window. She looked out on to the terrace to see Ravneet lounging with her two sous chefs close at hand; one, Tristram, was massaging her feet, the other, Oliver, her shoulders. The three of them were inseparable. And Leona found her lips curling upwards at the way Ravneet was just as in charge out of working hours as she was in them. She had the two boys wrapped around her little finger, just as Leon had her subs wrapped around her own. Whoever said work and play couldn’t mix, clearly didn’t know what they were talking about, thought Leona not for the first time.

She stepped from the window. She left Isaac and Jerome cleaning and headed upstairs to her evening’s entertainment. Zachery knelt in the submissive position Leona had dubbed: the subs waiting pose. His thighs were spread, his eyes lowered, his fingers laced on top of a shaven head that shone dimly in the bedrooms soft lighting. Leona’s measured stride didn’t break as she gave him the merest of glances on the way to the bed. It was there she’d left propped up the item that was about to give such pleasure. Zackery certainly had no excuses for not knowing what was coming.

Leona’s heeled feet stepped through the two straps in turn, then she was pulling them up over long tones legs, settling them at her hips, her ass and adjusting that which now so prominently thrust upwards between her thighs. Already behind it her clit tingled. Looking to Zackery, she playfully snapped one of the straps back against her smooth skin. He didn’t look up, but there was definitely the tell of suspense in the tensing of shoulder’s, the flaring of nostrils.

Leona glanced between his thighs at his enormous cum filled balls and his stiff cock as stiff as it would ever be capable of getting in the matte black chastity it so clearly sought to be free from. The sight of him combined with knowing exactly what she was about to do to him, had her feeling a fluttery warmth that passed from her belly to a pussy that was hot and heavy. Slowly she stepped towards him, stopping close enough so he couldn’t not be aware of what she was wearing.

“Look at me, Zachery,” she said.

He looked up, meeting her gaze before the pull of the large black strap-on in his eyeline proved too much and he was glancing to it.

“What do you think? Big enough for you?” smirked Leona, swaying her hips, making her strap-on wiggle from side to side.

Zachery’s Adam’s apple flexed as he gazed upon its hypnotic sway. “I think so, Goddess Leona.”

“Take your hands off your head and give it a good suck. Just the tip to start with.” Zackery did just that, placing his lips around the fat black head. “And now the shaft,” said Leona, pushing her hips forward and gently sliding the length of her big black cock into Zackery’s mouth. She held it there for a few seconds as he gazed up at her in wide eyed submission, then pulled back an inch or two, before once more pushing forward, then back, then forward…

“There we go, deep throat that cock. I want it nice and lubed up for that asshole of yours.”

Leona recalled all the boys who’d tried to get her to do similar to them in her youth. That and how they’d ended up with a mouthful of pussy for their wishful thinking. Pussy tingling, she gave one last forward thrust, making Zachery almost gag, then pulled out leaving him gasping.

“Go put your palms flat on the wall over there. And spread those legs,” she commanded.

As the obedient sub he was, Zachery once again did precisely as she instructed. Leona snapped on a black latex glove, squeezed some lube over the strap-on, then slowly approached in that measured stride. A part of her felt like a hunter approaching their prey. She felt supremely dominant. Every cell of her body rippled excitedly. Her hot, heavy pussy, practically pulsated.

“You’re having quite the day, aren’t you Zackery?” she said nonetheless in a cool intonation. “First you were lucky enough to receive my paddle, now this.”

“Yes Goddess, and I’m eternally grateful.”

“As you should be.” Leona patted his cherry red ass. “Stick this out a little further.”

He did so, curving his spine.

Leona stepped up behind him, placing the tip of her strap-on right up against his anus. “Take a deep breath for me, Zackery.”

He breathed in and with the inhale Leona pushed up and into him. He gave a gasp. She felt him sag a little, giving in to her penetrative thrust.

“Feel good?” she purred at his ear.

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” he replied quickly, voice almost trembling.

Leona let out a wicked snicker as she pulled back, then thrust forward. Few things turned her on more than drilling a strong muscular male such as Zackery. It was so transgressive, such a role reversal that the thought of it alone gave her tingles. Right now, as the base of the strap-on juddered on impact against her swollen clit, she was feeling far more than tingles. Her whole being was pulsing with the kind of pleasure that only has you wanting more. And she was most certainly going to take more.

As she teased Zackery about what a good anal slut, ass bitch, male fuck toy he made while ramming him hard, she came not once but numerous times. And as for her lesser aim of seeing if she could make Zackery cum while locked in chastity, let’s just say those big balls were little lighter after she was done with him.
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“Restraints,” said Leona, introducing the lesson of day three, “are an excellent way to exert control and put your boy in a position that is not only extremely compromising, but a signifier of his status.”

She slowly scanned the five couples standing by the mats that had been laid out for them smile hovering, then spun on her heels, calf length orange dress billowing out behind as she turned to the three subs lined up by the wall. Each one of them were modelling one type of restraint or another. There was Jerome in handcuffs. There was Wesley forced to stand a little lower with a metal bar spreading his legs. There was Isaac with his hands in mitten like leather gloves secured tight at his thighs by thin belt like straps.

“As you can see, cuffs, spreaders and straps leave a male extraordinarily open and vulnerable to touch,” said Leona, giving each of the three pairs of balls an upward pat on passing, before causally coming to rest an elbow on Isaac’s shoulder as she leaned against him. “Restraints

can be a punishment in themselves when done right, or a precursor to something worse. Either way they’re an excellent way to position your boy just how you want him,” she grinned, looking at her three subs. “Today I’m going to be familiarising you with the oldest and most traditional form of bondage…rope play.”

