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The Secretary’s Servant

Yes, he had done it, Michael Taylor silently congratulated himself as his secretary/assistant came into his cavernous office. Beyond achieving his incredible wealth (that was essentially a question of making a series of well calculated investments, each of which returned exponential gains), he had trained this woman perfectly.

She was a modern-day servant girl.

Sure, the political climate didn't allow for those thoughts to be voiced except behind closed doors with some of his equally ambitious and aggressive male counterparts, but he still knew the truth. When he first interviewed Chloe Richardson, he saw a great deal of potential. That was always the difficulty, wasn't it? These women applied for positions as secretaries, but they didn't really comprehend what it meant to serve a powerful man like Michael Taylor.

Too often, these girls had their own ideas and ambitions. They thought that they would come here, work for him, learn, and move on, either by taking up their own executive positions or leaving his company to go start their own ventures.

Really? Didn't these girls understand how complicated and difficult the business world could be? Every investment decision came down to quantitative questions of investment and return. More importantly, there were the qualitative elements. Many of his analysts, almost all of whom had PhD's or MBAs, couldn't comprehend the simple truth. Business wasn't just a matter of accounting. More often than not, it was about art. It was about human interaction. Sometimes, Michael Taylor snorted when he heard engineers or scientists talk about their technologies. Yes, those innovations served as the fuel for modern capitalism, but every device needed to be used by some particular group. Every new piece of technology had to be developed and built, which came down to questions of negotiation, interpretation, and execution. Yes, some entrepreneurs looked down on those who studied the humanities. The smartest, however, recognize the simple reality that most of human experience is fundamentally subjective. It's open to interpretation and it requires a delicate touch, one that can't be reduced to numbers or algorithmic readings. En masse, maybe you could rely on a formula. When it came to individuals and creating something truly powerful, then an intuitive touch became necessary.

Those thoughts flashed through his head as he considered Chloe. When she walked into his office, she looked amazing in that short, black skirt, that little jacket, and that white blouse with the snug, dark blue vest. Strictly speaking, she was dressed quite professionally, yet there was still a hint of sex appeal. Even now, he admired how she had her blonde hair tied back into that severe bun. She wore glasses, bright red lipstick, and he was sure she had spent a lot of time on her appearance.

As far as he was concerned, this was a requirement for his assistant. She needed to be pleasant to look at.

Reminding himself to tear his gaze away from this nubile young woman, he watched as she approached his desk and slid a paper envelope across the surface. He grabbed it, pulled out the documents, and scanned them without recognizing them.

"What is this?" Michael wanted to know.

"Sir," she began because he had trained her to start every interaction like this, "Here are the documents we discussed on Friday night. You were especially keen to visit Calista for the investment opportunities."

"Calista," he said, repeating the syllables as though he understood what that meant. Vaguely, he remembered hearing something about how this small island was gaining a lot of attention. Apparently, they did a lot with global accounting and legal maneuvering.

"Yes, Sir," she replied. "There are also a couple of other secondary contracts here for you. I have made all of the arrangements. With your signatures, you will be headed to Calista by the end of the day."

He tried to think back to Friday. He'd been negotiating another deal with Emma Oliver and Tyson Reeds, a pair of programmers who developed a series of CRM apps with a lot of potential. At the same time, Chloe had mentioned these possibilities, shown him a few numbers, and talked about how someone from Calista had reached out to her.

"How far away is it?"

"A fairly short plane trip," she had told him.

Now he reconsidered.

Chloe seemed to read his reluctance. "Sir, you also have a meeting with Jack O'Brien in a few minutes. Would you like me to delay your meeting so that you can review these contracts?"

"No," Michael answered as he grabbed his pen and started signing. He had done this many times before; his girl was smart enough to handle the secondary details without worrying him. She'd make the arrangements, ranging from getting his private jet ready to securing accommodations on this small island. Besides, he had never been there before. This could be an interesting adventure.

That evening, Michael Taylor and his secretary made their way up to the top floor of his building. They were on the executive elevator up, got out, and emerged onto the roof. Dozens of stories up in the air, he savored the gust of wind even as he glanced over at the helicopter.

He rushed forward, and his assistant chased after him. Within a few seconds, they were strapped in, and he had his phone out. At moments like this, he got a little bit nervous, but he didn't let anyone know. Of course, he glanced over at Chloe, and there seemed to be something different in her expression.

