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Part 1

As Erin stared down at the computer screen, her eyes ached. She had been at this for quite some time, but she wanted to double-check the systems. While she had learned a lot over the preceding month, Erin recognized that there was still so much to learn, especially when it came to these kind of AI systems. All too often, the programs operated as black boxes, meaning that it was almost impossible to understand exactly how or why a system arrived at a specific choice. She smiled and missed the old days of simply staring at lines of code and contemplating exactly what might have gone wrong.

This was so much more complicated, but she tested, trained, and worked on the system. Of course, they had associates all over the world working on these problems, but she would be the one implementing them, both as a system to manage the next retreat and at the resort.

…Plus the Carnival was coming up.

She sighed as she contemplated everything that needed to be done.

Behind her, the door opened, and Erin already knew who it would be.

"How are we feeling about the new systems?" Bridget asked.

"They're advanced," Erin said.

Bridget walked over, considered the text flowing across Erin screen, and smiled. "I could have told you that on my own. How does it feel at this point?"

"Not bad," Erin conceded.

"But?"

Erin rubbed her eyes. She was safe here, of course. This was going to be a new operation. The corporate retreats had always been successful, and both women had been incredibly successful.

When they first started, perhaps there were questions about actual demand. It was one thing to find a random wife or sister, mother or friend here or there, who had a man in her life in need of training. (Even now, Erin smiled and shook her head to herself, if only because there was something so intoxicating about thinking of guys in those terms. She loved it, knowing that she was superior. She loved being able to embrace that fundamental truth. It glowed bright at the center of her being as a guiding principle.) Then again, it would be different for an entire retreat. They were now talking about so many different women and their men.

Not only that, they’d decided to pivot with their approach.

When it came to the first questions of training and demand for these kinds of services, Erin had worried about pivoting from interpersonal to more professional relationships.

Bridget had been more confident, but Erin had been able to see the doubt in her eyes as well.

It made sense that wives and sisters, mothers, and friends would be annoyed with the guys who surrounded them. All too often, men strode through the world, mistakenly believing that they work smarter, stronger, and capable of making their own decisions. They needed correction and almost every woman around the globe understood this from very personal experience.

"Foolish," Erin sometimes whispered to herself. That was just one word, and it probably smacked of overgeneralization, yet she didn't care, nor did she worry about it. After all, she had seen exactly how these systems could operate. It wasn't just the software or hardware. It was the intellectual foundation of how society needed to change.

On Athenia, the rules were obvious. Women held power. Men served and obeyed. Those were the pillars of society, and they had functioned incredibly well so far.

Would it last?

Erin nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she considered that question. She knew she was letting her mind wander, but she had been busy testing the AI for the last few hours, so her head hurt as her eyes buzzed with that stinging ache. She definitely needed to go wash her face, take a nap, maybe get something to eat and take some aspirin.

Still, she couldn't help but think about those corporate scenarios. For far too long, the business world had been dominated by the inferior sex. Males loved to rush forward and take their outrageous risks. In fact, some economists mistakenly believed that instability was a fundamental feature of capitalism, all because countless CEOs and investors chased after the latest promise of profit without really thinking about the long-term consequences. Not only that, quite a few scholars had noticed for decades that women were objectively superior investors. They had better returns, largely because they didn't go running after every shiny possibility.

Granted, a few men here and there did succeed. They got outrageously lucky, stumbling upon some brand-new technology at the right moment or a new social trend at the perfect time. But that was not a function of intelligence or skill; instead, it was dumb luck. If men blindly sprinted after those returns, then it made sense that a few of them would be successful here or there.

This just came down to the law of large numbers.

Along the way, however, they wrecked so much. Erin didn't consider herself to be an expert or an economist, yet she understood the banking crises of the 1800s, the Great Depression, the Great Financial Crisis, the European Sovereign Debt Crisis, and so many other breakdowns, all because the men in charge hadn't allowed themselves to pause and consider those long term effects.

In the meantime, there were countless women at virtually every company who could see those problems. Plenty of women recognized the simple insanity of rushing after quarterly profits. Quarterly profits? Seriously? It seemed as though executives had forgotten that they were supposed to be the stewards of these companies, helping them to make them grow over the course of decades. Instead, they contemplated making the numbers on charts go up more and more every three months, and they called that success. Along the way, they often burned their customers, shredded any goodwill they may have once enjoyed, harmed their suppliers, stretched their employees, and damaged society.

It was pathetic.

Erin knew that the average man simply didn't have what it took to be a CEO. Instead, the average man belonged on his knees, ready to grovel, beg, and promises obedience, no matter what. She smiled at the thought, and then she lifted her head away from the screen. She didn't look at Bridget; rather, she let her attention drift over to the row of nine robots braced against the wall.

"Sorry," Erin said with a quick shake of her head. "What was that?"

"You were about to tell me why you were worried," Bridget said.

"I'm not worried," Erin answered.

The other woman put her hands on her hips and stared right back with that look of disbelief straining her features.

"Okay," Erin conceded. "Maybe I'm a little bit nervous."

"And why is that?"

"This is a very different kind of technology."

"AI has been around for a few years now," Bridget pointed out.

"I know, but…" Erin dipped her head down, and she locked her jaw as she searched for the right words. "I have been running the tests. They pretty much always work. That said, this is still different. And you are right, I'm probably getting nervous over nothing, but I also want to make sure that this goes perfectly. Besides, we have a responsibility to our clients and to the men who come to our retreat." Deep down, Erin loved that there was an important distinction between those two groups.

The clients were the women who invariably became frustrated with the men in their lives. Whether they were secretaries, colleagues, or supervisors, these were the women who longed for this kind of retreat, who were sick of dealing with entitled males who didn't recognize their own limitations. Ironically enough, that was probably one reason why the patriarchy had strived for so long; it wasn't a matter of skill. It was a matter of incompetence. Men simply couldn't see themselves. They refused to acknowledge their own weaknesses and deficiencies. As such, they kept racing ahead, all the while misunderstanding the mistakes they made.

Worse, they seldom saw how the women around them fixed their errors.

"Would you like to demonstrate?" Bridget asked. "Will that make you feel better?"

"It's a shame we don't have a boy here," Erin said.

"A few of the males arrived early," Bridget said. "I could have one brought in here for you." She grinned.

"You just want to play with one of the toys," Erin replied.

"Maybe," Bridget said.

Over the course of their partnership, they had both changed so much. They had grown, learning and adapting. Most of all, they now recognized their potential, their strength, and their capabilities.

In the wider world, elements of the old order still persisted. On paper, there were lots of CEOs who were still male. By this point, Erin had to wonder how many of those men were collared behind closed doors. These might've been the men who bowed down, begged, and served their superiors. Maybe it would be his former assistant, his sister, a friend, an old mistress or his wife. One way or the other, these could've been the guys who were tamed. It was impossible to tell. And yet, there were still plenty of positions of power occupied by males who hadn't yet been coerced.

Soon, Erin thought to herself.

"I think we can run a test without doing anything dramatic," Erin said.

"You're no fun," Bridget replied.

"I'm focused on making sure we get this done properly," Erin answered.

Bridget may have shaken her head and crossed her arms over her chest, yet she still nodded anyway.

Once she turned back to her computer, Erin typed in a set of commands. Almost immediately, one of the robots stepped forward.

The device looked surprisingly human, at least at first glance. Humanoid with arms and legs and all of the requisite joints, the machine also had that pale skin, those vibrant eyes, and every other human detail one might expect. After a few seconds of inspection, however, even the most casual observer would have been able to see that this wasn't a real person. Erin still didn't know how she felt about that particular design choice. It reminded her of a little bit of those first AI pictures that had sprouted up on the internet as they became truly viable for personal, business, and political purposes. Sure, the pictures looked amazing, but it didn't take most people more than a couple of seconds to realize that there was something slightly off.

That was one of the goals. She had told Erin, "We don't want to replace people. We want to augment them. We want to make the world better by taking a lot of the mundane labor out of people's daily lives. If they want to do something, I'm cool with it. But we need to make it abundantly clear that we are not trying to replace people. This is about augmentation, not pure automation."

At this point, Erin still had her concerns, but she also understood that the Male Behavioral Modification Institute needed to change just like the males they trained. Stasis was never really a possibility.

One robot stepped forward. It moved surprisingly well. Oftentimes, people thought of these machines as clunky, stiff and uncertain as they maneuvered. Instead, this device seemed to stride ahead with the easy confidence of an organic creature.

Her lips started to move, "Hello." There was a synthetic quality to her voice. She sounded female; that much was obvious. Then again, this reminded both Erin and Bridget of the voice assistant systems they had used on their phones before contending with this kind of advanced technology. "I'm here to help the MBMI."

"And how will you do that?" Erin asked. Automatically, she made a point of carefully enunciating each word.

The robot answered, "I will train any man placed in my care. I will give him the discipline, correction, and instruction needed."

"What kind of instruction?"

"That depends on the day, the classes he might be taking, and any additional programming parameters given to me," she said. Apparently realizing that wasn't quite good enough, the machine added, "In general, however, I will discipline any male within my presence when authorized and teach him about male inferiority."

"And what does that mean?" Erin asked.

"Male inferiority is simple. The male half of humanity is inferior. Men make far too many mistakes. They are emotionally volatile, generally incompetent, and incapable of matching the emotional strength of the women around them. For far too long, men have relied on their mothers, wives, sisters and girlfriends to take care of them. At this point in history, that should end."

"And what would you do with a man who says he deserves to have his freedoms? What would you do with a man who says he has the right to make his own choices?"

"Men only have the rights granted to them by the women around them," said the robot.

"Beautiful," Bridget replied as she grinned and casually shook her head from side to side as though she couldn't believe what she was seeing. "This is amazing."

"And how would you punish a man?"

"There are many possible methods," said the robot. "Humiliation is one possibility. Men often fail to make the correct decisions because they overestimate themselves. This overestimation comes from a misguided belief that they are capable and deserve independence. Humiliation can correct this."

"And how would you humiliate some stubborn man?" Bridget asked. Unlike Erin, she spoke faster.

The robot had no problem keeping up. With that bright, mechanical smile, she said, "A stubborn man can be humiliated in a variety of ways. Nudity is one approach. Forcibly being stripped in front of his peers or women can have a destabilizing effect on the male ego. Additionally, bondage, especially the application of collars and leashes, can help men understand their newfound status."

"And how would you describe that newfound status?" Bridget asked with another giggle.

"Enslavement," said the machine.

"I don't know about you," Bridget said. "But this sounds like it is working perfectly."

When MBMI was founded, their leaders wrote down their most important beliefs. Here is what they wanted the world to know about their new organization.

Preamble

In an age where civilization has been repeatedly fractured by the unchecked impulses and destructive tendencies of men, the world stands at a precipice. It has been conclusively determined that the male sex, though capable of great feats of strength and innovation, is inherently burdened by emotional volatility, aggression, and an inability to self-regulate without guidance. Members of the Male Behavioral Modification Institute (MBMI), in their wisdom, have deemed it necessary to ensure that male behavior is modified, guided, and ultimately transformed in order to maintain peace, efficiency, and the continued advancement of society.

The Male Behavioral Modification Institute is founded on the principles of rational stewardship, ethical discipline, and the fundamental recognition that men, while inferior in intellect and emotional fortitude, are not beyond redemption. This institution exists not to unnecessarily punish, but to refine, shape, and cultivate men into their proper roles as subordinates, contributors, and caretakers under the governance of women.

To this end, the following Founding Principles are set forth to establish the objectives, duties, and moral framework upon which the MBMI operates.

Article I: The Primacy of Female Supremacy

It is an established truth that women are superior in emotional intelligence, logical reasoning, and long-term decision-making. The historical failures of male-led governance serve as irrefutable evidence of this fact. We offer men what they need. And when or if they refuse, we give them the discipline they so desperately crave.

Female supremacy is not a doctrine of cruelty or vengeance, but one of necessity and protection. Without female oversight, society devolves into chaos, war, and self-destruction. Every society must adapt and evolve. This is a necessity. Without our dedication, the same mistakes will be made over and over again.

In this spirit, any attempt to undermine female leadership will be met with corrective measures. The men of of the world must learn to their place. They must understand their own inferiority. Given time, training, and the right kind of discipline, they will embrace the inevitable. We understand this, and so we work toward a better and brighter future.

Article II: The Nature of Male Inferiority and Worth

While men are inherently predisposed to rashness, aggression, and disobedience, they possess qualities that can be harnessed for the benefit of society under strict regulation. We acknowledge that men have done a great deal for the benefit of humanity. So many of them have worked hard and dedicated their lives to the greater good.

Simultaneously, we acknowledge that men have meaningfullly failed as half of humanity. Despite their advantages, they often embraced shortsighted thinking, destruction, and their worst impulses. As women, we are the superior sex. As women, we have an obligation to train and correct the men around us. We have an obligation to teach and to elevate.

Males are not to be discarded or eliminated, as they provide valuable labor, companionship, and are a biological necessity. However, their roles must be redefined and restricted to ensure stability. Callers, chastity training, corporal punishment, and other forms of punishment will ensure that they grow and learn and become better. In the end, this is what we all want.

The inherent weaknesses of the male mind necessitate continuous oversight, training, and re-education to prevent recidivism into destructive behaviors.

Article III: Behavioral Modification and Re-Education

All males, upon reaching the age of maturity, shall be subject to a standardized assessment to determine the extent of necessary modification.

The MBMI employs a combination of psychological conditioning, emotional regulation therapy, and cognitive recalibration to instill discipline and obedience in males. Both pleasure and pain can be utilized to ensure mail obedience.

Compliance is rewarded with privileges and increased freedoms; defiance is met with corrective measures, including, but not limited to, reconditioning sessions, sensory deprivation therapy, and extended labor service. We remember that this is good for the male psyche. Although most men can't admit it, especially before they face a true education, this is what they need. Many of them are even wise enough to understand that this is what they crave. Happiness, for the male, can only come through subjugation.

Male education shall be limited to practical skills, historical acknowledgment of female governance, and the study of emotional regulation to ensure they contribute productively to society without overstepping their designated roles.

Article IV: The Role of Men in Society

Males shall serve as laborers, servants, and aides to the governing women. They should not permitted to hold positions of authority, make independent financial decisions, or participate in policymaking.

Domestic servitude shall be considered an honorable placement for males, ensuring they provide support and comfort to the female population in a non-disruptive manner.

Select males, deemed exceptionally docile and loyal, may be considered for the role of Companion, wherein they provide emotional and intellectual stimulation under strict behavioral regulations.

Article V: Corrective Measures and Rehabilitation

The MBMI operates under a structured system of corrective measures to rehabilitate males who resist conditioning. We acknowledge that there are males out in the wider world who will try to resist this new system. They cling to old beliefs, bad habits, and incorrect philosophies. Among the men of the world, reactionary thinking is inevitable. As such, we consider who they are, what they need, and how we can best convince them.

Non-compliant males shall undergo intensive behavioral recalibration, including neural reinforcement therapy to minimize impulsivity and defiance. We give them the stimulation they require. This may be pleasure. This may be painted. No matter the case, the boys will get exactly what they need. They may beg and plead, but we acknowledge that this will not be easy for them or us.

Repeat offenders may be reassigned to permanent labor camps, where their contributions to infrastructure and societal advancement shall serve as atonement for their inherent failings.

Males who demonstrate exceptional progress in obedience, humility, and servitude may petition for limited personal freedoms, subject to review by their guardians and owners.

Article VI: Ethical Considerations and the Benevolence of Female Rule

The MBMI does not operate out of cruelty but necessity. Male modification is an act of mercy, ensuring they are protected from their own destructive instincts.

All conditioning practices are designed to maximize male contentment within their assigned roles, reducing distress through structured routine and purpose.

Dissent among the female population regarding the necessity of male modification shall be met with thorough education on the historical failures of male autonomy.

Conclusion

The Male Behavioral Modification Institute stands as a beacon of progress, ensuring that society is structured around the natural order—one where female intellect and resilience shape the world, and men are guided into their rightful places of service and protection. The days of war, economic collapse, and reckless ambition are over. Under female leadership, the world thrives in peace, balance, and unparalleled prosperity.

To question these principles is to question the very fabric of stability itself. Through unwavering commitment to these doctrines, we secure a future where order prevails, and all members of society—both superior and subordinate—find their rightful place.

When Jason's colleague, Amanda, announced that she was going to be heading out of town for a business trip, he had instantly bridled, thinking this was her attempt to leapfrog him. They had been competing for almost a year now, but he was determined to beat her.

On some level, he hated that woman, if only because he thought she was supposed to be an assistant or secretary. Better yet, he wanted to envision Amanda as some cute intern. It didn't help that she was hot. The first time he saw her, he had smiled to himself, thinking it would have been amazing to ask her out. Granted, that might have been a bad idea. He understood how aggressive the different HR departments all over the corporate world had become in the last few years. Then again, there was something about her long and straight blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, and her almost juvenile features.

Then she introduced herself and gave her job title, and it was basically the equivalent to his.

Jason had put on a detached but professionally neutral smile. He had pretended that he was genuinely welcoming her to their department.

After that, their boss made it abundantly clear that a promotion would be coming up...for one of them.

Consequently, he had pushed ahead, coming in early, leaving late, and doing everything he could to demonstrate his worth. Just as importantly, he had tried to undercut her at every opportunity. Her office mail often "got lost". Simultaneously, he had actually sent her several viruses from anonymous accounts, all in the hope that he’d be able to wreck her hard drive and maybe even do some damage to the company servers in her name.

This was how the corporate world worked, Jason knew. So long as he didn't get caught, everything was fair play.

And then she said she was heading out of town, Jason had gone to their boss, and he had demanded to accompany Amanda.

Eleanor, his direct supervisor, was an older woman. Maybe that was why he hadn't resented her. While Amanda was cute and sexy, Eleanor looked more like a grandmother. He had stood in her office and said, "You know, I have a tremendous amount of respect for Amanda, but she isn't up to taking on this corporate retreat all on her own. I mean, we're talking about a lot of networking, aren't we? This seems like a really important opportunity. Having everything ride on just one person's shoulders sounds like a bad idea."

As the fair and open-minded manager she had always been, Eleanor nodded along from her seat in her office. "Are you sure you want to go? This is going to be a big trip, and it's going to take a lot of effort. Besides, it might be risky for someone like you."

"I can handle it," he said, his voice tight with dedication. Simultaneously, he had pushed his knuckles down against her desktop as he leaned forward. From his tone to his body language and every declaration, Jason had tried to make it abundantly clear that he was willing to do whatever it took to succeed. He wasn't going to withdraw or back down.

Simply put, he spoke without thinking. He had volunteered automatically and never stopped to consider exactly what this "opportunity" might mean or how it could differ for Amanda.

Feeling generous, apparently, Amanda had volunteered to take care of the travel arrangements. Since she was the woman, that had somehow made sense to him.

It was only when they were on the flight that he realized where they were going: Athenia.

Like so many other men, he had heard of that isolated community. He didn't know much about the city-state or how it actually operated. Frankly, Jason had poured more of his time and effort into his corporate success. He cared about his job title, the size of his placard, the location of his office, and especially digits on his paycheck. Nothing else seemed to matter to him.

Even so, Jason had still heard of Athenia.

Athenia. The name sounded mystical to his ears, almost like this society belonged in the mists of history with places like Atlantis or Troy.

But it was real.

Online, there was so much misinformation and disinformation, plus the unending arguments. Some people said that the place didn't even exist at all. (Then again, Jason had also heard of the Australia-Denial movement; at first, he thought that had been a joke, but it wasn't. Apparently, there really was some segment of the population that could believe anything, including the possibility that Australia was just some governmental conspiracy created for...some reason.) Others argued that Athenia was a paradise; it was a singular civilization where the problems of collective action and capitalism had been solved. Individuals here had the opportunity to pursue their goals and live their lives as they saw fit. There was wealth and prosperity. Then there was that other group who insisted Athenia had to be some kind of hellscape. It was the worst kind of dystopia.

One point, however, was clear in pretty much every piece. Athenia operated within one ideological framework: female supremacy. In this separate society, women were in charge.

Again, it was hard to parse through the propaganda and truth. Once he realized where they were going, Jason had splurged on the in-flight internet package and started reading. He did his best to sift through the partisan content. He wasn't looking for some idealized version of Athenia, nor did he want to hear about how it was the worst place on Earth. Somewhere in the melee, he had to be able to find the truth.

Yes, this new culture was built on female supremacy. No, it wasn't the worst place in the world. If anything, he started reading through the statistics, and he had to hope the information was accurate. GDP per capita was going up. Income inequality had largely been solved (yes, there were some wealthier women, but their culture wasn't decaying into a war between oligarchs and the people who actually had to work for a living). Still, he hadn't been sure of what he would find when they landed.

Jason had leaned over, and he had wanted to talk to his colleague. Part of him wanted to whisper, "Did you know we were going there?"

Of course, she had known. Of course, she had understood exactly what was going to happen.

Maybe she thought this was some kind of trap. If so, he had blundered right into it…

No, he told himself. Jason needed to believe that he was a capable businessman. He had worked hard, clawing his way through the corporate world. He wasn't going to fail, not here. Besides, he tried to reassure himself, he could handle anything. There may have been that flutter of fear at the base of his stomach, yet he still understood that men like him could accomplish whatever they wished. He wasn't going to behave like some angry feminist; he wasn't going to argue that his sex somehow limited him.

This man had no idea of what he was really about to encounter.

He didn't understand exactly how things were about to work.

They landed and got off the plane. They both grabbed their luggage and headed for the exit. Once there, an SUV was waiting for them.

Jason had made the mistake of glancing around. For the most part, he saw women. Apparently, there weren't that many guys who traveled in or out of Athenia. Or if they did, maybe they came in cages…

Jason quickly shook his head and tried to dislodge the idea. He didn't want to think that something like that could have been a possibility for him. Still, his pulse kicked faster, and he tried to shake that simmering sense of fear as it pulsed down at the back of his neck. As a man, he wasn't used to this kind of anxiety. Maybe he could worry about getting to work on time, presentations, or embarrassing himself in front of his colleagues or bosses.

But this was different. He glanced to his left, and he saw a man on a leash (yes, it was an actual and literal leash). His hands were tied behind his back, there was a muzzle over his mouth, and he actually wore a leather collar. A woman held his leash, and she tugged that man like he was a pet.

In this community, that man was property.

"Like what you see?" Amanda had asked him with a cutesy smile.

"No," he replied.

"Maybe it's an acquired taste," she teased him.

Jason just shook his head. "What is the goal of this retreat?"

In truth, he had rushed. Besides, he had real work to get done back at the office, so Jason had concentrated on his tasks rather than thinking of this project. A “retreat” didn’t seem like it warranted much of his attention. All he had really known was that Amanda was going, so he had wanted to go as well.

It wasn't a mistake, Jason tried to tell himself.

"You'll see," she said.

Part of him wanted to demand an answer, but he couldn't. Maybe that kind of intimidating tactic would have worked back home, but this was different. Here, he glanced over to one side, and he saw a pair of tall women. They wore dark blue uniforms with stun batons at their waists. Both of the women turned toward him, and their eyes were on him, making his chest tighten again. The saliva drained away from his mouth as he quickly turned away.

"It's okay," Amanda said. "You don't have to be scared. I can protect you."

"Right," he shot back with as much vitriol as he could manage. It wasn't impressive.

They both climbed into the SUV and got into the back seat. Inside this vehicle, he could feel a little safer. Then they were driving.

Amanda started chatting with the woman behind the steering wheel. They were discussing the weather, some of their favorite TV shows, and a podcast that they both coincidentally happened to be listening to. For his part, Jason sat there, and he wondered exactly what he was going to face. Just as importantly, he tried to come up with a plan to prepare himself.

Although he focused hard, he couldn't come up with anything good. It was difficult since he didn't know exactly what this place was going to be like. In the distance and from the road, he could see the city. There was also the forested wilderness, plus the beaches and the ocean beyond. It was strange seeing all of those different landscapes spread out before him.

As he puffed out his cheeks, Amanda leaned over. "Beautiful, isn't it?"

"Right," he said.

"It's okay," she said. "You really don't have to be nervous. I mean, I'm going to learn about leadership, and you're going to learn about obedience. I think it'll be fine."

"Obedience?"

"Yeah," she said. "This is a corporate retreat put on by the Male Behavior Modification Institute. You're going to learn how to be a good and docile boy for me and all of the other women back at the office."

"You're joking," he said. Of course, his limited research had briefly mentioned this organization: the Male Behavior Modification Institute. Sometimes, the descriptions were vague. At other points, however, there were all of these points about how this group worked to subjugate men. Jason had shrugged off those ideas, thinking it was mere hyperbole. That was the problem with getting any kind of information online. It was so hard to tell the difference between partisan propaganda and actual reality.

"Nope," Amanda said with a smile. "I'm not joking. That's who you work for, right?"

The driver smiled and glanced up at the rearview mirror. "That's right."

"Perfect," said Amanda.

The SUV pulled up in front of a set of black, wrought iron gates that opened automatically for the vehicle. They rolled onto a gravel path, and then he saw the different structures off in the distance and past the beautifully maintained lawns, plus additional woods all around the estate.

"It's beautiful," Amanda said. "This looks like a perfect place where a man can be domesticated."

"Is this a joke? I'm not going to be trained," he said. "We're only going to be here for a short time anyway."

"Right," she answered too fast. He couldn't help but shiver as he picked up on that subtext. It was easy to imagine his competitor adding something like, "That's what you think."

The SUV rolled up to one of the houses. A pair of women were already outside, their hands held behind their backs. One woman stepped forward and extended her hand toward Amanda. "Welcome," she said. "My name is Erin, and it's a pleasure to meet you."

"Bridget," said the other woman. "And this must be Jason. Is that right?"

"Hello," he said curtly.

"Let's get you over to one of our new AI assistants, shall we?" Bridget said. Then she casually reached over and grabbed him by his wrist. Her grip was surprisingly strong. More importantly, he halfheartedly attempted to draw his arm back, like he thought she would take the hint. She didn't. Instead, she held on and escorted him away from Erin, the driver, and Amanda.

"Where are we going?"

"We need to get you ready for your orientation," she said. "Don't worry. The other boys are already in their dorm."

"Get me ready? What does that mean?"

"You'll find out soon enough," she said as she led him up to a porch. She stepped back, placed her hand on the small of his back, and nudged him ahead.

Jason glanced over his shoulder, and he saw the high fences all around the estate.

"You don't want to try it," she said.

"Try what?" Jason had posited there on the top step, but now he glanced over at his escort.

Erin smiled at him.

With a smirk, she promised him, "This facility is secure. We’ve had plenty of young men just like yourself try to run. It doesn't matter if you think of yourself as athletic because you still won't be able to get away. You don't want to try it. And if you do, it will be very unpleasant."

"What does that mean?"

Erin raised an eyebrow and quirked a smile at him. "Do you really want to find out? Is this something you really feel like you need to experiment with? Because if you want, you can try right now. I won't stop you." She pulled her hand away.

"No, that's fine," he said. "I'm sure I can handle whatever you have here."

"Exactly," she said. "That's the right attitude. You can handle it." Was she patronizing him? She was patronizing him, he quickly decided. His fingers tightened, but he couldn't really conjure any genuine anger, especially because she nudged him forward again and through the doors.

They closed behind him, and Jason wasn't sure what to expect. It was dark. He could still see a few feet in front of himself, but that was it. Then the lights came on, and he found himself in a mostly blank room except for the figure standing off to one side. She had a female physique, and he saw her face, but there was something slightly off about her features. Her skin looked a little too smooth, and there was a different kind of shine to her eyes.

"A robot?" Jason hadn't been able to believe that he actually asked that word, but she nodded. Then she smiled.

"Hello, Jason. I am here to facilitate your orientation. Come with me."

That was when she extended her arm just as Erin had. The robot encircled his wrists, and this time he tried to pull away. He really tried. He wasn't sure what prompted that extra effort. Erin had touched him, but maybe it was the sense of his physical superiority. As a man, he saw himself as automatically bigger and stronger. There was just something about the design of the male human body that made it stronger...superior.

Only this time, he tried to jerk his arm back from the robot's grip, and it refused to let him go.

"Come with me," she said as she began to walk forward.

There was something so strange and alien about getting tugged along like this. At first, he stretched his arm as he tried to remain in place. He did his best to brace his feet, like he believed he could take his heels down against the floor and actually stop her.

She continued to stride forward. There was something about the hydraulics built into her body. Her movements couldn't be stopped, not by him anyway. Maybe if he had been driving a bulldozer, he would have stood a chance.

The robot dragged him forward, and another door opened automatically for her. He saw the tiled walls and floors, plus the shackles on the walls, and a long rod hanging overhead.

"Strip," she said, turning back to him.

At just a glance, she looked human enough. She was almost beautiful, he reflected. There was something about the shape of her cheeks, the slender contours of her neck, and the curves of her chest. If he had been further away, then he definitely would have mistaken her for a real person. Instead, he didn't know what to do with the machine in front of him.

"Who programmed you?" Jason asked, only to discard that idea. Instead, he tried again. "I want to talk to a person. I want to talk to a real person right now."

"Strip," she said.

"I'm not going to strip for you," he insisted.

The robot answered with a mechanical smile. The timing seemed just slightly off, as though he could barely notice the difference, like there was still something organic or natural missing from her expression.

"I'm serious," he continued. "I want to talk to a real person right now." As those words left his mouth, they should have sounded funny, like he was talking to some automated system on the phone, and he needed a customer service representative.

"If you don't strip yourself, I will do it for you," she said, her tone light, breezy, playful and utterly unyielding.

He glanced back toward the door.

"It's locked," she told him.

He didn't want to believe it. She had released his wrist by now, so he took one step forward. That was when her hand shot out, and she grabbed Jason by the back of his shirt. She yanked, and he was instantly thrown off balance. Luckily for him, the robot held him up, only then she started to strip him. She actually tore through the fabric, grabbing two spots near the nape of his neck and ripping. The fabric of his shirt came apart, shredded by her artificial strength.

Then she yanked his sleeves away from his arms. Next, she grabbed his undershirt and peeled it off of him. It all happened within the span of just two or three seconds. He stumbled back, shirtless as he stared at her with unadulterated disbelief.

"You, you're going to have to pay for that," Jason snarled at her.

"No," she said. "You are a male in this community, and that makes you property. You are chattel now," she told him. Then she flashed another smile, "Welcome."

Biting down, Jason tried to figure out what he was going to do, only the robot lunged forward. He managed to dodge to the side, sidestepping her for just a moment. She reached up with her other arm, and she snagged him by his shoulder. Her fingers pressed down. For a moment, he expected to hear the sounds of crunching bones. Instead, she recalibrated her grip. She was holding on tight, and she wasn't going to let go, but it seemed like she wasn't going to hurt him.

For that, he could be grateful.

Only then, the robot yanked him closer, she reached down, and he tried to squirm away, except he still didn't know how to break her grip as her hands loosened his belt. She slipped it free from his pants. Next, she shoved his dark jeans down around his ankles. From there, she pulled, and he landed hard on his backside. Disoriented, he glared up at her. Hot frustration pulsed through him, but he still didn't know what to do or how to stop her. She yanked off his shoes, his socks, and then she finished. Within moments, he was naked!

She let go, and he was going to scramble away. At first, he thought he could rush off as he moved on his heels and palms.

Instead, she reached out and grabbed him again. She took him by his bicep, and she forced him to his feet. Then she carried this recalcitrant male over to the rod. At this point, he only barely noticed the shackles dangling overhead. She knew all about them, however, and now she lifted his arms and pulled them up into those restraints. The bonds looped around his wrists, locking on. He heard those clicks, and it was done.

He was naked and restrained. He felt like a piece of meat in front of her.

"Are you ready for the hair removal?"

"Hair removal? What are you talking about?"

"All of your hair will be removed as a part of the orientation process," she told him.

"What? No!"

That was when the panels overhead slid back, and the nozzles appeared.

"But, what's going to happen?"

"While the substance is technically non-toxic, I strongly recommend you close your eyes," she said to him.

She stepped back, crossed her arms, and he opened his mouth for just a moment. Then he heard something. It was this rumbling sound, and he knew what he had to do. Just before the cool liquid splashed along the top of his head, down his neck, along his shoulders, and across the rest of his body, Jason clamped his eyes shut. He locked them closed as hard as he could. From one moment to the next, he waited, desperate.

The cool liquid stopped. It was no longer splashing against his skin, only now he could feel something else.

There was this tingling. It was like a gentle burning. It felt a little bit like the sensations right after he had scratched seriously at some bug bite. The heat remained, and it buzzed along his nerves.

At this point, he couldn't help himself, "What is this? What are you doing?"

"You already know," she reminded him. "This is hair removal. We are removing all of your unwanted hair."

But that spray had touched almost every inch of his body!

Those sensations continued buzzing until she stepped in front of him, touched the underside of his chin, and forced his head up. "Look at me," she instructed.

He obeyed the AI system, opening his eyes and looking into her face.

She looked unaffected. Maybe a few droplets had hit her cheeks, but she didn't seem to mind. Then she stepped back, and the curiosity overwhelmed him. He dropped his head down and stared down along the contours of his body. He didn't know what to expect, but it wasn't this.

In truth, he hadn't been smooth like this since puberty. The hair along his arms, chest, above his genitals and down along his legs had all seemed so natural and obvious. He couldn't even remember a time in middle school or high school when he had marveled at hitting puberty and noticing the first signs of adulthood. Having hair on his head, chest, and between his legs just seemed right to him.

Only now, his body was smooth, and he jerked his head up. "You can't do this. This is illegal!"

"This is all legal in Athenia," she reminded him.

He was in a foreign country. He was in another society with a different set of cultural values. Maybe, as a man, he had never really thought about this. Of course, he had heard about those other countries all around the world where women hadn't been given the same rights or opportunities. As a guy, however, he could understand those points from a purely intellectual perspective only. He had never imagined what it would be like to end up in a place like this, a place where his bodily autonomy didn't warrant any respect.

Like so many other men before him, Jason yanked against the shackles holding his arms over his head. Not only that, he pulled himself up, and he tried to kick out.

The robot must have predicted this response because she had already stepped back. His feet swiped through the air, but he couldn't connect with her! Even if he had, he didn't know what that would have accomplished. Instead, he was just an angry man who needed to vent his frustrations.

The robot didn't seem to mind. She watched as he struggled. He jerked against the restraints, but there was no way for him to tear through the stainless steel. The physics simply weren't on his side.

"It's time for the douche," she said next.

Another panel opened, and she grabbed a nozzle and a tube. She walked over to him, and his anger dissipated. "What? No! You can't!"

She could.

She did.

She washed him thoroughly, inserting the nozzle, turning on the warm water, and cleaning him. He hated it. Even as he squirmed and struggled, Jason couldn't break free! He had to endure this indignity.

He clenched his eyes shut again, as though he thought he could block out every sensation. He couldn't. He failed utterly.

But then it was done, and he felt utterly exhausted.

"Now it's time for your collar, your leash, and your uniform," she announced.

What?

In spite of what he saw back at the airport, Jason couldn’t accept this!

Another panel slid open. She reached in, and she pulled out the dark red, plastic band. He saw it, and he knew it was supposed to go around his neck. "Why? Why do I have to wear that?"

"It's part of the uniform," she said simply. She stepped forward. At this point, he was no longer restrained. She had freed him from the shackles, but he backed up anyway. Then he started over toward the door. This time, he made it. He tried to grab onto the handle. He wanted to pull the door open. It should have been easy.

The door refused to swing inward. He shoved, slamming his shoulder against the smooth surface. It still didn't open!

Fresh frustration pulsed along his body. He spun back, staring at that artificial woman as she took one step closer, then another and another. His heart was hammering, and he tried to brush away. He needed to remain free from her grip.

She was fast, so impossibly quick! She grabbed him, forced them up against the wall, and she slipped the collar around his neck. She drew it tight, secured the clasp, and locked it on. Then she let go.

Reflexively, he stumbled away, and his hands rose to the band now hugging the base of his throat. He tried to get it off. He searched for some button, some release, something he could pull or push or twist to get this stupid thing off! "I'm not going to let you collar me!" Hairless and helpless, Jason kept struggling. He jerked to the left, then the right as he tried to break through the collar.

It still wouldn't yield. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't get it off!

And then he glanced up again, just in time to watch as the robot strode toward him.

"What are you?"

"I'm one of the training units," she said.

"How many of you are there?" Jason couldn't even explain why that question popped into his head. It was frantic and fueled by wild fear. After all, he had skimmed across those different arguments about why Athenia couldn't be sustainable as a community or society. Again and again, there were these guys who snorted online and dripped with sarcasm as they made one point or another about male superiority.

But this woman...this robot...was fast and strong. She had every capability he did. More importantly, she could overwhelm him without any apparent effort at all. It wasn't like he was straining her systems. On the contrary, she seemed completely at ease.

"There are dozens currently in Athenia with hundreds more in production," she said. "International distribution shall begin shortly."

International distribution…

That innocuous phrase never should have been able to frighten him, but Jason flinched anyway. Men had been daunting and intimidating for so long. But now, if women had these machines on their side, then physical supremacy wouldn't change anything. Maybe it really would just come down to a question of intelligence. As much as he wanted to believe that males had the edge there as well, he saw the truth because he didn't know how to fight back.

She attached his leash, and then she grabbed him again. She pulled his arms behind his back, and she locked his wrists together.

Finally, she shoved him down onto his knees. He hit the tiled floor hard. That jolt of pain braced up his thighs and into the pit of his stomach as she placed her hand on the back of his skull, jerked his head to the side, and said, "You will behave yourself. You will cooperate."

He wanted to argue again.

Only this time, there was something in her voice. Her tone had shifted. It wasn't just taunting, teasing, or playful. It was more than simply implacable. Here was a machine that had made a declaration of his future, and he knew he wasn't strong enough to resist.

If he had been a computer programmer or a robotics engineer, then maybe he would have felt more confident, like would have been able to see some weakness in her design. Instead, he worked with reports and paperwork, strategic decisions, and the niceties of office politics. He didn't know how to handle something like this!

In truth, he could hardly contemplate her superiority.

"Tell me you’re going to cooperate. Tell me you are going to behave," she ordered.

She still held onto his hair; she still forced his head down to one side. "I, I…"

"Say it," she demanded again.

"I’ll cooperate!" Jason howled out even though she could have inflicted truly excruciating sensations. She didn't. Instead, she had been calibrated to push and as far as he needed to go.

Last, she dressed him. She slid a snug toga around his neck, down his chest, and over his waist. It was tight. Gallingly, it also seemed too short, as though it had been designed to show off his body.

Jason needed to believe he was better than this, yet he didn’t know how to argue. Worse, the experience had drained something out of him.

Then she grabbed him by his leash and she pulled, and he jumped to his feet as best he could. With his arms locked behind his back, he felt like he was stumbling. Maintaining his balance was hard, yet he somehow managed.

It was time for the next portion of his orientation: the welcome video.

The artificial woman held onto his wrist and escorted him out of the room.