And with a click of her fingers she was summoning Malcolm. He appeared with six thin black ropes draped over a forearm like a waiter might hold his serviette. He handed them to each of the beaming women standing by male partners wondering what they were in for, then came to Leona with one last rope balanced on that arm.

“Thank you, Malcolm,” she said, taking it from him. “Now hold out your wrists.”

It was he on whom she’d be demonstrating. And she did just that, bounding his wrists then having the women repeat what she’d shown them on their own ever so willing subjects.

“Rope play is an art form in itself. It can be sensual. It can be stress relieving. It can be incredibly sexual. And all that’s required to get started is the knowledge of a few basic knots.”

Leona proceeded to run through these knots, once again using Malcolm as her model to show just how incredibly effective bondage rope could be in disabling a male of his bodily autonomy. She tied him up in a series of humiliating positions, then dropped him to the mat on his front and bound his feet to his hands leaving him hogtied.

“This one’s a particular favourite position of mine,” she smiled, heel on top of Malcolm’s back, the final touch to his look of utter subjugation. Leona felt like a hunter showing off that day’s catch, and she was keen for the women to feel it to. She wandered back and forth along the mats, giving tips here and there, supervising as they put into action what she’d just shown them. It was an immensely satisfying and rewarding feeling furthering the women’s ability to dominate their male partners (or any male they should want to for that matter).

“I think you ladies have just added a new skill to your repertoire,” she said as the last of the boys was trussed up like a hog for the slaughterhouse. The women exchanged grinning smiles and hi-fives, then were wandering around the mats inspecting their work, in no rush to let the boys free.

“All they need now’s a big red ball gag and they really would make the finest of table centrepieces,” teased Louise. There were more comments like that. And squeezing touches. And kisses on the women’s feet as they ordered. Leona watched and encouraged and loved it.

It didn’t take Rosie long to put into practice what she’d learned. That very evening she had Matthew tied spread-eagled to the bed in their cabin.

“Struggle for me,” she said, in turned palms resting at its foot.

Matthew’s eyes flicked down to her large breasts squishing right up against each other, her hard nipples poking the thin fabric of her lacy red bra. The same material wrapped her waist – more belt than skirt – and Matthew’s gaze travelled down to it over her bare sexy midriff, before journeying back upwards to see Rosie watching him, watching her. She no doubt saw the lusty desire written all over his features. If she didn’t see it on his face, then it was there at his crotch. His locked-up cock felt ready to burst. Maybe that’s why she didn’t rush him, but just held his look with the shadow of a smile playing till he was doing what she wanted. Hands balling into fists, he tugged at one rope then the other, simultaneously pulling at his restrained ankles in the process.

“That’s hot, so fucking hot,” said Rosie. She didn’t swear often, but this seemed to warrant it. “Caught in my web.” Her tone almost boastful as she brushed her fingers over the calf of his right leg, then up his thigh. “Entirely at my mercy.”

And with that she was clasping his aching balls, making him squirm a little as she leaned to him, hovering those bright almond eyes and half smiling lips over him, before kissing him with a passion and intensity that left him panting.

“Rosie…” he murmured, rippling waves of horny want rolling through him like ocean waves yet to break.

“Shhh,” she quietened him with him a finger at his lips. She picked up the necklace and key left teasingly within reach on the bedside table if only he had use of his arms. She dangled the key over him, trailing it first against his pecs, then his abs, then against that which was the source of so much frustration. The sound of metal striking plastic rung him like a bell.

“Rosie…” he panted, this time more forcefully, desperate and sounding it.

“Goddess, you mean.”

“Goddess,” he said, willing to say anything she wanted him to say.

Rosie knew it and snorted in derision. “That cock looks sore,” she said, once more swinging the key against the shell of the chastity squeezing his manhood.

“It is,” he said.

“Too bad,” she smiled. She scooped up the key and returned it and the necklace to the spot-on the bedside table so tantalisingly close, yet so out of reach. Matthew’s gaze swung back to her as she stepped away.

“Your cocks had its training today,” she said. “It doesn’t get any more playtime.”

Her words, so commanding and conclusive about a part of him that symbolised his maleness, a part of him that had been entirely his to do with as he pleased up until only three days ago, had his body throbbing and his mind reeling.

“But that doesn’t mean there aren’t other ways we can fuck,” she said, picking something from a drawer, then walking back over with it concealed behind her back till the very last. “You know what this is?” she asked.

Matthew’s guts tightened. A dizzy feeling came over him. “Mm-hm, I know.”

“You think it’s big enough?”

“More than.”

“Well, I thought you’d want it deep.” Rosie held his panicked gaze a moment, before bursting into laughter. “It’s for me, silly, not you.”

“What?”

“The strap-on, it’s for me, not you.”

There was a sudden loosening, a fleeing of the dread that had been gripping him. “Yeah, of course, I knew that.”

“Of course you did,” Rosie snickered. “Just like I suppose you know where I’m going to put this.”

Matthew stared up at her in confusion. Then she was making things clear, reaching down to him and attaching the strap-ons black harness tightly at the back of his head, leaving the realistic flesh coloured dildo thrusting upwards from his mouth.

“Oh, Matthew,” she said, pursing her lips, making a show of holding back a smile, only to let it splash across her face big and wide like she couldn’t stop from doing so. “If only you could see yourself.”

She turned her head, an idea seeming to come to her. Then she was up, rummaging in her bag for a phone she’d barely had use for these past three days.

“There we go, that’s the look I want,” she said, taking several pictures from numerous angles of Matthew bound, in chastity, with a dildo strapped to his face – despite his wide-eyed look urging her not to.