Normally, Michael Taylor considered himself to be quite adept when it came to reading potential threats. Then again, this young woman had been working for him for the last three years. She was smart, vivacious, and beautiful. No, he had never tried to seduce her, but now he wondered if maybe this would be a good time.

They were going to be out of the country. It was going to be romantic.

Of course, if he slept with her, he'd have to fire her. Training another girl could be frustrating, but he also might enjoy the challenge. Next time, maybe he would even consider being more aggressive, like he would set specific goals. A smart girl would realize that she needed to get down on her knees and worship him. As far as he was concerned, a good secretary had to be hot and pliable. Leaning is head of the side, he also wondered if maybe he should get two secretaries. One could be a competent young woman who would actually handle the necessary work. The other could be a corporate sex pet.

As he chuckled, Chloe glanced at him again. Their eyes met, and he wondered if she could guess what he was thinking.

Perhaps Chloe was wondering the same thing.

After all, this arrogant man had no idea what she had planned for him. He had been in such a rush that he didn't read through those contracts. Not only that, he had heard the name of this island, Calista, but he had no idea what he would face there. For her part, Chloe had to work hard to hide her true intentions. Luckily, she had always been good when it came to social deception games. After putting up with his nonsense for years, she was ready to change everything.

And still, Michael Taylor had no idea.

If he had been smart enough to figure it out, then he never, ever would have gotten on that plane. He never, ever would have headed to an island like Calista.

Most people had never heard of Calista. Techno utopians conceptualized most of their political theories around one idea, "Information needs to be free." And in lots of cases, this could be true. Granted, totalitarian governments and other organizations were becoming better and better at squashing dissent and controversial opinions. Even so, the women of Calista paid careful attention to the development of the various information ecosystems as they grew up and evolved across the planet.

Consequently, their analysts, programmers, and other information specialists made sure that the island remained a secret. A few women here and there talked about this secret location. More importantly, there were other wives, sisters, and female friends who ended up learning about this mostly hidden society. Lots of them decided to move there.

Michael Taylor was about to discover why.

"We're about to land," Chloe said.

His brows creased; something was wrong, but he couldn't pick out to the exact detail, not immediately. Then it occurred to him. She didn't address him as "Sir."

Before he could chide her for her mistake, the wheels touched down on the runway, and he tightened his grip on the armrests of his leather seat. The small jet rolled for a few more seconds and came to a stop. Exhaling out slowly, Michael rose to his feet, lifted his hands, and touched his palms to the ceiling. Stretching felt incredible, especially as one of the stewardesses opened the door and he took several steps.

Michael blinked rapidly as he tried to get his eyes to adjust to the bright sunlight. Then his overpriced loafers touched the asphalt, and that's when he saw the four women encircle him. "Chloe Richardson?"

What? Why would any of these people want to know about his assistant?

"I'm here," she said.

"Ms. Richardson, my name is Erica Delancy. This is your male? From what I understand, he was formerly your boss and is about to be demoted?"

Michael turned back to his assistant, "Chloe? What's going on?"

"You can be quiet right now," she said.

Michael started to speak, but his assistant spoke over him, "Shut your mouth."

Eyes widened, he stared at these newcomers. He turned back to his secretary again. As he started to straighten his back, he got ready to unleash a barrage of insults and promises. Had Chloe become complacent? Had she forgotten how this worked? Whether she could acknowledge it to herself or not, she was little more than a modern-day servant. Seriously, commentators could talk all about economic mobility and meritocracy, but he understood how the world really worked. Those with money could make more money. Cash was basically magnetized; the more a man like him had, the more he could get. He could leverage his assets or simply rely on interest rates to augment his wealth. For someone like him, passive income was basically effortless. That meant a girl who actually had to work was little more than a serf in his eyes. That made him the lord, which meant she had to obey.

"Ladies, can you please muzzle and restrain this boy?"

The strangers didn't hesitate. Michael turned on them. At the same time, he struggled to understand what Chloe just said. Muzzle? Restrain? He wasn't an animal or some criminal.

These women had batons. One struck at the back of his left leg. His knee crumpled, and he fell hard, hitting the tarmac. Another woman brought her boot up, kicking him hard in the stomach. She had been well-trained, so there wouldn't be any long-lasting damage, but she had knocked the air out of his lungs. Disoriented and incapable of understanding what was going on, he endured those bursts of pain. The next thing he knew, one of the women pushed him down onto his knees. He fell forward with his head just an inch or two above the hot asphalt, he felt them grab his arms. Next, he heard the clink of handcuffs as they were looped around his wrists and secured.