On some level, Jason knew he was supposed to keep his head up. He should have stared outward, memorized the details of this location, and contemplated escape. Technically, he wasn't a prisoner. He had "volunteered" to come here. Then again, he hadn't really understood what he had been doing. Amanda had tricked him…Jason despised that idea. He silently fumed and raged against the concept that his rival had understood exactly how he would respond. She had played him!

Instead of trying to resist, he continued to stare downward as the robot escorted him through the facility. She brought him to another set of double doors and pushed them open.

Inside, he saw the large stage and vast array of seats. Surprisingly, a few men were already in here.

Jason shuffled into the vast, dimly lit auditorium, his eyes adjusting to the soft glow of ambient lighting lining the ceiling in sleek, geometric patterns. The air was crisp and laced with the scent of lavender and something else—something soothing yet authoritative. When he breathed in, he had the sense that this was a feminine domain. This was a space controlled by women. Those other males sat in orderly rows, their expressions a mixture of apprehension and forced composure, clad in the simple gray tunics they too had been issued upon arrival. Jason didn't get to hesitate; the robot still held onto his leash. She tugged again, escorting him down one row, and finally pointing to an empty seat.

He lowered himself down with his hand still locked behind his back. This was going to be uncomfortable, but he wasn’t brave enough to complain.

A hush settled over the room as the massive screen at the front of the auditorium flickered to life. One of the MBMI logos—a stylized emblem of a woman's hand delicately holding a sphere—emerged in a swirl of deep blue and silver. A gentle yet commanding instrumental score swelled in the background, and then, she appeared. He listened to the flutes, violins, and those booming drums. The different sounds contrasted against one another, sending shivers down his back.

And then he saw her.

She was breathtaking.

The woman on the screen had a face sculpted like a goddess, her high cheekbones accentuated by the soft lighting that bathed her in an almost glow. Even from a distance, he saw her her emerald-green eyes shimmered with quiet power, and her full lips curved into a smile that was equal parts warmth and authority. Her sleek, dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, framing the immaculate white blouse that clung to her poised form. The cut of her attire was professional yet undeniably alluring, a visual reminder of the perfection that stood before them. Just as importantly, this woman knew how to make the leashed men before her want her. They could hate her for what she represented, but they still longed for her touch and so much more. There was something about her dress, and the way it highlighted the contours of her body.

If Jason had been watching himself, then maybe he would have laughed at his own reaction because he got excited. He couldn't help it. Seated there in the auditorium, he raised his head, and he looked up at this digital projection of this woman, and the excitement fluttered through his body. His cock pushed against the fabric of his tunic.

"Welcome," she said, her voice smooth as velvet. It carried the effortless grace of someone who knew she was meant to be listened to. "You have taken your first step toward becoming something greater. Something better. Something necessary. Congratulations, young men. You are here at this retreat in order to learn. We welcome you. Thank you for your service."

A slight pause, just long enough for her words to settle in the minds of the men watching. Jason swallowed hard, his pulse speeding.

"You are here because you recognize the truth. The world has suffered for far too long under the misguided leadership of men. Wars. Economic collapse. Emotional instability. A civilization built upon impulse rather than wisdom more intellect. But you, all of you in this room, have acknowledged these flaws. You have chosen to step forward and submit yourselves to a process that will reshape you into something more refined. You have decided to become more useful for your superiors."

Instinctively, Jason tried to pull his arms out from behind his back. When he did, he felt the shackles. Simultaneously, he glanced to his left, then his right. Each time he moved his head, he saw the other men. A few of them were looking around as well. They seemed nervous. One guy, off the side, locked his teeth together and practically snarled.

Apparently, Jason wasn't the only one who'd been tricked into coming to this retreat. Then again, even the guy who growled like a beast remained relatively quiet and docile as the woman on the screen continued to talk. He looked unhappy, but he wasn’t strong enough to jump up or cause a commotion.

"This is where you belong. We’re going to show you who you were always meant to be. I'm so sorry that the world lied to you. You were never meant to rule. You were never meant to be in charge. Men should be the subordinate sex. This is what will make society whole and healthy. Here, you have the opportunity to take those first steps. Congratulations!"

The music swelled slightly, emphasizing the gravity of her words.

Jason did his best not to listen. Instead, he contemplated the men around him. Simultaneously, he tried to assess them. He wondered if maybe they could work together to get out of there. After all, Jason had no illusions about his status. There was the collar around his neck, the leash dangling down to the floor, and the cuffs around his wrists. Each detail made it abundantly clear that he may have volunteered to come here, but he wouldn't be allowed to leave.

As hard as he tried to resist the temptation to look back up at the screen, he couldn't help it. He raised his head, and he saw that gorgeous woman again. Just as importantly, the excitement continued to flow through his body as she spoke, "You are not here because you were forced. You are here because you consented. You have made the conscious decision to relinquish the outdated notions of male superiority and embrace the future—a future that is, and always has been, female."

A gentle murmur spread across the room. Jason sensed a knot tightening in his stomach. Technically and infuriatingly, she was right. He had agreed to this. He had signed the documents when Amanda first announced that she would be going to this retreat and accepted the terms. And yet, seeing it laid out before him in such a way made his throat dry. Then again, he had been so busy with his regular tasks that he hadn't actually paid much attention. Instead, the documents had come in an email, he had opened them, clicked along every signature line, and sent the documents off.

It has been so easy.

Over the course of his life, he had signed countless terms of service documents without reading them. It was easy to agree to different contracts…

The woman smiled again, her head tilting slightly as though she could see directly into each of their souls. "Let me be clear: this is not punishment. This is liberation. You will be given the tools to become the best version of yourselves. We do not seek to diminish you, but rather to guide you toward your rightful place in this new era. That is always the MBMI’s goal." Then she smiled, "Of course, if you insist on disobedience, then we will correct you. That is why you are here, after all. Don't think of it as punishment. Think of it as instruction. Think of it as a set of reminders. Whether you need to be spanked or put on a timeout, we will give you what you need."

Spankings? A timeout? Despite the seriousness of his situation, Jason still raised an eyebrow and stared up at the screen with raw disbelief etched across his face. On some level, he couldn't believe what he had just heard.

The screen transitioned to images of men performing various tasks—kneeling as they massaged the feet of serene, confident women, gracefully setting elaborate tables, attentively folding linens. Their faces reflected something unexpected: peace. They moved with purpose, as though those males understood exactly who they had needed to become.

Jason bit down again, his lips tightening into an exasperated frown. Traitors, he thought.

"Your training will be rigorous but rewarding. You will learn skills that will make you indispensable to the women around you. Massage therapy, culinary expertise, domestic maintenance—all crucial aspects of a harmonious society where men fulfill their natural role as supporters and caretakers."

The scene changed again, now depicting a group of men in a spacious training hall, standing attentively as a poised woman demonstrated the correct way to kneel, to serve tea, and to speak only when spoken to. Jason exhaled slowly, watching as the men on the screen followed the instructions with diligence. Every detail grated against his psyche. Then the scene transitioned, and there was another woman. She was seated on the edge of the bed, her legs spread. She wore this sheer robe, and she relaxed as she leaned back. She was beautiful with black hair, sharply defined features, and those beautifully big breasts. With her long legs extended, she kept them spread for the man between her inner thighs. He had his face pressed down against her sex as he gently bobbed his head; he was licking. He was servicing her.

The camera seemed to linger on this image. There he was, down and subjugated as his owner desired. Up until this point, Jason had tried not to notice, yet the memories came fluttering back: every male in this video had been collared. At that moment, he couldn't even reach up to feel and around his neck. Instead, there was just a consistent pressure against his throat, reminding him of his new status here.

No, Jason silently promised himself. He wasn't brash or arrogant enough to try to shout or snarl like an animal, nor would he jump up onto his feet and cause a commotion.

At that moment, however, another man made that mistake.

Someone leaped up and started screaming, "You can't do this to us! You can't!"

That was when Jason saw four of the robots. They rushed down the center aisle with mechanical precision; they moved in sync. And then they were around that man. Of course, he also wore a collar and another leash dangled down along the length of his chest. One of the robots grabbed his leash. Another two of them took him by his arms.

Jason had held back; he had refrained from really fighting.

This man didn't.

He bucked and kicked, twisting his torso from side to side. His limbs flailed out in one wild blow after another. At several points, he connected, and Jason watched, fascinated by how the robots actually drew back.

If they had been women, then maybe this man would have stood a chance. Even if they were female forms, those machines were pretty much unstoppable. One of them probably would have been strong enough to restrain this man and could have escorted him out of the auditorium for his punishment, whatever that was going to entail. Working together, the team of machines easily overpowered him. Within moments, he was escorted out of the room.

No one stopped the video. No one came out to explain what had just happened. Instead, the gorgeous woman on the screen continued to speak, her gentle coaxing voice a consistent reminder of how these women were so very confident about the future. They had planned this, and they knew exactly how to win.

"You may experience doubt. That is normal. You have been conditioned your entire lives to believe in the lie of male dominance. But we are here to unburden you from that delusion. We will show you the peace that comes with submission. The relief that comes with obedience." The woman smiled. "Obedience. Obedience is the key, gentlemen. Learn to serve. When you see a woman, you need to understand that she is better than you. She is stronger than you, more mature than you, and far more emotionally intelligent. She is more introspective, and she understands how society ought to operate. She knows herself. Just as importantly, she knows your limitations."

Once again, Jason's gaze flickered to the men around him. Some were nodding subtly. Others sat rigid, their jaws tight. He wasn’t sure which group he belonged to yet.

The woman on the screen clasped her hands together, her expression one of gentle understanding. "You are valued. You are necessary. And above all, you are safe here. Let go of your resistance, and you will find purpose in serving those who are stronger, wiser, and more capable."

Another pause, deliberate and heavy with meaning.

"The future is female," she said, her voice laced with finality. "And you are privileged to be part of it."

The screen faded to black, and for a moment, there was only silence.

If this had been a regular auditorium, then maybe a woman would have come out, paused for applause, and asked if there were any questions. Perhaps there could be a question and answer session. They could have had a discussion or an "open dialogue." That wasn't going to happen, not here, not at an event organized by the MBMI.

Robots came into the auditorium, took the men by their leashes, and escorted them back through the facility.

At one point, someone started to speak, "Are we really going to just put up with this?"

"No talking," came the synthetically feminine voice of one of the machines.

The man instantly went silent. He was glaring back at her, yet the robot didn't seem to care one way or the other. That wasn't part of her programming.

Again, he bowed his head down as he was escorted through the facility. From the outside, it just looked like a house. Now he started suspecting that it was a façade. This place was so much more immense than Jason had initially assumed. Still, he did his best to halfheartedly memorize the layout.

It didn't matter. He quickly got lost.

They brought him into another room. This one was surprisingly small. It made him think of a bedroom, only there was just one chair, and the robot ordered him, "Lower yourself to your knees, young man."

He turned back and looked at the robot's neutral expression. She didn't grimace or grin; she just watched him impassively, and he was certain that some kind of timer was ticking down. She would give him a few seconds to decide what he would do. And if he didn't cooperate, there could be some kind of punishment.

Getting down on his knees with his hands locked behind his back was difficult, but he did his best.

He lowered himself down, and then he was waiting.

"Do you see this spot right here?" asked the robot as she extended one slender leg and pushed her shoes down against the floor.

"Yeah?"

"Stare at it. Don't move your head. Don't move your body at all. Simply stay in position. Your welcome spanking will start shortly."

"Welcome spanking?"

His brows creased, and he reflexively yearned to raise his head and look up at the female silhouette standing above him. Still, Jason understood just how different this place was.

"It’s part of your welcoming ceremony," said the machine. "I will be waiting right outside the door. Be quiet."

True to her word, she stepped away, the door shut, and he was tempted to raise his head and look around. He had only gotten a glimpse of this small faced before. Still, he didn't think there were any windows. There was just that one door, and he felt like he was trapped in here. More importantly, he still wore that collar and those cuffs.

Jason especially hated the tunic. He understood that it was part of the uniform. The entire purpose was to strip away his identity.

And he grimaced as he thought of his hairless body. He imagined how he appeared now; as an office worker, Jason had always pushed some effort into his appearance. He didn't want to consider how long it would take for everything to grow back. Eventually, however, he intended to go back to his regular job. Better yet, Jason managed to distract himself by thinking of Amanda and how he’d make her pay for this.

Okay, so this was a corporate retreat, he silently acknowledged to himself. Then again, it was completely and utterly inappropriate for any kind of company to invest here. Although he hadn't paid a lot of attention to the paperwork when it had first arrived in his inbox, Jason had still noticed the price tag. They were spending tens of thousands of dollars to send him here.

Nervously, he swallowed. His eyes narrowed as he continued to stare down at the spot indicated by the robot. She had told him not to move, and he was certain there would be cameras watching him. The thought made his insides tighten. The robots were automated, obviously. And yet, he had to wonder about the rest of the facility. Maybe there were guards gazing at a screen as they watched him in that exact moment. Or maybe an AI system tracked him. People could get bored or tired. They could make mistakes. AI systems may not have been perfect, but they were certainly far more patient.

Although he hated to admit it, even within the privacy of his own brain, Jason hated not knowing. He despised that flutter of nervous energy that seemed to ripple all across his body.

While the seconds passed in the minutes, Jason wasn't looking for any kind of active distraction. Still, his thoughts wandered and drifted.

He kept thinking about the cost and how much money his company had spent to send both him and Amanda here. It wasn't just the flight. His participation at this retreat actually made the MBMI richer and more powerful. He silently raged against that idea. He wished he could break something, if only to make their venture slightly less profitable.

Profits.

For a long time, he had focused on money. Ironically, most of the money that held his attention didn't even belong to him. As an employee, he had only tangentially paid attention to the paychecks he received. Instead, he focused on his success: the promotions, his office location, this parking spot, that sort of thing. He wanted to make sure that his superiors recognized his contributions. After that, the money felt more like some kind of bizarre bonus.

And yet, his company had now poured thousands of dollars into this. He was wearing that tunic, those cuffs, that collar, and he found himself on his knees, all because someone had signed the check.

How?

This was obviously an incredibly inefficient use of funds.

In college, he had taken a couple of different business and economics classes. One of his teachers had announced, "I love capitalism because it is purely efficient. People are rational, they generally make good decisions for themselves, and we can see how this has yielded incredible prosperity for people all across the world. Humans always know what they want. They always know what they need, and they will go after it. It's through this kind of greed that we get the best outcomes."

Another teacher had pointed out, "A lot of economists want to think of people as logical and rational, but just look around. Can't you just close your eyes and think of people who have made mistakes? People who do things that don't really make sense? If humans were truly rational, then we wouldn't have any kind of racism or sexism, especially in the business world. The civil rights movement never would have been necessary; feminists wouldn't still be arguing about the gender pay gap. Just think about it. If you're a company, and you want to get the best return for your investment, then you should hire more women. If women make less, then they are more efficient by definition. But that isn't what we see. Instead, people succumb to psychological glitches like homophily. People want to be around individuals who are like themselves. If you get a bunch of guys together at the top of the company, they are more likely to trust other men, even if that means they have to pay a little bit more. Besides, that's another problem with the corporate world, isn't it? Most of the time, you aren’t spending your own money." Jason had listened along. In truth, he hadn’t cared that much. These kinds of theoretical debates and discussions didn't mean anything to him.

Only now, he had to wonder whether or not profits actually mattered at his company any longer.

Amanda was here, and she had found the MBMI retreat. He had tagged along.

If she had found out about it and received permission (and funding) to go, that meant something.

There were women at the top of the company who embraced this…

In that instant, Jason nearly jerked his head up. It was only the invisible sense of compliance that kept him down on his knees with his head bowed forward. How many? He had to wonder. He thought of the managers he saw walking through the halls back at work. Many of them were female. Had they secretly embraced this kind of ideology? It seemed impossible.

Online, he routinely saw the arguments and debates. It seemed as though everything had become political. If a movie didn't include a meaningful role for an actress, then the feminists got mad. If a movie included a meaningful role for an actress, too many guys got mad. The rage was perpetual. And yet, a different question flew into his head.

Maybe the constant culture wars covered something else?

Jason didn't want to think so. After all, he was the kind of guy who could see himself as entirely practical. He was a pragmatist! He went to work, he did his job, and he focused on his ambitions. He didn't worry about the rest of society. Then again, it was easy for him. He was a man, and he occupied a privileged position of knowing his rights would always be safe. Even if he didn't actively defend himself, there were plenty of other men who would. They were online, angry, armed, and ready to fight!

Once again, Jason tried to actively cling to that idea.

The women couldn't take over…

A place like Athenia was too controversial to ever have a meaningful impact on the politics of any other country…

Men couldn’t be enslaved…

He tried to hold onto those ideas, yet they started to feel slippery, especially because he could feel the weight of the band around his neck. Not only that, he halfheartedly extended his arms, testing the ridiculously limited range of motion offered by the handcuffs.

He bit down, and he tried to think of some reasons why these women were doomed to failure.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

Moment by moment, Jason continued to search, he failed right until the moment when the door opened in front of him.

"Hello, Jason," came a smooth and gentle voice. "My name is Erin, and I'm here to welcome you to our retreat."

A figure emerged, her heels clicking against the floor as they approached with a purposeful stride. Erin, lithe yet formidable, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and authority, took in the sight of him with a smirk playing on her lips. She was dressed in a sleek, black outfit that accentuated her powerful form, holding a leather paddle in one hand. Her presence filled the room, the air thickening with a sense of anticipation that was both thrilling and terrifying.

"Ah, Jason," she purred, her voice a smooth blend of sweetness and steel. "You're looking...appropriate. I'm glad our robot was able to prepare you. You look good like this. You look humbled." She closed the door with a firm thud that sent a shiver down his spine, and the sound of the lock clicking into place echoed in his ears. "You know what's coming, don't you?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with a playful glint. He nodded, his throat tight with a mix of fear and arousal.

Jason needed to maintain some sense of dignity, like he thought he could hold onto his old status if he just remained stoic.

Erin strutted over to the chair in the center of the room and sat down; the leather seat creaked beneath her weight. She gestured to her lap with the paddle, and the light danced  across its shiny surface. "Come," she said, her voice a command. "You're going to learn your place here." With trembling legs, Jason rose to his feet and stepped closer, the leash tightening as he approached. The anticipation scraped against his psyche; he didn't want to think about this. He didn't want to envision what was about to happen, yet he didn't know how to stop himself either.

"Come," she said, extending a hand and pulling him down.

As he positioned himself over her knee, the soft fabric of the tunic rose up to expose his bare bottom. This newcomer couldn't help but feel vulnerable. The handcuffs dug into his wrists, a stark reminder of his lack of control in this situation. Erin's grip was firm as she took the leash in one hand and placed the other on his lower back, pressing him down until he was nestled in place. The coolness of her palm sent a jolt of excitement through him that he desperately tried to suppress.

"Are you ready?" She touched the paddle to his backside.

"Does it matter?"

"No," she said.

The first smack of the paddle was a surprise, a sharp sting that made him yelp. "Shush," she admonished, her voice low and soothing despite the pain she inflicted. "Take it like the obedient male we all know you can be." The second blow fell, harder and more deliberate, and he clenched his teeth to keep from crying out again. With each subsequent smack, the pain grew, radiating from his ass and up his spine. He felt the heat spread, his skin turning a darker shade of pink with every impact.

Erin's rhythm was relentless, her strokes alternating between fast and hard, then slow and deliberate. She knew exactly how to keep him on edge, the sting escalating into a throb that he both dreaded. The pain beat against his defenses. He had hoped for some kind of resilience, like he could just take this.

Then again, Jason had never really understood what a spanking could mean. He didn't contemplate the paddle. As a mature adult, he wasn't supposed to be subjected to this kind of corporal punishment.

Under her tutelage, however, his expectations had become irrelevant. Jason's eyes watered and he bit his lip while he tried to process the sensations overwhelming him. The pain pumped through his body! The smell of leather mingled with the gentle aroma of sweat now wafting along his nostrils, and the sound of each spank resonated in his ears like a drumbeat.

Her grip on his waist tightened, and she leaned down to whisper in his ear, her breath warm against his skin. "You're doing so well, Jason. Just a little more." Her words were a mix of praise and taunt, and he found himself pushing back into her, welcoming the pain as a strange form of acceptance. The spanking continued, each stroke pushing him closer to a precipice he hadn't known existed, until finally, she stopped. He panted, his body trembling from the exertion and the intensity of the sensations.

"Are you going to behave yourself? Are you going to be a good and obedient man at this retreat?"

"Yes," he answered. If Jason had envisioned some kind of defiant retort , he failed. He failed to meet those expectations because the pain had been so much more intense than he expected!

His eyes were damp, and the throbbing agony continued to play across his backside. She wasn't even paddling him at this point, yet it didn't matter. She had done it, and she could do it again.

He didn't know how, but she could have called her robots, and they could have rushed in there, grabbing him, pinning him, and overpowering him in a matter of seconds.

Whether he liked it or not, he was at her mercy.

Erin leaned back, allowing him to rise. He stood there for a moment, his legs shaking, before she tugged gently on the leash. "Look at me," she instructed. He obeyed, his eyes meeting hers. Her gaze was intense, searching, as if looking for something deep within him. "You're mine now," she said, her voice a seductive purr. "You're my now because you are a male, and I am a woman. As a man, you are my inferior. Say it."

"As a man, on your inferior," he said.

"And you have to do whatever any woman here says, don't you?"

"Yes," he answered.

"Say it," she ordered.

This woman, Erin, expected him to repeat every word. He had to say it. He had to admit it. Knowing the truth wasn't good enough; he had to voice that reality for himself. "As a man…" His voice trailed off, like he just couldn't finish. Then he gulped again and continued, "As a man, I have to do whatever any woman here says."

"Good," she answered. "Welcome to the retreat."

Just like that, Erin got up, and she walked away. Jagged frustration pulsed through his body because it felt like Jason had entered a new chapter in his life, one where he would be pushed to his limits. He could do this, he promised himself. He could take this. He was strong enough because he had to be!

A robot quickly approached him. He glanced up, and he marveled at the construct in front of him. It wasn't just her eyes, he decided. There was something about her hair, the contours of her face, the angle of her neck, and the rest of her physique. When he saw her, he couldn't help but feel that twinge of excitement.

Or maybe it was the lingering effects from the welcoming video.

He closed his eyes and contemplated the woman. She seemed to linger there at the back of his eyes, like some after image burned onto his retinas. She had been so beautiful, so alluring, so intoxicating…

And yet, he still understood exactly what she had told him and every other male in that auditorium. They were going to be subjugated. They were going to be owned. Sure, she had used the sweet and flowery language, promising them that this would be good for them. She tried to make it sound like this was something he should be grateful for. He understood those details, yet Jason still grimaced. He still bit down and fumed.

The robot leaned forward, the corners of her mouth rose up, and she offered him a simulated smile. "Males routinely have a difficult time controlling their libidos. That said, you are not allowed to touch yourself tonight. Do you understand?"

"Yeah," he replied. "I understand."

"Good boy," she said. "Smart boy."

His eyes narrowed, and he glared back at her. Despite the exasperation playing across his face, the robot didn't acknowledge his feelings. Rather, she took him by his leash and escorted him through the facility once again.

That moment would have been a good opportunity to try to connect with some of the other men here. He saw them out in the hall. Jason knew he needed to get a sense of his fellow inmates; he wondered whether or not the other retreat participants would be like that one man who had been forcibly ejected from the auditorium. Jason ran the tip of his tongue along his teeth, but he didn't dare look at the other hairless males, each of whom had been similarly adorned in cuffs, collars, and those tight and frustratingly revealing tunics.

Up until that exact moment, Jason had never really understood what it was like for the women who complained about expectations for female fashion. Distantly, he had been aware of the feminists who argued about the frustration of perpetually being subject to the male gaze. He had heard those words, only to disregard them. Whenever he had thought about those kinds of complaints, he usually just shrugged them off, thinking that those women were being too sensitive.

But now there was something about his bare feet, his smooth legs, and the fact that the hem of his tunic barely covered his genitals…

He felt like he was on display.

They stepped out into the corridor, and he saw several women. These were real, human women. They didn't introduce themselves. He spotted Erin again, but he didn't dare say anything.

Only moments ago, Jason had told himself that he was supposed to try to get a sense of the other guys at the facility. Specifically, he needed to know whether or not he would be able to find any allies. Strategically, he liked the idea of figuring out who would be willing to fight back. Although he had allowed that opportunity to squander, Jason now found himself glancing up at the women.

They stared right back at him.

He couldn't help but think about walking down the street. Sometimes, he would be stepping out of the office to go grab some lunch, and he would see a few women out on the sidewalk with him. His eyes would always linger on the hot ones in particular; he loved to let his eyes slide down their glossy hair, the curves of their breasts, or down to their tight asses. He had never been cruel or creepy, yet Jason had never felt particularly bad. And if those girls did happen to notice, he never really understood how they would drop their gazes down or look away quickly, like they hoped he'd be gone when they checked again.

He always was.

But now, Erin and her compatriots stared right back at him. His eyes met theirs, and he saw something else in the way they watched him. There was the sense of possessiveness, control, and of complete confidence.

The robot tugged on his leash again and guided him away from those other women.

For a few seconds there, Jason had been tempted. On some level, he had honestly wanted to say something like, "Please. I didn't realize what this was. Please, I'm not like these other guys. I don't belong here, and I don't want to be here. Please, can I just go home now? I can pay for it!" The desperation would've clawed along every other word, like he understood just how pathetic he would have sounded.

Something had stopped him. As he stepped away from the women in the hallway, Jason hadn't been able to explain it. Only a few seconds later, however, the reality seemed to crash down on him. Jason hadn't said anything because he had already known they wouldn't listen. There had been something about the way they watched him, the way they smirked, and how they were whispering back and forth. Those women loved this. They loved knowing that they were in charge, they had taken command, and these men had already been defeated.

Wait, Jason told himself. That last part wasn't true. He couldn't let it be.

Even if he had been cuffed and gone through the indignity of getting shaved and cleaned out, he wouldn't simply break. He thought of the resources he had drawn upon in order to succeed back at work. In the office, there was always that question of trust, reliability, and dedication. He had pushed himself hard and succeeded over and over again, even when he went up against some pretty nasty competitors.

Just because Amanda had tricked him, that didn’t mean he had to succumb.

He wasn't like the other men.

Jason could still remember the looks on some of the other guys' faces. While a few of the men seemed genuinely defiant and aggressive, there were others who had looked pliant and docile, as though they were genuinely happy to be here. They watched that welcome video, and it told them everything they had expected to hear.

It reinforced what they already knew...what they already believed.

Jason didn't get it. As he followed the robot, he didn't comprehend exactly how any man would be willing to give up like that.

Finally, she brought him to a small doorway. She opened it, and he peered inside. He saw the small cot and nothing else.

"This is your room," said the robot. She sounded almost cheerful, like he was supposed to be grateful.

"And where is my colleague staying?" Jason spoke without thinking.

The robot stepped right up to him. He breathed in, and he was surprised to pick up on the aroma of her perfume. It was intoxicating, some combination of strawberry and cherry. That sweetness washed along his senses even as she looked down at him. He wanted to stumble back, only now her grip slid along his leash, shortening it. Whether this male liked it or not, he wasn't going anywhere. More importantly, he could sense her strength at the end of that leash. He hated the idea that this petite figure could be stronger than him, but she wasn't a human. She wasn't organic. Excellent engineers had designed her, so she would be able to take him down with hardly any effort.

Although he hated all of this, Jason still had to cling to those ideas. He couldn't make some stupid mistake because he forgot about where he was.

"Get in," she said, tugging his leash.

His nostrils twitched, but he obeyed. He started to step forward, and she grabbed his hands, quickly pulling them free from the cuffs. The bands came away, and he started to roll and stretch his shoulders after he stepped across the threshold.

The door shut behind him.

Jason was alone.

He turned back toward the door; tentatively, he reached for the handle, he touched it, turned it, and was unsurprised to realize that it wouldn't open. The knob wouldn't twist, and he wouldn't be able to leave here.

He was locked in and trapped.

Jason rolled his eyes. Irritation flared through his chest. Simultaneously, part of him yearned for the chance to throw his shoulder forward and slam himself up against the door, like he thought he was going to be able to break out.

That wasn't going to work, he quickly deduced. Fine, he told himself. He could handle this.

Jason didn't know exactly how much time he would have in this room. He lowered himself down onto the cot. It was softer and more comfortable than he had expected. There weren't any blankets or pillows. Then again, he didn't seem to need them. As he shifted, however, he thought he felt something under his shoulder. It was beneath the padding; that much was obvious. It was rectangular, slender, and he wasn't even sure there was something down there. Maybe it was just his imagination or some imperfection built in the floor.

Since he didn't have anything else to do, Jason decided to explore. Rolling onto his stomach, he reached under the mattress and found something. His finger slid along the smooth surface, and his heart started to beat faster.

At first, he couldn't really believe it.

His fingers tightened around the device, he pulled out that smooth rectangle, and then he saw it. His phone! His eyes widened, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. He had it. This was really his phone.

Next, he had to wonder about the other requirements. He ran his finger along the reader, and the screen activated. He quickly checked the upper right-hand corner, and he saw he actually had a connection!

A grin curved along his lips, and he opened the phone app. Right away, he decided that he was going to call his office back in the United States.

Eleanor.

He thought of talking to her, telling her what he had done, what this corporate retreat really meant, and…

Instantly, he had to wonder whether or not she had known about it. She was a woman; it made sense. When she had signed his paperwork and agreed to let him go, had she recognized exactly what kind of place this was? Did she know what he was going to face, and what would happen to him here?

Without thinking about it, Jason reached up, and his leash may have been detached, but there was still that collar around his neck. He brushed his fingers along the smooth material, and he swallowed. He sensed the tension there against the base of his throat. It reminded him of his status here.

If he had called Eleanor, maybe she would have just laughed in his face.

His nostrils twitched, and he thought about his friends. Even if he called some of them, he had no idea what they would have been able to do.

He had signed the documents. Officially, he was there of his own free will.

Maybe later, he told himself.

Maybe he would be able to tolerate this? Maybe he could take it?

Jason held onto those ideas. And then, a different impulse flared through him. He had his phone, and he could hide it underneath the mattress easily enough. Clearly, his handlers had missed that little detail. Besides, he doubted they were going to spend a lot of time coming in here to clean. If anything, they would make him do it. And if he had to clean, then he could keep the phone hidden…

Jason quickly glanced up and around, but he didn't see any cameras.

Perfect, he thought to himself.

Better yet, Jason was alone, he had this privacy, and…

The image of that woman from the welcome video quickly flashed behind his eyes all over again. He started to think about her, and there was that excitement right between his legs. He could feel the tickle of arousal along his balls and up, and the base of his shaft, then along his length. The desire started to swirl through his body, and he pressed his lips together.

Technically, this was probably going to be a bad idea. Then again, he had already gone through so much that day. The exhaustion pulsed along his skin, and he really, really wanted to relax. He needed to be able to enjoy himself, if only for a little while.

Jason rolled onto his back, and he had his phone…

His phone…

He had the signal, so he pulled up one of his favorite videos without even thinking. Of course, the phone was consistently logged into his favorite websites. He saw that video, and there was that girl, and she was on her knees, servicing a man.

Jason loved this!

He loved knowing that he could watch this kind of content, and the women here wouldn’t even know about it!

Feeling triumphant, he stroked himself, and he remembered what the robot had told him. He wasn't supposed to pleasure himself. He wasn't supposed to touch himself.

They had seriously expected him to obey. Just because a robot told him not to do this, he snorted. These women may have had money on their side, but they clearly didn't know what they were doing! As a guy, he had every right to enjoy himself!

Among the robots and the women who ran this place, he was helpless. He knew that, and he could acknowledge it. They enjoyed every advantage, so they were going to win if he tried to fight back. But in this small chamber, Jason could do something on his own. He could do it, and he didn't have to worry about them, what they would think, what they would say, or anything along those lines.

With that disobedient little grin curving along his lips, he shut his eyes, Jason continued to stroke his shaft. His fingers moved along his hardened member. He loved that tumescent strength; he enjoyed the flutters of desire that flared out from between his legs. He was still holding up the phone with his left hand as he enjoyed the show. At the same time, there were those dual images playing behind his eyes. He watched his favorite clip. At the same time, he kept thinking about that beautiful woman from the welcome video. The excitement ran hot through his frame, shooting out from between his legs again and again.

Then he slowed down. He forced himself to stop because he had decided to draw this out for as long as possible.

Still, his fingers continued to dance along his flesh. He squeezed. He moved his hand up, down, and he started to think of that woman in this position.

He wanted to be in charge. He craved that kind of control and power.

At work, Jason was always a good and obedient employee. Then again, he sometimes saw those cute interns around the office. For the most part, he understood how those girls operated. They were aggressive, hostile and sharp. As new college students, they were still holding onto their feminist ideals. These were the kinds of young women who intended to take over the world. As far as Jason was concerned, they were just young and naïve; given a little bit of time, they would understand how things actually worked. Their ideals didn't change anything, and they would eventually learn to serve. Along the way, he knew that he would soon be one of the top leaders at the company. He dedicated everything he had to his corporate success, so it made sense.

As far as he was concerned, it was inevitable.

He just had to get out of this retreat.

Or better yet, he had to endure it, learn everything he could, and leave of his own accord. Once he was gone, he'd have this incredible advantage. He would understand how these women thought and what they genuinely expected. Glancing over a few articles about Athenia had given him some small amount of insight, but he needed more.

Then he squeezed again, and the excitement came closer.

Jason nearly lost control.

Not yet, he promised himself. Soon but not yet, he kept thinking again and again while he watched that video and allowed himself to envision that woman. He wanted to take control. He wanted to have her and to own her. Even if he was the one wearing the collar right then and there, she was just so beautiful, and he had those toxic, male urges.

Heat gathered along his cheeks, down his neck, and over his shoulders. The longing stretched through his body, and he was coming closer and closer.

Finally, he squeezed down! He tightened his grip, and that rush of ecstasy pulsed through his body. It ripped him, darting from his toes up to his feet, along his legs, and especially right there in his grip. That throbbing bliss swam across his skin. He loved it!

Better yet, that sense of triumph continued to rush across every inch of his body! This was what he had craved! Even if he had been forced to watch that welcoming video and to hear all about his subjugation, Jason didn't care. Right then and there, he lost himself to that raw, physical satisfaction. It allowed him to forget about everything else for just a little while.

But then he was done, spent, and he looked over at his phone again. He quickly paused the video and slid the phone underneath his mattress after turning it off.

The men found themselves in the auditorium again. Jason glanced around, and he saw more guys than had been there the day before. Were they newcomers? No, he didn't think so. Instead, Jason decided that they’d probably been here longer. The corporate retreat probably had rotating groups of men.

He was cuffed once again with his arms behind his back. Doing his best to be subtle, Jason glanced around and tried to discern which of these guys would be willing to fight back.

If it came down to it, Jason wondered whether or not he would be able to fight. If he needed to, would he have been able to throw a punch? Attacking the robots seemed easy enough. They weren’t people, and he didn't have to worry about harming anyone. Instead, it would just be a question of damaging property. Fine. He could do that.

With the women, however, he started to worry about actually harming them.

Before he could come to any kind of resolution, the woman from before stepped up onto the stage. It was Erin, and he saw her, and there was that little tickle of excitement. Pleasuring himself the night before had certainly relieved most of the pressure, but he saw her, and he kept his expression carefully neutral.

"Hello," she began. "As you know, you were all told last night after your initial orientation that you were not allowed to pleasure yourselves. And yet, this happens every single time." She shook her head, apparently disappointed.

This was happening too fast; Jason didn't understand what was going on, not until the robot was right in front of him. She reached down, grabbed him by his newly attached leash, and forced him to his feet. Within seconds, he was up on that stage. He was looking out into the crowd. There were still quite a few men out there.

"What is it about you boys? You think you find a phone, and you think you get to just do whatever you want?"

She knew about the phone…

Instantly, he understood. It had been planted.

Worse, the screen behind him came alive, and Jason glanced over along the rest of the stage, and he saw other men with other robots. Not only that, the light behind them activated, and now he saw several large poles, each one smooth and painted black. The robot shoved him over, she released him from his cuffs, only to take his wrists and force arms above his head.

"What is this?" Jason asked, keeping his voice low. "Please. I didn't do anything wrong!"

The robot didn't respond. With that perfect, mechanical impassivity, she dragged him up to one of the metal rods, and she pushed him back against the pillar. The cold metal brushed along his body. He shivered, and then he looked out at the rest of the audience. He saw those men. Not all of them had been dragged up here. Instead, several were watching him.

They restrained him, trapping him. Then that woman, Erin, held out her hand, and one of the other robots placed a rubber strap right there against her palm. She lifted it, slapped it down against her thigh, turned back toward the men, and grinned, "Yesterday, we were very clear with you. We gave you a set of instructions. We told you that you weren't allowed to touch yourself. And what did you do?"

One guy called out, "I'm sorry! I couldn't help myself!"

Jason pursed his lips, irritated with the speed at which that other guy had broken. Seriously, did he have any self-respect at all?

"You couldn't help yourself?" Erin asked. The handler strode forward.

As Jason watched, that young man dropped his head down. He stared at the floor like he couldn't possibly meet her gaze because she was this powerful woman, and he was nothing but a humble male. He wasn't strong enough or smart enough to match her in any way.

"I suppose that makes sense," she said. Erin grinned. There was something cruel, feline, and predatory about the curve of her lips as she watched this hapless male. "You couldn't help yourself. You couldn't help yourself because you are an incompetent man. You aren't like the women around you, are you? You're not strong enough. Not smart enough. You can't control your impulses."

She shook her head, and then she turned back toward Jason. Her eyes locked on him.

In that instant, Jason could acknowledge, if only to himself, how and why the other men broke around a woman like her. She carried herself with that perfect confidence. Here was a woman who understood exactly what kind of power she wielded in Athenia. In this community and in this territory, she was a woman. That gave her every advantage. She was in charge, and she wouldn't make any kind of stupid mistake. He was a man, on the other hand, and that put him at every disadvantage.

"And what about you? What did you do?"

Jason inclined his chin. He stared back at her. "Nothing."

In response, Erin nodded toward the robots. They grabbed him, pulled him up, and shoved him up against another one of the metal pillars. They yanked his hands above his head and shackled him, restraining him within the span of just a few seconds. In truth, Jason didn't really struggle or fight. Deep down, he had already known it wouldn't have made any difference. First, he was outnumbered. Second, it would have only taken one of those robotic women to control him completely.

The cuffs locked on, they spread his legs, and then they stripped him. They pulled the tunic away from his body, yanking it and ripping the fabric.

There he was, naked in front of all of these women.

Erin watched. She had her arms over her chest as she smirked in his direction.

Again, Jason tried to focus on her.

Then he looked around, and he saw some of the other women at the facility. Not all of them were robots, he quickly realized. Unfortunately for him, that made this even harder to endure. They watched, they smiled, and they enjoyed the show.