“Everyone needs their holiday snaps,” said Rosie, returning to his side. “I think I’ll label them my fuck toy.”

There was another wide grin as she brushed the very tip of finger over the little slit at the end of his chastity, making him quiver. She used the precum she’d gathered to lube the dildo, stroking her hand up and down it just as his own cock cried out to be stroked. Matthew stared increasingly inhaling and exhaling short sharp breaths through his nose. Only with the dildo giving off a glistening sheen did Rosie mount it; kneeling up onto the bed and straddling his face reverse cowgirl. If Matthew’s breathing had been short and quick, it now almost stopped altogether as the plump lips of Rosie’s dewy labia descended.

“You’ve got the best seat in the house, Matthew,” came her teasing voice from above. “Enjoy.”

And with that her pussy was enveloping the dildo, slowly sliding down its slickness giving a wet sexual squelch on the way. Her beautiful ass slapped against his face as if in rebuke for being there, then was rising, revealing that flesh coloured dildo even wetter and shinier as her own juices coated his – before descending, then rising, descending and rising in quickening tempo. And all the while Matthew stared transfixed, feeling the slap of her ass at ever shorter intervals, hearing her increasingly louder moans above, smelling the head spinning scent of her arousal.

His head was soon bobbing almost up and off the mattress as her movements became ever more vigorous, her panting moans shrieks. When the orgasm came, she eked out every last drop of pleasure from it, grinding down on the dildo, smothering his face with her juicy ass cheeks, then rising a tad and rubbing her asshole right up against his nose. And all Matthew could do was lie there and take it, tied, throbbing, teased and transfixed. If he thought he’d known what sexual frustration was before tonight, then he was sorely mistaken.

At the exact same moment Rosie was rocking Matthew’s world, Leona sat at the end of the big cast iron bed in the softly lit high ceilinged front bedroom of the villa. She wore a thin strapped beige minidress that was exceedingly short and tight. Her legs were crossed. One hand draped the caramel skin of a thigh. Beside her was a punnet of red grapes that she picked from, casually rolling the fruit between her fingers before popping it into her mouth and savouring the sweet quenching taste – eye on Isaac directly kneeling in front of her a couple of strides away. She had a loop of leather tightly encircling his scrotum, making his big balls bulge. She had that loop of leather tied to a piece of rope that was attached to a bracket in the wall behind.

“You know what that is?” she said, looking at the cock she’d sprung free and now pointed as straight and hard as a rolling pin.

He followed her eyeline, looking to his manhood, which made her smile, though she didn’t let him see it – the smile vanished as his eyes rose.

“It’s my cock, Goddess Leona.”

“It’s an obedience boner is what it is,” she said. “It’s your body craving my dominance. It’s your subconscious mind making you aware what’s good for you.”

He had nothing to say to that. Just as she expected him to have nothing to say. Though his cock twitched, expressing a tiny droplet of clear fluid, further proving her point.

“You’re leaking,” she said, again dropping his head to his cock, again smiling at the way he looked to it like it was almost separate from himself, again removing that smile just as he looked back up.

“I’m sorry, Goddess Leona.”

“That’s okay. I want my boys dripping to please me. It should be your natural state. Horny and desperate to hear my next command.” Leona picked another grape, knowing that she was completely contradicting what she’d said at other times. She crunched down on the grape, again savouring the refreshing, watery, sweetness. “And besides, you’ll be licking up any mess you make,” she added, this time showing the gentle curve of a smile.

“Of course, Goddess Leona.”

Once again Leona didn’t hide her delight at hearing such willing obedience. She eyed sub Isaac naked and restrained down on his knees while she sat above so comfortable and clothed and in control. Everything about the moment, the dynamic, felt right. Not just right, but how things should always be between the sexes. Body humming, she circled a heel, dropping Isaac’s eyes to it like she had them on a string.

“Show it some love,” she said, picking another grape.

Isaac came towards her edging one knee slowly forward at a time. It had the rope pulling taut, tugging at his balls as he reached her shiny nude toned heel, dipped to it and began kissing. Leona watched him feeling the buzzy frisson she always got when a hot aroused male like Isaac submitted themselves to her will. When she was satisfied he’d shown one heel enough devotion, she crossed legs with the other heel there before him. He didn’t need to be told to get worshipping. Leona gave a soft snicker and reached for another grape.

She bit into it palms flat out on the bed behind her, luxuriating in her superior status. Then her eyes were on the rope stretching out behind Isaac. She decided it could be a little tauter.

“What about this leg here?” she said, pointing to her lower calf. “Doesn’t it deserve some love?”

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” said Isaac, grimacing as his balls went one way and the rest of him the other as he pulled himself that bit further forward.

Leona watched him dot a kiss where she pointed, then her finger was rising. “And what about here…and here…and here,” she said, guiding his puckered lips up that calf to her knee, then over that knee to her thigh.

There was a sheen of sweat on Isaac’s shaven head, a determination on his slightly furrowed brow as he fought discomfort to follow her finger. Finally at the very top of her bare thigh, she lifted it away, leaving Isaac looking up at her, strained and panting like a pet dog eagerly awaiting its owners next instruction. It was now that Leona parted her thighs, baring her thick bush of springy pubic hair.

“And what about my pussy here, can’t have that feeling left out, can we?” she smiled.

“No, Goddess Leona,” murmured Isaac, lust filled gaze locked on her beautiful vulva as he dragged himself that extra few inches forward and dived right in.