Next, someone grabbed him by his hair and pulled his head back. He opened his mouth to speak, which gave her the perfect opportunity. She brought the muzzle up to the bottom half of his face. A round ball was shoved between his lips, and he nearly choked on it. At the same time, a leather cover pushed down against his mouth as someone else tightened security straps. Immediately, he tried to spit the ball out. He needed to speak, to demand answers and to threaten these women.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't get out a single coherent sound.

"Ms. Richardson," said their leader. "Would you like us to have him taken in for grading?"

"What you think about that, Michael?" His former secretary practically spat his name. "You see, on Calista, boys like you are property. I know, I know," she said dismissively. "This isn't how you think the world is supposed to work. As far as you're concerned, you're a man. More than that, you're a rich man. Between those two defining characteristics, you should be able to get away with anything. That's what you think, isn't it? Well, that's not how it works here. Sorry. But don't worry. I'm going to give you a little bit of training, I can take you to see a lawyer, and then we can get your procedures completed. How does that sound?"

As he heard her infuriatingly condescending and patronizing tone, Michael tried to jump to his feet. His hands may have been locked behind his back, and there may have been a gag over the bottom half of his face, that he didn't care.

Despite his best efforts, these women held him down. There were two powerful hands pressing against his shoulders, making sure he didn't rise past any of these women's waists. They could look down on him and they could see him as nothing but a plaything.

"Please load him up and take him to the facility."

"Yes, ma'am," said one of the strangers.

They grabbed him by his shoulders, lifting him up. These women didn't look especially well-built or bulky, but they were still quite strong. At several points, he tried to kick out, but they had no problem manhandling him. They dragged him across the runway to a waiting SUV. At first, he assumed he would be thrown into the back seat. He was wrong.

One of the women pulled out a remote, hit a button, and the back hatch popped open. That's when he saw the cage. His eyes widened, and he shook his head from side to side. At the same time, he had to know that it was futile, yet he attempted to speak nonetheless. He snarled and called out, "Don't you know who I am? You can't do this to me!" In any other city or country on the planet, those words would have carried real weight.

Here, these women saw him as nothing but a rambunctious pet or maybe a slave who simply didn't know his place. He was a boy, and it was time for him to be subjugated. These women could have been natives of Calista and had always known young men to serve and obey; perhaps they came from other countries and enjoyed seeing a man subjugated like this. Either way, they had no problem dragging him forward, lifting him, and throwing him down into that barred container. They dropped the lid of his cage and secured it with a small padlock. Down on his side, he tried to kick out. The metal bars vibrated, but he wasn't going to be able to free himself.

That much was immediately obvious.

After that, Chloe got into the back seat, and she started playing on her phone. At the same time, another woman took the driver's seat. She turned on the engine, and they started rolling.

As the pain from that first attack started to fade, Michael contemplated his position. What was he going to do? Seriously, how could he handle a situation like this?

Hot shame burned through his body as he realized something else. For so long, he had been proud of his ability to read people. Whenever he sat down at the negotiating table, he almost always walked away with more than he expected. That's because he understood the game.

Or at least, he had understood how to play up until now. Now he thought of his former secretary. At first, he really wanted to lose himself to wild fantasies of revenge. First, he imagined what it would be like to just call the police and have her arrested. He loved the idea of visiting her in jail, and seeing her in a tight, orange jumpsuit, and hearing her beg. She would plead for mercy. After all, the judge and jury would probably listen to whatever his lawyer said. He could have her locked away for years. A huge chunk of her life would simply vanish, all because of this terrible indignity.

As he stayed there the bottom of the cage and felt the SUV rumble around him while they drove, he indulged in other, more aggressive fantasies. Maybe he would dispense with the judicial system altogether. Instead, he could hire mercenaries and have her kidnapped. He could take her back to one of his vacation homes, chain her down, strip her naked, and play with her as much as he wanted. He thought of whips, crops, and nipple clamps.

Eventually, he needed to relax. He had to stop thinking about this.