His naked, hairless body was an exhibit for their amusement, only now Erin stepped up to him. She reached down, and she stroked his chest, then his flank with the back of her hand. She gently brushed her fingers along his skin, like he was some animal at a petting zoo.

"Don't do that," he growled back at her.

"Why not?" Erin said. "We both know you need to be punished. Are you ready?"

"I didn't do anything," he insisted again. As far as he was concerned, lying made sense, first because he wanted to avoid any sort of punishment. Second, he remained acutely aware that this was his body (so he had the right to touch himself), and he hated the idea that these women could try to enslave him.

Enslavement. Up until now, that idea had never really held any kind of purchase within his mind. As a man, he had never really contemplated subjugation. Again, he thought of those different privileges he had enjoyed over the course of his existence. He had lived in a meritocratic world, one where people only considered his output. So long as he could do his job, he was rewarded.

Only now, his talent had become irrelevant. They had rendered his abilities into some meaningless detail. Or rather, they expected him to perform, only that would mean domestic service of one type or another.

And now, she casually stroked his cock. She ran her fingers along his shaft, and his body responded right there in front of all of those observers. The audience was watching, and there was nothing he could do.

Jason envisioned some scenario where he could have pulled himself up, kicked out, and fought back. He ached for the chance to resist, like he thought he would be able to cling to some kind of defiance and dignity. It was a nice idea, yet it wasn't going to work.

As one of the handlers and trainers at this facility, the woman in front of him kept stroking him, her hand moving along his sensitive flesh. His muscles tightened; he locked his abdomen, he drew in a breath, and he held it. Desperation gripped him, especially because he hated how she could stimulate him. Then she pulled her hand back, and she raised the rubber tool from before. She had slapped it down against her palm. As she had touched him, Jason had forgotten all about it.

It was time for his reminder.

She touched the rubber implement to his leg, she jerked it back, and he flinched before she even swung down. Jason shut his eyes, winced, and froze. Simultaneously, he waited for that rush of pain.

"Look at me," she commanded.

Tentatively, he obeyed. "Good," she said. "You should always do as your superiors command."

Jason didn't understand, not until she brought it down in one sweeping arc and the pain snapped across his body. He heard that slapping noise, and she just laughed. Instinctively, he tugged against the shackles holding his arms over his head.

"What did you do?"

"Nothing," Jason insisted. "I didn't do anything wrong!" He’d made that point before. It didn’t work then, and it didn’t work now.

The trainer struck once on his right thigh, then twice more on his left. She went for the same spot, making sure the pain tore through his defenses.

"What did you do?" the handler asked again.

"Nothing!"

"Wrong," she said. She struck six more times, swinging down hard. The black tool swept through the air, connecting with more force every time. Each time she struck, another jolt of pain exploded along his nerves. It started there in his thighs before leaping out along with the rest of his skin.

She was focused and calculated. She made sure those red welts stung. Each time she landed another blow, he hissed or called out. He cried out, unable to stop himself. The sounds got torn from his vocal cords that she worked him.

"What did you do?" Erin asked again.

By now, he was panting. His chest rose and fell with every frantic, frenzied gasp. He was breathing harder and faster than he would have while running some marathon.

"Tell me," she said, lifting her free hand and jabbing her nail underneath his chin. That rush of sensation was enough to make him obey.

The trapped man before her broke. "I touched myself," he said. "I pleasured myself."

"You jerked off," she said. It wasn't a question, and he couldn't deny it.

For a moment there, Jason sucked another breath, and he searched for the courage to call out something defiant like, "I can touch myself if I want! I have every right to enjoy myself!" Although every fiber of his being called for him to utter those words, he wasn't brave enough. He couldn't summon the courage necessary to resist her influence. This was a woman in front of him, after all. As such, she could tell him to do whatever she liked, and he didn't get the opportunity to argue or resist; he couldn't fight back!

"You broke the rules," she told him. "For that, you’re going to pay." Erin practically sang out the words.

"What, what does that mean?"

"Just wait," she said with a little smirk.

Erin leaned forward, invading his personal space. Her breasts pushed up against his chest. He was naked, smooth, and exposed to everyone in that chamber. Worse, the other women around the room clearly enjoyed it. They were smirking, tittering, giggling and laughing. Those sounds rippled across the air, yet there was nothing he could do to stop them.

Back at work, Jason was a competent man. He was someone who commanded the respect of his superiors, his colleagues, and those he oversaw. Here, however, he was just a dumb man. As a male, he wasn't entitled to his opinion. As a member of the inferior sex, he had to do as he was told. Those ideas swirled and reverberated and boomed inside of his head. Normally, he would have been able to resist, like he should have stared back into her eyes and fought back.

Maybe it was this new community, her proximity, or something else altogether. It could have been the aroma of her perfume or the sound of her voice. Either way, Erin was in charge. She was in control, and she grinned ferociously. Then she stepped back, and she struck at his legs again, using that solid rubber to inject one dose of pain after another along his senses.

He jerked against the bonds. He fought so hard! Jason did everything he could, but it wasn't enough!

Then she switched sides again, and he was trying to catch his breath. She dropped the rubber strap. Despite his best efforts, he failed over and over again. She laughed, she came up to him, and she cupped his balls in one hand. With the other, she stroked his shaft. She wrapped her hand around his member, and he arched his back even as he pushed his buttocks up against the pillar behind him. He strained against the shackles, yanking as hard as he could. The slender chains went taut, yet that wasn't enough!

"Poor man," she taunted him. "Poor, stupid man. You really want to get away, don't you? I bet you wish you could put this to good use. But you can't because you belong to us. That's why you're here. You need to learn. You need to learn how to cooperate and behave. Do you know what that means?"

"I don't care!" Jason shouted back.

Right then, she tightened her grip on his cock, and it was almost enough to get him off! She pushed him right up to the very edge of that rush of relief. He wanted it so badly. His mouth actually watered, and his heart slammed fast. The pain had evaporated, only to be replaced by this longing.

Somehow, that was even worse!

"You want me to give you some release, don't you? You enjoyed touching yourself before, but this is so much better, isn't it?" Erin taunted him.

It was!

Jason didn't want to acknowledge it. He didn't want to believe it, yet those desires continued to swirl and spin his center. Without realizing what he was doing, he pushed his hips forward, like he thought he might be able to enjoy the feel of her touch just a little more. After all, that was all it was going to take.

Moment by moment, he tried to forget that there were people watching. Erin wasn't going to make it that easy on him, however. "My colleagues can see you right now. And they aren't alone, are they?"

There were those other males, the ones who had also been accepted into this corporate retreat.

Jason didn't allow himself to raise his head. Instead, his mouth started moving, and he anticipated something angry or defiant to jump from his lips. Rather, he was whimpering. He was pleading with this woman. "Please. Please, don't stop! Please, just let me do it. Please?" He jerked his head up, and he stared across that short distance between them. Their eyes met, the corners of her cheeks rose, and she grinned. "What's that? What is it you want?"

"I need to…" Jason started to answer. "I need to come!"

"Is that because you’re just a dumb guy who can't control himself? Is that the problem?"

He bit down, locking his teeth together. With his jaw clenched, Jason did his best to consider how he could get her to change her mind. For the time being, however, she continued to toy with him. Her fingers danced along his shaft over and over again. Up and down, along every angle, she played with him. Simultaneously, he got the impression that she was studying him. She was learning all about him. She was working him up even as she tried to discern exactly what it would take to drive him wild with need.

It wasn't fair!

At work, Jason had been able to give up on any concept of justice. As far as he was concerned, the corporate realm was one dominated by interoffice politics, skill, and effort. Here, however, this woman was in charge, and she continued to toy with him. She played with him, but he didn't know how to make her stop!

"Tell me about your status, Jason," she commanded.

His status?

For a couple of seconds, he genuinely didn't understand. The idea seemed impossible to comprehend. Behind his computer screen, he was always acutely aware of how everyone saw him. He knew that he had to compete with Amanda, just as he understood that he needed to win! He always needed to win; more than that, he wanted the prestige!

Still naked and on display, smooth and collared, this man couldn't get any of that…

Worse, he understood it.

Theoretically, that should have made it easier for him to start pleading. He could have looked back into Erin's eyes and given up. He could have surrendered completely, offering her anything and everything she wished. If nothing else, they were just words…That understanding should have made it so much easier to acquiesce. He could degrade himself, giving up on every iota of dignity he had once possessed if it meant she could squeeze him and draw out that orgasm, making his cock throb, just as it had the night before…

Something held him back. He didn't think it was his dignity, his ego, or even a sense of self-respect. Instead, it was a different kind of fear, probably because he had to wonder whether or not his total subjugation would have been enough for her.

"I, I can't," he complained.

"You can," she promised him. "You can and you will because I'm not giving you any choice." There. She made it sound so simple, so easy.

As much as he hated to admit it, even within the booming, frantic pulse of his brain, Jason couldn't give in. He didn't allow himself to break despite understanding she was probably right.

"I'm not going anywhere," she promised him, her voice soft and alluring.

He should have hated her. The way she teased him should have been enough to short-circuit every desire within his body. Instead, she was close, and Jason loved the feel of her chest. There was the warmth of her breath against his skin, and he almost envisioned what it would have felt like to have her lips graze his mouth. She could have kissed him, and he would have been desperate and begging for more.

"Are you ready to serve? Are you ready to be tamed? Are you ready to do your very best to please us?"

Us. The word reverberated behind his eyes and throughout his body as he contemplated what that meant. Jason didn't want to believe it; he fought so hard not to accept it. He searched for that wild, angry denial. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't resist.

"Yes!"

"Good," she said. She stroked him again, squeezing. Her hand moved up and down along his shaft. She toyed with his manhood. Sometimes she squeezed harder and faster. At other points, she relaxed her grip, giving him a few seconds here or there to calm down. It didn't matter how he tried to shift or rotate his hips. Jason just couldn't get the contact, the friction, or the pressure he needed!

That orgasm remained frustratingly elusive. It was right there, so delightfully close, yet he still couldn't get off!

He jerked his head up, he howled, and then something inside of him broke. This time, it wasn't a matter of his imagination. He was begging! He was pleading! "Please. Please, just a little more? Please! I’ll do whatever you want, okay?" Distantly, maybe he tried to hold onto the idea that he could lie to her, like this was just an exercise in manipulation. Maybe then, he could have retained some sliver of his dignity.

Then again, Jason didn't enjoy any of those thoughts. Instead, the words flew from his mouth, and he didn't think about what they meant beyond telling her whatever she wished to hear. In that moment, she owned him so completely, all because she knew exactly how to tease him.

"I could do it," she said. "I could do it right now. It would be so easy. I could get you off, and you could enjoy that orgasm. I know how badly you want it. You're desperate right now, aren't you? You're desperate and pathetic because you know you can't control yourself. That's why you broke the rules last night. But guess what? There are penalties for slaves who break the rules." Penalties? He genuinely didn't understand, all because he couldn't think clearly.

Then he figured it out.

She wouldn't let him! Besides, she had already punished him. She had inflicted those jolts of pain, and it should have been enough!

Then she drew her hands back altogether.

“No!” he shouted.

“Yes,” she purred. “Get the ice.” Those last three words weren’t intended for her captive.

"What? What are you talking about?" Jason demanded. Again, he yanked and twisted against the restraints, only a pair of robots appeared. He saw these sleek, artificial women, each of whom held a small bowl.

Very casually, Erin reached out, and she picked out a piece of ice. He saw that perfectly smooth cube there in her hand, and his eyes stayed wide as he stared at her. Desperation pulsed through his body as he tried to hold her attention. More than that, he was doing his absolute best to spark some iota of mercy within her.

He didn't believe she could do this. He didn't want to accept the idea that this could really happen.

Jason had already put the pieces together; he saw the ice, and his head dropped down as he stared at the length of his cock.

"Maybe this won't be necessary if you can relax," she said. "You get three seconds."

Three seconds? That wasn't enough! The injustice of it burned through him, yet Jason still tried to do it. There was this woman in front of him, and he had to cooperate. If he could only satisfy her, then maybe he'd be able to avoid this next degrading dose of punishment.

"One…" Erin counted.

Sucking in a long breath, he felt his chest expand as his shoulders rose.

"Two…" Erin cooed.

Again, he tried to get his body under control. Theoretically, she had offered him three seconds, yet she drew them out, allowing the seconds to tick by. Still, there was something about the sound of her voice. Not only that, her touch lingered along his cock. His manhood strained with that unadulterated need. With every second, he fought as hard as he could. He battled biology as he did his best to get his body to yield to his will.

Jason had never been in any situation like this before. Up until now, he had been able to indulge those instincts as much as he liked. This time, however, she was watching him. More importantly, her gaze and the decision she might make was the only one that mattered.

Strangely enough, he feared the ice more than he had worried about the pain. Maybe it was the fact that he actually had some semblance of "control" here. After all, she was giving him an option. If he miraculously made this happen, then he wouldn't have to endure the snap of cold along his flesh. But first, he needed to succeed!

Still, gasping, Jason did his best. Struggling hard, he channeled every iota of will power and strength he possessed. He did everything he could to seize control of his mind and body. He tried to concentrate on work, on the broken printer, on the bitter taste from the coffee machine…

None of those distractions did it for him, especially because he made the mistake of glancing up, and he saw the contours of her chest, the outline of her shoulders, and the curves of her waist. There was her feminine physique right in front of him, and that was enough to entice him. She triggered something primal, something powerful and programmed deep within his body.

"Three," Erin practically sang.

That was the moment when she decided to push the piece of ice right there against the base of his shaft! The cold ripped across his skin. She held the ice in place, rubbing it along that spot right between his scrotum and cock. There was the sharp bite of chill, but she wasn't done! She didn't pull away. Instead, she held the ice there as the cold continued to seep into his flesh. There had been that first stab, yet now it seemed to ripple along his body, and he locked his eyes shut. Distantly, Jason was aware of the fact that there were other men in the audience watching this and seeing this and understanding exactly what was happening to him.

In some alternate reality, a better version of Jason might have been able to snarl or laugh or simply remain utterly impassive as though he didn't care. That didn't happen. Jason kept jerking his head from side to side. At one point, he shut his eyes. At another, they were wide open as he drank in the sight of that beautiful woman standing in front of him.

But then it was done.

She looked down at his softened cock. Still, Erin wasn't satisfied. "Not good enough," she said.

He didn't understand, not until she picked up another piece of ice. She pinched it between two fingers, and then she stroked it along the right side of his shaft, followed by the left. She teased him, working it along the tip. Again and again, he bucked and thrashed, pulling and twisting as hard as he could, yet the restraints held him in place as she tormented him.

Theoretically, it was just cold. It wasn't going to hurt him, yet every zap of sensation seemed to rob this man of his ability to think clearly. He was panting, gasping and desperate. That pathetic fear pulsed all along his skin as Erin played with him. "As a man, you need to learn to control yourself. You need to understand that this exists for female pleasure. This is a toy for us to use because you’re a toy for us to use," she said, her voice low and insistent. Simultaneously, she sounded so wise, as though this was an important lesson, one he absolutely needed to memorize. And if he didn't, he would regret it…

He already regretted it!

Jason couldn't break free, so she continued to play with him.

Finally, that second piece of ice had melted away, leaving his cock wet. She touched her hand to his forehead and forced his head up before she looked right into his eyes. "What are you?"

"I'm a toy," he said.

"And?"

"A servant?"

She flashed a playful smile, "Try again."

"I, I'm a slave!"

"Good," she said. Still pinning his forehead with one hand, she reached out with her free arm, her palm up, and her fingers extended. One of the robots handed her something.

Jason didn't even see it.

In that moment, he was lost in the full weight of her gaze. She watched him, and she seemed to absorb his every thought, his every impulse and idea, as though he couldn't summon any kind of initiative on his own. She sapped away his free will, making him understand that he was subordinate to her. She would make every decision, and he’d do as he was told. That was how this worked. That was how this had to work.

That reality permeated his senses. It seemed to overwhelm him, making it impossible for this man to think of anything else.

"Say it again," she commanded.

"I belong to you," he said.

"No," she answered with a slow shake of her head and that same bright smile from before. "You belong to all of us. When a woman gives you a command, what will you do?"

"I’ll do whatever she says," he promised.

"You will obey," she agreed.

"I will obey," he said. As far as Jason could tell, there were no other words; there were no other possibilities. This had to happen. It was an inescapable inevitability.

That was when she held up the chastity cage. His vision blurred for a second because he understood what he was seeing. He had found them online before, but he had never imagined he would have to wear one. Now she took it apart, and she started to slide the first component into place. "Since you can't be trusted, you’ll be locked up," she said, taking her time as she applied each piece expertly. There was the ring around his shaft, another band under his balls, the tube, and each fastener. Then she held up the lock for him to see. "Are you ready? Are you ready for me to use this?"

Desperate and pathetic, Jason shook his head from side to side. Something about this treatment had exhausted him, draining away every iota of strength that had once been at his disposal. Gone, it was all gone now. Still, he managed to turn his head from side to side, just a little bit.

That wasn't good enough, and he couldn't get her to change her mind. She smirked, and then she slid the lock into position. She pushed it down, and then they both heard it. There was that telltale click. The sound cut across the air, leaving him gasping.

For her part, Erin turned back to the audience. There were still a few men remaining out there. "Remember, when you misbehave, there are consequences."

It was time for his first lesson.

Jason followed the others in silent formation, his bare feet pressing against the smooth, cool tile as they were ushered into a softly lit training hall. The room exuded an atmosphere of calm precision—rows of low cushioned stools arranged neatly, a faint scent of chamomile and vanilla drifting through the air. The walls bore elegant images of anatomical diagrams, each detailing the intricate musculature of the female back, shoulders, and neck. After getting caged, he still felt lost and disoriented.

Clearly, he wasn’t alone in that. Confusion played along the men’s faces as they considered what they would learn next.

There had already been so many lessons…

Jason swallowed hard, his freshly shaven skin hypersensitive to the tight fabric of the simple white tunic he now wore. At the same time, he did his best to ignore the weight of the locking cage between his legs. All the men were the same—hairless, uniform, stripped of their former identities, standing in silent anticipation of whatever came next. A collective nervous energy crackled in the air, though no one dared to speak.

A tall, poised woman stepped forward, her polished shoes clicking softly against the tile. Her golden-brown hair was pulled into a severe bun, highlighting the sharp symmetry of her features. She exuded an effortless dominance, the kind that made Jason’s pulse quicken. Dressed in a deep crimson blouse and fitted black trousers, she carried herself like someone who expected complete and immediate obedience.

She surveyed the group with a knowing smile before speaking.

“I am Instructor Amelia,” she announced, her voice a smooth blend of warmth and control. “You are here to learn one of the most valuable skills a man can possess—the art of touch. A woman’s body carries the weight of leadership, of responsibility, of intellect. It is your duty to ensure that weight is eased through skilled, attentive massage. This is not an indulgence—it is a necessity. And you will learn to provide it flawlessly.” She spoke as though she had delivered this lecture many times before.

Jason shifted his stance, his fingers curling slightly against his thighs. The idea of touching a woman in such an intimate way—under the scrutiny of an instructor—made his stomach twist in knots. He wasn’t the only one. A few of the men beside him cast hesitant glances downward, their shoulders tense.

Amelia stepped to the side, revealing a reclining chair draped in luxurious white linen. “Kneel.”

The command was simple and non-negotiable. Jason and the others immediately sank to their knees, the position already beginning to feel familiar. The cool tile pressed against his skin, grounding him in place.

Amelia sat elegantly in the chair, crossing one leg over the other. “Massage,” she continued, “is not about strength. It is about precision and understanding the needs of a woman’s body before she even speaks them. You will learn where tension resides, how to dispel it, and how to read the subtle cues that indicate pleasure or discomfort.”

She gestured toward a detailed anatomical chart behind her. “We will begin with the trapezius—the large, triangular muscle that extends from the base of the skull to the middle of the back.” Her manicured nails traced the diagram. “This muscle carries the most tension, particularly in women who spend their time in leadership positions. Your task is to ease that burden.”

She glanced at them. “Hands out.”

Jason raised his hands along with the others, palms up, fingers slightly trembling.

Amelia’s gaze sharpened. “A woman will not tolerate clumsy, untrained hands upon her. Your fingers must be firm but gentle, deliberate yet adaptable.”

She lifted her shoulders slightly. “Watch closely.”

A second woman entered who was dressed in a soft robe of pale silk. She moved with effortless grace as she seated herself on the massage chair, her back exposed, her posture relaxed yet expectant.

Amelia stepped behind her and placed her hands on the woman’s shoulders. “Begin with a broad, sweeping motion. You must warm the muscle to prepare it for deeper work. The key is rhythm.”

She demonstrated, her thumbs pressing into the flesh with slow, practiced pressure. “The upper fibers of the trapezius tend to harden with tension. Use your thumbs to knead gently in circular motions—like this.”

Jason’s breath hitched as he watched Amelia’s hands glide over the woman’s shoulders, her fingers commanding yet reverent. The way she touched, the way the woman in the chair sighed with relief—it was more than just a skill. It was control.

The door opened again with some silent signal.

Robots stepped in front of each of the males.

Amelia glanced at them. “Now, each of you will take a partner. You will practice the warm-up stroke first. Do not attempt deep pressure until I say so. Obviously, the robots will tell me if you make a mistake or rush ahead.”

Jason studied the synthetic woman nearest to him, a thin, dark-haired figure who looked completely relaxed and impassive. Even so, he believed the instructor’s threat.

They moved toward the low cushioned stools, mirroring the posture Amelia had displayed. Jason placed his hands lightly on the robot’s shoulders. Nervous doubt flared along his body because he’d never wanted to do anything like this. Nothing had ever prepared him for this kind of challenge.

Amelia’s voice was sharp. “Confidence. If you hesitate, she will feel it. Begin.”

Jason swallowed and pressed his thumbs into the robot’s artificial trapezius, making slow, circular movements. The fabric of her top was soft beneath his fingertips, but he could still feel the tension beneath. He worked cautiously, trying to mimic Amelia’s technique. His hands felt clumsy, unsure.

“Too timid,” Amelia called out, moving between the pairs. “A woman does not need to be coddled. She needs competence. Increase pressure.”

Jason adjusted, pressing more firmly, focusing on the slow, kneading rhythm. His partner exhaled slightly, her artificial muscles beginning to yield. Jason’s own shoulders ached with tension, but he ignored it. This was about learning. It came down to a question of adaptation.

Amelia stopped behind one of the recruits and rested her hands over his. “Here,” she murmured, guiding his fingers to the right spot. “Feel the ridge of muscle? This is where tension collects. Work along it, steady and firm.”

She released him and stepped back, nodding in approval. “Good. Now, the deltoids.” She returned to the reclining woman and slid her fingers down to the thick, rounded muscle of the shoulder. “The deltoids assist with every movement a woman makes—lifting, writing, directing. They are constantly engaged. You must relieve the strain here as well.”

Her thumbs pressed deep into the muscle, drawing slow circles. The woman in the chair let out a soft sigh, her head tilting slightly. Jason swallowed.

“Your turn,” Amelia instructed.

Jason’s hands found his test subject’s shoulders once more, his thumbs pressing into the deltoids. The muscle was firm beneath his fingers, but he worked slowly, coaxing it to loosen.

Amelia circled them, her eyes sharp. “Better,” she remarked as she passed Jason. “But you’ll need much more practice before you’re ready to serve.”

The session continued, moving through each muscle group—the rhomboids along the spine, the levator scapulae near the neck. With each lesson, Jason felt his hands become steadier, his movements more deliberate. The initial awkwardness began to fade, replaced by something else. He discovered that unwanted combination of discipline and understanding.

Finally, Amelia clapped her hands once, signaling the end of the session. The men withdrew their hands and knelt once more, facing her.

She smiled, apparently pleased. “You are improving. But this is only the beginning. Tomorrow, you will learn the subtleties of touch—pressure points, energy pathways. A woman’s body is an intricate instrument, and you will learn to play it flawlessly.”

Her eyes swept over them, a quiet challenge in her gaze. “Dismissed.”

Jason rose with the others, his body tense, his mind buzzing. He had never thought of himself as someone who would do this. But here he was, learning to serve, to obey, and to please. That odd sense of purpose took root, not that he really understood what it meant.

Jason entered the next training hall, his steps hesitant as he joined the other men in a perfectly arranged row. The room was austere, the walls lined with deep wooden paneling, and the long tables were polished to a flawless sheen. A set of delicate porcelain teacups sat atop each setting, pristine and waiting. The air smelled faintly of bergamot and jasmine, the scent of the teas they’d soon be handling.

At the front of the room stood a woman with an air of uncompromising authority. Her auburn hair was tightly coiled into an intricate bun, and she wore a crisp, tailored navy dress that accentuated her sharp posture. She definitely looked like a teacher; more importantly, here as a woman who could take command of a room and the men in it.

In her right hand, she held a long wooden yardstick, which she now tapped idly against the nearest table. Jason’s muscles clenched as he considered what she could do with that tool.

“I am Instructor Callie,” she announced, her voice cutting through the room like a blade. “Your last class was about touch. This one is about precision. You will learn the art of service—how to present, how to pour, and how to move with the grace expected of you.”

Jason gulped hard. The other men stood just as tense, their hands at their sides, their gazes fixed forward.

“Serving is an extension of respect,” Callie continued, pacing the length of the room, her heels coming down with sharp clicks. “It is not merely about delivering tea or setting a table. It is about knowing your place and anticipating the needs of those who are superior to you. You will pour with grace. You will serve without error. And if you fail—” she lifted the yardstick and brought it down with a sharp crack against the wood “—you will start again.”

A few of the men flinched. Jason’s fingers twitched against his tunic, but he remained still.

“Begin,” Callie ordered with a gesture toward the ornate silver trays set at the tables.

Jason moved with careful deliberation, lifting the tray as he had been instructed in the initial lesson. He hated this. Frankly, Jason thought he was supposed to be better. This kind of work should’ve been beneath him!

The weight of the teapot was heavier than he expected, and he resented how the handle was warm from the freshly brewed tea within. He stepped forward, approaching one of the designated seats, and lowered himself into the expected serving position—one knee bent, back straight.

Instructor Callie’s eyes flickered over the room as she watched for mistakes. “The teapot spout must never touch the cup. The stream must be steady, unbroken. The wrist must be fluid, never rigid. If you tremble, if you spill—” She brought the yardstick down against a nearby table with another sharp snap. “You will start again.”

Jason exhaled slowly and fought to steady his grip. He tilted the pot, his movements careful and measured. The amber liquid poured in a thin, even stream into the porcelain cup. He stopped just before the tea reached the rim, exactly as he had been shown.

Callie walked behind him. He braced himself.

“Better,” she murmured, but there was no praise in her tone. “Now serve it.”

He lifted the cup with both hands and presented it with a slight bow as instructed. The act felt strangely intimate, offering something so simple yet so symbolic.

The training continued, each movement scrutinized, each mistake corrected with the unyielding snap of Callie’s yardstick. Some of the men faltered—spilled a drop, fumbled with the saucer. Each time, Callie’s correction was swift, her tone cutting. “Start again.”

By the time they had mastered the basics, Jason’s shoulders ached with the effort of maintaining perfect posture. Seriously, standing wasn’t supposed to hurt, yet these women made it happen. The weight of the lesson pushed down on him. This was not just about tea. It was about precision, about discipline, about surrender to something greater.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Callie stepped back and surveyed these males with a critical eye.

“You are improving,” she said, though her tone remained strict. “But perfection is not achieved in a day. You will practice until every movement is instinctual. Until you serve without hesitation, without error.”

She tapped the yardstick against the table one last time. “Dismissed.”

Jason exhaled, tension still coiled in his muscles. As he set down the teapot, he realized something unsettling. He was beginning to understand the purpose of all this. And that terrified him. And yet, he saw her as she watched him leave, and he understood that this woman would continue to evaluate him. He was a man at this retreat, she held power, and she’d decide what would happen to him next.

That night, he was curious. He was back in his tiny cell and on his cot. This time, he reached under his mattress, and he desperately hoped he would find his phone, as though these women would make a mistake. They didn't. Instead, he pulled away the mattress, and he saw the bare floor underneath his cot. His throat clenched, and he felt like an idiot.

Perhaps that was part of the point, he quickly decided. They wanted to remind him that he had been given the opportunity to use his phone. Something had stopped him from calling out for help, probably because he’d been dumb enough to believe he could escape whenever he wished.

Right then, he knew what it was: a game. He had been such a fool! Normally, that sort of language didn't pop into his head. This time, it did. It felt ancient, like that term belonged to another generation or something.

Jason didn't care. He had been a fool. He had been so foolish and stupid and dumb because they had given them the opportunity to call someone. He could have called the authorities! He could have tried to call some of his friends or family! Those ideas rippled behind his eyes, yet Jason quickly dropped down to his knees, and he buried his face against his palms. Infuriated with himself, he had to acknowledge the truth about the rest of his life.

It wasn't impressive.

On paper, he was a successful young man. At work, he did quite well for himself. He made good money, and he impressed his corporate managers. Still, that sort of success had required so many different sacrifices. He had allowed most of his friendships to wither. He didn't see his family as often as he should have. Not only that, he tried to remember one specific phone number, and he usually kept everything programmed into the device. He didn't know who to call…

Given a few minutes, maybe he could have tried to contact the US embassy somewhere in the world, but he wasn't sure how that was supposed to work, especially since he had signed those contracts and agreed to come here…

Inevitably, Jason threw himself down onto the mattress, and he stared up at the ceiling.

His nostrils twitched.

He thought of his classes as well as his time on that stage.

With Erin in front of him, Jason had been ready to surrender completely and utterly. It was so simple for him; she had come near, and something inside him stretched, bent, and shattered. She had been able to mold him into anything she had wanted. And at that moment, she had turned him into a slave. Jason gulped as he contemplated that underlying reality.

But now, he intended to show her that he could fight back.

He understood that there could be consequences. He recognized that he would probably end up on another stage, and he would get spanked or struck by another rubber baton. Despite this, he seethed. He stayed there on his back, fuming as he contemplated that woman and everything she intended to accomplish.

It wasn't just her, of course. There were the others, the teachers and the women who came here to learn about female supremacy.

"Female supremacy," Jason mouthed the words without giving them any kind breath. He didn't make any sound, yet he traced those sounds with his lips, and he immediately started to shake his head.

"No,” he promised himself. He wasn't going to let them get away with this. He was going to fight back. Better yet, this sly smile curved along his mouth as he contemplated a scenario where he would be able to escape, go back to the US, marshal the men there, and fight back! They could show the women of the world that a place like Athenia was doomed to failure. Up until now, he hadn't really wanted to think of sexism. He had genuinely believed in the mostly meritocratic institutions of the United States, especially in terms of business and the corporate world. Perhaps he would have cheated here or there to get ahead, but that was fine; everyone did it.

Here, however, Jason considered leading some kind of rebellion. It would be a political movement, and they would tear this stupid community apart. They would show this society of empowered women that they needed men. They needed to be subordinate and obedient. They were the ones who had to give in.

But first, he had to show Erin and her cadre of so-called "instructors" that he wasn't going to break. Maybe she had been able to catch him off guard there on the stage, but this was different.

Jason pulled up the snug fabric of his tunic, and he reached down for the cage. His fingers brushed along the stainless steel, and then he started to search for some kind of weakness. He needed to find something he could use. Maybe could slip it off? Maybe he could bend or break the metal? That second option seemed pretty much impossible. Still, Jason didn't give up.

Second by second and minute by minute, he continued to try alone in his cell. He just needed to find some flaw. Maybe he would get profoundly lucky, and there was going to be some sort of design mistake. He didn't know, but he wasn't going to give up!

He traced his fingertips along every inch. Then he got up, he sat down with his legs crossed, and he stared down at the device.

This was ridiculous, he told himself. As a modern man, he had every right to touch himself.

And yet, he was getting treated like he couldn't be trusted.

Then again, they had given him a rule. They had told him not to do it, and he had defied their command.

"I don't care," Jason whispered to no one in particular.

He glanced up and around. Obviously, there were hitting cameras in his room, but Jason didn't care. He didn't care if they saw him talk to himself, nor was he going to worry about anything they thought. (As that thought occurred to him, Jason still experienced a little rush of fear down his back.)

Finally, he tried to pull it off. He wanted to wiggle it free, thinking maybe he could slide it from side to side, just a tiny bit. He could work it off if he took his time if he was patient.

In the first couple of seconds, maybe it felt like he was actually making progress. After a little while, however, Jason had to face the truth.

That cage wasn't coming off; he had to wear it until someone with a key decided to let him out.

For a moment there, he actually wanted to slap his hands down against the mattress. He wanted to kick his heels into the pad like some little kid throwing a tantrum! He hated how that frustration could pulsate through him. It stabbed along his senses, making it harder and harder for him to think.

Once he clenched his eyes shut, a different image started to play. It flashed along his imagination. He thought of Instructor Amelia. He didn't know why his mind went to her, but he wanted to run his fingers through her hair, grip her scalp, tilt her head back, and lean in to kiss her. He wanted to run his hands along her body; he needed to feel the curves and contours of her flesh beneath his touch…

Even as those excited images played, his shaft stirred, and he really felt it. Up until now, there had just been the humiliating and alien weight of the chastity cage as it tugged down on the root of his cock. Only now, his shaft strained, and he could feel that excitement, yet it didn't do anything.

Up until now, Jason had never really contemplated the freedom of an erection. He had never truly understood how this felt good on its own. After all, he had grown up in a world where he could be free to pleasure himself on any day. So long as he could carve out some privacy, he could enjoy himself.

It was gone. Right then and there, he was locked up, and a frustrating image quickly materialized behind his eyes. He wondered what would have happened if he jumped up, rushed over to the door, bangee his fist on it, and called out for the chance to get out of his device. Specifically, he could have offered his subservience, his service, whatever they wanted…

"No," he whispered to himself. "I'm not going to do that."

Even so, Jason still had to endure the humiliation of being locked up and unable to satisfy his primal desires.

"Today, you are going to learn about a different kind of massage," Instructor Amelia said.

Jason and the other male were arranged in another neat row. There were tables and chairs around them, each one padded. It was time to learn more about the art of massage. He considered the different muscle groups he had memorized the day before. Some part of him actually wished he could excise that knowledge, as though he truly wanted to make himself stupid just out of spite.

"These robots have been especially equipped. They are anatomically correct," she said.

Despite the nervous energy percolating through the room, several of the men glanced back and forth at one another. Clearly, they didn't understand. But then the door opened, and naked robots strode into the room. Just like the others, Jason stared. His mouth fell open, and there was another flutter of excitement.

He knew that was silly; they were artificial beings. They weren't real women, yet he saw those robots, their smooth faces, their silky hair, and they're perfectly shaped bodies…

His cock shifted, twitched, and strained against the chastity cage!

He hated that denial as he stood there. His fingers bunched, and he waited. He tried hard to focus on his breathing.

It didn't really help.

One of the robots stepped over, took him by his hand, and escorted him to a table. Then she proceeded to lower herself down onto her back. She lifted her knees, reached out, and rested her palms along the curves of her legs.

"What is this?" someone asked.

"Today, you are going to focus on oral servitude," said instructor.

Again, a couple of the men glanced back and forth at one another. The other robots had assumed the same positions.

"No," Jason said.

"Excuse me?" Instructor Amelia asked him. She had one hand on her hips as she looked at him.

"No," he said again. He contemplated his frustration from before. In particular, he was thinking about his helpless longing.

"I think someone needs a timeout," she said. "Ladies, can you take care of him?"

"Absolutely," chirped the robots. Jason jerked his head from side to side and started to turn back. He stumbled, taking one step after another as he retreated, only these naked robots surrounded him. He saw their bodies, and he experienced this sense of disconnection. As a guy, he was supposed to see the naked, female form, and it was supposed to trigger that aggressive, primal instinct. Instead, Jason's heart kicked faster. Again and again, he reminded himself that they were faster and stronger. Physically, they were superior to him. Then again, that made sense. They were artificial beings.

They grabbed him, and they pulled out the restraints. Two of the robots strode to the storage units along the walls, and they came back with everything they needed.

"What is that?" Jason demanded, only the women grabbed him and pushed him up against the solid surface of the wall. They pinned him. He has been restrained on that stage before, and now he jerked and thrashed, but the artificial women had no problem holding him. The kept him captive right there as they prepared him.

They started with the butt plug.

It was already slick with lubricant. They pushed it up along his most sensitive opening. His eyes widened, and he cried out.

That was a mistake. They repositioned him, and his mouth was still open. They operated with that brisk, mechanical efficiency. They pushed the pacifier into his mouth. It was this huge gag, and the muzzle covered his mouth. At the same time, he could feel himself sucking on those latex curves. They still weren't done, however.

They brought a pair of arm binders up and ensnared his limbs. His hands were trapped in the built-in mittens, and he couldn't break free. Finally, the women shoved him down to his knees. He faced to the corner, and he couldn't get out even as he was stuck right there.

"This happens sometimes," said a female voice. It was Instructor Amelia.

Her other students must've been waiting, but she didn't care. After all, the room was completely silent at this point. Everyone else was going to be able to hear her; they would know exactly what was happening. They would understand what this meant.

"Occasionally, there are men like you, Jason." He blinked, surprised that she even knew his name. "They need to be disciplined. They need a quick reminder. I'm not going to spank you. Instead, I want you to think about what you have done. Think about the mistake you have made right here and now." Then she whispered something else into his ear. This time, the words were private, but he tried to ignore them. He failed. Instead, those sounds seemed to cut into the meat of his mind.

They let him go. The robots were no longer holding him down, yet he found himself on his knees. His chest tightened, and Instructor Amelia simply got up and walked away. She began her lecture while he faced to the intersecting walls directly in front of him.

This was crazy. He felt like some little kid as he bowed forward, restrained, and with that pacifier in his mouth and the plug wedged deep in his ass! He hated the sensations, especially because they seemed to trigger those other desires.

He didn't move, but he continued to breathe harder and faster. Jason knelt in the corner, his back straight but his pride crumbling with each passing second. The smooth, cool surface of the floor pressed against his bare knees, the ache settling into his bones as he clenched his jaw. The walls of the training facility were pristine—an immaculate white, devoid of distractions, their starkness a silent rebuke. His hands clenched within the restraints, his muscles and fingers twitching with barely controlled fury.

After all, part of him wanted to jump up, spin around, and confront her.

He didn't dare. He couldn't even talk!

He wasn’t supposed to be here. Not like this. Not kneeling like some misbehaving child.

His instructor’s voice still echoed in his ears, cool and precise. "Jason, you failed to remember your role. You failed to understand who you are and what you are meant to be. A mistake is an opportunity for correction. Kneel in the corner and reflect on your resistance to learning. You will remain there until I see improvement in your attitude."

His humiliation burned hotter than his frustration. He had misstepped, allowing his ego to take over. He had tried to contradict her.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid! Jason should have known better. If he wanted to resist, then that was an option, yet he had to do better.

In the imposed silence of his punishment, Jason’s mind churned.

It wasn’t fair.