On contact Leona threw back her corkscrew curls letting out a long and panting groan as all that bubbling heat washed over her. She gripped silk sheets. She shut her eyes. Every cell of her body lighting up like a slot machine rolling the jackpot as sub Isaac’s licking, lapping, stroking tongue went to work.

The rushing pleasure subsided marginally, then came again, and again, stronger and more persistent, till she was purring and moaning into the back of her hand, nibbling and pinching between teeth the tender flesh. When the euphoric pleasure – so strong, so good it was almost bad – reached its soaring peak and the room, the world, crumpled in, then exploded out anew, she was giving vent to her orgasm high and loud and proud in joyous ecstatic shriek.

“Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

Rosie dropped her head back to Matthew’s chest. “Never mind.”

He glanced at her circling a finger round his nipple. She had the deeply contented glow of someone sexually satisfied and entirely at ease. At least one of them was, thought Matthew, gaze lingering on the silver necklace disappearing into her turquoise slip – seeing in his mind’s eye that key nestled in the groove between her breasts. His heart skipped a beat.

“I could get used to this place,” she said.

“Yeah, I bet you could.”

“Don’t pretend you don’t love it.”

“I’d love it if you’d let me out of this cage.”

“But then that cock of yours would go back to doing what it’s always done. Getting its own way. It needs training, Matthew. It needs to learn some self-control.”

She said all this without looking at him like it was the most natural thing in the world – like the caging and the denial was for his benefit as much as hers. And the most fucked up thing? It turned him on. It had the subject of their conversation swelling in its restraint. At that now familiar press, Matthew scooped a hand back through his hair and let out a resigned sigh.

“What are you doing to me?” he wondered aloud.

“Only bringing to the fore what’s already inside of you,” said Rosie innocently.

She was still circling that nipple. She knew exactly what effect she was having, Matthew was quite sure of that.

“You know if you came worked for me there’d be plenty more of this.”

“More of what?”

“Pleasing the boss,” she smiled up at him, and there was no look of innocence now. Only mischief and naughtiness. It was a thread she’d been pulling for a while now; getting him to leave his advertising job and come work for her successful skincare company. And really what was holding him back? Deferring to her? Having her as his superior in his professional life as she was becoming in his personal one? Would that really be so bad?

“Wouldn’t that complicate things?”

“I don’t see why,” she said. “You’re a good ass kisser and pussy licker and I’d happily correct any bad behaviour.”

Matthew looked at her smirking expression not knowing if she was kidding.

“If you think I’m joking, I’m not,” she said. “I know you hate your job. That your colleagues take you for granted. There’d be none of that with me. I’d be very appreciative. And like I mentioned, the job would come with its perks. You know how extraordinarily generous I am, after all.” Another big smile and she was kissing him on the cheek. “Think it over,” she purred at an ear. And with that turned from him and switched off the lamp, leaving the room in silvery moonlit splendour.

Matthew lay a moment listening to the oceans soft and soothing ebb and flow, before turning and snuggling against her. Rosie felt his press and gave a little wiggle of her ass till the chastity was settled against it nice and snugly. He could imagine her smile all too well as she did this. He shut his eyes, and he was thinking all right, but not about Rosie’s proposal. He was thinking about what more might lay in store on this holiday like no other. He was thinking what a long hard night it was going to be.
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“This one’s just for us girls,” said Leona smiling suggestively, then leading the five women from the villa’s spacious main room to a smaller, no less bright one. Immediately there were snickers and smiles and sunny sounding voices at sight of what awaited them.

“Hello, big boy!” exclaimed Ashley lasciviously.

Jerome stood immobilised by a shiny black clingfilm like wrap from his neck to his feet. A silver bar supported him at his back, stopping him from toppling over. A black bit – the kind a horse has shoved in its mouth – stopped him from speaking. His big dick and humungous balls, noticed by first Ashley, then the rest of the women following in behind Leona, hung freely, their exposure made all the more incongruous by the fact so much else was covered.

“He looks scared,” said Kayla.

“Maybe he should be,” said Rosie.

“I wonder what we could possibly do with him,” said Louise, seemingly with a pretty good idea as she stared at his fast-rising cock.

Leona, at his side in flowing fern printed midi dress, watched all this with a little smile at her lips. Jerome’s gaze lingered on her – his look hopeful and horny and apprehensive – before flicking to the five women gathered in front of him in their colourful sundresses.

“Jerome here’s kindly volunteered his time to help with todays lesson in edge play and post orgasm punishment,” said Leona, flicking his eyes right back to her. They’d widened at her words – he’d had no idea about the latter. Which had Leona smiling as she wrapped a hand around his stiffening cock. A few back and forth strokes was all it took to have him standing fully to attention and ready for lessons to begin. “And as you can see, he’s incredibly keen,” she added.

“I’ll say,” said Louise, gawping as all the women gawped.

“When a male’s in this state its easy to tease him, torment him, take him to places he never knew existed,” said Leona, gently stroking up and down Jerome’s jutting cock. “Edge plays all about building up that desperate urge for release. Leaving him thinking he’s about to get it, then taking it away.”

And with an upward stroke she left Jerome’s cock twitching thin air. Then she was skimming her forefinger up his thick shaft, circling the shiny tip making him moan against the bit.

“A single finger, just a single finger can be enough to push him to the brink. That’s power. That’s dominance.” Leona looked to the women still very much all smiles. “Males are simple creatures. Arousal is their weakness. This is their weakness…” She tapped Jerome’s big cock making it bob up and down. “Use it to your advantage. Use it to train them as you see fit.”