Instead, Michael focused on calming his temper and working through the problem. Obviously, his assistant had betrayed him, but he couldn't believe that this entire island really belonged to all of the women around him. That seemed utterly impossible. Throughout human history, men had always been in control. And yes, the feminists could whine as much as they wanted, but that wasn't going to change anytime soon. Men were simply more aggressive and determined to succeed. They craved victory in a way that most women couldn't comprehend, especially while they were busy drinking their tea and fussing over their dresses.

The car came to a stop. The hatch popped open, and several more women approached. He saw one with dark hair, someone who looked like she was of Hispanic descent, an Asian woman, and a redhead. They grabbed his cage and lifted. There were four of them now, one holding onto each corner. They carried his cage through a set of automated double doors, and he kept looking around as he tried to comprehend what was going on.

He saw several men. Others were wearing straitjackets, collars, and they were being led around on leashes. Then there were those guys who were strapped down. He saw the white, medical-grade restraints around their wrists and ankles.

Michael tried to shout out for help. He kept thinking that a guard or maybe a doctor would show up. Whenever one ignored him, he realized that he was just embarrassing himself, so he stayed quiet and waited.

He would get his opportunity, he knew.

A few minutes later, they deposited him in a small room. Then they unlocked his cage, dragged him out, and a fifth woman came in. She wore a white dress, stockings, and matching boots. She held up a pair of scissors, and she tilted her head to the side. "Don't worry, boy. Your owner’s going to be here in a few minutes. From what I understand, she has very big plans for you. Now, I would like to be able to strip you without causing any accidental cuts. That means you need to relax. Can you do that for me?"

His nostrils flared, and he glowered at her with all of the rage he could muster. As hard as he tried, he knew he wasn't actually intimidating her. She wasn't scared of him. Why would she be? He was outnumbered. Not only that, these young women had shown him exactly what they could do back when he got off the plane. In the span of just two or three seconds, they had knocked him down onto his knees, restrained him, and muzzled him. He was like some wild animal. Yes, he required attention and vigilance, but he couldn't be a threat, no matter what his instincts told him.

His eyes darted over to the edge of the scissors and how the light glistened along that blade. A nervous gulp swept down his throat as the fear mounted. Again and again, Michael tried to see himself as others had described him; he was a corporate warlord, a powerbroker, and unflinchingly brave. Those descriptions didn't mean much, not here, not while he was surrounded by strong, well trained women, white walls, and a system he didn't understand.

"Nod your cute little head if you're going to be a good boy for me," she instructed.

Despite that rush of shame, he obeyed. He dipped his head down, nodding just as she expected.

A smirk touched the corners of her lips, she stepped forward, and that's when she brought the scissors up to the center of his shirt. This top cost hundreds or thousands of dollars (he hadn't bothered to check since those numbers didn't mean anything to him anyway). But now, she sliced through the expensive fabric, shredding his top, his undershirt, and then she pulled his belt free before dropping it to the floor. Next, she cut through his pants, his boxers, and she even yanked off his shoes. Just like that, he was naked.

By this point, he had shut his eyes. He was trying to hide from these women.

"Strap him down," she instructed. "His owner is going to be here in a few minutes."

His handlers forced him across the room and over to a small bed. They shoved him down onto his back before rolling him onto his side. With quick, practiced movements, they unlocked his handcuffs, but that taste of freedom didn't last longer than a couple of seconds. The girls grabbed him, forced his arms up to the corners of the bed, and now he felt the straps that had been waiting for him. They were looped around his left and right wrists, tightened and secured them.

Next, they did the exact same thing with his legs. He tried to kick out, but these women knew how to grab him, push him down, and restrain him.

It was done.

They had this wild animal, and he was utterly helpless.

He snarled and thrashed, kicking out with his legs and punching with his knuckles, but nothing changed. He was strapped down, helpless, and these women knew it. At one point, through the fractured lenses of his enraged vision, Michael glanced around, and he saw these women as they smirked and chuckled back and forth at one another.

This boy fought with everything he possessed, and yet they were amused! They were entertained and delighted! His best efforts were cute and adorable, and now one of them finally brushed her fingers along his cheek, and she looked right down into his eyes. Knowing he wasn't a threat, she said, "You should probably calm down. The technician is going to be here in a few seconds, not to mention your owner."

"Let me go! Let me out of here right now! You can't do this! This is completely and totally illegal!" Michael wanted to howl out those words, one after another. As hard as he tried, he couldn't make anything more than mewling, moaning little sounds. Almost all the noise he made was absorbed by his muzzle. And yet, he kept trying nonetheless.