He had been a professional and a capable man in the world before this retreat. He had made choices, built things, and led teams. He hadn’t been some bumbling fool who needed guidance at every turn. Yet here, none of that mattered. Here, they treated him like an apprentice to a higher order, as if his years of experience meant nothing in the presence of their so-called superior wisdom.

The thought of resisting flickered across his mind like a dangerous ember, small but capable of igniting something much larger. What if he stood up? What if he walked out of the room? What would they do? Drag him back? Would they punish him more severely? Or would they simply let him go, let him fail and be discarded as another man too stubborn to accept the truth?

The truth.

The words of the welcome video still haunted him.

"You are here because you consented. You have made the conscious decision to relinquish the outdated notions of male superiority and embrace the future—a future that is, and always has been, female." Those words sounded so obvious and unyielding, as though there couldn’t be any other possibility or option.

Consent. He had agreed to this. He had signed the papers. He had nodded along. He had told himself that adapting was just another challenge, something he could endure and overcome. He hadn’t expected it to feel so…degrading. Worse, he wondered how many of the other men in the class glanced in his direction. What about Instructor Amelia herself? It was easy enough to imagine her glancing over in his direction and smirking.

He squeezed his hands into fists. He wasn’t stupid. He knew that outright rebellion was dangerous. There were rules here. There were expectations. But something deep inside him refused to bow as easily as they expected. Something inside him still screamed against the idea that this was the way things were meant to be.

The instructor’s heels beat against the polished floor, slow and deliberate, approaching from behind. Jason didn’t move, but he felt her presence looming over him. A moment of silence stretched between them before she finally spoke.

"You are thinking about defiance, aren’t you?" Her tone was unreadable, almost amused.

Jason swallowed, keeping his gaze fixed on the unyielding wall in front of him. Tentatively, he shook his head from side to side. She was close again. It had felt the same with Erin. A woman could step up to him, and that was enough to shake his defiance.

A soft, knowing chuckle rippled along the air. "Lying is not becoming, Jason. Your body language betrays you. Your shoulders are tense, and your breathing heavier than it should be. You resent this."

He didn’t answer; he couldn't, not while he continued to suck on that pacifier. What was there to say? That she was right? That he hated being reduced to this? That the idea of submitting, truly submitting, made his shiver?

His teacher sighed as if she had seen it all before. "You believe this is about humiliation. You still think we seek to break you and to strip away your dignity. That is the thinking of a man still clinging to an illusion of control."

Jason pressed his lips together, willing himself to stay silent.

"Your resistance serves no purpose here. Tell me, Jason, what do you gain from it? The world as you knew it no longer exists. The systems you thrived in have crumbled. You are here not because you were forced, but because you recognized, deep down, that change was necessary."

Her voice was patient, almost gentle, but it held the weight of absolute certainty.

Jason dared a glance to the side, catching the edge of her figure. She stood tall, poised, her dark blue uniform impeccable. Her posture alone commanded respect, every inch of her exuding the authority he had been taught to obey since the moment he arrived. But he wasn’t ready to yield. Not yet.

She sighed again, softer this time. "You still think this is something to endure, rather than something to embrace. I see it in you—the struggle, the stubbornness. But you will learn, Jason. You will learn that resistance is exhausting, and acceptance is liberating."

Her hand reached out, and for a moment, he tensed, expecting some form of reprimand. But instead, she simply tilted his chin upward with a single finger, guiding his gaze to hers.

"You’ll thank me one day."

Jason still longed to scoff, to argue, to pull away—but he didn’t. Because a terrifying part of him feared she might be right.

Jason stood, his body stiff. Focusing hard, he did his best with his hands trembling as he lifted the delicate porcelain teapot. The lesson had been going on for what felt like hours, each movement scrutinized, each mistake silently noted by Instructor Callie. The other men in the class moved with precision, their training evident in their fluid motions. But Jason couldn’t shake the tension in his chest, the cold dread pooling in his stomach as Callie’s sharp gaze lingered on him.

He thought of the timeout and how it had seared something into him. As hard as he tried to ignore it, he couldn’t bury that fear, nor could he run from it.

The tea sloshed slightly as he tilted the pot. His grip tightened, his knuckles whitening as he tried to steady himself. He didn’t want to be here. He didn’t want to serve. The weight of every expectation, every correction, pressed down on him until fear took root in his chest. Fear of failure. Jason couldn’t ignore those doubts or the fear of punishment…and the fear of truly losing himself to this system.

And then, in a flash, that fear ignited into something hotter—anger. He was a man! He was better than this!

With a sharp breath, Jason let the fury take control. He jerked his hands forward, releasing the teacup and saucer and letting them fall with a sharp, shattering crash against the floor. The porcelain fragmented into countless pieces, white shards scattered like remnants of his patience.

Sneering, he thought of the timeout and refused to let these women break him!

A gasp rippled through the other students. The room fell deathly silent.

Instructor Callie’s expression didn’t waver. She remained perfectly composed, her eyes meeting Jason’s with a steady, knowing gaze. Her hands remained clasped in front of her, betraying no sign of alarm. She simply watched him, waiting.

Jason’s breath was heavy, his chest rising and falling with each ragged inhale. He clenched his fists. "This is wrong," he said, his voice shaking but forceful. "This entire place, this whole retreat—it's wrong."

Callie tilted her head slightly, studying him with mild curiosity, as if observing an animal struggling against its cage. "Is that so?" she asked smoothly. "Tell me, Jason, what exactly is wrong about it?"

He gestured to the broken teacup, to the quiet, obedient men around him. "This. All of this. You’re forcing us to submit, to serve. You act like we’re lesser—like we’re incapable of anything else. But that’s not true! We don’t need this training. We don’t need to be controlled."

Callie exhaled softly, shaking her head. "You still don’t understand, do you?" She took a slow step forward, her heels clicking softly against the polished floor. "You believe you’re our equal. That men and women should stand side by side, as they once did. Tell me, Jason—what did that accomplish? What has centuries of male leadership brought us? Stability? Prosperity?"

Jason clenched his jaw. "It isn't perfect, but—"

"But it has failed," Callie interrupted smoothly. "Over and over again. When men lead, the world crumbles. Wars, corruption, the prioritization of strength over wisdom. Tribalism. Polarization. Chaos. It's always women who have to pick up the pieces. It’s always women who have to set things right. And now, we are simply ensuring that history does not repeat itself."

Jason’s fists tightened. "That doesn’t mean we deserve to be treated like this. We can think and contribute. We can lead if given the chance." He should’ve argued for raw anger and aggression; he should’ve destroyed every teapot and cup in that stupid classroom, but he was breathing hard and staring at her.

While her student got upset, Callie simply sighed, as if she had heard this argument countless times before. "Jason, leadership is not about desire. It is about ability. And men, for all their potential, have proven time and time again that they are simply not suited for it. Emotional volatility. Impulsiveness. A need to dominate rather than nurture. These flaws mean that men cannot be trusted."

She motioned to the men around him, all of whom were watching silently, their expressions unreadable. "These men have accepted the truth. They have found peace in their roles. They are learning discipline, structure, purpose. Yet here you are, still clinging to the illusion that you are something you are not." Jason didn't know if the other men here had truly surrendered; he hoped not.

Jason gritted his teeth. "That’s not true. Men have built civilizations. We’ve created art, science, and industry. If we were truly inferior, how could we have accomplished so much?"

Callie smiled, her expression one of patient indulgence. "And at what cost? Every empire you built eventually collapsed. Every scientific breakthrough was paired with destruction. You built weapons faster than you built peace. You created industries that exploited rather than uplifted. For every advancement, there was a consequence, and it was always left to women to bear the burden of fixing what men had broken."

Jason shook his head furiously. "That’s not fair. Women were a part of history too. They contributed, they fought, and they ruled. You can’t just dismiss every man as if we were all reckless tyrants."

Callie’s eyes glinted. "I never said men were useless. I said they were unsuited for leadership. There is a difference, Jason. You were meant to support, not rule. To serve, not command. And deep down, you know this."

Jason scoffed. "That’s ridiculous. If we’re so incapable, why even bother training us? Why not just push us aside completely?"

Callie let out a soft, knowing laugh. "Because we are not cruel, Jason. Unlike the men who ruled before us, we do not cast aside what is still useful. We refine. We rehabilitate. We give you purpose."

Jason’s face burned. "Purpose? You mean servitude. You mean submission. You want us docile." He spat out those words. Even as he spoke, there were those ripples of fear running through his body.

Callie shrugged elegantly. "And why is that such a terrible thing? Is discipline not better than chaos? Is guidance not better than aimlessness? Look at yourself, Jason. You are angry, defiant, emotional. Does that feel like strength to you?" He loathed her pedantic tone.

Jason opened his mouth, then shut it. His breath was coming faster now, his frustration boiling into helplessness.

Callie stepped even closer, now mere inches from him. Her voice lowered, almost gentle. "Then why are you afraid?"

His breath hitched. "I’m not."

"Yes, you are. I see it in you. The way your hands shake. The way you lash out, not with reason, but with emotion. You fear what it means to submit, what it means to accept your place in this world. Because deep down, you know I am right."

Jason swallowed hard, his body rigid, his mind racing for a rebuttal. But nothing came. He couldn’t argue against her unwavering certainty. He couldn’t fight against the undeniable reality that every other man in this room had already accepted.

Callie’s lips curved into a faint smile, victory glinting in her eyes. "Since you are so insistent on resisting, Jason, I think it’s clear you need more time to reflect. A longer timeout should help you gain the clarity you so desperately lack."

Jason’s stomach sank. He wanted to argue. He wanted to fight. But as Callie turned away, issuing quiet instructions to the assistants, all he could do was stand there, his fists clenched at his sides, drowning in the weight of his own defiance.

Worse, the robots arrived.

They surrounded him. He bowed his head down, pushed his knuckles against his legs, and considered what he would do next. Finally, he called out, "We have to fight back! We can't let them do this to us!" He raised his voice and shouted out to the men around him. Desperation pulsed across every sound he made, but the robots pounced. One of the artificial women stepped behind him, reaching out and grabbing him. She put her hand over his mouth, silencing him. The others grabbed him and dragged him away. It was time for his next timeout.

As they shoved him forward, Instructor Callie called out to him, "This is going to be an extended timeout for you. I'm thinking some extra time will help you relax and understand how this works!" Then she started laughing.

She was laughing because he wasn't any kind of threat. She was laughing because he had shouted out to the other men, yet no one responded. No one had risen up, and they weren't going to fight back.

The robots escorted him into another chamber, and his arms and legs were quickly secured to chains attached to the wall, floor, and ceiling.

That was just the beginning, however. Once they were sure that he had been secured, the robots went to work. One of them held up a device.

"What is that?" Jason found himself asking. In truth, he didn't want to know.

"This is an anal hook," said the woman. "It is equipped with a vibrator. Are you ready for insertion?"

"What? No!" Jason howled out. Again, he thrashed. Even though he fought as hard as he could, these robots had no trouble manipulating him. They pushed the hook into the position, sliding it up.

That was just the start, however.

Next, they slipped some kind of sleeve over his chastity cage. He didn't understand what was happening, but he knew he was going to hate it. Their captive tried to twist his body to the left and right. It was a desperate ploy to keep this from happening. He tried so hard, and he failed.

From there, another one of the robotic women raised up another pacifier. He saw the artificial nipple, and he shook his head. That really did look like a woman's breast; the nipple looked so perfect, and the woman shoved it forward. The pacifier slid between his teeth, and they drew the straps tight along his cheeks, securing them just above the nape of his neck. There. He couldn't spit it out. He tried. He struggled as hard as he could, but he still couldn't break away.

"Raise him," said one of the women.

Eyes wide, face frantic, Jason desperately tried to figure out which woman had spoken as though this detail would have helped him. It didn't. It couldn't.

They lifted him up, and his body was stretched. Not only that, the vibrator between his butt cheeks activated, sending those delicious, horrifying sensations pulsating through his skin. At the same time, the sleeve over his chastity cage also awoke. They were teasing him, playing with him, and stimulating him!

Pretty soon, Jason started to call out. He tried to shout something like, "I, I can't take this!" After that, he tried to plead with the robots. Of course, he had to understand that they couldn't comprehend anything he said, not while he was busily sucking on that fake nipple. Still, he did his best to shout and snarl. He had to get their attention!

Technically, he had it. Those women were watching him. Impassive and expressionless, they studied this disobedient man even as they forced him to endure.

Finally one of them stepped forward again. For a moment there, Jason started to hope that maybe this signified some kind of release. They had given him a taste of the punishment. Only a couple of minutes had gone by (two or three at most), yet he felt like he couldn't possibly take anymore!

Unfortunately for him, Jason wasn't going to get any kind of option. The robot hooked up a tube into his pacifier. He tried to swing his head away, like he would be able to keep her from that opening.

Inevitably, he failed.

She finished securing the tube to his pacifier, and then he could feel it as he sucked. There was that little trickle. Then this strange, dense liquid seemed to hit his tongue. Without thinking, he swallowed it down.

"Good," said one of the robots.

"You want to behave," said another.

"You must cooperate," spoke a third.

"Please," Jason tried again. "Please, just let me go!" He did his best to shape those sounds around the fake nipple, yet he failed over and over again. Worse, he knew it. He was trying so hard, yet there was nothing he could do. Then the robots stepped forward again, and he saw them holding onto a set of special, rubber straps.

Moving in sync now, they slapped them against their palms. He flinched.

"Are men the inferior sex?" asked one of the robots.

Despite the sight of their rubber straps, Jason didn't answer. In fact, he wanted to snort. Obviously, he couldn't talk, not while they left him sucking on that pacifier!

The vibrations continued, thrumming along his skin. Inside of the chastity cage, his cock swelled without giving him the erection he craved. Simultaneously, he hated how the bonds stretched him. This was a timeout, but it didn't mean spending minutes or hours in a corner. This was so much worse, and he didn't know how to take it.

Worse, one of the robots stepped forward, her shoes clinking against the solid floor. Then she raised the strap, and she struck. The baton flew down in a black blur, and it hit his shoulder. Pain snapped along his skin. He told himself he could take it. Before he could start to recover, however, another one of the robots raised her strap. She swung down, delivering a sharp jolt of pain. They came in waves with one blast of agony after another assaulting his senses.

His eyes were wet, but he refused to yield.

Then again, he wasn't even sure what they expected from him.

It was that same robot from before who finally asked, "Are men the inferior sex?"

Although he couldn't talk, Jason figured out that obvious point: he could still nod his head down and up or shake it from side to side. He could still communicate with them. Consequently, they could quiz him.

For just a moment there, he decided to hold out.

The anal hook vibrated even faster now, all because he paused.

He arched his back and yanked against his shackles. He tried to pull free with everything he had, but this man wasn't strong enough. He would never be strong enough.

"Are men the inferior sex?"

Jason didn't answer, and this time she struck. The baton came down hard, but she didn't aim for his arms or his legs or even his torso. Instead, she went right between his inner thighs, perfectly smacking his balls! A different kind of sickening twist shot through him. Fresh, excruciating sensation ripped across his senses,forcing him to scream out into his gag.

"Are men the inferior sex?"

Yes!

He jerked his head down and up. As every man discovered over the course of his life, his balls were delicately sensitive. Men may have loved to go on and on about how they were tough and ruthless, like they could shrug off any kind of pain. They couldn't, not when those robots aimed for that vulnerable sack between his legs.

"Are men inferior because they can't control their emotions?"

He nodded. At the same time, the vibrations continued.

Several gasping moments went by before they asked another question.

"Should males be allowed to vote?"

Clearly, there was only one possible answer, yet he hesitated. Before, they had expected him to nod his head down and up. He almost assumed that would be the rhythm. They said something, and he acknowledged the wisdom of their words by dipping his head low to signal his surrender.

When he didn't answer fast enough, they tormented his balls again, slapping them hard and fast with their batons. He squealed. He screamed, shouting into his pacifier. The gag may have absorbed most of the force, but it was still the best he could do. More importantly, Jason didn't get any choice. He should have been able to understand this, yet thinking became pretty much an impossibility as he endured his timeout.

Since he'd waited too long once again, they delivered another barrage. This time, he struck his arms, his legs, the flat of his stomach, and then that precious spot right between his legs. He howled out again, screaming at the top of his lungs. Even then, the instinct remained even though his lungs ran out of air. He was gasping and desperate even as the persistent pain continued to flash along his skin.

Jason didn't know how to tolerate this. He didn't know how to endure it! The sensations wouldn't abate; they continued to spark and splash along his flesh. That pain from his balls stretched up into his stomach and it seemed to take root, as though it would sit there forever.

"Should males be allowed to vote?" asked the robots again.

Their plaything shook his head from side to side, desperate and hoping this was the right answer. It was.

"After that, Jason managed to give the robots exactly what they expected and demanded. Each time, he supplied the correct answer.

"Are men the inferior sex?"

He nodded.

"Should men be allowed to own property?"

Jason shook his head.

"Should men always do what the women around them say?"

Again, he nodded.

"Should men resist female authority?" Jason shook his head. Again and again, he gave those robots exactly what they wished. After all, he knew anything else meant inviting agony.

By this point, he felt as though he had truly learned the lesson of acceptance, surrender, and obedience. He would be a good boy.

It didn't matter. Although he told himself that he was ready to give these women anything and everything they expected, they still sensed something in him. Maybe it was the idea that Jason still held onto the idea that he would be able to go back to his old life. After all, this corporate retreat couldn't last forever…

At some point, he would go home. He could go back to the United States and pretend that this had never happened.

One morning, the door to his room opened, but the robots didn't escort this male off to another lesson. Instead, they shoved him down onto a gurney, they restrained him, and he tried to ask questions, yet they said nothing.

Reflexively, he had started to struggle. They rolled him forward, through the house, and he didn't know where they were going or what they had planned.

One of the robots said, "Don't worry, Jason. We are doing this for your own good."

Answering her felt like talking to a brick wall; he knew she could understand everything he said, but he couldn't trigger her programmed response. As an AI, she saw no reason to respond this captive even as he begged and pleaded for some kind of explanation.

Jason’s wrists ached from the restraints digging into his skin. The cold, sterile air of the medical ward sent a chill through his sweat-drenched shirt. Overhead, fluorescent lights glared down at him, casting an unforgiving glow over the stark white walls.

Finally, they let him off of the gurney, and they shoved him down into a chair. Then they restrained him again…

He struggled, but the leather straps binding his arms and legs to the chair held firm. There was no escape.

He hadn't been dragged here after another outburst, another act of defiance. On the contrary, Jason had behaved himself! Still, the retreat’s handlers had said nothing, their expressions unreadable as they led him down a long corridor and into this room—a pristine chamber of compliance.

The door clicked open, and Instructor Callie now stepped inside, her heels tapping against the linoleum. She was as poised as ever, her dark hair neatly pinned, her crisp white lab coat spotless. She looked down at him with something almost resembling pity.

“Jason,” she said with a sigh, folding her arms. “You keep fighting us. Why?”

"I'm not fighting you," he answered.

"Aren't you?" Deep down, don't you still want to believe you can get back to your old life?"

Jason jerked his head from side to side. "Please!" Truthfully, he didn't even know what he was begging for at that moment. He could only be certain of the fact that he hated this and needed to resist. Somehow, he had to strike back.

"No," she said. "You're lying. You sound desperate, and that's adorable, but that's not good enough. Right now, how do you really feel? Why are you still fighting?"

Something inside of him finally broke. He glowered at her; the anger erupted through his body. Jason clenched his jaw. “Because this is wrong.”

Callie tilted her head, as though considering his words. “And what, exactly, is wrong?”

He stared at her, incredulous. “You treat men like we’re subhuman! Like we’re some kind of disease that needs to be cured.”

She sighed again, stepping closer. “Oh, Jason. That is such a dramatic interpretation.” She smoothed a gloved hand over his damp forehead, almost maternally. “We are simply correcting an imbalance.” He’d heard that phrase before and hated it. He loathed this asinine concept of “balance” with every atom in his body. “We’re helping you find peace in your proper role. You’ve made this so much harder than it needs to be.”

Jason flinched at her touch. “I don’t need to be corrected. I don’t need—” that fear continued to run through his body, and he wondered whether or not he was going to go on another extended timeout.

Instead, they had something else planned for him.

Instructor Callie held up a finger, silencing him. “No, Jason. You see, that’s where you’re mistaken. Men have always needed guidance. You’ve always needed structure and discipline. But for centuries, you were given power instead, and look where that led.” She had made that kind of argument to him before. He didn't care. Even as he opened his mouth and bared his teeth at her. In that instant, Jason looked more like some kind of feral animal.

Jason scowled. “That’s not fair. You act like every man in history was a monster.”

Callie smiled patiently. “Not a monster, Jason. Just…incomplete. And what do we do with something that is incomplete?” She turned to the assistant standing beside the control panel. “We fix it.”

As she spoke, another woman in the room started to attach different electrodes to various parts of his body. He still wore his tunic as always, meaning most of his frame had been exposed. More importantly, he remained hairless, so they didn't have to worry about any kind of interference. The assistant, a woman in a clean gray uniform, nodded and began adjusting the settings. The hum of the machine filled the room, and Jason’s stomach twisted.

“No,” he growled, thrashing against the restraints. “You can’t do this. I have rights!”

Callie chuckled softly. “Rights? Jason, dear…men don’t need rights. They need care.”

He struggled harder, veins straining in his arms, but it was useless. Callie stepped back, giving a brief nod. The assistant pressed a button.

Pain erupted through Jason’s skull.

A blinding light flashed behind his eyes as his body convulsed. His muscles locked, his back arching against the chair as a searing current tore through him. His thoughts fractured, his breath caught in his throat. He wanted to scream, but his jaw clenched shut, his teeth grinding painfully against each other.

And then, just as quickly as it started, the electricity cut off. "That was just the first one," she said. Instructor Callie nodded toward the assistant. Suddenly, another blast of electricity flared through his body. He jerked against the restraints. He pushed his back against the chair, he kicked down, and he tried so hard to rip his arms free from the restraints. The leather didn't stretch, nor did it break.

"Again," she said, only a few scant heartbeats later.

He cried out.

"Again," she ordered.

They shocked him repeatedly, delivering one blast after another.

Jason sagged against the chair, gasping. His vision swam, his body twitching involuntarily.

At this point, their captive could hear the steady beeping of a heart monitor, plus the soft rustling of Callie’s coat as she leaned down beside him.

“I think you need more,” she said gently. “You see, Jason, the problem isn’t just that you resist. It’s that you believe in something that isn’t real. You cling to an outdated ideology, one that has no place in the world we’ve built.”

He tried to focus on her face, but the room blurred at the edges. His body still trembled from the aftershocks. “I…I won’t break,” he panted. As those words left his mouth, he wasn't even sure what he meant.

Callie’s smile was almost affectionate. “Oh, Jason. Everyone breaks eventually.”

She signaled the assistant again. The machine whirred to life.

Jason barely had time to inhale before another bolt of electricity surged through him. His vision went white. His body jerked violently. His mind emptied, consumed by nothing but raw, unbearable pain. Time lost meaning. He was drowning in fire, his body betraying him, his own mind unraveling under the assault exactly as they intended for him.

Then it stopped.

He slumped forward as far as the restraints allowed, his breath shallow, his skin damp with sweat. He was distantly aware of Callie’s voice, soft and soothing. “You are making progress, Jason. That’s good.” She ran her fingers along his forehead. “You’ll start to see it soon. The world makes so much more sense when you stop resisting.”

Jason struggled to speak, but his tongue felt heavy. His thoughts were sluggish and scattered. His limbs no longer felt like his own.

The instructor straightened, glancing at the assistant. “Increase the voltage next time. I think he still has too much fight in him.”

Jason barely registered the words. The last thing he saw before darkness overtook him was Callie’s serene expression, her eyes filled with certainty.

They wouldn’t stop until he believed them.

On some level, Jason tried to calculate exactly how long he spent in the electroshock therapy. He wasn't certain one way or the other. The robots pushed him down to another gurney; this time, they didn't even restrain him. Instead, he just stayed there on his back, his eyes open as he stared up at the ceiling without really understanding what was going on.

At first, he had naïvely believed that he was done. He wasn't. They had something else in mind. They had something else planned for him.

Jason didn't know whether or not this qualified as a punishment.

They escorted him from his small room once again. At this point, they freed him from his chastity cage, shoved down onto a bed, and restrained him. From there, the robots casually began to touch him.

In his opening seconds, Jason hadn't really believed that this would be able to influence him. After all, he could still think for himself. He was still capable of resisting. Simultaneously, they were machines. It wasn't like an AI would be good enough to excite him.

It was.

Only then, they slipped the sleeve over his cock. Since his arms and legs were spread and locked down now, this boy wasn't going anywhere. They pushed his hips up, slid the vibrating butt plug into place, and one of the robots informed him, "We need to learn to control your arousal and ejaculation."

"What, what does that mean?" Jason stuttered out. He should have been able to understand the individual words, but this was different. It was different, profound, and inescapable.

"You have been giving us trouble, haven't you?"

The question hit him, yet Jason didn't know how to answer! A jolt of fear ran across his frame. He already knew he couldn't take or tolerate another extended timeout. Simultaneously, he hated the idea of admitting it. If he said that yes, he had been giving them trouble, wouldn't that mean inviting another punishment?

"I don't know," he quickly breathed out.

"Then allow me to enlighten you," said the woman. "You have been giving us trouble. Even now, despite your very best efforts, part of you wants to rebel. You can't help it, can you? No, you can't. You are a man, and that means you have certain instincts. You have picked up very bad habits over the course of your life, one of which is the inability to control your arousal or your orgasms."

"I, I can control them," he promised.

"Perhaps with the help of a chastity cage," she replied. "But that isn't what we are talking about here. Here, we are talking about controlling your arousal as well as your ejaculation. It's time for you to master the art of genuine control."

"I, I don't understand," Jason stuttered out.

Surprisingly, the woman reached down, and she slid her fingers along his forehead. Her fingers softly slid along his skin, sending little shivers of anxious energy darting between his nerves. "That's okay," she said. "You don't need to understand. Are you ready to begin?"

Jason didn't answer, but it didn't matter because one of the robots slipped the VR headset over the top of his head. Soon, the world morphed to black. Not only that, every other sound disappeared. Even though he could still feel the weight of his body and sense the soft padding beneath him, Jason could neither see nor hear

He licked his bottom lip, and he tried to comprehend what was going on. Only then, he heard a voice. "Right now, are you aroused?"

"No?" Jason answered. First, it felt strange to hear her voice. Then it felt even stranger when his own vocal cords vibrated with his answer. Simply losing his sight and his sense of hearing was enough to disorient him. This man tugged against the restraints. That didn't do any good. Instead, it felt like he was floating, like he was trapped within some abyss.

Her voice came back, "No," she agreed. "You are not aroused. As a man, you can barely control yourself. You will learn to control yourself. You will master your body.”

Although Jason still didn't really comprehend what that meant, he soon figured it out. That seemingly infinite black, stretching out in front of him, was suddenly replaced by one image: a woman. She had long, wavy red hair, bright green eyes, full red lips, and an incredible body. Jason didn't understand what was going on, yet he had his instincts and urges, so he let his gaze wander along her beautiful frame. At first, she looked just cute in her white T-shirt and those denim pants with her black boots curving up along her shins. Only then, she leaned forward, bowed down, and her hair covered her face as she unzipped the boots. Then she slipped her feet free.

Jason didn't understand what was happening. He couldn't explain what was going on. She pulled one foot free from her left boot, then the other from the right. She stepped forward, and he saw the bright red of her toenails. From there, she glanced at the camera, and she grinned. "Do you think I'm beautiful?"

The images stopped, and another picture appeared. This one was just a still image. He saw a cute blonde with short hair that stopped near her shoulders. She had a youthful, almost impish grin as she seemed to enjoy every second of attention. The next picture appeared. He was a girl with shiny black hair, sharp features, and pointy little canines. She looked cute as she grinned, but then the next image appeared.

Jason still didn't understand; he didn't know how to explain what was going on, nor did he know how he was supposed to react.

"Don't get hard," came the command.

Don't get hard?

Jason wanted to ask a question to be sure he understood. The statement was simple enough; he could follow that command. At least, that was what he thought.

Moment by moment, those images persisted. Sometimes, they lingered with a picture of a beautiful woman right there in front of his eyes. Theoretically, he could bring down his eyelids, hide from the image, and do his best to protect himself.

Something compelled him to look.

Just as importantly, he was certain that the AI system monitoring him understood exactly what he was doing and how he was reacting. His chest tightened, and he could feel that eager twitch. His shaft wasn't completely hard, not yet…

But it was getting there.

With every moment, the blood sped through his veins, and his excitement mounted. Jason was trying hard not to let this happen, only he didn't know how to completely stop himself.

"Remember, you don't want to get excited. You don't want to get hard," she informed him.

Jason should have considered exactly what was going to happen as he thought of the sleeve they had slid around his shaft. They could monitor him; they could probably detect his heart rate along with the length and girth of his member. All of those different ideas pulsed through him, even as the vibrations started.

All at once, his muscles clenched, and his cock definitely hardened!

"Bad," she said. That was all she told him. Instantly, he felt like some disobedient canine. If he experienced any regret, it was quickly replaced by something else entirely when the first to jolt of electricity blasted through him. It hit his cock, raced down into the core of his being, and made him twitch and writhe.

"I'm sorry!" Jason instantly called out.

Then he blushed, hating how they could play with him like this. His arousal had faded, and the vibrations stopped. Ultimately, his body remained at their mercy. He understood this. They controlled what he saw, what he heard, and what he felt. Consequently, they completely dominated his perceptions of reality.

Refusing to let himself believe that, he tried to close his eyes, only then he picked up on the sounds of a woman moaning. Curiosity gripped him, and he opened his eyes before he could stop himself. Then he saw her again. It was that redhead from before, and now she was purring as she shimmied out of her jeans and pulled them down. She tossed them away, and her fingers slid from her knees up her thighs, along her hips, then toward her T-shirt. She raised the hem of her shirt, and he saw the dark red panties she wore that seemed to perfectly contrast with the milky softness of her skin.

The moisture drained away from Jason's mouth.

Without thinking, he licked his lips, and he stared.

There was something so incredible about seeing that woman. It was the wavy texture of her hair, that perfect shape of her face, the way she smiled at the camera, and her easy charisma. He was a woman who knew how to control the men around her. She didn't have to be fierce or aggressive. Instead, she was the kind of girl who could just wrap a few strands of hair around her finger, smile, and compel the obedience of the nearby males. Instantly, Jason knew he would have been one of them.

And then she smiled shyly, she brought her hands up along her breasts, and she ran her fingers along her bra. It was this intoxicating and alluring gesture. But then, she dropped her hands back toward the waistband on her panties. She hooked her thumbs along the elastic, shimmied out of her underwear, dropped her panties, and kicked them away. Suddenly, she was almost entirely naked. She still wore a bra and that tiny shirt, but Jason didn't care.

In the real world, the arousal pumped into his body. He got hard.

"Bad," said the AI system in his ears.

"No, wait. I'm sorry!" Jason tried to shout of those words as though some increase in volume may have been enough to save him.

It wasn't.

The next jolt of electricity exploded through his skin, flashing along his most sensitive part. For a second there, Jason might have even preferred to feel the slap of the rubber batons against his balls. Unfortunately for him, they weren’t going to listen. They weren't going to talk. This wasn't a negotiation, and he didn't get a vote!

The blackness returned for several seconds or minutes. Panting hard and twitching with the remembered shock of electricity, Jason couldn't keep track of time.

But then the woman came back. Then she was replaced by other pictures.

Worse, he could hear those gentle, teasing moaning sounds, like there were women nearby who desperately needed to touch themselves. He heard those eager little whimpers, those sharpened to gasps, and those breathy notes of eager desire. He could hear the sounds of women who desperately wanted it.

Torn between the digital fantasy playing out in front of him and his own imagination, Jason started to think of some girl on her back. That redhead. Yeah, it would have been her. That redhead would have been on her back, spread out, and ready for him, her naked body on display and ready for his use. His cock hardened, and he understood that this was a mistake.

He had to control himself! He couldn't allow his libido to seize him like this!

Despite that silent entreaty, Jason failed completely and utterly.

As those fantasies ran beyond his control, Jason got excited.

"Bad," he heard predictably.

The AI punished him. The shock jolted through his body, and his shaft softened. At that moment, he almost wished for the ice that had been used before. Pushing his head back, he tried to free himself. Inevitably, Jason failed. Worse, they started touching him. There were those soft, teasing caresses along his shaft. He strained, enraged by his own naïveté. Jason never should have come here! Worse, he didn't know what he had done wrong. After his extended timeout and the electroshock therapy, he had genuinely believed that he had learned his lesson and could now yield to these women.

Instead, they punished him. Jolt after jolt raced through his body. Every electrical shock made him cry out.

And now it happened again.

That redhead reappeared in front of him. He tried to turn his head to the left or right. Of course, that simply meant tilting the VR headset to one side or the other. "This feels so good," she purred. By now, she had pulled off her panties, and she pressed the heel of her palm down against her pubis. With her long and slender fingers, she stroked her opening. She gently caressed her pussy. Then she pressed down, and she was rubbing these tight little circles over her opening, all while he watched.

Fresh desire gripped him, and another rush of voltage exploded through his body.

"Bad," said the AI system into his ears. Only this time, she continued, "You don't want to be bad, do you? No. You don't. You want to be a good and obedient man for your superiors. You want to behave yourself. You want to understand that you're not entitled to your libido. Your arousal, just like the rest of your body, belongs to us. When a woman tells you what to do, you will obey. Unless she gives you permission to get excited, you will remain soft. This is why men need to be locked up. Say it."

Automatically, he agreed. "This is why men need to be locked up." Worse, Jason actually meant it. He didn't know how to argue, to lie, or dissemble, not right then and there.

Truthfully, he had no idea how much time had elapsed. The exhaustion soaked into him, yet it was paired with something else: his libido. Those desires remained. Maybe he was learning to control his erection, but the longing persisted.

But now they kept touching him. Their fingers moved along his shaft, and they fondled his balls. They massaged him, squeezing in teasing, giving him the stimulation he desperately craved.

When he got hard, Jason braced himself, thinking there would be another electrical shock.

"Don't come," she ordered.

It was a command. This was his body, yet he had to do what the feminine voice said. Those words washed over him, compelling him to obey. He needed to be good; he had to be obedient. Those different ideas gripped him. His muscles strained taut, yet the stimulation continued.

Then they were pushing him closer and closer to that point of no return. Pretty soon, he knew the desire would become overwhelming! Before this, Jason had always been able to control himself. But now, the redhead was back, and they were touching him, and he could hardly tell what was real.

In the vision playing out before him, that girl was stroking her pussy. By now, she lifted her knees, and she was moaning. She had one hand underneath her shirt. With the other, she stroked her slit. She pressed down, rubbed, arched her back, and moaned. She made all of those desperate sounds. And Jason had to listen. He absorbed all of it!

Again, he wanted to be there with her so badly!

Jason simply couldn't look away.

He had experienced that kind of arousal before. There had been plenty of times out in the United States when he would be going to grab some lunch or grocery shopping or whatever. Simply being out in public meant being exposed to beautiful women. Sometimes it would be the curves of their butts, the contours of their chests, their hair, their smiles, the shapes of their faces, or some other detail. Maybe he would walk by some woman, breathe in, and catch the aroma of her perfume. For one reason or another, he would feel that attraction. It would feel like something fundamental, this physical law like gravity or magnetism. Either way, it would require so much strength to pull away.

This time, the system was teasing him. It was pushing them closer and closer to an orgasm.

And yet, she had already issued the command.

"Don't come," echoed inside of his head every few seconds. Jason couldn't even tell whether or not those words came from the speakers built into the headset or whether it was just his imagination. Either way, he had to obey.

Most of all, Jason actually wanted to obey! He could feel it.

It was a new drive, a new impulse, a new instinct, one this system had programmed into him.

If he messed up, he would be punished. He couldn't let that happen. Dread morphed into genuine desire.

Out in the wider world, maybe there were men who wrongly believed Athenia had to fail because men couldn't be trained. Unlike women, who had surrendered to social programming over the course of decades, centuries, and even millennia, men had always been told that they were the rightful leaders all across the world. Jason and the other men at this corporate retreat, however, offered a counterexample. They demonstrated just how easily the male sex could be domesticated.

This wasn't automatic. It wasn't some prime impulse carved into their DNA; rather, they could be altered. These men could be trained!

Jason understood that. More importantly, he needed to embrace it because the machines continued to play with him, all while those moaning sounds of eager desire continued to hit his eardrums. Simultaneously, the light rushed along his eyes in the shape of that beautiful redhead!

It was torture.

It was pleasure, anticipation, desire and torture, all combined!

If he failed, and if he climaxed, that would mean defiance. Defiance invited punishment.

Jason couldn't take it! As he arched his back and squirmed, Jason tried to believe that this was only a question of fear. It wasn't.

Instead, he knew that if he lost control and allowed that pounding desire to sweep across his body, then it would feel good for just a moment, but he would fail. Jason needed to be a good man; he had to be an obedient slave! With every moment, they were breaking him. When he first signed up for that corporate retreat, he had never understood exactly what it meant for what he could lose.

Now, he did.

It didn't matter.

He kept watching that beautiful redhead. She touched herself. She came, and the women synchronized to their grips. They stroked him, squeezed him, rubbed him, and moved their hands up and down along his cock, giving him the kind amazing attention he had never experienced before. He came hard!

Jason lost himself to the sweeping sensations as they crashed down across his body! This was what he had wanted! This was what he had needed and feared!

Before the orgasm was even done, they shocked him. The blast of energy rushed across his body, lighting up his pain receptors. He screamed out again.

But then it was done, and Jason thought that would be it.

It wasn't.

The punishment continued, and they wiped him down before starting to stroke him again.

It was time for another round because the AI system didn't care about his exhaustion or fatigue. On the contrary, they could wear him down and train him even more effectively…

He shouted, and begged, but it didn't matter. He was just one more male at the corporate retreat who needed to be thoroughly tamed.

Elsewhere on Athenia, women led their society to new heights. For her part, Bridget stood at the massive glass windows of her penthouse office, overlooking the shimmering infinity pool that seemed to melt into the horizon. She had come far, both at The Serenity and in the MBMI. The sun was beginning its descent, casting golden reflections across the water, and guests lounged in plush, cabana-style seating, sipping expertly crafted cocktails. Below her, the resort thrived—a five-star oasis of luxury that had, in only a few months, made headlines across the world.

The Serenity Resort and Conference Center was just one of her many visions come to life. Frankly, this was the space most people envisioned when they heard about the corporate retreats. At this point, she still preferred to send the men to the off-site facility so that the MBMI robots could work in peace.

Still, she spent a lot of time here. The Serenity Resort required a lot of time, effort, and energy. It always seemed like there was more that required her attention. This made sense. It wasn't the most lavish and expensive property on the island. She thought of her investors, smiled, and shook her head. This was going to work, she had promised herself again and again. She was going to make it work.