“Edge plays all about reinforcing who has control,” she said, returning to her soft slow strokes. “It’s up to you when and if you let him cum. Change your mind, tough.” And with that she abruptly stopped her stroking again, leaving Jerome with a wild look that had Leona chuckling aloud. “Would anyone like to take over?” she asked the group.

Would they? Each of the women eagerly came forward in turn to get their hands on Jerome’s big willy, taking up where the other had left off in teasing him silly. There was something enormously enjoyable about ganging up on a lone male like that. In that moment Jerome symbolised the whole male human race – powerless and pathetic and entirely at their mercy.

“You know you’re going to be punished if you cum?” said Leona, taking back control for the final home straight.

Jerome muffled a “Yes, Goddess Leona,” through the bit.

“Good, I’m glad we’re clear about that,” smirked Leona knowing there was nothing he could do but take what was coming. She ran a hand slowly down his cock, watched him tremble and quiver and bulge. Then did it again. And again. It was the forth of these long slow strokes that pushed him over the edge. A geyser like spurt of cum had the five women skittering back laughing and shrieking as they narrowly avoided its path.

That laughter filled the small room as Jerome spurted a second time, then a third – not as high or as far or in as much quantity, but enough to have the women keeping at a safe enough distance not to be in danger of being splattered. Only Leona stayed close at his side, watching his cock twitch and spasm and trickle the last of its pearly boy juice in ruination.

“I hope that was worth it,” she said, wrapping her hand back around it and resuming her stroking.

Jerome gave a desperate, pleading, wide-eyed look. Whereas before his erect cock had proudly pressed into her palm, now it tried to retreat, he tried to retreat; instinctively squirming and shaking and tensing against the black wrap that kept him mummified to the spot.

“Every male needs to experience post orgasm torture once in a while,” said Leona for the benefit of the group. “It keeps a boy grounded and humble. It incentivises good behaviour and discourages bad.”

And she was chuckling as Jerome’s eyes winced closed and he bit firmly down on that rubber between his teeth. She didn’t let up, but still stroking continued, “Once you’ve stroked your boy at his most sensitive like this, he’ll no longer just adore you, but fear you a little too. And there’s no harm in that. No harm whatsoever,” she smiled, finishing with one last rub of her palm over Jerome’s poor cockhead – making him shudder in his entirety – before calling time on today’s lesson.

Rosie didn’t take long in replicating the interaction. A day later Matthew was hitting two minutes thirty and at Rosie persistent stroke exploding out across the decking every bit as forcefully as Jerome had erupted.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned, tensing with pleasure at the sudden joyous release. Almost in the exact same instant there was a very different feeling as Rosie let go, leaving his still erupting cock spasming in frustration. If there was a desperate urge to reach for it and properly finish himself off, then it was made impossible by the fact Rosie had his hands bound behind his back. She sat watching his cock as pearly cum flowed over its bulbous glands like a chocolate fondue. She made a tutting noise with her tongue.

“This won’t do, Matthew. This just won’t do,” she said as his cock dribbled its last. Then she was reaching for it.

Matthew gasped at the sudden feel of her hand back around it. Not just around it, but stroking. “Jesus!” he said, instinctively trying to step away.

But Rosie had him held by the balls. He was going nowhere.

“What? One second you want it, the next second you don’t?” Her look was wicked and teasing. And it was obvious she meant for him to suffer.

“Fuck, Rosie, stop!” he whined, swamped by the intense sensitivity overwhelming his whole being. It was excruciating and unbearable and the polar opposite of what he’d just been experiencing. Only later would he ponder in amazement how that same part of him could be responsible for so completely differing sensations within a handful of seconds. In the moment, however, there was nothing but the need for it to stop.

“Please, Rosie!” he begged, a voice that was deep and masculine and desperate rising out of him.

Rosie laughed at that. Her hand tightening at his balls.

“Uh-uh, this cock needs to learn what happens when you disappoint me,” she said, continuing to stroke up and down his super sensitive manhood.

Matthew felt like he was hanging on – like he couldn’t take a second more of this. “I get it,” he said, sucking in a gasping breath between his teeth and dancing from one foot to the other. “It won’t happen again.”

“You sure about that?”

“Yes!” he hissed, then somehow forcing a softer more emollient tone, “I promise. I promise.”

She smiled at that. She gave a further two torturous strokes before finally relenting.

“I’ll hold you to that,” she said with that same mischievous twinkle. “Fail and you know what to expect now, don’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess Rosie,” he replied, only beginning to be able to think straight again. The way the discomforting torment had completely ceased had him suddenly feeling more than a little foolish at being able to bear it so badly. He glanced down at his cock half expecting to see scorch marks, but it was the same cock, already showing once more its joy at being in Rosie’s company.

“Good boy,” she said, dragging him forward by his balls to the table where a certain transparent object waited. “Let’s get this back on, shall we?”

It was a rhetorical question. Matthew knew he had no say in the matter. Not if he wanted to prove himself worthy. And he wanted to prove himself worthy. Everything Rosie was doing was driving him wild. And so once more he was locked up till he was back in that constant state of horniness whereby no more than a simple glance her way had him throbbing.

The first week carried into the second with more languorous hours spent lounging on the decking or by the pool or splashing on the shoreline. There was more delicious food. More teasing and edging and satisfying Rosie’s frequent sexual cravings with his mouth and tongue and fingers (seemingly every part of him but that which so desperately wanted to push inside of her and feel her silkiness wrapped around him). Then of course there was Goddess Leona’s playschool, giving the women ideas, cementing their status as the dominant partner, more than most often leaving the guys blushing and super frisky.