"It's fine if he doesn't relax. Pretty soon, he's going to learn to settle down. They all do," said another woman with perfect confidence. As far as she was concerned, there weren't any other possibilities.

As predicted, the door to the small room opened, and another woman appeared. She wore black yoga pants, a snug blouse, and a white lab coat. Behind her, another woman came in, only she was pushing some kind of cart. The woman in the lab coat grabbed a tablet from the foot of his bed, considered it, nodded to herself. "Good afternoon, ladies. Based on his initial profile, it looks like this one might be pretty defiant."

The others chuckled. "If anyone wants to leave," continued the technician, "I completely understand. I'm sure this can get boring, especially if you've seen the procedure performed several times."

Procedure? What was she talking about? What were they going to do?

Right away, he wanted to call out something obvious like, "This is completely illegal! You can't do this! I didn't agree to this!" Of course, all of those comments were completely ridiculous. These women knew. Unlike him, they hadn't been tricked or manipulated. They had to see him struggling and thrashing. They had to understand that he hated this with every fiber of his being.

These women simply didn't care.

Another thought jumped into his head. He hated it right away, but he remembered something he had learned in college. Legality was a function of sovereignty, and he wasn't in the United States any longer. Here, on this island, these women could do whatever they wanted. They had completely restructured their society. On Calista, it was easy for them to make the rules. He considered injustices that had happened in the United States, Canada, Europe, and the nations of South America while they had been colonies. All of this and so much more had been "legal". Back in the US, maybe his concerns would have been frightening or intimidating. Here? He couldn't know.

"Please wait a moment," came another voice, this one familiar.

Despite the restraints, Michael jerked his head up, and he looked past of the other women, especially the one standing there in the lab coat. Now he locked his attention on her.

Chloe Richardson.

When he saw his former secretary, he didn't know what he was supposed to feel. First came a frustrating, treacherous flash of relief, like he was actually grateful. It was a stupid emotional response, especially because he knew the truth. This was her fault! It was all her fault!

Chloe sauntered up to him, she held her hands behind her back, and she bent forward. She no longer had her hair tied back into that librarian's bun. Instead, she had stylized bangs dangling in front of her forehead. The rest of her hair had been pulled back into a sleek ponytail. And now, she smirked, "Hello. Before this technician gets started working on you, I wanted to tell you something. I wanted you to remember what it was like when we first met. You were so intimidating, but I thought you would be willing to help me. That was a mistake, wasn't it? You could go on and on about giving young women opportunities, but you never saw any of us is anything but toys. Isn't that right?"

Michael didn't bother to answer. While muzzled, he knew it would be completely futile.

She brushed her fingers along his forehead and down through his hair. "You were so smart, rich, powerful, and handsome. More than that, you were so masculine. But don't worry. We're going to take all of that away. We're going to turn you into a perfect little servant. It's going to be better this way, Michael."

As he heard those words, especially when she used his name like she was his superior, Michael yanked against the restraints. She just giggled and shook her head from side to side, causing the light to flash along her bangs. "No, no. You don't need to struggle. There's no point. You’re going to go through this treatment. It's going to do something to you. They talk about psychological conditioning and social acceptance, but I want you to know the truth." She lowered her head down even further now, so her lips were only a few inches from his ear. "These women are going to break you. It's going to hurt, Michael. But after this, you will never feel the same, not really. Maybe you will try to lie to yourself, and that's okay. Right now, I just want you to know something. You belong to me. You are now my slave. You're my property."

He arched his back, jerked with his arms and legs, and howled into his muzzle.

Chloe didn't flinch. If anything, his best efforts just entertained her. He could try again and again, fighting with everything he had, but it wouldn't change anything. This wasn't a conference room, and it wasn't a negotiation either. Whether he could accept it or not, he had lost everything. It was just a matter of time for him to accept this simple fact.

Chloe kissed the tip of his nose, glanced over at the technician, and said, "Begin."

The technician strode forward, Chloe stepped back, and it began. The technician attached several electrodes to the sides of his head, his flanks, his biceps, and his thighs. As Michael endured this indignity, he closed his eyes for a moment. Then the fear got the best of him, so he locked his eyes up on the ceiling instead.

He hated this.

Frankly, he hadn't felt this helpless or powerless for a long, long time. In fact, he couldn't remember the last incident. He was wealthy and in command of his company. Sure, he would routinely buy other businesses and ventures, so he recognized the emotion. Lots of people glanced at him, frightened about the decision he might make.