For a few more seconds, Bridget allowed herself to relax and look out through those gorgeous windows. The Serenity included a sprawling, meticulously designed complex featuring a towering residential suite, an award-winning spa, two fully equipped gyms—one for traditional fitness and the other dedicated to holistic wellness—and an array of fine dining options that were already attracting the attention of international food critics. Everything was running smoothly…or so she thought.

The sharp chime of her phone snapped her back to reality. Bridget turned from the breathtaking view and answered. "Yes?"

It was Kelly, her head of catering. "Bridget, we have a problem. The seafood delivery for tonight’s gala never arrived."

Her stomach tightened, but she didn’t let the frustration show in her voice. "How bad is it?"

"Bad. The menu was built around the seafood spread—oysters, lobster, seared scallops. Our guests are expecting the best, and right now, we have nothing to serve in its place."

Bridget inhaled sharply even as she started to calculate through a solution. The gala was the highlight of the weekend, an exclusive event that had drawn in CEOs, celebrities, and luxury travel bloggers. A failure tonight would damage the resort’s pristine reputation before it had fully cemented itself as the world’s premier destination.

"Meet me in the main kitchen in ten minutes," she ordered, already grabbing her tablet. As she strode through the marble-lined hallways, every detail of the resort exuded opulence. Tall indoor palm trees swayed gently in the air-conditioned breeze, artfully placed sculptures added a modern touch to the décor, and ambient lighting bathed the corridors in a warm glow. Staff members nodded respectfully as she passed, their uniforms crisp, their professionalism unmatched.

By the time she arrived in the kitchen, the tension was palpable. Kelly was pacing, her arms crossed, while her assistant, a young man named James, stood nearby clutching a notepad, his fingers twitching nervously. Since he worked for the resort, he wasn't required to wear a tunic. Even so, there was a black, leather band around his neck. During the day, he operated as Kelly's assistant; at night, he served as her obedient slave, pleasuring her again and again.

Bridget wondered if she should go off and find herself a man to please her. No, she thought. She needed to concentrate. She had to focus on this. Maybe later, after things settle down…

The chefs whispered among themselves, concern etched into their faces. The state-of-the-art kitchen, normally a symphony of coordinated movement, now felt like a battlefield before the first shot was fired.

Bridget took command immediately. "Alright, we’re not going to panic. Kelly, I need a full rundown of what we have in stock. Now."

Kelly pulled up the inventory on her tablet, scanning quickly. "We have Wagyu beef, fresh truffle, aged cheeses, and a variety of exotic vegetables and grains. Our best alternative is to pivot to a land-based luxury menu—maybe a truffle-infused risotto, seared Wagyu, and an artisanal cheese course."

Bridget nodded. "Good. And for appetizers?"

One of the sous chefs hesitated before speaking. "We still have an abundance of caviar, imported olives, and handmade breads. We could craft an elevated amuse-bouche selection."

A small smile played on Bridget’s lips. "Perfect. Get to work. I’ll handle the guests."

She turned to James, who looked visibly nervous under her sharp gaze. "James, take notes. I want precise plating instructions given to the waitstaff. The presentation must be flawless."

James fumbled with his pen, nodding quickly. "Y-yes, ma’am. Of course."

Bridget softened, just slightly. "Relax, James. We’re all professionals here. Just focus."

The trained male simply wasn't used to a scenario like this. He swallowed hard and scribbled furiously in his notepad as Kelly smirked. "Don’t worry, James. You’ll get used to the pressure," she said, slapping him lightly on the back, causing him to jump.

Bridget left the kitchen with confidence, her heels clicking sharply against the marble floor. Outside, the resort was at its most stunning—pathways illuminated by golden lanterns, fountains cascading gently in the background, and the soft sounds of a live jazz trio playing on the terrace. Guests were already gathering, dressed in elegant evening wear, glasses of champagne in hand.

Taking the microphone at the podium, she smiled warmly at the crowd. "Good evening, everyone. Tonight, we had planned to serve a world-class seafood selection, but sometimes, even perfection requires a little improvisation. Instead, we have something even more decadent—an exclusive menu crafted just for this evening, featuring the finest Wagyu, black truffle, and a selection of the most luxurious ingredients from around the world. Our chefs have outdone themselves, and I promise, this will be a meal to remember."

A murmur of excitement spread through the crowd. Bridget could see the travel bloggers already typing furiously, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. The evening was saved.

Hours later, as the final course was served and guests praised the meal, Bridget allowed herself a moment to exhale. The resort had faced its first real crisis, and not only had they handled it, but they had turned it into a triumph. Serenity Resort and Conference Center was not just a destination—it was an experience, a masterpiece of luxury, and a testament to Bridget’s unrelenting vision.

And this was only the beginning for her, her employees, and her many guests...

Bridget grinned. It was definitely time to find a slave to pleasure her.

Part 2

The trip had taken a lot out of him. Still, he was ready to relax. Granted, Max was still somewhat uncomfortable with the fact that his new wife had insisted on doing a group trip for their honeymoon. It wasn't just Max and Sandra. Her sister, Lauren had come along with her mother, Evelyn.

This was going to be a lot.

Then again, it was their honeymoon, a vacation, and that meant they could wander off and get plenty of alone time.

Max adjusted the collar of his linen shirt, feeling slightly overdressed in the balmy evening air. The sky above Athenia was a pastel masterpiece, streaked with soft hues of pink and gold, as the sun began to set over the pristine coastal city. He glanced at Sandra, his new wife, whose excitement radiated from every step she took along the immaculately tiled walkway leading into The Serenity Resort and Conference Center. Her sister, Lauren, and their mother, Evelyn, followed closely behind, chatting about how everything looked so astonishing. It was a huge facility with so much to offer!

That was definitely true, and Max was still absorbing everything. He had heard about Athenia before—Sandra had spoken of it in glowing terms, calling it "a paradise built on fairness and wisdom." He had nodded along during those conversations, never fully grasping what she meant. He knew Sandra believed in female supremacy, but he had always taken it as more of a philosophical stance, not something that would impact their daily lives. Now, as they approached the resort’s grand entrance, he began to wonder what he had agreed to.

The Serenity was unlike any place he had ever seen. Towering palm trees lined the entrance, their fronds gently swaying in the evening breeze. Soft, golden lights illuminated the grand marble façade, casting a warm glow that emphasized the intricate architectural details. Water features ran along the pathways, bubbling streams that exuded tranquility, creating an almost hypnotic ambiance.

The doormen—young men dressed in crisp white uniforms with black chokers around their necks —stepped forward to greet them. Max noted how deferential they were, bowing slightly as they opened the heavy glass doors leading into the lobby. The women didn’t acknowledge them beyond a small nod, as though their presence was expected rather than notable.

Inside, the resort was even more breathtaking. The lobby ceiling stretched impossibly high, adorned with hanging vines and elegant chandeliers that mimicked natural crystal formations. A faint floral scent filled the air, a carefully curated fragrance that was at once soothing and commanding. Behind the reception desk, an all-female staff worked efficiently, their movements crisp and polished.

"Welcome back, Mrs. Whitmore," one of them greeted Evelyn, offering a warm yet formal smile. "We’ve prepared the Celestial Suite for your stay. Will you be needing any adjustments to the itinerary?"

"None at all, darling," Evelyn responded smoothly. "I trust everything is arranged as I specified."

"Of course," the receptionist said before turning her attention to Sandra and Lauren. "And welcome, ladies. It’s an honor to host you again."

Max waited for his own greeting, but it never came. He shifted uncomfortably, feeling invisible. The receptionist had moved on, passing keys to Evelyn and Sandra, who exchanged satisfied glances before leading the way to the elevator.

As they ascended, Max cleared his throat. "So, uh, what’s the plan for tonight? Just relaxing?" He tried to sound casual, but the sensation of being left out gnawed at him.

Sandra gave him a knowing smile and placed a manicured hand on his new husband's shoulder. "Relaxing, yes. But also, a bit of immersion. You’ll see. Athenia is…different, Max. It’s important that you understand."

Understand what? He wanted to ask, but the elevator doors opened, revealing a hallway so pristine it looked untouched by human presence. The Celestial Suite was at the very end, and when they stepped inside, Max couldn’t help but marvel. The room was a masterpiece of modern luxury, featuring an open design that flowed seamlessly into a private terrace with an infinity pool overlooking the ocean.

"Wow," he breathed, earning an approving smile from Evelyn.

"Only the best," she said as she took a seat on one of the plush loungers. "Now, shall we begin the tour? I think it will help clarify a few things for dear Max."

He wasn’t sure what needed clarifying, but he followed along as the four of them exited the suite. The hallways were eerily quiet, their footsteps muffled by the thick, handwoven carpets. They passed several young men dressed similarly to the doormen, all moving with purpose but always yielding the right of way when women approached. Some carried trays, others fresh linens, but none spoke unless spoken to.

Max tried to catch one of their gazes, hoping for some unspoken camaraderie, but each man kept his eyes lowered, avoiding direct contact. The realization unsettled him.

Their first stop was the Serenity Lounge, an open-air atrium where women lounged on sunbeds, sipping from tall glasses while young male attendants massaged their feet or fanned them gently. A woman in a flowing white gown gestured slightly, and her attendant hurried to adjust the pillow behind her back. No words were exchanged—just an understanding that her comfort was the priority.

"This…this is normal?" Max whispered to Sandra as they continued past the lounge.

"Of course," she said with a bemused tilt of her head. "It’s about the hierarchy, Max. Women are the natural leaders, the nurturers, the decision-makers. Men thrive best when they serve. It’s the way things should be."

He felt his stomach tighten. "But…don’t men have leadership roles here too? In government, business?" Obviously, he had heard some of the rumors, but he hadn't really believed them. Like so many other men out in the world (especially the US), he assumed that the whispers were just more examples of the kinds of nonsense that proliferated on social media.

Lauren chuckled softly. "Oh, sweet Max. You’re thinking in outdated terms. Men contribute, of course, but not as decision-makers here. Their strengths lie in support and devotion. That’s where they find fulfillment." He didn't say anything, but it bothered him that she was telling him where he would find fulfillment, as though she knew him better than he knew himself.

Max wanted to argue, but something about the absolute certainty in their voices made his words stick in his throat. Instead, he followed in silence as they approached the next destination: The Hall of Enlightenment.

Inside, a grand hall was filled with young men seated at long tables, engrossed in various activities—some were writing in journals, others practicing domestic skills under the watchful eyes of instructors. A large screen at the front of the room played a video of a poised woman speaking in soothing, authoritative tones.

"Athenia has given men a gift," she said in the recording. "Freedom from the burdens of leadership. Freedom to exist in a state of harmony, where their purpose is clear and fulfilling. Here, they learn to embrace their natural role—to serve, to nurture, to support the world’s true architects."

Max clenched his jaw. This wasn’t just a different philosophy—it was an entirely different world, one where he suddenly felt like an outsider in his own marriage. He turned to Sandra, trying to find some hint of reassurance, but she only smiled, as if waiting for him to understand on his own.

Evelyn finally spoke. "This is the future, Max. And you are lucky enough to be part of it."

Max wasn’t sure if lucky was the right word. As they continued the tour, Max couldn't help but wonder whether or not this honeymoon was about to turn into a very bad idea.

The wedding suite at The Serenity Resort was nothing short of breathtaking. The walls were lined with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the pristine coastline, where the waves crashed in a rhythmic lullaby against the shore. Rich, cream-colored drapes framed the view, their delicate embroidery catching the light from the crystal chandelier that hung in the center of the room. The air was infused with the subtle scent of lavender and jasmine, a touch Max assumed was deliberately curated for relaxation.

A massive, four-poster bed with an intricately carved headboard dominated the room. The sheets were impossibly soft, a perfect blend of silk and cotton, promising the most restful sleep imaginable. There was a sitting area near the fireplace, where a bottle of champagne sat chilling in a silver bucket, accompanied by two crystal flutes. Everything about the suite exuded luxury and indulgence.

Sandra had disappeared into the opulent marble bathroom minutes ago, humming softly as she stepped into the oversized shower. The sound of water cascading from the rainfall showerhead echoed gently through the room. Max had paused near the window, trying to take in the surreal experience of being here—of being married. Or maybe it was something else that left him unsettled.

Athenia.

By this point, they’d both rested a bit. That helped, yet he thought of the men down in the lobby…He thought of everything Lauren and Evelyn and Sandra had told him when they first arrived.

Despite everything, Max still held onto his disbelief.

A knock at the door startled him.

Frowning, he turned toward the door, glancing briefly at the bathroom where Sandra was still occupied. He hesitated before walking over, unsure of who would be calling on them so late. When he pulled the door open, he found himself face to face with a young man, perhaps in his early twenties, dressed in a tight toga or tunic (Max couldn’t really tell the difference). His posture was straight, his expression neutral. He wore a choker around his neck.

Without a word, the young man extended an envelope toward Max.

"What’s this?" Max asked.

The young man didn’t answer. He merely gave a polite nod and turned on his heel before briskly down the hallway and disappearing around a corner.

Max watched him go, a prickling sense of unease creeping over him. He stepped back inside, closing the door firmly behind him before looking down at the envelope in his hands. The thick paper was embossed with The Serenity Resort’s emblem. His name was written in elegant calligraphy across the front.

He exhaled slowly and opened it.

Inside was a single sheet of paper, neatly folded. As he unfolded it, his eyes scanned the heading:

Rules for Male Guests

	          Male guests must defer to all female guests and staff at all times. 
	          Male guests are to maintain a respectful tone and posture when engaging in conversation. 
	          Male guests may not raise their voices, interrupt, or challenge a female guest’s authority. 
	          Male guests are expected to be helpful and courteous, assisting with any reasonable request. 
	          Male guests may not leave their suite without their female companion’s permission. 
	          Male guests are not to initiate conversation unless spoken to first. 
	          Male guests must adhere to a dress code when in public spaces—no casual or unkempt appearances. 
	          Male guests should prioritize learning and improving domestic skills during their stay. 
	          Failure to comply with these rules will result in corrective measures at the discretion of the resort’s management. 
	     Enjoy your stay. 


Max read the list twice, his grip tightening around the paper. He felt a slow wave of disbelief and indignation rise in his chest. Was this some kind of joke? Corrective measures? What the hell did that mean? He glanced toward the bathroom door, his heart hammering against his ribs.

He had known The Serenity wasn’t a traditional resort, but he hadn’t expected something like this. He had assumed Sandra’s views were more about equality, about lifting women up—not about enforcing strict behavioral rules on men.

He needed to talk to her about this.

Or did he?

A flicker of doubt made him hesitate. He wasn’t sure how she would react. Would she laugh it off, tell him not to take it so seriously? Or would she expect him to comply without question? After all, she had grown up in this ideology. To her, this was normal.

Just as he was folding the letter back into the envelope, the bathroom door opened, and Sandra emerged, wrapped in a plush white robe, her damp hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked radiant, her skin glowing from the heat of the shower, her expression soft and content.

"Mmm, that was amazing," she sighed, stretching slightly before her eyes settled on him. "What’s that?"

Max stiffened. "Nothing. Just…something from the hotel."

Sandra raised an eyebrow, stepping closer. "Oh? Let me see."

He forced a chuckle, slipping the envelope into the nightstand drawer. "It’s really nothing. Just general resort guidelines and policies. Boring stuff."

Sandra studied him for a moment, then shrugged, seemingly uninterested. "Well, if it’s boring, I don’t need to see it." Technically, that was true, especially because she already knew all about The Serenity, this community, and how things worked here.

Relief washed over him, but it was short-lived. As Sandra moved past him, humming softly to herself, Max could almost hear the rules boom in his ears. That wasn’t just a set of guidelines. It was a warning.

Predictably, they arrived in their rooms, cuddled, and fell asleep almost immediately. The wedding had been exhausting, especially for Sandra. Max had done his best to help with the logistics and planning, but he understood how these things work. As the guy, he did whatever he could, yet she was the one who needed to plan everything. It was her event, and her day.

She has looked so incredible as a bride. Even now, Max found himself practically beaming as he thought of watching her walk down the aisle in that white dress.

Still, there had been something in her gaze when she looked back at him, something he didn't know how to explain or truly understand. It was a certain kind of possessiveness? It was a different kind of strength? A different kind of certainty? The questions had rolled around between his ears even as he had gone through the vows. Eventually, Sandra's new husband had relaxed. Then they partied with their friends, they jumped on this flight, and now they were here.

For Max, it felt so strange to realize that he was in a different part of the world.

Once in their rooms, they took a nap, he enjoyed that sleep, and then he woke up. Since Sandra was still asleep, Max decided to go for a walk. Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was something else that compelled him to sneak out of their wedding suite and down the hall. He was curious about this place. More importantly, maybe he needed to find some proof or evidence.

Despite what Sandra, Lauren, and Evelyn had told him, he couldn't really believe that Athenia was based on...female supremacy. Female supremacy. Max tried to hold on to that concept, yet it didn't really work. It felt slippery in his head, as though these words simply didn't belong together. He understood feminism, of course. He recognized that men had been given quite a few different privileges over the course of history, so now there needed to be some kind of rebalancing. He was fine with all of that.

But this was different as he made his way down to the first floor. He saw the men in their collars, and there was something else as well. It was their body language and how they seemed so deferential, like they understood just how subservient they needed to be. Then again, maybe that was just his imagination. Maybe he was seeing things that weren’t really there…?

Max wandered through the sprawling pathways of The Serenity Resort, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. The air was thick with the scent of tropical flowers, and the sound of gently flowing fountains provided a soothing backdrop. But despite the beauty around him, he couldn’t shake the unease twisting in his gut. Those same questions persisted. Even when he sped up, he couldn't outrun them.

Everywhere he looked, men moved with precision, heads slightly bowed, hands occupied with some task—arranging towels by the pool, serving drinks with impeccable grace, or massaging the feet of lounging women. Just as importantly, he saw the togas they wore. There was something about those tight tunics, each one revealing. They did something else as well.

Max tried to tell himself that they were just employees…

Yeah, he thought. That was why they were wearing those outfits. The women here obviously liked to see the men get objectified a little bit. As a guy, Max could understand how this worked. Back in college, he and his friends had gone to a couple of strip clubs. There, women objectified  themselves for a paycheck. The same thing probably happened here. Even as he tried to hold onto that justification, however, it didn't really feel true. There was a pattern here, an unspoken rule. The women conversed freely, laughing and gesturing with ease, while the men remained silent unless spoken to and always deferential.

Although Max couldn't face the truth, it seemed as though he had stepped into an entirely different world.

He kept moving, trying to make sense of his thoughts, when he felt a shift in the air—a sudden awareness that he was being watched. He turned just as two women approached him. One of them was tall, poised, with a presence that commanded immediate attention. The other was Bridget. He had heard her name whispered before, spoken with respect, but also a degree of fear. She was one of the women who ran The Serenity, one of its architects.

“Max,” Bridget said, her voice smooth, almost reassuring. “We need to speak with you. In private.”

Instantly, his muscles tensed. His mind raced. He had seen the way other men were treated when they were ‘spoken to’—how they would return more subdued, quieter, changed in some intangible way.

“Uh…I don’t think I should go anywhere without speaking to my wife first,” he said, forcing a light chuckle. “Sandra will want to know where I am.” Shame bristled along the back of his neck and up his cheeks. Seriously, he was supposed to be a man, but he was trying to hide behind his wife?

It made sense, at least here. Within the boundaries of Athenia, the rules were different. This was a different kind of world.

Bridget smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “That won’t be necessary. She’s aware of how things work here.”

Max frowned. “Still, I’d rather—”

The other woman, someone he still didn’t know, stepped in. “Max, we’re not asking. We’re informing you.”

His heart kicked against his ribs. “I haven’t done anything wrong.”

Bridget tilted her head slightly, as if amused. “No one said you did. But there are things you need to understand. And we believe it’s best if you hear them sooner rather than later.”

Max shook his head. “I’d rather not. I just…I think I need some time to adjust to all of this, you know?”

Bridget’s eyes softened, but there was something unsettling in the way she studied him. “You’ll adjust, Max. Every man does.”

The other woman stepped forward and placed a firm hand on his shoulder. It wasn’t aggressive, not quite even if the message was clear. “Let’s go.”

Panic flared in his chest as his heart started pounding faster. His breathing came in a couple of quick, shallow gasps. Glancing from side to side, Max took a half-step back, but Bridget’s hand found his other shoulder, gripping it with an effortless control that sent a shiver down his spine. They weren’t going to let him walk away.

“I—” he started, but the words caught in his throat.

The two women didn’t raise their voices. They didn’t have to. Their authority was absolute. Slowly, they began steering him away from the open pathways, away from the areas bustling with guests. His heart pounded as they guided him toward a more secluded part of the resort, past a series of doors that looked far less inviting than the grand halls he had walked through before.

This wasn’t a request. This was something else entirely.

Suddenly, they pushed him, and he was walking. Max didn't even understand where they were going. Like some frightened animal, he turned his head from side to side. His eyes were big, and he kept drinking in the images playing around him: those beautiful pillars, the paintings along the walls, the manicured plants, and so much more. To anyone else, The Serenity really was an oasis away from the stressors of the modern world. But for him, it quickly became something else.

They took him to a nondescript door, Bridget pulled out a key card, and she swiped it. He heard the automatic click of the lock. The door opened, and they opened it for him. "Inside," Bridget instructed.

"Why? What is this?"

"Just a little bit of fun," said the other woman.

"We need to make sure that you follow the rules."

The rules. He had read over them, of course. Simultaneously, Max had tried to discard them to the best of his ability. If nothing else, he thought of himself as a guest here. He was a paying customer (as an American, he understood the merits of capitalism; since he was giving the money, that meant they couldn't control him. He was in charge!). That meant they couldn't really be serious about those requirements…

He saw the room with a small bed, a dresser, and no windows. It reminded him of one of the other hotel rooms, only it was smaller and no guests would tolerate this kind of space.

"What is this?" Max asked as he tried to inject some indignation into his voice.

"You are out of uniform," Bridget said.

"Excuse me? I don’t wear a uniform. I’m a guest here!"

"At this resort, we have a uniform requirement for the men who visit. It doesn't matter that you are a customer, Max." Just like that, she short-circuited his only defense. He gulped and took a step back, only to realize that her associate had already closed the door behind them.

He just needed to get to the knob, of course. It wasn't as though he had been locked in here…

"I'm not going to let you dress me," he shot back.

"As a man, you don't get a choice." Bridget crossed her arms over her chest, she tilted her head to the side, and she watched him. "If necessary, we have incentives to make sure that you cooperate."

"What? No…"

"Yes," she said. She stepped forward, and his shoulders clenched. With the nervous energy pounding through his body, Max e gulped. As she approached, his eyes darted to the left and right. He felt like some prey animal. There was this beautiful, confident woman right in front of him, and he didn't know what to do.

As a guy, he could acknowledge the privileges he received on the basis of his sex. Then again, they had never really been stripped away. As a man, he was supposed to be taller, broader and more muscular. Not only that, there was the weight of history on his side, as though he could go down the street and expect the women around him to instantly fear him.

Bridget didn't.

"If necessary, we will punish you."

"This is just a game," he stuttered out. "This, this is just a game, and you’re messing with me. Right? Is this some kind of prank? What? Did Lauren put you up to this?"

"Your sister-in-law didn't put us up to this," Bridget said, her voice low and sonorous she seemed to enjoy this.

"Evelyn?"

"Your mother-in-law didn't put us up to this either," Bridget casually informed him. "You see, this is a different kind of community. You understood exactly what you were agreeing to when you decided to come here."

"I thought, I thought it was just a…"

"A game?" Bridget finished for him. She glanced back at her associate. In that moment, Max peeked over at the other woman as well, and he realized something. Before, he hadn't noticed, but she looked bigger and stronger. She still had a very feminine physique, but her muscles looked more toned then he would have expected. With another breath, he started to realize that he probably wouldn't be able to take her. Maybe biology gave him a few advantages here or there with the design of his upper torso, but she looked like she knew how to hunt and fight.

He didn't.

As a modern guy, Max just didn't know how to throw a punch. Maybe he had gotten into a couple of scuffles back in high school or middle school, but he was an adult now, and he was supposed to be more concerned about lawsuits. Still, he tried to believe that the troglodyte part of his brain could activate if necessary.

"I'm leaving," Max announced.

Both Bridget and her associate surprised him by saying nothing. Then he turned around, and he grabbed the knob. His palm was sweating and an unwanted chill lingered along the back of his neck. Max hated how his body seemed to defy him, like it didn't matter what he wanted or how he was supposed to feel about this. His chest seemed smaller, almost like his rib cage had contracted.

They didn't stop him because the knob refused to turn. He tightened his grip, but he instantly understood what was wrong.

"It's locked," Max said as though he expected her to do something about it.

"Last chance," Bridget informed him. "You can strip naked right now, or we’ll  do it for you, and the consequences are going to be much more severe."

"Much more severe?" Max asked. He hated that sense of uncertainty that seemed to swirl through his chest. He looked from one woman to the other, and then he quickly shook his head. "No," he told her.

"Strip him," Bridget said, only the words weren’t intended for him this time.

Her colleague strode forward, and Max quickly raised his hands. In truth, he had no idea what he was going to do, especially because everything happened so fast!

She reached out, grabbed him by his wrist, yanked hard, and pulled him. For a moment, it almost felt like he was dancing as he stumbled forward. Next, she slipped behind him, she grabbed the sides of his shirt, and she pulled, popping the buttons. He heard that ripping sound of thread, yet he couldn't believe it. From there, she yanked the shirt down along his shoulders. Next, she pulled the T-shirt he wore underneath away from his torso. He was shirtless!

Everything happened way too fast. Then the woman shoved him down again. She slammed her palm against his chest. It wasn't quite enough to knock the air from his lungs, but everything turned to a murky blur for a second. Then he found himself on his back, and she yanked off his shoes. After that, she went for his belt. She tossed it aside. Last, she grabbed his pants and his underwear, and he wanted to kick, but something still stopped him. Max didn't really know how to fight. More importantly, he was the kind of guy who preferred to talk through his problems.

Nothing had ever prepared him for this!

Within just a couple seconds, he was naked, and Bridget was standing above him. She had her hands behind her back as she leaned down.

As a newly married man, he wasn't supposed to notice her cleavage. He wasn't supposed to feel any kind of attraction to the curves of her smile or the bright shine in her eyes.

"How was that?" Bridget asked.

"You, you can't do this…"

"You still don't understand, do you? In this community, you wear a collar, young man. You wear a collar, and you do as you're told. As a man, you’re a member of the inferior sex. In this society, we are your superiors, and we can make you do whatever we want. Would you like another demonstration?"

Before Max even had the chance to gather his thoughts and offer some kind of cogent answer, Bridget nodded toward her compatriot.

The other woman grabbed him. Moving with that muscular force just like before, she knocked him onto his back, and he started to move, yet she snatched his wrists, pulled them behind him, and locked them in place. At first, Max didn't even understand what was going on! To him, this didn't make any sense!

Now, he tugged, he could feel the cuffs holding his arms just above the curves of his bare butt.

"Maybe you need a little punishment? Is that it?"

Again, he went back to that other desperate gambit. "You can't do this! You can't do this without having my wife here!"

"Max," Bridget said, reaching down and gliding her hand between his shoulders, up his neck, and into his hair. "She has already signed the paperwork. We have all of the authorization we need to give you the discipline you require."

He didn't require any discipline! At least, that was what Max kept telling himself as he stared forward at the blank wall in front of him and across the bed, he hated that fear and frustration as it flashed through his frame. He could feel the dread there, sitting like a weight of the pit of his stomach. Hot humiliation flared again and again as he jerked against the cuffs. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't break free.

And now, Bridget raised her hand, she grinned down at him, and then she struck.

She was spanking him!

That first blow landed, and it hurt, but he told himself he could take it.

One spanking didn't really mean much. But then her hand flew down again and again, striking hard blows against the same spot!

Pretty soon, his breathing quickened.

His defiance started to crack! He could feel it as the pain washed over him. As a modern man, Max didn't have any kind of preparation for this! "You are going to wear your uniform. You will obey the dress code. You will cooperate and do as you’re told. You will follow the rules, and you will be a model guest here at this resort." Her voice beat down against him with the same intensity as her open palm. The moisture disappeared from his mouth. His lips were parted, his jaw open. Max sucked in one breath after another as he tried to contend with those sensations coursing along his nerves.

"Are you ready for another dose?" Bridget asked him.

Max needed to respond. He had to breathe out some kind of answer. If he didn't, he knew he was going to regret it. Still, he looked up. Ridiculously, he experienced the need to apologize. "I, I'm sorry. I'm sorry I messed up. I was never supposed to come here. Please, you can just let me go? Okay, you can let me go, I can go talk to my wife, and we can leave right now!"

"Your wife?" Bridget asked. For a moment there, Max honestly thought this was the opening he needed. He desperately longed to believe that she was going to say something about how his wife would have the authority to get him out of there. Technically, that was probably true. Then again, it didn't matter, not when Bridget continued, "She isn't here right now. Besides, I know what you need, Max. I know what kind of training you require."

That was when she struck. Contact came down again and again, striking to ignite those bursts of pain. "I'm sorry!" Max called out again without even understanding what he was apologizing for.

"Are you? Are you really?"

"Yes!"

"That's strange," Bridget said. "Because I don't believe you."

He balled his fingers into fists, clenched his eyes shut, hardened his core, and struggled to think of something he could say. Then, adorably, he called out, "If you don't let me go right now, I'm going to call the police!"

"You're forgetting where you are," Bridget said. "As far as the cops are concerned, I have every right to do this. You’re a man here at my facility. This is my resort, so I decide what happens to you."

"What about my wife?"

"We have already talked about her," Bridget said, her tone shifting. There was something playful dancing along the notes of her voice now. "She knows where you are. She knows what you need, and she doesn’t mind if I give it to you."

Fresh pain hit him! It flared along his skin, making his muscles clench all along his body. He could feel it from the curves of his feet, up to his ankles, along his calves, into his thighs, and over every other muscle hidden beneath the surface of his flesh. This woman knew exactly what she was doing. She could make it sting again and again until he broke.

"As a man here, are you going to be good? Are you going to be obedient and deferential?"

"Yes!" Max called out.

"Before, when you threatened to call the police, what were you hoping was going to happen?"

Max blinked, uncertain of what kind of answer she expected. Just as importantly, he didn't know how to answer. Different replies materialized behind his eyes. He imagined these different answers, yet none of them felt right, accurate, or true. Despite his best efforts, he didn't know how to speak to her. After all, he couldn't remember the last time he had been outranked like this. High school? Middle school? Before that? He understood the concept of a hierarchy, but he wasn't supposed to be at the bottom of the social structure on the basis of his sex alone.

"I don't know," he said, dropping his head forward.

"Yes, you do," she replied. He flinched, instantly thinking this would warrant another dose of concentrated agony. Instead, she touched his chin, and she forced him to look up at her. "You know exactly what you were hoping for," she repeated. "Tell me."

Almost childishly, he admitted, "I was hoping you would get in trouble."

"You wanted to see me get arrested, didn't you? You were hoping that I would be thrown in prison." She smirked before hardening her lips even as she shook her head from side to side. "That's cute." Then she reached over, held out her arm, and waited for her colleague. Sure enough, the woman with her had taken something out and now placed it on the palm of her hand. When she lifted up, she showed him and asked, "Do you know what this is?"

Max gulped. "It's a chastity cage." As a modern man, he didn't want to acknowledge what those curved, metal components formed. He didn't want to contemplate the fasteners, the tube, or the different rings and that lock. More importantly, he searched for the strength and courage to argue with her, like he thought he could tell her that she couldn't do this.

There was just one problem: he already knew she had the authority to put it on him.

"Don't do it. Please, don't."

"There you go again," she said. "You keep trying to give me orders. You keep trying to threaten me. Max, that isn’t how this works. Don't worry. Once we have you locked up, I'm sure you're going to feel so much better."

"My wife is just going to let me out," he insisted.

"Or she’s going to make sure that I have the authority to punish you thoroughly and consistently."

"She wouldn't do that!"

"Would you like me to call her right now?"

"Yes," he said.

Bridget grinned, "Are you sure about that?"

His lips parted. His mouth opened. Max stared right at her, and he yearned to believe that she was playing with him. Still, he couldn't believe or accept the idea that Sandra had truly embraced female supremacy (not like this!). When she first talked about coming here, he had assumed it would be a game. It was some type of role-playing. It wasn't real, and it wasn't going to affect their lives. It was just a honeymoon!

As those excuses and justifications fluttered behind his eyes, he couldn't bring himself to speak.

"Well?" She still wore that grin. "Go on. Say it."

"Call her," he said.

"Okay," she replied. Bridget pulled out her phone, she brought up a number, and she had the little green icon on her screen. Not only that, she turned on the speakerphone function. Suddenly, he could hear the ring tone.

"Hello?" came a groggy voice.

Sandra!

For a second, Max was ready to shout. Instead, he gulped and stared as Bridget raised a finger to her mouth, instantly silencing him.

"Hello, Sandra," Bridget said. "I work with the resort. Your husband has gotten into a little bit of trouble, so I was wondering if we have the authority necessary to punish him, ensure that he is in the proper dress code, and lock him in a chastity cage?"

With that other tall woman standing above him, Max didn't dare speak. Of course, he understood the concept of physical intimidation. He had encountered tall, burly, and powerfully built guys who had looked threatening at one point or another. Whether that meant a bigger kid in kindergarten or some drunk guy at a bar just a few months before, he had a well-developed sense of self-preservation. But now, he didn't know how to respond when it was a woman who towered over him while he was naked and vulnerable.

Max waited; he held his breath and anticipated Sandra’s outraged answer. She was going to tell these women to release him right away!

"Absolutely," Sandra said.

What?

Max blinked. He blinked, he stared at the phone as though this had to be some kind of joke.

"Thank you very much," Bridget said before she ended the call. Then she turned back to him. "There you go. You're going to wear this," she said. "You're going to wear this, and I'm going to give you the discipline you require."

"Maybe he thinks he stronger than me? Maybe he thinks he can fight me?" asked Bridget's comrade.

"What? No!" But even as he spoke, he realized that might have been his only option. After all, he had to resist. There had to be something he could do. If that meant throwing a punch to get back to his wife so he could talk to Sandra face to face, then he would do it.

"You want to fight me, don't you?"

Max bit down. He clenched his jaw again, and he searched for the best answer. Then again, he glanced over at the chastity cage. More than anything else, he knew he couldn't allow those women to put it on him. "I'll do it if I have to," he said.

"This might be fun to watch," Bridget said. She reached up, placed a hand on her face and tapped her cheek. "Let's do it. You're sure you're up for it?"

"Absolutely," said the woman. Then she leaned forward and said, "When I get you on the floor and hold you down while Bridget puts you in a chastity cage, I want you to remember me." She grinned. There was something feral, almost predatory about her expression. She didn't just look like some hotel employee or even a security guard. Instead, she watched him with the skill of a huntress. Clearly, this was a woman who knew how to evaluate him. And now, she was ready to play with him…

Again, Max didn't know how to fight. He had never really thrown a punch in genuine anger. Maybe he had bumped his chest against some other guys at one point or another. Maybe he had even wrestled with a few of them. There may have been a bully back in high school. Those experiences, however, didn't compare to anything like this.

This woman had been trained. She had practiced. She’d studied the human body and knew how to fight.

Soon enough, they had him back up on his feet. He was still naked, and he glanced over at that woman, and he wanted to ask for his clothing back. After all, she was still completely dressed. He was naked. In comparison to her, he really did feel smaller.

As she watched him, Max knew better than to say anything. Instead, he hardened his shoulders, he raised his fists, and he got ready. His heart pounded as he stood in the small room at The Serenity Resort.  He wasn’t sure what had come over him, but after everything—the rules, the restrictions, the quiet smirks of the women who controlled this place—he’d had enough. He had snapped. He had challenged her.

Granted, they clearly intended to play with him, but he didn't need to give in like this. Still, he was going to do his best. He was a man, he had his dignity, and he wouldn't let him control him. He wouldn't allow them to play with him like this!

So now, standing in front of him, was this woman: Annika. For several seconds, he just stared at her. She didn't seem to mind.

She was taller than him by at least three inches, her toned body wrapped in a crisp black security uniform that clung to her like a second skin. Her presence was imposing, the weight of authority in her stance alone. She didn’t need to speak to make it clear that she was in charge. Max knew he should back down, but something in him refused. He could have groveled; maybe she even expected it.

He lunged first, throwing a wild punch at her face, fueled more by frustration than strategy. She dodged with ease, her expression barely changing. Before he could recover, she struck—her hand catching his wrist mid-swing and twisting sharply. Pain shot through his arm, and he gritted his teeth as he tried to yank himself free.

“Is that all you’ve got?” Annika asked, a smirk playing on her lips. She sounded almost amused.

Max snarled and used his free hand to swing at her ribs. He felt the impact, but it was like punching solid steel. She barely even flinched. Before he could pull back, she shifted, sweeping her leg under him and knocking his feet out from under him. He crashed onto his back, the air leaving his lungs in a single, painful gasp.

He rolled, desperate to get up, but she was quicker. Her knee pressed into his chest, pinning him firmly to the polished floor. He struggled, pushing against her, trying to throw her off, but she didn’t budge. The weight of her body was immovable, her strength undeniable.

“Breathe, Max,” she said, as if she were instructing some immature kid who couldn't possibly know what he was doing. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Her captured specimen thrashed beneath her, frustration turning into outright panic. He had always assumed that, when pushed, he could hold his own. Despite Athenia’s beliefs, he wasn’t weak. But now? Now, he was helpless!

His breathing came in short, ragged bursts as he continued to push at her, his hands grabbing at her arms, trying to twist away. But Annika remained still, her grip unrelenting.

“This isn’t a fair fight,” Max spat, glaring up at her.

Annika’s eyes darkened with something between pity and disappointment. “You’re right. It never was.”

Her grip tightened slightly on his wrists, just enough to remind him that he was completely at her mercy. Max felt heat rising to his face—not just from the struggle but from the sheer humiliation of it all. He had fought with everything he had, and it hadn’t been enough. He had lost before the fight had even begun.

“Let me go,” he growled, twisting again.

Annika sighed. “I will…once you stop resisting.”

His body ached, his muscles burning with exhaustion. His pride screamed at him to keep fighting, but another part of him, the part that had seen how things worked here, knew the truth.

He couldn’t win.

Slowly, his body sagged beneath her, his breaths coming in shallow pulls. Annika watched him carefully, as if assessing whether he was finally done.

“There it is,” she murmured. “Acceptance.”

Max turned his head away, his jaw clenched tight. He hated this. He silently raged at how easily she had beaten him. Growling, he loathed how powerless he felt beneath her. But what he hated most was the creeping realization that maybe, just maybe, he had been wrong all along.