On the Wednesday there was a race across the beach. But not just any race. A ponyboy race as Leona called it. She had them lined up on their hands and knees, their grinning partners on their backs, crops in hand. There was said to be a reward – which sounded only as the promise of release in the boys one track minds – so they all wanted to win. And it showed at Leona’s whistle as they set off across the sand as fast as they could go, backsides being cropped by laughing partners who weren’t taking it quite so seriously. Ultimately it was a close-run thing, but Sienna’s Scott crossed the finishing line first. And it turned out the boys hadn’t been wrong about that reward.

Scott got his release after that nights evening meal on a low stage, in front of guests and staff with a little help from smoking hot Sienna. Matthew might have felt sorry for the guy if he hadn’t been so desperate to be in his place. As it was, fun continued to be had, erotic games played, lessons learned as tans deepened and the blue skied days tumbled into starlit nights, over and over and over till it was the final Friday and the boys biggest test.
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“This potion’s a very special potion,” said Leona, pouring the mead like liquid from her jug into five red cups. “All my personal subs have drunk it. All have experienced what you boys are about to – a complete stripping of their egos, a journey into their deepest darkest desires. It’ll be humbling and humiliating. It’ll make all you’ve so far experienced here seem like child’s play. But you’ll come out the other side. As better males. As better submissives.”

She finished her little speech with a smirk and handed out the five red mugs to the five women; first Ashley, then Rosie, Kayla, Sienna and Louise. They each went straight to their boy kneeling at the edge of the terrace in the bronze glow of the amber sun dipping into the ocean. Every one of the boys cocks – released from chastity for the event – saluted the suns life giving warmth. Matthew glanced up at Rosie as she placed a hand on his shoulder. And as picture perfect as the view was, she well and truly topped it.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Am I?”

“I think so.”

Then there was Leona’s voice giving instruction from behind. “Let them drink, ladies. Let them see what they are. And where they’re going.”

And with that Rosie was raising the red cup just as all the women were raising theirs to the lips of their male partner. Matthew tasted the cool, sweet liquid. He gulped it down, eye on Rosie the whole time.

“Good boy,” she smiled. She straightened and handed the empty cup back to passing Leona. Then that palm of hers was back resting on his shoulder. “I’m going to be right here the whole time. The whole time.”

“I know,” said Matthew, gazing up at her entirely trustful, though not sure what to expect. He felt nothing but the same throbbing ache. Nothing more. He scraped his tongue over his teeth. He swallowed a residue of that syrupy sweetness. He glanced at the other guys kneeling alongside him naked and stiff like sacrifices to some ancient sun god. Then his eye was back on that sunset turning the shimmering ocean before it into liquid bronze.

“Just breathe, boys. Just breathe and let it take you where it wants to go,” came Leona’s voice from behind somehow simultaneously both close and far away.

There was a sudden thought, a conviction that she’d got it wrong; that it was just honey mixed with a little water. Nothing more, and it had Matthew almost laughing as the last of the day’s sun kissed and caressed his skin like a lover. He felt its warmth flow into him.

“I don’t think anything’s happening,” he meant to say to Rosie. But the words came out slurred and indistinguishable. His tongue suddenly felt slack and loose. But there was no panic. That fuzzy warmth reached his head, settling over him like a blissful dream.

At last the slither of copper sun dropped like a penny into a slot over the horizon and his heavy drooping lids came down like a curtain. And suddenly he was somewhere else entirely.

He was an ant crawling across the hot desert sand. No, not a desert or sand, but skin. Rosie’s skin. She flicked him away inconsequentially and he went tumbling end over end. He woke anew. Under a blood red sky. A triumphant army of all female warriors returned from battle. Burgundy capes and bright white tunics and the hilts of swords at hips. Rosie led them, bejewelled headband at her forehead, golden bracelets at her tanned skin. She was powerful. She was magnificent. And down he went to his knees in bowing appreciation. Not just him, but an ocean of men in worshipping devotion. She gave him a smile on passing. And he flung his arms down afresh before him in zealous vigour. And with that everything was changing again.

He was a bead of sweat being swiped from her forehead. He was the red carpet on which her high stilettoes trod as flashbulb cameras sought to catch her beauty in dazzling display. He was the bright pink vibrator between her trembling thighs. He was the crimson lipstick on her lips. He was the bowl into which she pissed. He was the obedient dog at the end of her leash. He was insect and animal, object and man.

The visions came one after another more real than any day he’d lived in his life. They elongated, stretching thin, they made a mockery of time, speeding up in dizzying rush, then slowing right down. All linked by one thread; service to Rosie. His goddess. His queen. The embodiment of the highest force there was – female power. The masculine was a slave to that force. Whether he knew it or not. And everyone of those visions hammered that universal truth home. It was a truth that flowed into him as delicious as the sun’s warmth had flowed into him. He welcomed it as it made its home inside of him. It made him feel virile and strong. It made him feel like a creature not only of the earth, but of something more…in close orbit beholden to something so much…

Matthew’s eyes slowly blinked open. His blurry vision first on the blades of the wooden fan turning overhead, then coming into focus on Rosie propped up on an elbow lying at his side.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” she smiled. “Sweet dreams?”

“Yeah,” Matthew murmured a little choked.

“Here…” Rosie lifted a glass of water to his parched mouth and he gulped down the glorious tasting thirst-quenching liquid.

“Better?”

He nodded. Then was taking in the practically see through white robe clinging to Rosie’s breasts as she returned the glass to the bedside table. “What time is it? How did I get here?” he asked.

“I carried you back, with a little help from one Leona’s subbies and his buggy. You’ve been out for a good twelve hours.”

“I have? I was?” he murmured, staring almost overwhelmed by her glowing beauty.