The technician looked down into his eyes. "You are going to be an obedient servant. You will please your owner." His eyes narrowed, and he jerked his head from side to side. This technician wasn't even asking a question, but he refused to acquiesce. He wouldn’t play along or even ignore her voice.

The technician smiled; apparently, she appreciated his reaction. And now, she hit a button.

Pain! The agony shot through him. He had no idea electricity could burn like this. Sure, he had endured electrical shocks from time to time, but those were always accidental. They didn't mean anything. This excruciating pain burst through his body, slowing time and trapping him in a miniaturized eternity.

Then, miraculously, it stopped.

"You're going to be an obedient servant. You will please your owner," the technician said again.

His eyes moistened for just a moment, but he held back those tears.

This time, Michael couldn't bring himself to resist. He understood the futility of trying to fight; at the same time, he couldn't bring his thoughts together, but that woman's voice penetrated his psyche again. He wasn't allowed to respond because he was just a boy, but she said, "You're going to be an obedient servant. You will please your owner." Those two simple sentences started his training.

A few minutes? A few hours? Longer?

Michael Taylor honestly didn't know how much time he spent in there, strapped down to that bed as he endured one burst of electricity after another. At some point, he stopped resisting. He couldn't help it.

His thoughts drifted more and more, and there was just that technician's voice.

You're going to be an obedient servant. You will please your owner.

In concert, another set of thoughts started to fill his head.

I'm going to be an obedient servant. I will please my owner.

The first time those thoughts popped into his head, they felt so alien, like they had belonged to someone else. And yet, they started to echo behind his eyes and between his ears. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't push them aside. And in actuality, he couldn't actually spare much effort to worry about what ideas flashed through his mind. Instead, he had to focus on enduring those bursts of electricity, one after another.

Before the technician finished, she slid a set of headphones over his ears. She also blindfolded him. Next, she started touching him. She snapped a pair of latex gloves over her hands, and she ran her fingers along his body. Every few seconds, he was shocked again. But then, there were the soft caresses. Torn between pleasure and pain, he became completely and utterly disoriented. Before arriving on this island, he had enjoyed a solid sense of who he was supposed to be. He never understood the meaning of existential dread, but now he had to wonder.

Those questions quickly morphed.

Deep down, he could feel it.

He wasn't the master of his destiny or some sprawling conglomerate. He wasn't a powerful businessman.

I'm going to be obedient servant. I will please my owner.

The shocks ceased. They grabbed him and lifted him off of the bed. His restraints had been removed, but his arms and legs had been drained of every iota of strength. He could barely stumble along.

Soon, he found himself naked and seated, but his arms were pulled behind his back and restrained once again. His legs were spread, and his ankles were strapped to the chair.

Finally, the headphones and blindfold were both removed.

He found himself in a conference room, but he was naked, still muzzled, and utterly powerless. He understood this as he glanced up.

First, as he blinked and tried to get his eyes to adjust to the sudden brightness, Michael Taylor saw her. Chloe Richardson.

"Hello," she said cheerfully. "How's my slave boy doing? Are you looking forward to your training? Are you looking forward to serving your owner?"

She's my owner. He didn't want those thoughts to instantly slide into his head, but they felt so right and accurate. Yes, she was going to be his owner.

"Technically, you don’t need to be here for this, but I wanted you to watch as the legal process takes place. You see, I'm going to be your owner, but I need to make sure all the paperwork is properly signed. This woman to my left is Judge Olivia Delgado."

"Good evening," said the other woman. She had black hair with a streak of gray, sharp eyes, and a wicked smile. Currently, she studied this boy, and Michael instinctively tried to meet her gaze, only the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he quickly dipped his head down.

Perhaps he didn't want to believe that his first training session had affected him. His belief, however, was completely irrelevant. It didn't matter whether or not he could accept this. It had happened, and now he glanced around at these women, and he experienced it deep within his psyche: the need to obey and yield. There was a tinge of fear, but there was something else. There was something powerful about these females. They had him, they owned him, and they weren't going to let him go.

By now, the rest of his life felt like some kind of bizarre dream. His wealth, power, and influence belonged in the same category as dragons and griffins. He might be aware of those words, yet they couldn't signify anything real.

"Mostly, this is a formality," said the judge. "Since you brought this boy to our island, you are automatically his owner. Go ahead and sign these documents. Oh, and be sure to indicate the potential use you will have for him."