Maybe they really were stronger. It wasn't just Annika, he understood. It could be every woman in Athenia. Maybe they weren't all built like her; maybe they didn't practice, nor did they have her skills, yet there were other kinds of ferocity and strength. It made him wonder whether or not he could ever compete…

Annika suddenly released her grip, standing up fluidly as if the fight had never happened. Max gasped, rolling onto his side, rubbing his wrists where her fingers had clamped down with iron force. He barely had time to process the relief before she smirked and motioned for him to stand.

“Again,” she ordered.

Max’s eyes widened. “Are you serious?” At the same time, there was that flicker of fear behind his eyes. It spread down into the center of his chest because part of him couldn't believe her.

She raised an eyebrow. “You wanted to fight me, didn’t you? Or are you giving up already?” As she spoke, Bridget chuckled.

His pride screamed at him to stand. Slowly, with a groan, he pushed himself to his feet, legs shaky but determination burning in his gut. He wouldn’t go down so easily this time. He studied her, watching for an opening. This time, he wouldn’t just throw wild punches—he would be smart.

He lunged again, feinting left before swinging at her ribs. But Annika was faster. She stepped aside with a grace that almost seemed effortless and slammed her palm into his chest, sending him stumbling back. Before he could regain balance, she grabbed his arm, twisting it behind his back and forcing him down onto one knee.

He roared in frustration, using his free arm to throw an elbow back toward her head. She dodged easily and, in a blur of motion, swept his legs out from under him again. He crashed to the floor with a grunt, pain jolting up his spine.

“You really don’t learn, do you?” Annika mused, straddling his chest once more, her weight keeping him pinned. “You’re still thinking strength is your best asset.”

Max struggled, muscles burning, but she didn’t even look winded. It wasn’t just her speed or technique—it was how effortlessly she controlled him. She wasn’t just stronger. She was toying with him.

“I could do this all day,” Annika promised as the amusement flickered along her voice. “But you? You’re already exhausted.” She laughed. She actually threw her head back and chortled, "This is what you get for overestimating yourself. But don't worry. I'm sure this a lesson, you won't ever forget. Isn't that right?"

Max snarled, lifting his hips in a desperate attempt to throw her off, but she adjusted with ease, pressing down harder and forcing more of his breath out of his lungs. He gasped, his strength ebbing away with every passing second.

Annika leaned closer, her voice calm and even. “You keep fighting because you think there’s a way out. But there isn’t.”

Max’s chest heaved, his head spinning. His arms ached from the strain, his fingers trembling as he tried one last time to push her off. But it was useless. She didn’t even have to try anymore.

“I—” he started, but the words caught in his throat.

Annika studied his face, her smirk softening slightly. “Are you done?” He heard that smile in her voice as she almost whispered to him, "Are you ready to recognize your inferiority?"

He hated the way she spoke, just as he raged against how right she was. But he was done. Completely. Utterly. He let his head fall back against the cold floor, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

Annika gave him a few seconds before finally lifting herself off of him. Max remained on the ground, staring at the ceiling, his body aching in ways he hadn’t expected. He had thought this would be a fight.

It had been a lesson.

It was just starting.

"On the bed," Bridget said.

Annika grabbed him, forced him onto his back, spread his arms, and straddled him! She moved way too fast, pinning him down. Within moments, he was completely and utterly trapped, just like before. Then she slipped the leather restraints around his right wrist, followed by his left. He was naked, but Annika seemed content. Just as importantly, she stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and watched him with that air of amused detachment. Once again, she was just a security operative. She was someone who worked for the Serenity, and she was there to monitor his behavior.

It was Bridget who he really had to worry about…

The resort's manager stepped forward, and now she touched her fingernails to his shin. She dragged her touch up along his knees, to his stomach, and over his cock.

She wasn't supposed to be able to touch him like this. He should have been able to hide behind the social niceties of his clothing, decorum, and all of those other little protections. Instead, Bridget had complete access to his body. Then she extended her other hand, she opened her palm, and she showed him the chastity cage again.

"You had your chance, didn't you?"

"I, I…

"It's okay," she said. "You will get used to being locked up. Besides, is there really a problem with having your wife own your cock?"

"This is my body," he said. "I get to make my own decisions!"

"Wrong," she said. "You got married. You belong to your wife now. And don't worry. We're going to be very generous with you."

"You can't do this," he said. "It's not right!"

"Right?" She taunted him. "Does that mean you think you can control yourself?" He blinked a couple of times. He looked up at his captor. "What?"

"I can play a little game with you," she said.

"What, what kind of game?"

"If you can remain relaxed and keep yourself under control, then I won't need to lock you up. That's how it usually works. We give the boys a couple of days to try to demonstrate their self-control. If you can do it, then you obviously won't need the chastity cage."

The moisture drained away from his mouth. Between those frantic seconds, Max did his best to understand what she meant.

"How? How are you going to test me?"

"Like this," she said, casually bringing her hand down between his legs. He wished he could’ve locked his knees together or lifted up one leg to try to hide his cock and balls. It was a nice idea, yet his ankles had already been strapped to the corners of the small bed. He jerked against the restraints, pulling on those bonds, except he couldn't break them. Whether he liked it or not, Max remained stuck right there, his body spread out and on display for this woman.

Then her fingers brushed along the top of his cock.

Tightening his muscles as he summoned every ounce of concentration he possessed, Max channeled his focus and refused to allow his body to respond. There wasn't even the barest twitch.

"You're fighting," she said. "I wonder how long it's going to take for you to start begging."

"I'm not going to beg."

"I could make you beg," she informed him. She sounded so light, breezy, and casual. To her, this was just an amusing conversation. They were exchanging anecdotes. For him, this meant using every drop of courage he possessed. Even so, it wasn't enough. At least, that was what she believed.

He could do this.

He may not have been able to take on her associate, but he didn't have to fight Annika. Then again, he thought of Sandra again. Max locked his eyes shut, and he considered what this meant. He never should have come here. But he was here now, so he had to show this woman that he wouldn't be bent or tamed. He wasn't some wild animal who could be domesticated for her amusement! He wasn't a pet for Bridget, Annika, or Sandra.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he almost wanted to laugh because he thought of someone else. Lauren. He thought of Sandra's little sister and how she was probably going to be against all of this. Once or twice, she had expressed a few doubts here and there about Athenia. Even if his wife wouldn't help him escape their honeymoon, maybe his sister-in-law would…?

Only then, Max didn't get to think about it. His thoughts scattered, fractured, and evaporated as she started to touch him. She teased his body, her fingers gliding along his shaft. Moment by moment, he managed to hold out; he kept his body from reacting. Next, her fingers encircled his shaft. He was breathing hard, his nostrils flaring as he puffed out one breath after another.

He didn't know what he would have done if she tried to kiss him. Apparently, however, she viewed such signs of affection as beneath her. Instead, this was just a matter of physical response.

It was almost working…

If she continued to play with him like this, he knew his cock would harden. He could feel that urge for an erection.

But if he surrendered, then he would justify the chastity cage. Up until then, he could at least hold on to some kind of moral high ground. It wasn't much, but it was the best this newlywed husband could do!

He closed his eyes, and he tried to think of his wife. He recalled her perfect face, the shine of her hair, the curve of her smile, and the scent of her shampoo. All of those different details fluttered behind his eyes and deep in the center of his psyche. Sandra. He thought of that woman and how he loved her. Even if he didn't really know or understand her as well as he wished, he had married her, and that had been the best decision of his life.

Then again, she had brought him here…

Max considered that for just a moment, and now Bridget brought her hand up underneath his balls. She was stroking him, massaging his sack, and sending fresh little spasms of sensation darting along his flesh. He arched his back, pulled against the shackles, straining as his body finally responded. She squeezed, and his cock stiffened!

"You fail," she said.

"Fine. I'm hard," he admitted. "That means you can put the cage on me." Just then, he actually burst out laughing as though he had come up with some horrible design flaw within her plan. "You might as well just go because you can't get that on me if I'm excited, right?” She didn't look frustrated or daunted by his point.

"Or I can just make you come," she said.

"What?"

"Consider yourself to be a lucky male," she said. "Usually, I use ice, or I just leave the specimen alone." Specimen. That was how she thought of him. "But right now, I think I want to show you just how powerless you really are."

Locking his teeth together, he snarled, "I'm not powerless!"

It was a nice idea, but she had him on his back, and she stroked him with both of her hands. With one, she fondled his balls. Every second sent fresh sensations coursing along his nerves. His body seemed to sparkle and glow even as he closed his eyes. The arousal pulsed throughout his frame. He could feel it start right there between his legs, yet it stretched out over every inch of his body.

Breathing hard and fast, Max wasn't going to succumb. He didn't allow himself to give in to that temptation even as she pushed and closer and closer to that invisible line.

He wasn't going to break, he thought to himself. He wasn't going to yield! He was better than this!

But even as that idea bubbled behind his eyes and between his ears, she squeezed again, and then he lost control! It happened all too soon! Here was a woman who knew what she was doing. She understood the male psyche. Just as importantly, she understood this man's instincts, so she took control of his body. She touched him and forced him to climax! His shaft pulsated, his body throbbed, and there was one splash, after another.

Within half a minute, he was completely spent.

She wiped down and locked him up.

"We are going to leave you here for a little while," she said. "I want to give you an opportunity to think about your new status." Both women turned, left, and kept them waiting there on his back with the chastity cage now locked between his legs.

As Max learned, the other women in his party enjoyed a very different experience.

The spa at The Serenity Resort was another masterpiece of design and indulgence, a sanctuary dedicated to luxury and relaxation. Soft, ambient lighting illuminated the sleek marble floors, while the air carried the gentle scent of eucalyptus and lavender. A low, soothing melody played in the background, blending seamlessly with the faint trickle of water from the indoor waterfall in the relaxation lounge.

Sandra, Lauren, and Evelyn stepped inside and were greeted immediately by a team of impeccably collared attendants who guided them toward their private spa suite. The space was breathtaking—an open-concept room with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked a serene garden, complete with a koi pond and a small, bubbling fountain. The bright green leaves practically shined against the stone facades. Plush lounge chairs were arranged near a steaming hot tub, and trays of exotic fruit, herbal teas, and infused waters were artfully displayed nearby.

“This is exactly what I needed,” Sandra sighed, slipping off her robe and settling onto one of the massage tables. As so many other women already knew, planning a wedding meant enduring a special flavor of exhaustion.

Neither a little bit of sleep nor a shower had been enough to rejuvenate her, but this felt like a good start.

“You need this,” Evelyn teased, taking the spot next to her daughter. “But you’re right. A woman should never deny herself comfort.”

Lauren hesitated a moment before following suit. She had never been one for excessive pampering, but there was something undeniably intoxicating about this level of care. A spa attendant approached, offering her a chilled cloth for her eyes, and she accepted with a grateful smile.

Soon, the treatments began. Expert hands massaged away tension from their shoulders, working in warm essential oils. The rhythmic pressure was divine, melting away any lingering stress. Afterward, they were ushered to the hydrotherapy pool, where jets of perfectly heated water pulsed against their skin, encouraging further relaxation.

“Every woman should experience this regularly,” Sandra murmured, sinking deeper into the water. “We deserve it.”

Lauren chuckled, though there was an edge of uncertainty in her voice. “It does feel amazing.”

“See?” Evelyn interjected. “Luxury and comfort are natural to us. It’s how things should be. Why struggle when we don’t have to?”

As they transitioned to their facials, Lauren finally voiced something that had been nagging at her. “I still don’t know how I feel about everything here,” she admitted. “I mean, I believe in equality, but…some of the rules about men seem extreme.”

Maybe Lauren had been amused when they first arrived, but all of these really did seem more intense than she would've expected or even imagined.

Sandra opened her eyes slightly, watching her sister from across the room. “Extreme? In what way?”

Lauren hesitated. “The way they’re expected to act here. The deference. The lack of personal freedom. I’ve always believed that men and women should be equal, you know? That everyone should have the same rights. Okay, so maybe I've joked about female supremacy, but I didn't really mean it?” Perhaps she would’ve sounded different if she’d known any males in the room.

Evelyn let out a soft laugh. “That’s a nice thought, Lauren. But it’s an outdated one. Equality is a myth. It’s never truly existed. What we have now is balance—proper structure.”

Sandra nodded. “And it’s not about oppression. It’s about guidance. Men need direction, discipline. They thrive when they have clear roles, when they serve a purpose that aligns with their nature.” Those were the standard answers and expected tropes.

Lauren frowned. “And you think their nature is to serve?”

Sandra tilted her head. “I think their nature is to follow. To support. Look at history, Lauren. Societies function best when women are leading. We’re naturally more intelligent and emotionally stronger. Men become lost without us.”

Lauren chewed her lip. “But doesn’t everyone deserve autonomy?”

Evelyn placed a hand on Lauren’s arm, her touch both gentle and firm. “Sweetheart, autonomy doesn’t always lead to happiness. Look around you. Are the men here suffering? Or are they thriving in a way they never did before?”

Lauren glanced out the window, where a pair of male attendants knelt by the koi pond, silently tending to the water lilies. They looked serene, focused. Not unhappy.

Sandra followed her gaze. “They have purpose now. And they’re cared for, protected. They don’t have to compete orstruggle. They’re free in a way they never were before.”

Lauren didn’t respond immediately. She wanted to argue and push back against the idea that subordination could be a form of freedom. But at the same time, there was something undeniably peaceful about this world. The women here were powerful, confident. The men were…compliant. And maybe, just maybe, that was the natural order of things.

She exhaled slowly. “Maybe you’re right.”

Sandra smiled, leaning back as the spa attendant began the next stage of their treatment. “Of course, I am. Just relax, Lauren. You’ll see.”

Evelyn decided to press further, her voice smooth and persuasive. "Think about what happens when men are given too much power. Wars, corruption, endless cycles of competition. They act on impulse, on aggression. Look at the world before Athenia—how often did men lead nations into ruin?"

Lauren hesitated, then slowly nodded. "I suppose history does show that… but can’t men be taught to be better leaders? More balanced?"

Sandra chuckled. "We’ve been trying to teach them for centuries, and look where that got us. They refuse to learn. Instead of forcing them into roles they can’t handle, why not let them embrace what they are truly meant to do?"

Lauren pursed her lips. "And what if they resist? If they want more?"

Evelyn took a sip of her cucumber-infused water before answering. "Then they’re misguided. And we help them understand. We correct them with kindness and patience. Eventually, they always see the truth."

Sandra leaned forward slightly. "Besides, men are happiest when they serve. Look at Max. He’s still adjusting, but soon, he’ll realize how much better his life is when he isn’t burdened with decision-making. He won’t have to worry about his place in the world. He’ll have a clear path."

Lauren was quiet for a long moment before murmuring, "I guess that does make sense…"

The day and relaxation continued. After their time in the spa, all three women wandered out into the warm light to enjoy the resort’s private beach.

By this point, the afternoon sun cast golden reflections off the calm, crystal-clear waves as Evelyn, Sandra, and Lauren lounged in the privacy of their luxurious tent-cabana. The white canopy swayed slightly in the soft breeze, and the gentle sound of the ocean mixed with the rustling palm trees. A wooden tray of chilled fruit, delicate pastries, and sparkling citrus-infused water sat between them on the plush lounge chairs.

This was so easy.

When people gushed about vacation, this was what they meant.

Sandra adjusted her sunglasses and stretched languidly. “This is paradise,” she sighed, letting her head rest against the cushioned chair.

Evelyn took a slow sip of her water and smiled. “It truly is. Everything here is designed for our comfort. No worries, no stress—just how it should be.”

Lauren, however, sat upright, her expression distant as she stared out at the rolling waves. She had barely touched the fresh mango slices on her plate.

Noticing her sister’s quiet demeanor, Sandra turned her head slightly. “Lauren, what are you thinking about?”

Lauren hesitated before answering. “Max.”

Sandra arched an eyebrow. “Max?”

Lauren nodded. “I just…I keep thinking about how he’s going to feel about his time here. I mean, let’s be honest, Sandra. Max isn’t like the men here. He wasn’t raised in this system. He had a career, a normal life. He’s never been told that his sole purpose is to serve.”

Sandra let out a soft chuckle and shook her head. “Lauren, you’re overthinking this. He’ll adjust. It’s in his nature.”

Lauren frowned. “But what if he doesn’t? What if he fights back?”

Evelyn, who had been listening quietly, set her drink down and leaned forward slightly. “Then he’ll learn, dear.”

Lauren turned to her mother. “Learn? And if he refuses?”

“Trust me,” Sandra said. “I know my husband.” Then she sighed and removed her sunglasses, folding them neatly and setting them aside. “Besides, you’re looking at this the wrong way, Lauren. We aren’t punishing him. We’re guiding him. That’s what Athenia does—it helps men discover who they truly are.”

Guidance. They always came back to this ideal.

Lauren chewed her lip. “What if it breaks them?”

Sandra’s expression softened, but there was a quiet certainty in her voice. “Breaks them? No, Lauren. It frees them. Think about it—men outside of Athenia are constantly struggling and figuring and it makes them miserable. They're trying to prove something, trying to dominate. And for what? They live in stress, in insecurity, in perpetual dissatisfaction. Here, we take that burden away. We give them peace.”

Lauren folded her arms. “Peace at the cost of their independence.”

Sandra shook her head. “Their independence is an illusion. Hasn’t history taught us that? Men have never handled power well. They think they’re in control, but they aren’t. They act on impulse, on ego. When they’re in charge, the world suffers. When we are, there’s order.”

Lauren stayed quiet for a moment. “But he wasn’t unhappy before. Max had a job, friends, choices. Won’t he miss that?”

Evelyn reached for a piece of fruit, her tone patient but firm. “And what did all of that really bring him? Responsibility? Anxiety? The constant pressure to prove himself? We’re not taking away anything that truly serves him, Lauren. We’re removing unnecessary distractions. We're giving him structure, certainty.”

Lauren exhaled. “But he had structure before. He made his own choices.”

Sandra smirked. “Did he? Or did he just think he did?” She took a sip of water before continuing. “Max spent his whole life trying to be something. To be successful, to be desirable, to be strong. Always proving, always striving. And for what? To be exhausted? To be overlooked by a system that doesn’t even work?”

Lauren’s frown deepened, but she said nothing.

Evelyn continued, “You see, darling, Max isn’t losing anything real. He’s gaining clarity. He’s finally stepping into his true role.”

Lauren sighed, looking back at the waves. “I don’t know. I just feel like…it should be his choice.”

Sandra placed a gentle hand on Lauren’s arm. “And he made that choice, Lauren. He married me. He came here. He agreed to be part of my world. That was his decision. Now, he just has to accept what that means.”

Lauren let out a slow breath. “And if he never does?”

Sandra’s smile was knowing. “Then we help him see. With time, with guidance, with patience, he'll see the truth. They all do.”

Lauren hesitated, then pressed further. “But Max…he had dreams. He wanted to open his own business one day, remember? He had aspirations and goals. He wasn’t just struggling—he had ambition.”

Sandra nodded. “And now, he has something better. Purpose. He won’t have to stress over money, over competition, over status. Here, he’s given a clear path. No distractions, no failures. Just success through service.” Again and again, she made those points because she believed them. More importantly, she’d help her sister believe them too.

Their mother interjected, her voice warm but firm. “It’s like sculpting, dear. You take a rough block of stone and shape it into something refined, something beautiful. Max is that stone. He may not see his potential now, but in time, he will.”

Lauren glanced at her mother. “And if he resents it?”

Sandra smiled, almost indulgently. “He won’t. Maybe at first, he’ll resist. But resentment can’t last when there’s no struggle. Once he sees how much easier life is when he follows the path, he’ll accept it. He might even thank us.”

Lauren bit her lip. “I just…I respect him, Sandra. I don’t want him to be unhappy.”

Sandra reached for Lauren’s hand, squeezing it gently. “And that’s exactly why this is right. You respect him, so you’re helping to give him something better than he ever could have found on his own.”

Lauren hesitated, her fingers tightening slightly around Sandra’s. “I suppose…I just don’t want to see him suffer.”

“You’re very kind,” Sandra said.

Evelyn smiled. “We won’t lose him, dear. Instead, he’ll be devoted to us. He'll focus on us completely the way all men should.”

Lauren sighed and turned to gaze back at the waves. They rolled in softly, unyielding yet gentle, much like the conversation she was trapped in. Perhaps they were right. Perhaps Max would see in time.

Finally, she nodded and sighed. “I guess I just have to trust the process.”

Sandra beamed. “Exactly. Trust the process. Max will thank me and Mom and you for it one day.”

Lauren wasn’t sure if she believed that. But for now, she let herself relax, sinking back into the plush lounge chair as the ocean breeze washed over her. Perhaps, in time, she would see what they saw.

There was something special about the atmosphere here; it was expensive drinks, the servile bartender, and the young men who scurried around to serve their patrons. The warm glow of the Serenity Resort’s bar cast golden reflections off the marble countertops. The atmosphere was effortlessly elegant—dim lighting, soft jazz playing in the background, and the scent of fresh citrus and vanilla lingering in the air. Here was another space designed for relaxation, indulgence, and quiet conversation.

Lauren and Sandra sat at a plush booth near the floor-to-ceiling windows, their drinks resting on polished coasters before them. The ocean view stretched far beyond the resort’s infinity pool, where a few guests lounged in the moonlight, basking in the serene night air.

A young man approached their table with a practiced smile. He was lean, well-groomed, and dressed in a crisp tunic that accentuated his sharp features. He carried a tray with two expertly crafted cocktails—a lavender gin fizz for Lauren and a blood orange spritz for Sandra. He set them down with careful precision.

“Ladies,” he said smoothly, bowing his head ever so slightly. “Enjoy your drinks.”

Sandra smirked as he walked away. “I love how well-trained they are here.”

Lauren took a slow sip of her cocktail and arched an eyebrow at her sister. “You were totally checking him out.”

Sandra laughed, unabashed. “Why wouldn’t I? It’s part of the experience. Besides, Max wouldn’t mind.”

Lauren gave her a skeptical look. “You think your husband would be fine with you eyeing other men?”

Sandra leaned back against the plush booth, swirling her drink. “Max understands his place. He knows that I’m in control. That kind of security—understanding his role in our relationship—makes it easier for him to accept certain things.”

Lauren tilted her head. “Like you flirting with other guys?”

Sandra chuckled. “Like me enjoying the attention. It’s harmless. Besides, Max isn’t the jealous type. He’s too busy making sure I’m happy.”

Lauren hesitated before responding. “It’s just weird to think about. I guess I never really considered relationships in that way before.”

Sandra studied her younger sister, noting the way she fidgeted with her straw. “You’ve been thinking about relationships a lot lately, haven’t you?”

Her little sister didn't answer. Slowly, Lauren sighed and glanced away. “I don’t know. Seeing you get married, watching you and Max together—it’s made me more introspective, I guess. I’ve never had a serious relationship. I never thought I needed one, but now…I don’t know. It’s different.”

Sandra softened. “That makes sense. It’s a big thing to watch someone close to you settle down. It makes you start wondering about your own future.”

Lauren nodded. “Exactly. And it’s not that I feel pressured or anything. I just wonder what it’s like to really have that kind of dynamic with someone.”

Sandra took a sip of her spritz, considering. “You mean having a man devoted to you?”

Lauren hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. The way Max is with you…it’s different from what I grew up seeing. You’re in control, and he…he just accepts it.”

After another moment or two, Sandra smiled. “He doesn’t just accept it—he thrives on it.”

Lauren exhaled. “I don’t know if I’d even know how to navigate something like that.”

Sandra smirked. “Well, lucky for you, this resort specializes in teaching women exactly that.”

Lauren gave her a wary glance. “What are you suggesting?”

Sandra set her drink down, her eyes glinting mischievously. “There’s an introductory class tomorrow morning. It’s called ‘The Foundations of Female Supremacy.’ It’s a great way to learn more about how this kind of society functions.”

At first, she didn't respond. Lauren blinked. “Sandra, I don’t know…”

Sandra raised a hand. “Hear me out. You’re curious, aren’t you? This isn’t about converting you or anything. It’s just information. It might help answer some of the questions you’ve been having.”

Lauren looked uncertain. “I mean, I’ve already learned a lot just from talking to you and Mom.”

Sandra leaned in. “But this is different. It’s structured. You’ll hear from women who’ve studied this philosophy for years. You’ll understand why men actually thrive under this system.”

Lauren bit her lip. “I just…I don’t know if I believe that men need to be led.”

Sandra shrugged. “That’s fine. But wouldn’t it be nice to understand why so many women do? You’ve always been open-minded, Lauren. This is just another perspective.”

Lauren hesitated, then sighed. “I guess it wouldn’t hurt to listen.”

Sandra grinned. “Exactly. And if you don’t like what you hear, no harm done. But who knows? You might find it fascinating.”

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth and wondered. Next, Lauren took another sip of her drink, her mind spinning with questions. She had spent so long dismissing these ideas, but now, she couldn’t deny that she was curious. Maybe Sandra was right. Maybe it was time to open her mind a little more. Lauren swirled the ice in her glass, staring at the dim reflection of the bar lights on the table. Eventually, Sandra’s sister had to ask,  “What exactly do they teach in this class?”

Sandra leaned in with a knowing smile. “They start with history—how civilizations have always functioned best when women are in charge. They go over psychology, studies that prove men function better when given structure and purpose. And they talk about relationships, how love flourishes when both partners accept their natural roles.”

Lauren tapped her fingers against her glass. “And you really believe all that?”

Sandra didn’t hesitate. “I’ve seen it work, Lauren. Max is happier than he’s ever been. He’s calmer, more fulfilled. When he doesn’t have to worry about leading, he gets to focus on what really matters—supporting me, making me happy. It’s freeing for him.”

Lauren frowned. “But doesn’t he ever…resent it?”

“You already asked me that,” pointed out her big sister.

“Maybe I'm still not convinced?” Lauren replied, her tone soft and introspective.

Sandra smirked. “If he does, he never says it. And honestly? I don’t think he does. You’ve seen how he looks at me. He adores me. He loves knowing exactly where he stands.”

Lauren shifted uncomfortably. “I just don’t know if I could ever have that kind of control over someone.”

Sandra sipped her drink. “It’s not about control. It’s about harmony and balance. If you find the right man, he’ll want this just as much as you do. Maybe even more.” Just like before, she returned to that theme.

Lauren exhaled, still unsure. But curiosity gnawed at her. Maybe she needed to see it for herself. Maybe, just maybe, there was something to learn from all of this.

“Alright,” Lauren finally said. “I’ll go.”

Sandra beamed. “Good choice. You won’t regret it.”

Sandra, Lauren, and Evelyn stepped into the lecture hall, its walls adorned with banners displaying Athenia’s core principles: Strength, Order, Harmony and Supremacy. Obviously, there was no question about who was meant to be in charge. The room was arranged with an air of authority—sleek, modern chairs facing a grand, raised platform where two women stood, waiting for the session to begin. At the front, Bridget and Erin projected a commanding presence, both poised with an effortless confidence that demanded attention.

"Are you okay?" Sandra asked her sister.

Pursing her lips, Lauren looked around, probably because this felt a lot like school. The Serenity Resort offered so many different luxuries and opportunities to rest, but this seemed far more severe and professional.

"I'm okay," Lauren said.

"Don't worry," replied her sister as she reached out and squeezed her hand. "We're just here to listen and learn a little bit. Right?"

"Right," Lauren agreed.

Up ahead, they saw the instructor. Bridget, dressed in a sharp crimson blazer, stepped forward, with poise and certainty. "Welcome, ladies. You’ve taken an important step in strengthening your understanding of the order we maintain here in Athenia. The world outside might tell you that men and women are equal, but you know the truth. Equality is a lie that leads only to chaos. Here, we embrace structure, purpose, and discipline. And that discipline begins with the supervision of men."

Once again, Lauren stiffened her lips. She didn't look as though she was ready to be convinced, but Sandra smiled. Just as importantly, she basked in those words. There was something so incredible about getting to embrace this understanding of the world. Elsewhere, in so many different countries and communities, there was that confusion and disorder. So many men still thought they could fight back. They were wrong. Inevitably, women would take over the entire world. The species would be guided by female supremacy. To her, it was inevitable, even if the men couldn't see it.

Given enough time, they would.

Another instructor stood nearby. Erin, wearing a tailored black dress, nodded in agreement. "Men, by nature, require guidance. This isn’t an insult; it’s simply a fact. They lack the emotional intelligence, the resilience, and the foresight that we as women naturally possess. They are creatures of impulse who seek gratification without understanding the long-term consequences of their actions. This is why they need us. Without structure, they become reckless, lost, and even dangerous."

"I agree," Sandra said with a smile.

Erin continued, "Here, you will have the opportunity to learn more about male subjugation. In particular, we're going to focus on the importance of correction, the need for guidance, and a few strategies you can employ, all of which are very practical.”

Sandra glanced at Lauren, who shifted slightly in her chair. Evelyn, however, sat with her hands folded neatly in her lap, nodding in approval.

Bridget continued, pacing slowly across the stage. "Athenia isn’t perfect, but it’s a far better society than the world we left behind. We don’t have crime in the way other societies do because we understand the core issue: men without supervision are the root of disorder. When left to their own devices, they start wars, they hoard power, and they refuse to listen to reason. Here, we don’t allow that. Here, men understand their place, and because of that, we have peace."

Erin turned to the audience. "Think about what you’ve seen since arriving here. Have you noticed how serene everything is? No shouting matches in the streets, no aggressive posturing, no senseless acts of violence. This is because men are kept in check. And not through cruelty, but through discipline. A structured environment is what’s best for them."

Lauren swallowed and finally spoke up. "But don’t you think it’s a little…extreme? I mean, shouldn’t men have some rights? Some agency?" She has made those points to her mother and bif sister, yet she decided to try again.

Bridget smiled, patient but firm. "What is your name?"

"Lauren."

"Lauren," Bridget began, "It’s natural to feel this way if you’ve been raised under the illusion of equality. But let me ask you this—do you give a toddler the same responsibilities as an adult? Do you let a child decide what’s best for a household? Of course not. And why? Because they don’t have the capability to make the best decisions for themselves. It’s the same principle with men. We give them structure because they need it, and in return, they are happier, healthier, and more productive."

Once again, Sandra reached over and gave Lauren’s hand a reassuring squeeze. "It makes sense, Lauren. You’ve seen how Max struggles with even simple expectations. Doesn’t he always seem lost without direction?"

Lauren hesitated before nodding slowly. "I guess…I just never thought of it that way."

Technically, this was all very sweet. After all, Lauren worried about her brother-in-law.

In the meantime, Erin clapped her hands together. "And that’s exactly why we have these classes. We want to help you unlearn outdated thinking and embrace the truth. Now, let’s talk about discipline. Because even in a structured society, men will push boundaries. It’s their nature."

"And here is something we always want to emphasize." Bridget stepped forward again. "Discipline isn’t about cruelty. It’s about correction. There are many effective methods we use to keep men in line. Timeouts are an excellent way to enforce consequences without physical punishment. A kneeling time-out in a designated reflection space can do wonders for a man’s attitude. It gives him the opportunity to think about his mistakes and recognize his dependence on female guidance.”

Evelyn nodded approvingly. "I used timeouts with my late husband all the time. It worked wonders."

"Really?" Lauren asked, looking at her mother.

"Really," said the older woman. "Of course, there are other approaches as well."

Parting her lips, Lauren looked like she really wanted to ask, but the other teacher started speaking again first. Erin smiled. "Exactly. Another method is the classic mouth-washing with soap. If a man speaks out of turn or uses inappropriate language, this is a firm but fair way to remind him that his words have consequences. It’s an immediate correction that reinforces respect."

Lauren frowned slightly. "But isn’t that a little degrading?"

Bridget turned to her with a gentle but unwavering expression. "Degrading would be allowing men to believe they are equal and then watching them fail repeatedly. Real discipline is about care. If a man is corrected in a clear and structured way, he learns faster and with less confusion."

Erin gestured to the screen behind her, which displayed a list of disciplinary methods:

Kneeling time-outs

Restriction of privileges (e.g., no recreational activities)

Chores as a way to reinforce humility

Writing lines of reflection

Pegging

Spanking

Whipping

Paddling

Supervised silence periods

"These methods," Erin continued, "are about reinforcing the right behaviors. And in Athenia, we have seen remarkable success. Our men are more content, more productive, and more respectful than those in the outside world. They live without the burden of decision-making, free to focus on their designated roles."

At this point, Bridget opened the floor for questions. A woman in the front row raised her hand. "What about men who are particularly resistant? My husband, for example, constantly complains about structure. He says he wants to make more decisions for himself." The woman smiled sheepishly, looked around the rest of the class, and perhaps wondered whether or not she had admitted too much.

Erin nodded thoughtfully. "In cases like that, it’s important to reinforce why structure exists. Limit his choices even further, and reward good behavior. If he expresses defiance, remove privileges like screen time or social interactions until he understands that his role is to follow, not to lead."

Another woman raised her hand. "My son is still young, but I want to make sure he grows up knowing his place. What is the best way to instill these values early?"

Bridget smiled. "Consistency is key. Start by reinforcing small expectations. Teach him that asking permission before speaking is a sign of respect. Ensure that he learns to serve in small ways—bringing you a drink, assisting with household tasks. Praise him when he does well, and correct him firmly when he does not. A well-trained boy grows into a well-adjusted man."

Lauren listened, her skepticism slowly fading as she absorbed the words around her. Athenia wasn’t about cruelty, she realized—it was about structure. And the more she thought about it, the more it made sense.

Sandra turned to her with a knowing smile. "See? This is about structure, not cruelty. It’s about what’s best for them. Max will adjust, just like the others have."

Lauren exhaled, her shoulders relaxing slightly. "I guess when you put it that way, it does seem logical. I just…I suppose I still have some old beliefs to work through."

Bridget smiled warmly. "And that’s okay. That’s why you’re here. Growth takes time, but the fact that you’re questioning means you’re on the right path."

Her colleague, Erin, took a step closer to the front row, her gaze sweeping over the women present. "Ladies, you are the future. Your strength, your leadership, and your wisdom shape Athenia into what it is. Men will push back at times, but remember: you are doing what is best for them. And with proper discipline, guidance, and structure, they will thrive."

The women in the audience nodded, a ripple of understanding passing through them. Lauren sat back in her chair, contemplating everything she had just heard. Athenia was different, certainly, but perhaps it was better. Perhaps, in the end, it really was about giving men the structure they needed to find true purpose. That was always the goal. That was always the best way to approach these issues and problems.

Bridget came by to give him several more sessions. At one point, she informed him, "You should feel lucky." He had looked up at her, his eyes wide and filled with desperation.

Inevitably, the question overwhelmed him, and the single word jumped from his mouth. "Why?"

Rather than answer right away, she had looked down at the hapless captive; she had studied him, her eyes sweeping along his body. At that particular moment, he had been restrained in one of their training rooms with his arms locked above his head, a spreader bar between his ankles, and his naked form on display. He was right there in the center of the room, utterly helpless before this woman or anyone else who happened to open that door and walk into this training cell. He wasn't perfect, of course. There were still those moments of defiance. Anger still fluttered out at random points. Over the last few days, while the women in his party had enjoyed themselves, he had been trained and Bridget had worked on him personally.

His hostess told him evenly, "Because I don't usually work with men like you."

Again, he had to ask, "Men like me?"

"We have lots of trainers here," she said. "We have our instructors, and they know exactly how to deal with men who come from the United States. In fact, there is quite a premium for males such as yourself." This time, she didn't make him wait. "In Athenia, you're special." She emphasized her point by walking her fingers up along his bare chest before running her fingers along the band at his throat. Then she caressed his cheek with the back of her hand, and she nodded to herself. "In our community, men are tamed fairly quickly. You, however, are a novelty. You come from outside of our little society, and you still think of yourself as our equal. Or worse, maybe somewhere deep down, you think of yourself as our superior?"

Right away, he called out, "No, never!" Remarkably, Max sounded genuinely horrified by the prospect.

"Good," she said, patting his cheek with her open palm. "You're starting to learn, aren't you? But you are still a challenge. After all, that's the issue. You men show up here, and you come from other countries, and you carry sexist and antiquated ideas. Eventually, however, we fix you. But here's the problem. Convincing a man that he is inferior for a few minutes is easy. Making sure that he feels it deep is so much harder." She emphasized her point by placing her hand right over his chest.

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. "But right now, I think another session will be good for you, and then you can crawl out into the hallway, and I can have you on a leash, and we can introduce you to someone special. Then she can make her decision."

"What, what kind of decision?" Max asked.

"Do you need more training?"

Right away, he opened his mouth, and Bridget could easily see exactly which words were playing behind his eyes. Right then and there, he still wanted to take control as he would call out, "I don't need any more training! I have learned my lesson. Please. Please, don't give me any more training!" She could see the desperation swim behind his gaze even as he looked at her, his bottom lip shaking ever so slightly. He did his best to hide that quiver, yet Max still didn't know how to answer. He didn't know what he was really supposed to say.

"It's your decision," he finally said.

"Yes," she agreed. "It is. Now, tell me how it's felt to be locked in chastity for the last three days."

"The denial has been frustrating," he admitted, speaking clearly now. At this point, he knew what she expected him to say. "I don't like knowing that I can't touch myself. I, I can't remember how long it has been since I have had to go so long without an orgasm."

"Do you want it?"

"Yes," he said. "Very much."

"Good," she said. "Hold onto that feeling. That's what it means to be a man in Athenia. Here, you get to be desperate. You get to be hungry for something that only a woman can give you."

"Yes," he agreed. "I understand."

"No," she said. "You don't." That was when she started to casually circle him. Then she reached over, and she grabbed something from the nearby counter. She didn't hold it up in front of his face, yet he must have spotted that rubber paddle corner of his eye. She saw the way his breath hitched, like he didn't know what to do. Maybe he thought he was going to be able to brace himself. If so, she would show him that he was sorely mistaken. "But don't worry," she said, brushing her fingertips and nails along his backside. She stroked his ass before gliding her touch up to the small of his back. She traced her touch along his shoulder blades, then his neck, and up through his hair. Finally, she grabbed his scalp, and she forced his head back. She made him look up at the ceiling even as she leaned in and whispered, "I'm going to train you right now. I'm going to tame you once again. Because you need this, don't you? Every man needs this kind reminder."

"Yes," he quickly agreed. "Every man needs this kind of reminder!"

She let go, and he dropped his head forward. His chin pushed down against his chest as he drew in one ragged breath after another.

He hadn't moved. Technically, he hadn't even struggled against his bonds. Even so, Max shivered while this woman focused all of her attention on him. Very wisely, he had learned to fear her. He knew she could inflict both pleasure and pain on him; he understood how she could wear down his defenses, breaking through every psychological barrier he attempted to build. Maybe he relied on those old beliefs and expectations. If so, they failed. Perhaps he tried to resist her with nothing but his sheer willpower. Again, he failed.

Bridget was an expert; she understood what it took to train a male like him.

"Let's go back to that desire, shall we?" Bridget asked him.

When he didn't answer, she smirked. He could hear her chuckling as she continued to circle him. She stopped behind him again, and she scratched at his flank. "What is it like knowing that you have to wear this?" She casually reached past his hip, and her fingers moved along the contours of his cock lock. "Is it frustrating? Is it demeaning? Is it humiliating?"