“I like that look you’re giving me,” she said. “Kinda awestruck.”

Awestruck was the word. After all he’d seen and experienced it was like looking at a divine being suddenly made flesh. “Sorry,” he said. “It’s just you…you’re incredible.”

“You had to drink Leona’s special potion to realise that?”

“Mm-mm, I knew it. Always knew it. Just haven’t always shown it like I should have.”

“But you intend to now?” said Rosie, smile playing at her lips as she leaned in to his own, almost teasing him to kiss her.

“Yeah, I do,” he said, taking the bait and going to those lips only for Rosie to tilt away at the last.

“You know not all of you’s been so sleepy,” she said, taking hold of that part of him clearly wanting some attention.

Matthew didn’t even realise how hard he was till Rosie had a grip of his rock-hard erection.

“And what about this stiff cock,” she said, wiggling it back and forth. “Does it intend to show me?”

“Yes, Goddess Rosie,” said Matthew with such sincerity of feeling that Rosie was eying him curiously. “What did you see in those dreams of yours.”

“The truth of everything,” said Matthew.

“How interesting,” said Rosie, playfully brushing the tip of her nose against his, before giving the softest of puckered kisses. Her hand still wrapping his cock she no doubt felt its horny flex for more. She duly gave him it, returning her lips to his and massaging her tongue expertly. Matthew kissed back with just as much passion and intensity as both their eyes shut on the beautiful feeling, the joyous connection. When they parted a touch breathlessly, it was with smiling eyes and lustful longing stares.

“What am I to you?” asked Rosie, brow pressed to his.

“You’re beauty and power, softness and strength,” said Matthew, finding the words flowing from him with barely a thought.

“And you to me?”

“A mere speck trying to prove himself worthy.”

She smiled broadly at that. She pecked a kiss on his cheek rolling atop him, then settling back, straddling his hips. Her gown hung open on those full perfect breasts topped by stiff pink nipples. With a gulp, his gaze travelled from them down over her slim waist to that wispy strip of soft brown pubic hair.

“I like that, a mere speck,” said Rosie, snapping his eyes back up to hers. “Makes it pretty clear whose pleasure should take priority, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Goddess Rosie,” said Matthew feeling like every cell of his body was aching to be inside her.

Rosie knew it and brushed back against him, teasing his cockhead with her tight slick opening. Taking him in a little, then out, then in only ever so slightly.

“No cumming this time,” she grinned. “You cum without permission and I might just lock you up in chastity and never take you out.”

Matthew panted at that, panted and felt a warm shiver run right through him.

“Now let’s see just how well I’ve trained this cock,” said Rosie, easing him properly inside her. She slid him deep, slapping his plump balls with her ass, before rising again and descending, each time giving those balls a spank with her butt. Matthew’s eyes didn’t leave her as she rode him. She was woman. She was wonder. She was dominance and power made manifest. And Matthew stared transfixed as if back in one of those visions, desperately keeping his own ballooning urge at bay to put her pleasure – the only thing that truly mattered – first.

She’d have multiple orgasms. They’d spend the rest of the day in the cabin fucking and eating and lazing and fucking some more. Not just on the bed. But against the wall, outside on the decking, in the shower. Two weeks’ worth of horny energy finding expression in a day. Matthew had plenty to give and Rosie wasn’t at all shy in taking. He more than rose to her challenge in proving his cock had learnt its lesson. They fizzed off one another. They had the best sex of their lives. They left each other fully sated and satisfied and panting flat on their backs.

An unbroken blue sky overhead. The fragrant scent of sweet-smelling flowers. The dappled sun through greenery. The small garden was filled with lush leaved shrubs, colourful flowering plants and creepers. Leona called it her little Eden. And it was an appropriate place to conclude the groups stay. Her guests perfectly complemented the blooming vitality of their surrounds; the women in strappy heels and bright floral minidresses, all tanned toned limbs and lustrous locks. The boys – the studs – all firm muscularity and all over tans. Their smooth balls dangling beneath cocks locked back up in chastity like ripe fruit ready to be picked. Their willies even after the workouts they’d no doubt been given, bulged in their cages.

Leona, framed by a pergola entwined with those colourful flowers, scanned across the two lines – the women facing her on the right, the boys the left, thinking the bible had got it wrong. This was Eden. This was how it should have gone.

“Female dominance clearly suits you all,” she smiled, looking succulent and sexy in her own skimpy yellow minidress. She stretched the moment out, eyes lingering on those hot male bodies. “Such a beautiful scene,” she added, smile widening to show her perfect white teeth. “Kayla and Ben, if you’ll come join me, please.”

They peeled off the ends of their lines and came and stood before her like newlyweds before a vicar. A very sexy vicar.

“Where’s your manners, Ben?” asked Leona, dropping the strapping male to his knees with a single glance at her feet. He proceeded to peck a kiss on each of them, then his partners, Kayla’s, at Leona’s suggestion she shouldn’t miss out. The two women exchanged smiles above worshipping Ben.

“Ah, ah, you stay on your knees until told otherwise, bitchboy,” said Leona as he went to push up off a knee. She watched intrigued to see his reaction at being on the receiving end of such a word. She’d seen men go red faced with anger and embarrassment. She’d seen them struggle not to lose their shit. But there was none of that. No micro aggressions. No eye rolls or flaring of nostrils. Ben stayed on his knees eagerly accepting his sub status – just as all subbies should.

“Has this one done enough to be deemed worthy of your continued authority?” Leona talked to Kayla above him.

Kayla pouted her lips to one side, humming in thought before breaking into a laughing smile. “He has.”