Michael watched as his former secretary picked up a pen and started to sign. He strained to glance over at the paperwork, but she noticed and grinned. "Don't worry, Michael. Like she said, this is just a formality. I'm already in charge of your well-being. I get to decide what happens to you. And yes, I have something very, very special planned."

He tried to ask a question. Unlike before, he didn't snarl or shout into his muzzle. In fact, his throat barely vibrated.

His owner giggled. The young woman glanced down at one of the contracts and said, "On this island, a contract between a woman and a man only requires one signature. You know why that is? Here on Calista, boys are considered incapable of making their own legal decisions. Isn't that lovely?"

Michael didn't know why he did this, but he actually dipped his head down. He nodded; somehow, for some reason, he agreed!

He should have been furious at himself. Instead, he just dipped his head down and locked his eyes on the tabletop in front of him.

"Very good," she said.

"Thank you so much for your help," Chloe said to the judge.

"If you don't mind my asking, what are you going to be doing with this one? He's cute. I'm sure you could make quite a bit if you opted to sell him at one of the markets."

"What you think about that, Michael? Would you like to be sold?"

He shook his head from side to side.

"Good, Chloe said. "Because I'm not going to be selling you. I want to keep you for myself. In fact, you're going to be very, very useful to me. First, I'm going to use you to drain all of your accounts and all of your assets. The women of this island are especially good at that. It might not sound glamorous her sexy, but Calista has some of the finest international lawyers and accountants. They know exactly how to strip assets from a boy like you."

Clearly frightened, he nonetheless absorbed that information without struggling.

"Of course, there's still the question of what I should do with you after we have everything," Chloe said as she tilted her head to the side. She turned her attention back to the judge. "I'm thinking I want him to become my maid."

"That can be quite fun," the judge said. "And yes. He definitely has the facial structure to look really sweet. You can grow his hair, maybe put him in a nice little corset. Make sure it's extra tight."

"Absolutely," Chloe said with a vindictive smirk. "But first, he's going in for surgery. I want to make sure he never forgets who he is now."

Chloe finished with him. The documents had been signed, the judge agreed with all of her decisions, and so the headphones were slipped back over his ears, the blindfold covered his eyes, and the world was taken away from him. All he could know for certain was that powerful, confident hands released him from the chair, grabbed him, and brought him back into the room where he was strapped down onto his back.

For one fleeting moment of freedom, Michael could actually speak again. Unfortunately, he didn't know this was about to happen, so when they removed the muzzle, he didn't know what he should do or say. Even then, his opportunity only lasted for a second. It quickly passed him by. He didn't get the chance to utter any threats or make any promises before another mask was slipped over his mouth and nose.

Instinctively, he inhaled, and that's when the sweet aroma of an aerosolized sedative hit his nostrils and flowed down to the back of his throat.

No one bothered to tell him to relax or calm down. The surgeons had probably performed this procedure dozens or hundreds of times. For them, it was routine.

If he panicked, those responses only lasted for a few seconds. The drugs quickly swam through his system, dulling his senses. Then his world disappeared altogether. He vanished into this darkened haze.

It felt like a long time and no time at all. Everything collapsed until he opened his eyes again.

There was soft, warm light streaming in through the window. It was morning, yet he couldn't shake the idea that more time had gone by. Maybe a lot.

For a while, Michael didn't want to move. He stayed there on his back, breathing in and out, although this seemed to take more effort than he expected. The blankets felt heavier than he would have anticipated. It seemed ridiculous, but he thought maybe someone had tucked him in.

More likely, it had to be another set of restraints. They had wrapped him up, strapped him down, and now he would have to wait for whatever these women had planned next.

When he saw her again, what was he going to do?

Michael tried to envision some scenario where he would slap her across the face, shove her aside, and run for freedom. The idea was there, wedged way back at the edges of his consciousness. But when he tried to really envision those details, they failed to come into focus.

Instead, he thought of Chloe, and he imagined her with just one word: owner. He belonged to her now. This was Calista, and he was her property, and he had to serve her.

She could give him some casual command, and he would obey it without question. He knew this. He could feel it deep within his psyche.