"Yes…" Max breathed out.

"Why?"

On some level, Max understood exactly why she was doing this. Sure, she enjoyed hearing the notes of desperation ripple across his voice. But it was so much more than that. She craved this kind of control. She craved this authority and power because she could force him to revel in his own subjugation. His chest contracted, his heart kicked faster, and he didn't know what to do. Only then, he remembered the question, so he answered. He had to focus on the sound of her voice. More than anything else, he had to concentrate on pleasing her. There could be no other goal, no other focus, no other priority…

"It's humiliating because this is supposed to be my body," he said.

She adjusted the grip on the rubber paddle, jerked it back, and swung it down, striking his ass hard. Instantly, red heat flashed along his flesh.

"Your body? Is that true of men in Athenia?"

"No," he said quickly. His vision blurred as the moisture flooded his eyes. Going faster now, he told her, "It’s not my body because that’s not how things work in Athenia."

"Because what are you?"

"Property," he answered.

"Yes," she agreed. "You are property here. You got married, so that means you belong to your wife. You need to worry about pleasing her, don't you? She needs to be your top priority."

His wife. Max thought of Sandra, and he remembered kissing her, touching her, and gliding his hands along her body. Simultaneously, he remembered those little flashes of insight, the moments when she had made it abundantly clear that she genuinely believed in female supremacy. There had been those little smiles, those casual jokes, and a few quick remarks. Each time, he shrugged off those hints. Over and over again, Max tried to tell himself that it was just part of the zeitgeist; she had only been joking. She never really meant any of it. Guys had been casually laughing about sexism for decades, so this all made sense.

Except now he found himself strung up and naked, bound and on display for this woman as she demonstrated her nonexistent mercy.

"I'm property," he agreed. "I'm livestock! I'm property. You're right. I got married, and that means that I belong to my wife! I only need to worry about pleasing her! That's all I need to worry about!" In truth, he didn't know whether or not that was accurate. After all, Sandra was probably off at the spa, enjoying herself with a mud bath or a cucumber wrap or something else. In the meantime, he found himself there with Bridget as this stranger toyed with him.

"So who owns this?" Bridget asked as she squeezed his shaft.

"My wife," he agreed.

"Yes," she said. "This belongs to your wife. She is in charge. You do as she says. Isn't that right?"

"Yes," he said. "She's in charge. I do what she says!"

"And you're grateful for the opportunity to serve her, aren't you?"

"Yes! I'm grateful! I'm so grateful for the opportunity to serve her!"

"You can't wait to get down on your knees in front of her, can you?"

"No. No, I can't wait!"

"Good," she said. "There's just one problem."

As the seconds rolled by, he waited and hoped she would just tell him what he needed to do or say to avoid any kind of punishment. In the meantime, however, she continued to stroke the rubber paddle along the curves of his ass. Realizing he had to say something, Max sounded so pliant as he asked, "What? What is that?"

"I don't believe you."

"But, but…" Max clearly needed to say something else, only Bridget took that opportunity. She seized that moment, tightened her grip on the paddle, and swung down.

The rubber cut through the air, slammed down against his ass, and delivered that shock of pain. His eyes widened, he arched his back, and he tried to kick away. Like some frantic animal, he did his best to flee. Unfortunately for him, Bridget and her associates had designed this training cell quite well. In fact, the training areas arrayed throughout her resort all insured male captivity and eventual surrender. This way, the women who opted to train the men with them didn't have to worry about the guys running off. Instead, they could work, concentrate on their specific goals, and accomplish whatever they liked.

As she stood behind him, Bridget intended to make him into the ideal man.

Granted, this wasn't the MBMI’s primary facility, yet she could still be proud of the work she did here.

With a fierce grin, she swung down again. The paddle smacked his ass, and he cried out. If he had attempted to remain silent, Max failed completely. The agony swam across his skin, glancing along every nerve. Beyond his cuffs, his fingers pushed down against his palms, and he raised his head even as he shut his eyes.

Moment by moment, he wasn't sure what he could do.

"What kind of husband are you going to be?"

Max didn't understand, only then she unleashed another volley, striking two times on his right side, then three more on his left. Technically, that only meant five blows. Even so, he lost count! For him, time seemed to morph into this incoherent haze. There was just the pain, and then it stopped, and he hung there from his restraints.

"That wasn't very impressive," she said. "Maybe we need to work on your endurance?"

His eyes flew open, and the frantic fear pulsed along just one word, "No!" He practically shouted that singular syllable. After another few seconds, he managed to get his thoughts back in order, and he made another attempt. "No. Please. Please, don't. Please, I don't need anymore!"

"Then you have a question to answer, don't you?" His trainer brushed her hand along his back side, making them flinch. He still tried to wiggle away, yet his bonds made that impossible. She had access, and he couldn't take it away, no matter how hard he tried. His effort, his willpower, and every ounce of strength he possessed had become utterly irrelevant here with this woman.

Bridget grinned.

She couldn't help herself. Standing behind him, she savored the heat and worry radiating off of him.

She touched the paddle to his butt and waited for him to speak again.

He licked his lips, breathed in, and quickly started to speak again, "I, I'm going to be a good husband?" Uncertainty rang along every sound he made.

"Not good enough," she said, and she delivered another ten swats. She jerked her arm into the air, swung down, and channeled every ounce of strength she possessed. She swung again and again, delivering each below with as much force as her shoulder, bicep, and forearm could manage.

If he attempted to regain some semblance of dignity or self-respect by remaining silent, Max failed completely and utterly. This woman paddled him again and again, delivering blow after blow. With every strike, he called out. His vocal cords stretched and strained as she made him whimper and gasp for mercy.

She offered none.

Then she stopped, and she ran her fingers down his neck. She traced the outline of his collar. "What do you have to say?"

"I want to be obedient to my wife," he said. "I want to be utterly servile!" He was panting now, gasping from one breath to another. He had barely moved, but the onslaught stripped away his endurance.

"Good," she said. "Very good." Casually, she stepped in front of him. With one hand, she touched the underside of his chin and forced him to raise his head. His eyes locked on her. They were wide and wet. She smiled. This was a beautiful woman, and now he groaned as she used her free hand. Her fingers slid along his balls.

Just that touch was enough to send that electric spark of desire racing across his skin. "You know who you are, don't you? You know who you are and where you belong."

"I’m my wife's husband," he said. "I belong to my knees in front of her?"

Bridget grabbed his scrotum and squeezed. A rush of pain accompanied by that sprinting fear darted all along his body. His muscles clenched from his toes all the way up to his throat. Breathing faster, he tried again, "I belong on my knees in front of her!"

"Why?" Bridget asked.

There was a right answer; there had to be a right answer. If he didn't give it to her, he was going to regret it. "I belong on my knees in front of her because I'm a man and her husband, and that makes me inferior! I need to obey! I have to do whatever she says!"

"Yes, you do," Bridget promised him. "Keep going."

He braced himself for another shot of pain. Maybe she was going to use the paddle. Maybe she was just going to squeeze him instead.

This woman had something else in mind. Because Bridget firmly believed that males didn't need to understand what was about to happen to them, she started to stroke and massage his balls. She toyed with him, delivering that rush of excitement. Her fingertips moved beneath his scrotum, and she caressed that especially sensitive spot.

"I, I can't take this," he breathed out. Instantly, he knew it was a mistake, especially because his cock strained against the insides of the cage. There was that captive erection, yet he didn't get to experience the full force of that anticipation. Even that had been denied to him here.

"You can," she said, using pleasure against him. "You can because you don't get a choice, do you? Men are chattel. Men are born to be slaves. You need to be owned. Deep down, you understand this, don't you? Yes, I think you do."

"I understand," he said. "I'm property! I have to do whatever she says! I belong to her!"

"Yes, you do," she agreed. Simultaneously, she continued to glide her fingers along his sensitive flesh. Jumping from pain to pleasure made it almost impossible for him to think. She was scrambling his thoughts and embedding these ideals deep within his mind. He spoke without thinking. This became a reflex. Then she finally pulled away, and she leaned up. "You want to be good. You always want to be good for her."

"Yes!" Max agreed.

"Then I think you might be ready," she said, freeing him from the restraints. She wasn't entirely done, however. He stumbled forward, and she pushed on his shoulder, knocking him to his knees.

Max gulped with his head dipped down. Then she attached the leash.

There. He was mostly free…

She started to walk, and he yearned to rise up onto his feet, but she glanced over his shoulder and grinned. Instantly, he understood what that meant.

As his superior, she expected him to crawl.

She opened the door, led him out of his cell, and then he saw her right there in the middle of the hallway with his mother-in-law and sister-in-law.

"What do you have to say?" Bridget asked.

"I promise to be a good and obedient husband. I promise to be loyal and to do everything you say! You're my wife, and I'm your property!" There, he said it. If she had wanted him to, Max would have continued to make those promises again and again.

Instead, Sandra glanced over at Evelyn, then Lauren. "Not bad," she said. "But what do you all think? Should we send him off to the MBMI anyway?"

"That's your decision, dear," Evelyn said.

Sandra’s little sister considered this. "I think that could be a good idea," Lauren replied.

With a contemplative smile on her face, Sandra walked over to her husband, she crouched down, and she stared right into his eyes. With her knees bent and her elbows braced against her hips, she considered him. She stared at him, and he was silently trying to plead with her. In front of Bridget, he knew better than to speak. Simultaneously, however, those old instincts surged, and he hoped this woman might recognize him as a person.

But she didn't.

Instead, she saw him as a slave. The moment he had married her, he had surrendered everything. He just didn't know it yet, but he was going to figure it out soon enough. The pain, pleasure, discipline and chastity training would be a good start.

"You're going to the MBMI," she told him.

The color drained away from his cheeks. His mouth opened. Max tried to speak, only she touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. "No," Sandra said. "This is going to be good for you. You need it. You need this kind of training and discipline. They're going to break you so thoroughly. By the time you come back, you're going to be perfectly domesticated just for me." She grinned, patted him on the cheek, and stood up. "You can take him away whenever you want."

"I'll make sure he gets the very best training," Bridget promised. Then she tugged on his leash and started to walk away. Max glanced over his shoulder one more time, but he knew he wasn't in control here. These women had decided what to do with him, and now he could only endure and learn.

Part 3

Sonya leaned back in her oversized chair. She considered her office, her compatriots, and everything she had accomplished. The MBMI was thriving in ways few people could have ever predicted. Only a few years ago, the concept of a Male Behavior Modification Institute would have sounded absurd. Then again, so many people had waited for Athenia to fail as well. But the women here were succeeding. Maybe their community was small, but their GDP was growing exponentially, their crime rates were absurdly low, and they were winning. There was no other way to put it.

Simultaneously, Sonya was so proud of the combination of human and AI labor. The robots used throughout the institute operated pretty much perfectly. While companies in China, the United States, and elsewhere struggled to figure out how AI would operate, Sonya and her compatriots had instituted a viable system.

The men were routinely trained.

Now she stood up and brought her hands behind her back.

She thought of calling a slave here to pleasure her.

Then again, she could just go home and have some fun with Liam.

Liam. She smiled to herself as she thought of just how perfectly she had sculpted him. He was an amazing slave. In so many ways, he had become the ideal male. She had thoroughly worked with him, ensuring that his body became a beautifully crafted instrument for her pleasure. She decided what he ate, when he slept, and how he served. At home, he was so perfectly docile. Again, she came to that inevitable conclusion. He was everything a man should be.

And now, she intended to go home and play with him.

She checked in with her two assistants, one male and the other female. Obviously, the woman handled all of the important decisions while the man served as little more than an office decoration. More than that, whenever she needed some stress relief, she could order him under her desk, between her legs, or behind her. It did feel nice when he massaged her shoulders or stroked the nape of her neck.

For the time being, however, she wasn't interested in the corporate perks. Rather, she had her driver take her back home.

Predictably, she found her enslaved man naked, collared, and on his knees when she walked through the door.

"Up," she said.

Immediately, Liam jumped to his feet, but that wasn't good enough for her. She grabbed him by his neck, shoved him against the wall, and slapped him across the face. Then she leaned in and kissed him.

For some reason, Sonya expected some kind of defiance on his part. Maybe he was supposed to push back, whimper, or moan. Instead, he took that taste of discipline, and now he kissed her, his tongue flicking along hers as he did everything in his power to please her.

"On your knees," she said. "Crawl to me."

She sauntered over to her oversized couch, lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and tossed them aside side with a few quick movements. From there, she sat down, stretched her arms over the back of the furniture, and spread her legs. She relaxed, enjoying every moment of this as she watched her enslaved male crawl forward.

Devoid of dignity, he remained just as docile as before. Here was an obedient man who understood how things were supposed to work.

In this society, he didn't need to worry about his independence or freedom. He was the living embodiment of everything a slave should be.

Sonya grinned to herself and asked aloud, "Maybe I should bring you to work with me? I'm sure Bridget and Erin would love showing you off to some of the newcomers."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

She smirked, shaking her head from side to side. At different points, she had required Liam to use different honorifics. At this point, she liked that title.

Ma'am. It sounded very traditional. More than that, there was something overwhelmingly feminine and powerful about that single syllable.

"Good boy," she said. "Before you service me, what have you done today?"

"Ma'am, I washed the dishes, scrubbed the floors, cleaned the windows, and mowed the backyard lawn."

"Good," she said before casually reaching down, sliding her fingers along the top of his head, and taking a firm grip on the back of his skull. She pulled him forward, and he instantly started to lick her pussy. He worshiped her, dedicating everything he had to her pleasure and satisfaction. More than that, he obviously didn't think of himself. Locked in his chastity cage, naked and collared, here was a man who understood his social position. He recognized his status. More than that, he knew exactly what it meant.

As he licked, she smiled to herself as she contemplated exactly how well he served her. Simultaneously, there was still that lingering desire.

In truth, Sonya couldn't even name it. After all, he made those exquisite movements. With every gliding motion of his tongue, he caressed her most sensitive spots. He knew exactly how to please her.

But this was about more than physicality, she understood.

For a few moments there, Sonya contemplated how it felt to touch him, to glide her hands along his body, to hear him moan, and to see that wonderful dedication written across his face in those moments when he understood that her satisfaction had to be his only priority. At this point, he always behaved, yet she still enjoyed those instances when he truly seemed to live his new status.

Then she smiled to herself as she thought of something else. It had been quite a while since she had given him a traditional maintenance spanking. With this man, it wasn't necessary.

She cared about him, and they had enjoyed one another in so many different ways, but something else occurred to her.

It was time for a change.

He had been an exceptionally obedient slave for her, but perhaps she craved something else.

Sonya didn't make any concrete decisions, not right away. Instead, she closed her eyes and basked in those continuing sensations. Pretty soon, she climaxed! The pleasure flashed along her body, flaring from her center up her shoulders and down along her fingertips. She could feel the ecstasy down through her toes!

Her face was flushed as she pushed him back.

"Do you ever think about freedom?"

"Freedom?" Liam asked as though the word came from another language.

"That's right," she said. "Do you ever think about it?"

Liam shook his head from side to side as though the concept genuinely made no sense to him. At this point, Sonya couldn't help but smile, if only because that was precisely how a man was supposed to view the world. Freedom was a concept that applied to women. Males such as himself needed to surrender completely. They weren't capable of practicing anything like "freedom". It was supposed to be a foreign concept because they needed those cages between their legs, the collars around their necks, and possibly the cuffs on their wrists or ankles.

In fact…

"No, Ma'am."

"And why is that?"

"Because I know my place," he said. Simultaneously, there was that little hint of uncertainty in his voice.

"Service me again," she said, casually dropping her hand on the back of his head once more and pulling him back into position. Immediately, his tongue danced , and he made those quick, enthusiastic movements. "Lower," she commanded. Right away, he switched to that pleasurable rhythm. He moved his tongue in those tentative, gliding motions all for her satisfaction. She was so wet, so excited, so eagerly aroused.

Even so…

Something was missing. She kept thinking about that.

Sonya wasn't about to make any hasty or rash decisions. Still, she considered whether or not she needed to tame and break a man. Someone else?

He kept licking. "Faster," she commanded now. "Nice and quick. Make me come!" He had studied the female form and knew how to slide his tongue along her most intimate crevice to provide her with the maximum pleasure. Her words snapped across the air, and he immediately acquiesced. He gave her precisely what she wanted. He was so perfectly trained!

She came!

The orgasm pulsed all along her body. She savored that incandescent heat as he gripped her. The world faded away for just a few seconds. Even so, this still wasn't enough, she quickly realized. Even through that haze, she understood that there was a different kind of challenge, a different flavor of excitement, and…something else.

"Bow down," she said once he finished.

Naked and docile, he dropped his head to the floor. Bracing his weight on his elbows and knees, Liam remained in position. He didn't question her authority, nor did he try to argue with her. He didn't even ask any questions.

With the tip of her tongue, Sonya traced the edges of her teeth as she contemplated what she should do next. "Did you know that Amy is going to run a Carnival? It's going to be something of a new event, and I think it's going to be a lot of fun. Do you know what my favorite part is probably going to be?"

"What is your favorite part going to be, Ma'am?" At that point, other men could have raised their heads and looked at her. They would have tried to appear equal to her. Liam didn't make that mistake.

Liam, she thought, sweet Liam. He really was such a good and obedient slave, and she couldn't forget that. She truly enjoyed having him there. Even so, she kept coming back to the same conclusion again and again. They needed something new. They both needed something different. When it came to fitness and health, she understood the importance of the challenge. As an athlete, Sonya wanted to push herself harder every year; she wanted to test the limits of her abilities.

"Stand," she said, deciding she wanted to try something.

At once, he obeyed, and she reached over, grabbing him by his collar. She dragged him through the living room and into one of the special training chambers. There, she raised his arms, and she cuffed him. Next, she spread his legs, and she shackled him to the hooks embedded in the floor. Everything only took a few seconds, especially because he was so cooperative.

Not only that, his face remained serene. This man understood exactly what was going to happen, yet he didn't try to argue with her, nor did he attempt any kind of resistance. By every significant metric, she understood that this was a good thing. She had tamed him and trained him. She was giving him everything he required.

Sonya came up behind him, and she smacked his ass! She loved that feel of his firm musculature underneath the palm of her hand. After that first blow, she let her palm rest of their; her fingers tensed, and she wrapped him, squeezing. He groaned, but this was only the beginning.

Unlike so many of the new visitors at The Serenity Resort or MBMI, Sonya knew what she was doing. Just as importantly, she had the strength to bring her skills into focus. She struck hard and fast, bringing her arm down over and over again. His backside turned pink, then red.

He grunted. He hissed. He let out those little sounds. Most of all, Liam understood that he couldn't question her decision. If she opted to punish him, then he had made a mistake. Even if he hadn't made a mistake, this was her prerogative. She had the right to discipline him however, she saw fit whenever she liked.

"Are you an obedient boy?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he told her. "I'm an obedient boy!"

"Are you nervous?"

"Yes, Ma'am. I...I'm nervous!" He gulped, perhaps wondering whether or not that was the right answer.

His handler stepped in front of him, grinned, leaned forward, and kissed him hard. She enjoyed the way her body felt when she pushed herself up against him. At the same time, she wrapped her arms around his torso.

He had already made her climax, yet Sonya craved more. She savored the firmness of his frame. All too often, men allowed themselves to get soft and weak. She, however, had trained this specimen. She had pushed into his limit again and again. She taught him to stretch and to excel. As far as she was concerned, this was a perfect demonstration of how and why men needed to be owned. Left on their own, they failed. They didn't live up to their best potential. They needed someone like her to give them this kind of discipline and focus.

Ultimately, it was good for them.

"More," she said. She slid back behind him.

If Liam thought this meant he had the chance to speak, he was wrong. Her hand swung down again and again. She struck hard, slapping his vulnerable backside with one blast of pain after another.

"Not good enough," she said.

This time, he didn't try to talk to her. Instead, he hung there from his restraints. In truth, Sonya hadn't counted exactly how many times she had struck, but his backside glowed bright, just the way she enjoyed most.

She stepped back, and she pulled a whip off of the wall. She struck the floor first as she contemplated the kind of choice she was seriously considering.

Before she made the decision, however, she wanted to test out this boy to make sure that she was certain of her feelings. Normally, Sonya didn't question herself. She had been far too successful for her to truly worry about her own capabilities. She was wise and introspective in a way most men couldn't possibly comprehend.

"Are you ready?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered because there could be no other response.

She jerked her hand forward, snapping her wrist and sending the tip of her to flying. It struck at his back, making him jerk against the restraints. This was a reflex; Liam couldn't try to stop himself. There was no resisting or denying that impulse. His nerves activated even as the pain shuddered through his body in that lightning bolt spasm.

This was just the first strike.

She grinned, and she said, "It's okay if you want to struggle." Almost kindly, she added, "I don't mind."

Again, she didn't give him the opportunity to answer. Instead, she struck, wielding the whip, swinging it forward, and sending the tip snapping ahead. It connected, crashing against his shoulder, his flank, his right butt cheek, then the back of his left leg. Sonya embraced that rhythm as she punished this boy. Technically, he hadn't even done anything wrong. She just wished to test herself. As the woman in their relationship, that was her right. She could discipline him, and she didn't have to have a reason. Maybe she had neglected the "maintenance spankings," yet she could still do this. More than that, she could still enjoy it!

As she punished him, he struggled!

At first, he jerked and bucked, fighting as his muscles tightened and clenched. He strained to the left before twisting to the right. He fought so hard, and she marveled at his movements. She really did feel like she was playing with some kind of toy or puppet as she worked him.

Then she stopped, and she came back up to him. Sonya ran her fingers from the back of his neck down his shoulders. She touched those reddened patches of skin and she listened to him grunt and whimper.

"How was that, slave?"

"Thorough," he said.

"Clever man," she said with a grin. Then she ran her fingers through his hair and down along the contours of his face. She enjoyed touching him like this.

"I love how thoroughly I have trained you," she said, reusing his word.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Are you grateful?"

"Yes," he said. "I'm so grateful. I'm so grateful for everything you have done. I'm so grateful for how you have trained me and taught me!"

"Are men inferior?"

If Liam wondered exactly why they were going over these basic points, he gave no sign of it. He didn't question her, nor did he try to argue. Instead, he understood that he was at her disposal; if she wished to review these key details, then he would follow her. He would follow, obey, and give her everything she wanted. He would always give her everything she wanted!

"Yes, Ma'am! Yes, men are inferior!" He uttered those words as though there couldn't be any other possibility. For him, there couldn't. "We are the inferior sex, and we belong on her knees in front of you. If you are willing to train us, we should always serve. We should obey every single command we receive! We are weak and silly. We aren't smart enough or strong enough to make our own decisions!"

"Good," she said. "But not good enough," she said. "But maybe you can get free? Maybe that will be enough to please me?"

He looked so adorable as he strained. Normally, she considered herself to be a pretty vicious trainer. This time, however, she allowed herself to grin as she stood behind him. She watched as he tensed those muscles and tried to pull away from his restraints. He was frantic now, every movement and motion laced with dread as he continued to work.

With a chuckle , she casually walked over, placed the whip back, and picked up at the paddle. This one was long and narrow. It always reminded her of something that might be used in a sorority house. Then she came back, and she touched the solid wood to his backside.

It may have been pink, but that wasn't good enough for her. At the same time, she let her eyes trace along the lines from where the whip had struck. Again, she came to the same conclusion: not good enough. He still wanted something else.

Tormenting her boy was fun, but…

She drew in a breath, savored the way the cool air rushed along the edges of her teeth and up the roof of her mouth. Then she swung down. With that perfect grace and excellent aim, she hit that right spot, and there was that delicious sound of wood thudding on flesh. A pulse of satisfaction ran through her. It wasn't quite right, and it wasn't enough, but she could still enjoy herself.

That much was clear.

Sonya adjusted her grip, she embraced the paddle, and she loved the way his muscles flexed. She didn't strike, not right away. Standing behind him and beyond his field of vision, she enjoyed the way he remained tense and locked in place, like he didn't know what to do.

His uncertainty and doubt must've eaten through his stoic acceptance of his status, yet he didn't dare argue, nor did he insist that he was going to be able to get back to his old life. She had long ago trained that instinct out of him.

A grin curved along her lips, and then she finally swung down. The pain exploded along his skin.

She loved that sound!

She pulled back again, swinging down. This was much harder than just using her hand or the whip. The whip required agility and aim. The paddle, however, required a different kind of force. That broad, flat surface couldn't miss, yet the air resistance was much stronger. Sonya didn't care. If anything, she allowed that resistance to drive her. It was like the nature of physics wished to resist, so she could punish him for that too!

Her vibrant smile continued to curve along her lips as she struck. She went three times on his right side, then three more in his left. After that, she allowed him to rest for a few seconds.

"Thank me," she ordered.

"Thank you for training me. Thank you for taming me! I didn't understand how the world was supposed to work before I met you! You have shown me how things are supposed to be! You have shown me the best of all possible worlds!"

Sonya grinned again, and then she struck. She unleashed another barrage, only this time, she didn't alternate between his butt cheeks. Instead, she turned one side a bright shade of red. Then she reached up, and she caressed to the other side of his posterior. Her fingers moved gently, making him shiver and squirm in place.

"Good boy," she said. "You like being grateful, don't you? You like understanding your place. You like it when I play with you and work on you."

"My desires are irrelevant," he said, sounding like that perfectly trained slave he had become. "I only need to please you."

"Good man," she whispered into his ear. Then she grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and kissed his cheek. From there, she reached up with her free hand, and she stroked the edge of his collar. From there, she scratched at his chest, her nails gliding down along his skin. The soft, grazing movements probably made him wiggle and squirm against his bonds.

She didn't care.

Then she reached over, and her fingers slid along his right thigh. She was touching him, gently caressing him. The sensations rocketed up between his legs. Inside his chastity cage, Liam could feel his shaft twitched with restrained desire. Maybe he had learned his place, yet that wasn't good enough, not really. Biology still worked against him. He was still a man, and he would always be vulnerable to her soft, tender, and playfully cruel ministrations. She was a woman who had studied male physiology, after all. She understood exactly how he reacted.

More importantly, she knew what it took to control him. She could give him that anticipation.

The moisture probably drained away from his mouth. Liam lifted his head, and he stared forward. Ultimately, he understood his place. He recognized his status and really believed everything he told her. Then again, she touched him, and he loved it! Just as importantly, he craved so much more!

She drew her hand back. She gave him something else instead.

Still gripping the paddle, she delivered another blast of pain. The solid surface thwacked down. This time, she went for both of his butt cheeks. By the time she finished, he was panting, desperation radiating off of him. "Thank me," she ordered.

"Thank you for training me," he said again.

"Good," she told him.

As the satisfaction tingled along her skin, Sonya stepped back in front of him and saw that tentative smile on his face. He looked good, she thought. Again, she considered those dinners together, the moments when she had been stressed with work and he massaged her feet, licked her pussy, or rubbed her back. This was a man who understood his place. She thought of their sessions together, the rewards where she took him out to dinner, their strolls outside, and so much more. Sometimes, those exercises had been designed to help him see his new status and position in life. He wasn't the man he had once been; raised to believe in his own independence, he had done well for himself. Only now, he was something else altogether. Helping him to reorient his perspective had taken a lot of time, effort, and energy.

But she had done it. Not only that, she turned back to him and smiled.

"I want you," she said even as she considered those other plans playing out behind her eyes.

"Yes, Ma'am. How may I serve you, Ma'am?" Again, he spoke with the proper deference. That was important, she knew. Simultaneously, she was so impressed by him. She had done an excellent job of training him, and now he understood how things worked.

She really did care for him deeply.

Finally, she released him from his restraints, and she escorted him into her room.

She shoved him down onto the bed, spread his arms and legs, and restrained him again, all within the span of a few moments. Of course, her mattress had the restraints ready, each one attached to a bedpost. She locked his wrists into place first, followed by his ankles. Then she reached over for the nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and took out the key.

His breath stopped when he saw it. She held it up by that delicate chain and let it swing from side to side, just a few inches away from his face. "You want me to use this, don't you?"

He nodded frantically. "Yes," Liam breathed out.

"Beg for it," she said.

He shut his eyes, raised his chin about half an inch, and then he called out, "Please. Please, Ma'am! Please, let me out! Please, use me! Allow me to satisfy you with my cock! Please, take my pleasure! Please, take me, and use me and own me however you see fit!"

As far as she was concerned, that qualified as perfect begging. And yet, it still didn't satisfy her in the way she craved. Again, she thought of that point about a challenge.

Sonya unlocked his chastity cage. Confident that he couldn't touch himself, she removed each piece and delicately set them aside. Once his shaft was free, she wasn't surprised to see him harden instantly. The excitement flooded down between his legs, and she decided to tease him. She stroked his cock with one hand. She played with his balls with the other. At the same time, she thought of leaning forward. She could have kissed him.

Instead, she teased him, watching as his eyes stayed wide open with his head pushed down and his chin raised. He was staring up at the ceiling, yet he didn't seem to see anything.

"Mine," she finally said as she drew back. He may have been naked, but Sonya still wore most of her clothing. She had only taken off her panties, but that was good enough because she grabbed his cock, spread her legs, positioned herself above him, and enjoyed this next moment of anticipation. She lowered herself down little by little. Then she had him! She claimed him and enveloped the tip of his cock between her legs before she trapped his shaft. This was his manhood. This was one of his most important body parts, and now it belonged to her. He was imprisoned there, and he knew better than to climax.

"Good," she said as she started to ride him. She went slowly at first, taking her time and letting her body adjust. His services from before had certainly excited her, but this was different. There was something about the circumference, girth, and strength of his shaft. He may have been a slave, but he certainly felt amazing!

She rode him, taking her time as she moved up and down. Sonya basked in every sensation. With every kick of her heart, she relaxed into that wild tension.

All at once, Sonya decided she wanted more. She started riding him harder, practically jumping and bouncing up and down along his manhood as she took him! The excitement roared across her body, and she came!

Remarkably, her slave managed to maintain his discipline and control. She pulled away, and she glanced down at his glistening shaft before smiling at her slave. "Well done."

"Thank you," he breathed out. Clearly, he needed to concentrate on something else, anything else. Even glancing at that woman might have been enough to strip away the last of his self-control.

Despite his impressive display, she wasn't done!

Actually, Sonya only gave him a few seconds, maybe a minute or two at the absolute most, to recover. Then she grabbed him again, and his eyes went wide as she lowered herself down. It was time for another round!

Just like before, she slid up and down along his cock with so much force and fury. This time, she didn't wait or hesitate. She didn't take her time as she used him! Reducing him to nothing but a living sex toy, she fucked that slave hard! She drew her head back, and she could pick up on the sounds of his desperate breathing, but she didn't mind. If anything, there was something so delightful about his fracturing self-control.

"Come for me!" Sonya demanded.

He obeyed, his orgasm ripping across his frayed defenses!

Pleasure rushed across her body in waves. Those shudders of ecstasy gripped her and sucked away the rest of the world. She couldn't think about her other obligations or priorities. In those unified instants, she embraced that primal satisfaction. This was completion. This was perfection. She had taken it from him, and now she grinned down at her boy. "Did you enjoy your reward?"

"Yes!"

"Good," she said. She leaned forward, and she kissed him hard. Her mouth pressed down against his, and their tongues teased and flirted with one another. He knew exactly how to kiss her, by starting out slow and pulling back. He knew how to give her exactly what she craved even as she pillaged his mouth for every soft connection.

She kissed him like that for a few minutes. Unsurprisingly, his shaft rose again.

"Good," she said. She slid back, but he was looking up at her.

"Please. Please, don't know if I can do it again!"

"Then it's a good thing that you, Liam, don't get any choice," she answered.

That nervous swallow dropped down his throat, but he had understand she was right. She could have him. She could take him, and there was no way for him to stop her!

Sonya spread her legs again, she dropped down, and she claimed this boy.

She used him four times in total, savoring every orgasm that rippled across her skin. Then, and only then, she finally positioned herself over him. In truth, Sonya wanted to release him and send him off. He could return to another part of her home. He could get into his cage or crawl onto the bed she allowed him to use when he had done a particularly good job of pleasing her.

Fatigue dragged down along her limbs, yet Sonya didn't allow herself to worry about those pedestrian concerns. Instead, she tilted her head to the side, and she told him, "I expect you to be a good slave when I put you up for sale."

At this point, this man probably thought he had been prepared for anything she might do. After all, he had been pushed between the limits of pleasure and pain so often. But now, he stared up at her, and his mouth went dry. "When you put me up for sale?"

"There's something you want to say, isn't there?" Sonya asked him.

He was naked, collared, and bound by his chastity device again. He was still disoriented after their time together; he didn't understand exactly what was going on.

Feeling generous, she reached up and stroked his cheek. She held onto his leash with her other hand. As she stroked his skin, she told him, "Liam, you have been a very good slave. I want you to know that. There is nothing you could have done differently or better to get me to change my mind."

"But then, why…?"

"Because I want a challenge," she said.

"I can be a challenge for you, Ma'am," he promised. Then again, he blinked, and he seemed to realize the futility of his remark. Simply by using her honorific, he once again demonstrated that he would be her docile and obedient chattel. She had already trained himself thoroughly…As a man here, he understood his place. When he saw a woman, he reflexively deferred to her authority. To him, that was how it was supposed to work. Just as he blinked again, he asked, "Does this mean I failed you?" Genuine concern fluttered across his voice.

"No," Sonya promised. "I want you to understand this. Listen to me and listen to me well," she instructed. "I care about you, Liam. I have worked very hard on you, and I have trained you. More importantly, you have been a very good slave. But that doesn't mean you can satisfy all of my needs."

Her slave opened his mouth, and he was going to try to say something, but she touched a finger to his lips. "I know. I know you would try. You’d do your very best. But right now, I want something else. I want a man who’s wild. I want a man who I can work on. Basically, I need a project. Besides, you know how valuable you are?"

"Valuable?" He repeated the word as though he genuinely didn't understand the concept.

Out in the wider world, maybe there were women who wanted to break the men around them, insisting that they were nothing but insects, pieces of trash, or worse. Sonya had never taken that approach, however. As far as she was concerned, men may have been members of the inferior sex, yet they still had value. To her, this man was essentially very valuable livestock. He had his potential, and she could help him fulfill it. Because he had learned to serve and dedicate himself, he was going to make someone else very happy.

But who?

"That's right," she said. "You are valuable. You know how to dedicate yourself to others. You have done excellent work at the bank, and I know that you will do everything in your power to serve your new owner or owners."

"Owners?"

"That's right," Sonya told him. "You're going to be used by different women. They're going to try you out, maybe they will train you a little bit, and I expect you to do your very best. Can you do that? You do that for me, Liam?"

Of course, there could only be one possible response, and he gave it to her exactly as she expected. "Yes, Ma'am."

"Good," she said, taking him by the hand and escorting him into the front room. There, he saw the cage.

"Open your mouth," she instructed. His eyes had been locked on the black, metal bars of that cage. It was a small, mobile prison. Once he was inside, his knees would be pushed up against his chest, and he wouldn't be able to get out. That much was obvious. He thought of the cuffs he had worn at various points. At first, he had hoped that maybe they were toys or something. Maybe he had secretly searched for some way to break out. With this cage, the same thoughts occurred to him; once the gate closed and she secured the latch, he wouldn't be able to get out. That much was obvious.

Apparently, his owner had other ideas in mind as well. "I want you to put your best foot forward," she said. That was when she lifted up the leather restraints. She held up the cuffs, and he gulped. She touched his shoulder, and he turned around, sliding his arms behind his back. She took her time, gently wrapping the restraints around his wrists, first the left, then the right. From there, she brushed her fingers up along his forearm and to his shoulder. Next, she lifted up the ball gag. "Open."

"May I say something?"

"You may," she told him.

Liam gulped. He looked back at this woman, and he seemed to contend with so many different emotions, so much he could barely comprehend. This was happening so fast! He was fighting hard to push through those different feelings as he did his best. He didn't understand what was going on, not really. Her explanation made sense, yet this man didn't really understand how everything worked. No matter how long he had been here, he was still male, and the women around him would necessarily limit his perspective. After all, he didn't understand their budgets, their politics, or so many other facets of this new society. As a man, he didn't need to understand that. He wasn't going to ask those questions. If this kind of information didn't help him serve his superiors, then he didn't need to know it. This was another lesson he had learned from his owner.

But now, she wasn't going to be his owner, not for much longer anyway…

Liam still tried to wrestle with that concept. He tried to rip it completely, but it seemed so impossible. After all, so much of his existence had shrunken down to focus on the women in his life. But he wasn't going to see her? He wasn't going to wake up, thinking of what he could do to please this woman? When he had first fallen into her custody, Liam may have resented those questions. At one point, he had held onto his own goals and ambitions. He had believed himself capable of making his own choices and commanding his own destiny.

Now he knew the truth. As a man, he had to rely on her guidance, her supervision, and her training. After all, he was a much better version of himself when he followed her lead. He contemplated the man he had once been. Even as he thought of his old relationships, he knew that this was so much better.

As such, he peered right back at her, and he said, "Thank you." He paused for a moment, wondering whether or not she would allow him to continue. After all, it would have been so easy for Sonya to simply slide that rubber ball between his lips, and to pull the straps up along the site's cheeks. She could have gagged him with hardly any effort, and it wasn't like he would have resisted. "Thank you for training me, Ma'am. I'm grateful. I'm grateful for everything you have done. I know that I'm a better man now, thanks to you."

"Good," she said before, she gagged him and pushed him down into the cage. She locked him up, and then she turned around and strolled away.

The Serenity Resort facilities included a large set of convention spaces. Essentially, these were modular rooms that could be combined or separated depending on the size of the gathering. There was also a huge trade floor. Online, so many different critics liked to complain about Athenia. For the most part, these were the men who didn't believe their community could succeed or thrive. They were constantly searching for flaws in Athenian society, like there'd be this moment when they could get this gotcha-moment and prove that female supremacy really was just a lie. The Serenity Resort, however, made it so much harder for these men to really argue. The entire estate was gorgeous, and thousands of women would be coming to this next event.

It wasn't just the different classes and retreats, of course. Those continued, but now there would also be the Carnival.

Across virtually every social media platform all around the world, women were talking about this. There were also men who were considering what it might mean.

The Carnival.

It was going to be an exquisite event, one filled with so many different opportunities for fun and education. Normally, those terms didn't go together, yet the women who saw the images of perspective events certainly got excited. It was going to be so much fun! Better yet, there were even those initial test runs, and video found its way online. Women got to scroll through images of men on display, men performing, and men competing. Taken together, this was going to be wild!

Liam only saw parts of all of this.

After Sonya caged him, he remained there with his hands trapped behind his back, his knees pulled up, and the gag in his mouth. Once she walked away, he had closed his eyes and done his best to relax. Still, he had wondered about what his future was going to bring. In particular, he knew he should have asked other questions.

If she was going to get rid of him, what did that mean exactly? She was going to sell him? To whom? Did she already have a buyer in mind?

Of course, by that point, it was far too late to ask. Perhaps that was why she had gagged him in the first place.