“Well I think he’s a very lucky boy then,” said Leona. She reached for a band of leather hung on the pergola behind her. She held it out to Kayla on a finger. “Would you like to do the honour and officially collar your sub?”

Kayla’s face lit up in answer. She took the leather collar. She attached it round Ben’s neck. A sight that never failed to stir Leona’s juices. Collared, down on his knees, he looked like a big dog brought to heel. And she only enhanced that look by handing Kayla a leash to clip on.

“Feels good being collared and locked and in the possession of your Goddess, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Goddess Leona,” answered Ben.

“And what do you say?” said Leona with pointed glance to Kayla.

Ben looked up at her. “Thank you, Goddess Kayla.”

“Aww, that’s okay,” said Kayla, tousling his hair. There was another smirking exchange between herself and Leona, then she was stepping off to one side still beaming as Ben crawled behind her and the other women burst into spontaneous whooping cheers and applause.

Leona looked from leashed and leader, back to the two lines. “Hmm,” she hummed, “who shall we have next…? Ashley and Rob step forward, please.”

For the next fifteen minutes or so the collaring ceremony continued. Each boy kneeling. Each kissing Leona and their Goddess’s feet in worship. Each receiving that band of leather at their necks as symbol of their subordination. Finally the five women stood each holding the leash of their collared male sub kneeling alongside them.

“Nice collars, boys,” said Leona, smiling and making sure the five males saw it as they looked her way. “You should consider wearing them nothing less than a privilege and an honour. They’re a symbol of your Goddess’s ownership of you. You’ve earned those collars. You’ve shown obedience and humility and discipline. Keep showing it. Keep listening to your Goddess and you won’t go far wrong…” A pause as Leona looked to the five gorgeous women. Women of her tribe; strong, dominant, beautiful. Women who were remaking the world. “As for you ladies,” she smiled. “Keep on being you. Keep on having fun. Keep on dominating the weaker sex. And don’t apologise to anyone for it. Males have had it their way for far too long. It’s time for a change I say.”

And with that there was another loud burst of whooping, cheering applause. It brought an end to Leona’s playschool. It brought an end to the holiday.

They were the same closely clustered trees. Though it felt like a different time, almost a different life since they’d last passed them. Matthew stared out at the slanting sunlight still feeling the leather collar tight at his neck (though it wasn’t there), the press of the chastity at his crotch (it was). Leona’s words repeating in his head – ownership of you…obedience and humility and discipline…the weaker sex – keeping him stiff, making his insides feel flushed and jangly.

Something had undoubtedly shifted. An unblocking. An opening up and letting go and acceptance of something that had always been there deep in his nature. The retreat had brought it out. Rosie had brought it out. And there was no bottling it back up. No settling back into the folds of their lives after this. That’s where that nervy, jittery, excited energy came from. In many ways it felt like he was viewing that sun-drenched world outside the window as if for the very first time.

“What are we thinking?” came Rosie’s voice, turning him to her as her hand settled at his thigh.

“Nothing much,” said Matthew, aware of a compulsion to run through walls for her, lie down and let her walk all over him if she so demanded it.

“Nothing much,” repeated Rosie, half smiling as she tugged him to her by his shirt. “I don’t believe you.” Her lips met his with the softest of touches, then, as it so often was with Rosie, there was a different sensation; a pinching soreness as she gently bit his lower lip, peeling it away from his teeth, before letting go. The brief mix of pain and pleasure danced through him as her big smile held his. It was then that the phone rang, turning her with a sigh.

“It’s yours,” she said, reaching for the bag at her side.

Matthew gently, but firmly took hold of her wrist as she went to unzip it. “So? Leave it.”

And now she was swinging back to him with a curious look in her eye. “And what if it’s work? What if it’s important?” she asked, raising what would have been his own concerns not so long ago with querying raised eyebrow.

“Then let them hang. I’ve got a new boss now.”

“You do?” she said, studying his face for a few beats before breaking into a beatific smile.

“Yeah, I do,” he said as her full glossy lips zeroed in on his.

“And what are you going to do to impress this new boss of yours?” she asked, teasingly close.

“Anything and everything she asks me to do. I’m a hard worker.”

“I think you’re going to have to be,” said Rosie, giving a little chuckle before finally kissing. A primal attraction tingled between them as their heartbeats synced and their desires collided.

“This retreat’s done wonders for you,” said Rosie, remaining there only a hairs breadth from him.

“I guess so,” said Matthew wanting only more of her lips, her touch, her body.

“You know Leona’s invited us to one of her master classes this autumn. Can you guess what it’s on?”

Matthew shook his head. “No.”

“I’ve signed us up to introductory pegging lessons.” Then as if he hadn’t heard it the first time, “Pegging lessons.”

Matthew’s guts tightened as a hot flare ricocheted right through him. He stared big eyed at Rosie evidently enjoying his reaction.

“Sound good?” she smiled.

A beat, a pause in which Matthew felt the swelling press of his cock. Then he was answering as he’d be answering a lot more from now on. “Yes, Goddess Rosie.”

“I thought so,” she said, hand sliding up from his thigh to the crotch of his shorts and clasping his balls.

Matthew gasped, eyes darting to the smooth head of driver Malcolm, then right back to Rosie’s big grin.

“Something to put in the diary. Something to look forward to,” she said, closing the tiny gap between them, brushing her nose against his like she did, then kissing him deeply and probingly and passionately – all the while keeping hold of his balls as if to remind him whose they were. Then she was breaking away, whispering in an ear, “Such a lucky, lucky boy.”

And really how could Matthew – or anyone else for that matter – possibly disagree?
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