Michael tried to rise. Instead, he opened his eyes, and he looked around. At the same time, he pulled his right hand out from underneath the blankets. He flexed his fingers, almost like he didn't know what this freedom actually meant or entailed. Tentatively, he slid his feet around underneath the bed covers as well. With every movement and maneuver, he expected to discover the limits of his restraints. But no. He wasn't strapped down this time. He could move…

Michael closed his eyes, pulled back the blankets, and that's when his brows creased.

Part of him didn't want to look. Part of didn't want to see the truth, but he knew he couldn’t delay the truth forever.

First, Michael glanced over at the door. He pushed himself up onto his feet, rushed over, grabbed the doorknob, and tried to turn it. Disappointment flashed through his body, but it was followed by something else: relief. If he had been able to escape, then he might get in trouble. His owner would be disappointed, and he be punished.

"She's not my owner," he tried to whisper. Instead, a different set of words came out. "She's my owner."

His nostrils twitched. He wasn't supposed to lose control like this, only Michael wasn't sure what he could possibly do. He stumbled forward, and his every step felt awkward and uncertain. Even so, he came upon the full-length mirror. He looked up, and that's when his brows tightened.

At first, he genuinely didn't understand what he was seeing. His body felt different, but Michael was still groggy and disoriented from the surgery and recovery time. He couldn't know it, but more than a week had gone by. And now, he blinked, reached out, and his fingers brushed along the smooth surface of the mirror even as he saw the truth.

He wore a white gown. Even so, the shapeless garment couldn't hide the massive mounds now attached to his chest. Still studying his reflection, he brought his hands up, and his fingers pushed down against to the gown. He felt those breasts, and his eyes widened.

She had done this to him.

Back as an executive, Michael had routinely commented on women's bodies. He talked about how much he loved the idea of girls only being allowed to work if they had giant tits...And now, he didn't know how to react.

Finally, he had to see for himself. The mirror wasn't good enough. Frantically, he twisted and pulled, yanking off of the gown. That he stepped away from the mirror, and he dipped his head low. He pushed his chin to his chest, and he looked down at those firm breasts. Not only that, his fingers reached up, and he slid his digits along those mounds as he tried to understand. Part of him hoped that these were just prosthetics or something. They were fake. They weren't real. This wasn't actually his body.

And yet, his fingertips played along his skin, and there was this tickle of sensation. Part of him actually enjoyed those reactions! He couldn't help himself!

That's when the door unlocked, and the young woman came in. "Okay, Michael. Let's get you dressed."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

The woman worked diligently. She first ordered him to put on a pair of panties. They were black, white, and quite seductive. There was something about the lace, not to mention the fluffy white trim. From there, he slid on a pair of tights, petticoats, and next she held up the corset for him to see.

All of this seemed so impossible, like he kept expecting to wake up at any moment.

Instead, he was dressed a little bit at a time. Soon, he had the corset around his torso, the girl pulled the straps tight, and then she tied them in place. He could barely breathe, but that hardly seemed to matter. Finally, she sat down on the edge of the bed, and she applied his makeup. It included bright red lipstick. Last, she braided his hair with a little butterfly clip.

Right as she finished, the door opened again. The girl exited, and Chloe stepped in.

Her eyes glimmered with delight. She looked him up and down. "Hello, Michael. How is my little servant doing?"

Immediately, he rose to his feet, held his hands together, and dipped his head down demurely. He probably looked like a servant from another era, but she strode ahead and grabbed him by his collar. She pulled on it. "You don't understand what's going on, but that's okay. I made all of the decisions, so now you belong to me. You've already been sculpted, and look at what an amazing job they did on you. Look at that cleavage. You look like such a little slut! But don't worry. I'm only going to let you play from time to time. More often than not, you're just going to be cooking and cleaning and scurrying around in front of me as you make my house ready. I don't want to have to think about any of those annoying little chores. That's what you're for." She reached up and pinched his cheek.

All at once, the maid answered, "Yes, Miss."

Chloe grinned.

"Are you ready for me to take you home?"

"Yes, Miss."

"Do you want to try to fight? Do you want to try to go back to your old life?"

This was a test, Michael realized. If he could assert himself, then maybe he would show her that she would never be able to break him. He had to fight! He had to fight with everything he had! This was it. If he surrendered here, then he knew he would never be able to break free. He would never be able to go back to his old life. His wealth, money, and power would all be gone, stripped away forever and given over to this young woman.

He tried so hard.

And he failed anyway.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"That's what I thought," she said with a grin. "Now come along. I have so much for you to do!"

The End
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