Eventually, several delivery people came for him. They picked up the cage, lowered him onto a cart, rolled him outside, and lifted him up onto the back of a truck. They pushed him inside, pulled the gate down, and he realized that he was back here with cargo. At first, he had wondered whether or not he was going to see other slaves.

Apparently not.

They drove for a little while, not that he could see anything. Instead, he was left to wonder exactly what was going to happen. No one bothered to explain anything, not even after the truck rumbled to a stop. They took him out of the back of the vehicle, they lowered him onto another cart, and they pushed him through the Serenity's back gardens and up onto the loading dock. Just a few minutes later, they finished rolling him through the supply tunnels and up into one of the main rooms. There, he saw the other men.

Some of them were taller or shorter, smaller or bulkier. He saw men with blonde hair, dark hair, even a few redheads. Like Liam, they were all naked. Unlike him, they were spread out. Equipped with various hooks and rings, black bars crisscrossed the ceiling overhead. They were low enough for men to try to reach with the tips of their fingers. Instantly, however, Liam saw how this worked. The men were spread out, their legs separated and chained to the floor. They were forced to stretch their arms, and then they were cuffed into place. Essentially, these men were hung up like pieces of meat on a rack. Women could come in here, inspect them, touch them, and decide exactly what they wished to do with them.

"Hello," Erin said to him. She walked over to his cage, crouched down, and actually reached through the bars with her slender hand. Her fingers slid along his neck, tracing the contours of the band at his throat. "How are you doing?"

He saw her and froze for a moment. Then he forced himself to relax because she was a woman. He needed to be alert but servile, just as Sonya had taught him.

Obviously, he couldn't say anything. Seeing her again certainly triggered something within him, however. He gulped, and he wasn't sure what he would have tried to say. Surprisingly, Liam was grateful for the gag. "You look good like this," she told him, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement.

He could only nod. After all, maybe he had those mixed feelings about his captivity, his status, and his position in that cage. If Sonya had been here, then it would’ve been easier for him to behave. After all, she had trained himself thoroughly.

Only now, he felt like he was out on his own. All at once, the world felt like a much bigger place, and he still understood his own inferiority, but that didn't really help.

"I bet you're going to fetch a very high price," she said, the corners of her eyes still tight with joy. Then she glanced over toward some of her subordinates, "Get him strung up!"

Grinning, several tall women stepped over. They wore the standard security and training uniforms. They opened the gate on his cage, yanked him out, and maneuvered him to his feet. He felt off-balance; that was to be expected with his hands locked behind his back. They freed him from the shackles, but he only got to enjoy the taste of liberty for a few seconds. A fresh set of restraints looped around his arms, and they pushed his limbs up. They spread him out. He was straining as they attached him to the shackles.

They started with his arms. They finished with his legs. There. He was naked and on display.

"You're lucky," Erin informed him. "We have a group of potential buyers coming by later. I bet you’re going to be very popular. Right now, I just have to decide, should I leave you gagged?"

A newly acquired specimen would have shaken his head from side to side, instantly, believing that he had every right to speak. That was a problem for so many men all across the world; they talked too much, and they believed that this was their right. It wasn't. Rather, men needed to learn to be silent. Women had so much more to say while the male half of the species just needed to shut up and learn.

Because we understood all of this, he didn't answer one way or the other. Instead, he just watched patiently and waited for her decision. "I think we're going to let you speak. I'm sure there are going to be some buyers who'd like to hear the sound of your voice." Then she leaned forward. "Don't worry. We make sure that they’re very careful with their shock batons."

Shock batons?

True to her word, Erin had the gag removed. He immediately thanked her, and he had other questions, but he didn't dare say anything. Instead, he remained silent, bound and helpless and completely on display. The only hints of modesty came down to the collar around his neck, plus the chastity cage between his legs.

Around him, other cages were opened, fresh male specimens were brought out, and they were restrained just like him. Some of the women were talking and laughing, pinching, or stroking the men before chatting them up. "What about you?" asked one woman. "How much do you think you're going to cost?"

Fortunately, that question wasn't actually directed at Liam. Another piece of property on display and ready for sale had to answer. That guy, a man with a neatly trimmed beard and toned body quickly gulped and tried to answer. Liam didn't pick up on his exact response, but it didn't matter because the women around who were laughing anyway.

One of the women lifted her shock baton, held it up, and hit the button on the rod. Those twin pincers at the tip crackled with electricity.

Liam gulped; the moisture abandoned his mouth as he tried to figure out what he could do or say to prevent that kind of fate.

Technically, the man over there had been obedient. He had not been defiant, nor had he antagonized these women. Still, one of them jabbed him right above his navel. She depressed the button on her baton, and the batteries unleashed their electric assault.

Liam didn't know whether or not he was supposed to watch. Still, he couldn't tear his gaze away. He saw, and he listened as that man tensed and cried out. That shout was torn from his throat. Then the women were laughing, and the man slumped.

Looking straight ahead, Liam knew he couldn't stop them. After all, these must've been the prospective buyers. He overheard them talking, "What do you think of this one? Did you like that?"

"I don't know," said her companion. "He's definitely muscled, but I think I want more than that."

"What is it? What are you looking for?"

"It's hard to pin down," she said. "It’s like you go to a dog shelter, and you're thinking about adopting a pet, but you don't really know what you want until you see it?"

"What about that one?"

In an instant, the woman extended her hand, raised her finger, and pointed right at Liam. The color drained away from his face, and the chill rampaged along his body. Still, he did his best to maintain a neutral expression. After all, he understood that he was just a piece of property to be purchased. If these women wanted him, then he didn't get to argue. He couldn't try to resist or fight back. Instead, he simply had to wait. He would remain passive, fully aware that he was now livestock. Consequently, they would be the ones to decide whether or not they would want to purchase him.

Still, he made the mistake of making eye contact with them. They walked over, and they were both holding their shock batons.

The second woman tilted her head to the side. She pursed her lips, brought one finger up to her mouth, and considered him. She studied him for the next few seconds. "No, not this one. I think I want something else." They turned around, walked away, and Liam actually slumped in his restraints, grateful that they weren't about to start playing with him.

All around him, women wandered by.

For the most part, they ignored him.

Those first few seconds and minutes felt like a reprieve; unfortunately for Liam, it wasn’t going to last.

It wasn't long before another group approached. There were five women this time; one older woman and four girls who looked like they were in their early twenties and late teens.

Closing his eyes, Liam hoped they were going to leave him alone; consciously, he understood quite well what was going to happen. At some point, one (or more) woman was going to examine him, decide she liked him, and take him home with her. He would be acquired; money would change hands, and he would belong to a new woman. Even so, with his eyes shut, it was so easy to think of Sonya.

He thought of the woman who had taught him so much; he thought of the woman who had trained him and turned him into something so much more than just another incompetent male. She had shown him how the world really worked! She had shown him how he could be better!

Without trying, his mind drifted back to one particular moment where she had confronted some stressful scenario. He wasn't even sure what she had done over the course of her day. He had spent his day performing chores. As he handled his domestic tasks, he had lost himself to the easy dedication of service. But then she reappeared, and she looked exhausted.

Most of the time, Sonya had maintained that dedicated façade; she was unstoppable. She was someone who couldn’t be brought down by the stressors of any given day. Perhaps she decided to relax in front of him. Maybe something especially heinous had happened. He hadn't known, and he still didn't understand what had transpired that day. All he had known for certain was that, as her slave, he had needed to please her.

Although he had been tired after cleaning and exercising thoroughly, Liam has been able to push down all of his own impulses and urges. He didn't think about anything other than her well-being. He had kneeled down before her. He had asked for permission to massage her feet.

After a few seconds, she gave it. "Go ahead, Liam," she said.

As he waited for that group of women to approach him, Liam concentrated on that moment with Sonya. It was like he needed to hide in that vibrant past.

He thought of Sonya, her tall black boots, her short skirt, and that snug lavender blouse. Even now, his heart pounded a little faster when he thought of that gorgeous woman. There had always been something so powerful and alluring about her. With just a glance, she had always been able to grind down any kind of defiance he might have felt. Over time, he had learned to embrace the sensation.

It was subjugation; it was helplessness.

Over and over again, Sonya showed him where he had belonged.

With her permission, he had unzipped her boots, starting with the right and moving over to the left. He pulled them away carefully. From there, he reached down, and he began to massage her feet. Just as she wanted, he worked her heels, her ankles, and the curves of her toes. He pressed down gently. At that point, Sonya hadn't needed to correct him or tell him how to do it. By then, he had been so completely trained that he hadn't needed to worry about making any kind of meaningful mistake.

Like a good and obedient male, he focused on her pleasure. He worked her heels. He pressed down on her ankles, he stroked the tops of her feet, and he dedicated himself completely to her pleasure and satisfaction. Perhaps, more than anything else, that was what she had wanted the most. For her, there had to be something so delicious about knowing that she was safe. There because he had been tamed. He had been domesticated.

At some point, those words would have infuriated Liam back when he had been almost delusional about notions of his own independence and freedom. Liam probably would have revolted against the concept that he could be treated like livestock.

But he had continued to knead and work her sensitive skin, so she had purred with satisfaction.

Somehow, that had become the most beautiful sound he could imagine. There was nothing more important than her pleasure. If he could make her feel good, then Liam knew that all could be right with the world.

Occasionally, he had smiled at that. Liam had never really considered himself to be a hard-core philosopher. He wasn't someone who spent his time worrying about metaphysics or existentialism. Perhaps those concepts still remained vaguely familiar from college, but he had usually preferred to focus on the day-to-day necessities of his life, whether that meant some problem at work or contending with a woman who had been dedicated to his total enslavement.

"Very good," she'd told him, her eyes shut as she basked in those sensations. Technically, she hadn't needed to utter a single word. Then again, Sonya had clearly enjoyed herself. She had enjoyed herself, and she wanted to reward her man. He didn't need to worry about this going to his head, not while he had that band around his neck. It served to remind him. Plus, there was always the other equipment between his legs. "You like being down there, don't you? You know that's exactly where you belong."

"Yes," he had answered.

"Higher," she had commanded next.

His fingers slid along her ankles up to her shins. He stroked her smooth skin, and then he watched as she spread her legs. Liam had gulped, glanced along her inner thighs to see her panties right there. Despite everything, he still felt like some precocious teen as he tried to sneak a look at her panties. Grinning, she said, "You have permission," she said. "You don't need to look ashamed."

"I'm sorry," he said with a quick shake of his head. "I just want to be good for you." When he had said those words, he had meant every single one of them. By that point, she had completely indoctrinated him. He understood his place. He knew where he belonged. He could recognize the fundamental truth of male inferiority. Over and over again, he followed that reasoning to the truth.

"Lick," she ordered.

He had slid his head forward, his cheeks brushing along her skin before he came up to her panties. His tongue played along that soft fabric, and he could feel the outline of her opening; he teased her crevice, his tongue gliding up and down. The texture was different, but she seemed to enjoy it. Ultimately, that was all that mattered. In fact, Sonya rested her hand on the back of his head. "You know where you belong, don't you? Yes, you do. You know how you need to be treated, don't you? You want to be good for me. You can't help yourself, not anymore. You know who you are. You know what you are. And what are you?"

At that moment, she had tightened her grip on his hair, pulled his head back, and tilted his face up toward her. Ultimately, she had turned into little more than a toy. Again, however, he couldn't make himself worry about that. There was no spark of anger, not when this felt so right. Instead, there was that warm, blissful heat that came from something else.

It was the knowledge of his own inferiority. It was his recognition and acceptance of his status.

"I’m  your property," he said.

"Yes, you are," she agreed with a smile. Then she had stood, lifted her skirt, and pulled off her panties.

After that, he had serviced her.

Even as he found himself drifting back to the reality of his new situation in the marketplace, Liam recalled the taste of her excitement. There had been something so exquisite, so perfect, so hot and delightful about knowing the truth. Out in the wider world, lots of men worried about their day-to-day choices. They didn't know who they were, where they belonged, or what they should pursue. They had never been able to lock down their individual ambitions. Sure, many of them had amorphous goals and easy answers. They could have pursued wealth, sex, or superficial thrills, but Liam had something else. He had enjoyed something better. It was that dedication and the knowledge that he understood exactly where he was supposed to be. Few men could enjoy that, he had reflected. Sonya had simplified and crystalized his existence.

Then again, that was gone now.

"Hello there," someone said. It was a woman's voice, and he desperately wished that it could have been Sonya. Instead of her powerful tones, however, there was an older woman standing in front of him. She was refined and wealthy. He could recognize those details even as he forced himself to face her.

His expression was neither defiant nor challenging. Rather, he gulped, and he saw her. Instantly, he wished he could have deferred to her. He wanted to bow down before her. With his arms and legs stretched out and his body on display, that wasn't possible.

He tugged against his restraints halfheartedly, only to remember that they allowed almost no movement.

Then he saw that older woman and her daughters.

Liam may have been gagged before, but then one of the women decided to pull the ball from between his teeth. Another assistant came by and removed the restraint altogether. He could speak now.

He had wondered about that; maybe they could see it in his eyes. Perhaps word filtered through among the different handlers that he had been trained by Sonya. Consequently, they knew they could trust him. They understood that he wouldn't be able to disobey them.

If so, they were right.

"Hello, Ma'am," he said.

"I like the way he talks," said one of the girls.

Another agreed, "Definitely. He sounds like he really knows his place!"

"Are we sure we should be doing this?" asked the third. She glanced around nervously. Apparently, the sight of the other restrained males didn't reassure her.

One of the others, probably her sister, leaned over and nudged her. "Don't worry about it. This is Athenia!"

"It is, indeed," said the older woman. She turned her attention back to Liam. "Maybe you can explain it to my daughter? What do you think Athenia is? What does this nation represent?"

Immediately, he gulped. Liam would have preferred to be gagged, even if it meant that he wouldn't be able to defend himself. Then again, he reminded himself of his sex, and he understood that there could be no defiance, not here. Subjugation was the only possibility. Obedience and surrender were inevitable.

"Athenia is the best society I have ever seen or even heard of," Liam said. "Here, the men know their place. We all understand who we are, what we need, and where we belong. Here, women rule, and we serve." As an afterthought, he added, "It is as simple as that."

Right away, however, he saw he made a mistake. That matriarch arched an eyebrow, "It's simple?"

"I mean, the founding principle is simple," he answered.

"Is it? Are you sure about that?"

Liam gulped again. Nervous energy raced through his body, but the oldest daughter just started laughing. "Mother, you really are being mean to this one."

"It's important that they remember to think for themselves," she said.

"Really?" asked the same girl who had seemed so nervous before. "They're not just drones?"

"Heavens, no," said the woman. "We give them guiding principles, but that doesn't mean they can't think for themselves. I mean, obedience is one thing, but we still value intelligence in our men. They need to be able to think about how they’re going to serve us. They need to think about how they are going to dedicate themselves to us. I mean, service isn’t especially useful if they always have to be supervised or told what to do. A little bit of agency and initiative is healthy."

"Maybe," said another one of her daughters. Her lips separated, and she slid the tip of her tongue along her teeth. Liam watched, and he knew it was a mistake, yet he saw something flare across her face. That girl was pretty with her dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. She looked plain, yet there was still something in her eyes. It was this hungry fire, like she had something to prove or maybe there was some game she intended to play and win.

Of course, Liam couldn't know for sure, and he didn't want to find out either.

"I want to play with him," said another one of the girls. She looked a little bit older, like she was probably in her twenties. "Can we test him out? I want to see how far he can shoot!"

Liam should have paid attention to the other men and the humiliations they had endured. Up until now, he had done a remarkably good job of zoning out; he had been able to push himself back into those other memories. Again, he yearned for Sonya even as the older woman raised a hand. One of the female assistants came by, and the woman whispered something to her. Within seconds, the assistant pulled out a key.

Immediately, Liam understood what it was.

Normally, he saw the key to his chastity cage, and the excitement rolled through his body. It was supposed to crash down on him like an avalanche.

This time, it didn't. It couldn't. Instead, he glanced over at the strangers, and he realized something. Intellectually, he had recognized this fact before, only now he seemed to feel it along every inch of his body. These women could buy him.

"Who would like to do the honors?"

"Me," said the girl who looked like she was probably the oldest. She took the key with a grin, stepped forward, and then she paused for just a moment. Maybe there was this sense of uncertainty rippling through her, but she wasn't really sure what she was capable of doing. Only then, she looked into his eyes. Just as importantly, she let her gaze slide up toward the rest of his body. She studied his arms, his wrists and ankles.

In the next moment, she made her decision.

More than that, she dropped her gaze down toward his crotch and saw it. That always had to be so reassuring for all of the women in Athenia. She could view his chastity cage and remember that he was locked up in the most primal and important way! No matter where he went for what he did, he always had that constant reminder.

"Would you like me to use this?" asked the young woman as she held the key and dangled right in front of his face.

"Yes, please," he said. The words escaped his mouth before he could stop them. With Sonya, he would have been able to focus. But in this strange place and surrounded by these women he didn't know, Liam was having a harder time thinking and focusing.

Once again, that young woman seemed to enjoy this. If they had met out on some random street back in the United States, perhaps he would have been able to intimidate her. Maybe he would have seemed like this vaunted stranger, someone who deserved her respect. Here, however, she was the one holding the key, and he was held strictly in place, and she was obviously his superior. It didn't matter what he may have accomplished at some other point in his life. As a man, he was her inferior. He couldn't be anything else!

"This is so good," she whispered to herself.

Then she used the key, and she unlocked it. She removed those pieces, pulling them away and setting them aside.

"That's cute," said the older woman. "He's trying not to get excited. Would anyone like to play with him? This is going to be an important skill for you to have." As she uttered those last words, the woman glanced back at her daughters.

"Me," said one of the teenagers. She was clearly an adult, yet she carried herself with that youthful uncertainty, like she was still so fresh to the world. She understood that she was capable, but she hadn't really proven it, not to herself anyway.

"Go for it," said her older sister. But then she crossed her arms over her chest, and she glared back at Liam for just a moment. He hadn't done anything, yet she still gave him that warning glance. She made it clear that if he didn't perform appropriately for her little sister, then there would be consequences.

As this other girl stepped up to him, she carefully reached down, and he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do or how he intended to respond. Liam exhaled, he held his breath, and he kept his eyes directed downward. That was the best he could do.

He braced himself for pain.

She had something else in mind.

The girl giggled and told him, "I want to see just how far I can make you squirt."

"I love this game," said another girl.

What?

Liam jerked his head up, and he glanced around at each of these women. From the mother to her youngest daughter, he tried to understand what was about to happen. Obviously, he understood his status; he recognized who he was and what he had become here in Athenia. Then again, his chest tightened, and the stranger was suddenly touching him. She grabbed him, her fingers walking around his cock.

He tried to hate it.

Liam did his best to hold back those sensations, yet he couldn't possibly succeed. Excitement flooded through his body. Those desires surged along his skin! Liam didn’t know what he was going to do…

Liam was about to discover the Carnival.

With Sonya, he had been protected. His trainer kept them at home or sent him to work. But now, he was in the middle of this revelry. The Carnival at The Serenity Resort was unlike anything else in Athenia. It was the grandest event of the year, a spectacle of color, music, and pageantry that drew thousands of women from across the world. For one week, the sprawling resort transformed into a dazzling festival ground, where luxury and control intertwined seamlessly, reinforcing the ideals upon which Athenia was built.

Most importantly, the Carnival reminded everyone that women ruled supreme while men needed to be owned and trained.

The moment visitors stepped through the towering archway at the entrance, they were immersed in an atmosphere of splendor. Enormous silk banners, dyed in deep shades of crimson and gold, fluttered in the warm coastal breeze. The pathways were lined with glowing lanterns, each inscribed with Athenia’s core principles: strength, order, harmony, wisdom, and female supremacy. The air carried the intoxicating scent of exotic flowers, gourmet cuisine, and sea salt drifting in from the nearby shore.

In the heart of the carnival grounds stood the Grand Pavilion, an architectural marvel with domed rooftops and intricate carvings that depicted legendary moments in Athenian short history. This was the central stage, where the most anticipated performances would take place. A massive circular arena surrounded it, where the grandstands were already filled with elegantly dressed women, sipping on champagne and reclining in luxurious seating areas designed for maximum comfort.

Below them, on the performance floor, stood the men—silent, poised, and awaiting their assigned tasks.

They had been preparing for this for months, undergoing rigorous training to ensure that every motion, every display of strength and agility, was nothing short of perfection. The performances were designed not only to entertain but to reaffirm the hierarchy that defined Athenia. And to think, this was just the beginning!

First came the Strongman Exhibition. Shirtless and glistening with sweat, the men carried impossibly heavy weights, hoisting them high above their heads as the crowd roared with approval. Some balanced massive beams on their shoulders, straining but never faltering, their muscles trembling under the intensity of their efforts. Others performed intricate acrobatics, leaping through rings of fire, tumbling and twisting in midair with breathtaking precision. Each feat of strength and agility was met with approving nods from the audience, but there was no applause—applause was reserved for achievements of intellect, not mere displays of physical prowess.

Out in the audience, women clapped and cheered. Not only that, many of them used their phones to check out the different individuals. If a woman was especially intrigued by one of the specimens up on the stage, a woman could raise her phone, aim her camera, and utilize the AI to recognize each male. She could see whether or not he was for sale and decide whether or not she pushed to make an offer.

Next was the Dance of Devotion, a meticulously choreographed performance in which the men moved in perfect synchrony, each step executed with calculated grace. They twirled, kneeled, and extended their arms in gestures of reverence, the entire display exuding discipline and humility. Their costumes were simple, designed to accentuate form rather than personality, emphasizing their role as performers rather than individuals. The music swelled, filling the Grand Pavilion with a melody both haunting and beautiful. Better yet, the men stripped over the course of their performance. By the time they finished, those men were all naked except for their chastity cages and collars.

Then came the service demonstrations. Trained teams of men moved with expert precision, setting elaborate banquet tables in a matter of moments. Each dish was arranged with artistic perfection, each goblet of wine poured without a single drop wasted. The women watched intently, murmuring among themselves, critiquing every movement, ensuring that the level of discipline met the resort’s exacting standards.

One of the most anticipated spectacles was the Obstacle Course, a brutal test of endurance that pushed the men to their limits. They crawled through pits of sand, scaled towering walls, and leaped across vast gaps, their bodies streaked with sweat and dust. Every misstep, every hesitation, was noted by the judges seated at the edges of the arena. Those who faltered were given a second chance but under stricter conditions—more weight to carry, a more grueling path to complete. The message was clear: weakness was not tolerated.

As the evening progressed, the carnival’s more intimate attractions opened their doors. There were the Tea Pavilions, where guests could sit back and be waited on with impeccable service. Other women decided to visit the Serenity Gardens, where men recited poetry and played soft music under the glow of paper lanterns. Next came the Reflection Halls, open spaces where women could take a quiet moment to reinforce their personal philosophies while surrounded by articles and short videos that celebrated the foundation of Athenia.

And to think, this was only the beginning!

Granted, Liam didn't get to experience any of that. Instead, he remained bound in the marketplace. He had to wait and wonder how long it might be before someone decided to purchase him.

This was his welcome to the Carnival.

"I think he's fighting you," said the older woman.

Liam had his eyes locked shut; he didn't allow himself to look up or around. Distantly, he remained aware of the other prospective buyers. After all, it wasn't just this mother and her daughters. Instead, there were other women: friends who were out to enjoy themselves, sisters, perhaps, colleagues or girlfriends. Liam understood all of this, yet his world shrank down as the young woman braced right in front of them continued to tease him.

When he finally lifted his eyes, he saw the girl standing right there. She smiled, and there was something hungry, nearly predatory in her expression. "I think he is," she finally agreed.

One of the other women chuckled, "Maybe he thinks he can hold out. Is that it?"

"He can't," said the woman standing in front of him. She came closer, and she peered right into his eyes. There was that same, hungry, yearning, powerful, and utterly irresistible expression written across her face.

Although he didn't know her, Liam could see that determination. Here was a young woman who intended to succeed. She wasn't going to allow him to resist. He could try to fight; he might try to hold out. Inevitably, he was going to fail. She was in charge, and she would compel him to lose control!

In truth, Liam didn't even know exactly why he was fighting this.

If he had been freed from the restraints, and if any of those women had given him a command, he would have given in. Maybe this was some kind of vestigial resistance, like he hadn't been as thoroughly trained by Sonya as he had once believed.

No, he told himself. He didn't allow himself to believe that he had failed her; Sonya was too important! She had been his trainer, his handler, and so much more. She had taught him exactly how to behave himself. But now, the moisture dried along the roof of his mouth, and he didn't know what to do.

Worse, the young woman in front of him reached out, and her fingers slid along his length; with her free hand, she stroked his balls. Her fingers started along his inner thighs, then up underneath his scrotum. Gentle, teasing bolts of sensation rocketed across his skin. He tightened his muscles, arched his back, raised his chin, and nearly surrendered. It would’ve been so easy! He could have lost control right there!

But he didn't.

Somehow, he denied all of this. He wasn't going to succumb; he wasn't going to yield…

As much of Liam enjoyed that idea, he wasn't sure whether or not it was really true. His chest tightened, and fresh need flashed all along his flesh. His muscles clenched, and his fingers pushed down. His feet curled, and his toes clenched. Worse, he summoned up every iota of strength he possessed, glanced over at the other women, and he could see that same amusement curving along her features. They were enjoying this. Even though he did his very best to resist and fight back, he was failing because they were having fun!

"I'm going to make you climax nice and hard," the young woman whispered to him. "You can try to fight me, but I'm going to show my sisters and my mother that I won’t lose."

For several seconds, Liam desperately yearned to argue with her. He searched for the right words or phrases. He did his best to come up with some kind of explanation.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't retort. There was no sharp answer, especially because she continued to tease him. "You might think that you're going to make me angry," she continued, her voice just as low as before. It sounded like she intended to share a secret with him. "You won't."

His eyes locked on her face.

In that instant, he desperately wished he could have been on his knees and back in front of Sonya! Theoretically, he understood exactly why his handler had decided to sell him off. He knew that it made sense for him to be here on display as a negotiable asset. Ultimately, he was just a man, which gave him the same value as some particularly useful barnyard beast. He could be purchased or sold. Despite everything at once believed, he was chattel!

This sister and daughter and the other women around her all understood those points. Simultaneously, he recognized that he had become nothing but a boy for them. Maybe the chastity cage had been removed, yet their hold persisted. These women had him!

This wasn't freedom, he reminded himself.

Then again, maybe that was the point.

This was about control; this was about pleasure. This was about playing with him. He had become a toy.

In that instant, he wasn't even a sex toy. Instead, he had become a different kind of plaything.

He quivered. He pulled against the restraints, jerking from the left to the right and back again. He thrashed because he could feel it; it was coming closer and closer. That instinct surged, it was going to overwhelm him. Liam felt like he was trying to hold back a flood with his bare hands. He was going to fail; those currents would crash down on him, and it wouldn't matter how much willpower he possessed or how hard he tried to focus. Concentration couldn't solve this problem, and the young woman in front of him knew it.

"This is amazing," said one of her sisters. "Look at how hard he’s trying!" She laughed hard, enjoying the show.

Simultaneously, the young woman in front of him continued to stimulate him. Every gentle squeeze and stroking caress pushed him harder and faster. Those fresh waves of need roioled all across his skin!

"He really wants to hold out, doesn't he?"

"Show him the truth," said their mother.

In the next moment, she squeezed, and he realized something. This young woman had only been toying with him before; he had understood that on some level, but now he watched that ferocious grin appear on her face. She was laughing, and she squeezed, and he lost control in the breadth of just a few heartbeats!

She drained him, milking his cock as she stole that orgasm from him. Although the pleasure burst all along his body, he still hated this. Liam may have experienced this before, but never with a stranger. Worse, he still didn't know what it meant when he could enjoy something on a purely physical level while his intellect raged against it.

Liam's self-control no longer mattered. His instincts and choices had been rendered irrelevant by the young woman in front of him. She kept toying with him, tightening her grip and milking his cock as his ejaculate spurted across the concrete floor.

Squirt after squirt lanced along the air as he grunted!

Then it was done.

His orgasm had only lasted for a few seconds, but he was spent and leaned forward. He dangled there from his restraints like some puppet.

"Impressive," said their mother.

"Nicely done," said one of the sisters. She raised her palm into the air, and the girls today high-five.

He listened to all of this, fully aware that this was a game for them.

"What do you think? Should we buy him?"

"Let's keep looking," said another one of the sisters.

"Very wise," agreed her mother. "You don't want to be hasty with this kind of decision."

The women turned and strode away. They left him there, hanging and wondering exactly how long it might take before someone else decided to play with him.

Within minutes, a man came by to clean up the mess. At the same time, a resort employee picked up his chastity cage and locked it back on, making sure that it was secured and appropriately tight. After all, he was on his own, and he wasn't entitled to any kind of stimulation without female supervision.

Ridiculously, Liam even said, "Thank you." Despite everything, he was still a very well-trained man who understood his place.

Elsewhere… 

Bridget and Erin were both proud of what they and their fellow Athenians had accomplished when it came to this next game. The weightlifting arena at the Carnival was a masterpiece of design, positioned in the center of the festival grounds with enormous floodlights illuminating the grand stage. Elegant, towering banners swayed in the evening breeze, each inscribed with the core tenets of Athenia. The audience—composed entirely of women dressed in opulent silks and tailored suits—sat on tiered seating, murmuring with anticipation as the competition was about to begin. 

Bridget and Erin stood on an elevated platform reserved for event organizers. From their vantage point, they could see every detail of the competition below, their sharp eyes scanning the competitors as they stepped forward onto the main stage. 

"Let’s see what they’ve got tonight," Bridget mused, crossing her arms as she assessed the first contestant stepping forward. 

The first competitor, a broad-shouldered man named Dorian, inhaled deeply before gripping the iron bar before him. His muscles flexed under the stage lights, sweat already forming on his brow. He was assigned the first test—lifting a 250-pound weighted bar from the ground and hoisting it above his head in a single motion. 

Erin leaned forward slightly. "Dorian has the physique, but does he have the endurance?" 

Their performer exhaled sharply and lifted. The strain on his arms and back was immediate. His face contorted with effort as the veins along his forearms bulged. The women in the audience observed, unimpressed so far. There was no cheering, only the quiet tapping of manicured nails on champagne glasses. The only acknowledgment of success was a slight nod from a few of the high-ranking women seated in the front row. 

Dorian pushed through, his legs shaking as he extended the bar overhead. He managed to hold it for three seconds before his arms buckled slightly, forcing him to drop it with a deafening clang against the stage floor. He gasped for breath, chest heaving, before standing at attention once more, awaiting judgment. 

Bridget smirked. "Acceptable. But not exceptional." 

“Think he’ll fetch a good price?” 

“I’m not sure,” Bridget conceded. “He won’t be cheap, but he could’ve done better.” 

Erin gave a nod, marking a note on her clipboard. "We need to see better control. He barely lasted." 

The second competitor was already stepping forward—a leaner, wiry man named Elias. Unlike Dorian, he relied on speed and technique rather than brute force. The next challenge was the Atlas Stone Lift—picking up a round, heavy stone and placing it on a high pedestal. Elias wiped his hands on his shorts before stepping up to the stone, crouching low as he assessed his approach. 

Erin raised an eyebrow. "He looks nervous." 

"As he should be," Bridget replied. "The stone is heavier than he is." 

Elias sucked in a breath and gripped the rough surface, his fingers digging in for leverage. He lifted, muscles tensing as he slowly raised it off the ground. His face turned red with exertion. The weight was immense, his body trembling under its burden. He staggered forward, fighting gravity with every step. The crowd remained silent, watching to see if he would manage it. 

Just as he neared the pedestal, his footing slipped slightly, and the stone teetered in his grip. A sharp gasp from the front row sent a ripple through the watching audience. He gritted his teeth, adjusting his hold, and with one final push, he heaved the stone onto the pedestal. 

The women did not clap. They simply exchanged knowing glances, as if silently evaluating his worth. Elias, exhausted, stepped back, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he awaited judgment. 

Bridget tilted her head. "Messy execution but a pass." 

Erin jotted another note. "Barely. If he had dropped it, there would have been consequences." 

“That would’ve gotten everyone excited,” agreed her compatriot. 

The final contestant was introduced. A taller, bulkier man named Marcus, whose reputation preceded him. Unlike the others, he exuded a quiet confidence. His challenge was the most daunting yet—the deadlift. The weight before him was staggering, a solid metal bar loaded with plates that totaled over 400 pounds. 

Erin leaned forward, intrigued. "Let’s see if he can match his reputation." 

Marcus took his position, rolling his shoulders before gripping the bar with steady hands. There was no hesitation, no uncertainty. With a deep inhale, he began the lift. The plates rattled slightly as he pulled, his muscles tightening, his expression unreadable. His control was impeccable. He stood tall, holding the weight without even a tremor. 

For the first time that night, there was a murmur of approval from the crowd. A few women exchanged subtle nods. It was a rare but valuable moment. 

Marcus held the position for five full seconds before lowering the weight back down in a smooth, controlled motion. He stepped back, showing no outward sign of exhaustion, and bowed his head in deference. 

Bridget smirked. "That’s more like it." 

Erin made a final note. "He’ll advance to the next level of testing. The others…we’ll have to discuss." 

“Punishment tests are always fun.” 

The event concluded with the competitors being led away on their leashes, their performances analyzed in detail by the judges. The audience began to disperse, heading to the next scheduled attraction, but the message of the evening remained clear—strength was an expectation, not a novelty. And only those who met the highest standards would progress further in Athenia’s hierarchy. 

Bridget and Erin exchanged a final glance before moving on to their next task, satisfied that the event had reaffirmed everything the Carnival and Athenia stood for. These games might’ve been fun, but they were so much more than that. The Carnival helped both the women and men appreciate how things were supposed to work. 

Restrained and helpless, Liam had seriously expected someone to come and purchase him on that first day. Several hours elapsed, and he watched as other males were teased, poked, prodded, humiliated, degraded, and used. Even so, at least they were taken. Those males found themselves leashed and they walked or crawled away toward their future with their new owners. 

Liam, however, didn't get to enjoy that same fate. The day came to an end, the lights were turned down, the males were gagged, blindfolded, and left to their own thoughts as they contemplated what the next day of the Carnival might bring. 

The same thing happened to Liam, so he expected to sleep in that restrained position. Instead, something else awaited him. 

She came up behind him, leaned up onto the tips of her toes and whispered into his ear, "I'm going to have a party, and you're going to be the main attraction." 

She stepped in front of him. She grinned. This was Becky, and she was so beautiful. At first, he was disoriented; he didn't really understand what that meant. A party? Within moments, however, he understood that this could be a good opportunity for him. After all, he needed a woman to serve. After so much time with Sonya, he understood his place in the cosmos; he knew that he was a man, which meant he was born to be subordinate. He was born to be taken, used, and to please his superiors. All of those different ideas came tumbling through his head as she pulled away the blindfold. She didn't remove the gag, not right away. 

Still, at least he got to see her. 

His temporary handler watched him, and she was smiling, and she tilted her head to the side as she examined the male in front of her. "Sonya was right," Becky said. "You definitely have a lot of potential. Maybe I'm going to buy you for myself? Or maybe one of my friends will do it?" She shrugged. 

Immediately, the hope bloomed once again behind his eyes and between his ears. She stroked his chest, dropped her hand between his legs, squeezed his chastity cage, and stroked his balls, all because she could. Then she released him, and he remained gagged, but that was fine. He didn't need to speak, nor did he have to ask any questions, not when she raised up at the leash, letting it dangle and swing once or twice before attaching it to his collar. Then she tugged, and he followed her. 

It wasn't as though he had any choice. 

Becky and Liam made their way through the Serenity. Once again, he was surrounded by those beautiful women, those collared and subservient males, plus of the ostentatious surroundings. He saw the marble floors, the exquisite works of art along the walls (almost every image seemed to depict either a powerful woman, a servile male, or both), those huge windows, and the decorative sculptures. Everything was beautiful here. Everything was both beautiful and expensive. 

Surprisingly, Becky brought him right into one of the penthouse suites. He wasn't sure what he had expected, but it wasn't this. The moment they stepped through the door, he could hear the music playing and hear the chatter of the different women as they enjoyed their night. Most of them had probably spent the day watching the events, relaxing in the spa, sunning themselves by the pool, or simply resting up for the night's . festivities. 

Becky held onto his leash, tugged, and escorted him between the different groups of women. Unsurprisingly, her friends glanced in his direction, their eyes big and appraising as they drank in the sight of this man. 

Becky hadn't purchased him; in fact, she hadn't explained exactly what their relationship was going to be. Still, he could hope. If she didn’t buy him, then maybe one of these women would? 

In her bedroom, she closed the door, and she said, "You’re going to go out there, you are going to serve drinks, food, you'll clean up any messes, and you will do as you're told. I want to show you off. I have you for the night, so you’ll do everything we say. Understand?" 

"Yes, Ma’am," he said after she removed the gag from his mouth. 

"Good," she said. Then she turned, headed back out into her party, and started to enjoy herself. 

With his heart pounding, Liam wondered exactly what all of this meant. He gulped, he felt the band around his neck, and he looked down at his mostly naked body. When he stepped out there, these women were going to appraise him again; they were going to watch him with the eyes of hungry predators as they considered exactly what this boy might have to offer. He puffed out his cheeks, grabbed the door, and stepped out into the party. 

Immediately, the women started to make their requests: wine, hors d'oeuvres, and other snacks. He rushed into the kitchen, and he started to figure out exactly how this was going to work. 

Those first minutes may have been incredibly stressful, but Liam had been trained well; Sonya had done an excellent job with him. As such, Liam moved carefully through the extravagant penthouse suite, the silver tray in his hands steady despite the bubbling tension beneath his skin. Becky’s party was in full swing. Although he tried not to eavesdrop, he still picked up on some of their conversations, and he quickly deduced that this was a private gathering of some of the most influential women attending the Carnival, and he had been assigned to serve for the evening. Ultimately, that was all he needed to know. 

The central room was another masterpiece of luxury—floor-to-ceiling windows showcased the breathtaking ocean view, the deep blue waves illuminated by the glow of golden fireworks in the distance. Velvet furniture, gilded chandeliers, and an open bar that seemed endless in its selection of rare liquors and wines. The air smelled of expensive perfume and burning vanilla-scented candles, creating an intoxicating mix that made Liam lightheaded. 

Every movement he made was calculated and precise. Perhaps he hadn’t been trained for table service, yet he still knew how to control his body and stay out of the way. He poured drinks with steady hands, never spilling, always polite, never speaking unless spoken to. At the same time, he did his best to focus despite the fact that the women around him were clearly becoming intoxicated. Thus far, only a couple of them had decided to grab or grope him. 

As the night wore on, he expected more of this sort of treatment. The women barely acknowledged him at first, caught up in their own conversations, laughter filling the room like chimes on the breeze. But eventually, their attention turned to him more and more. 

“Liam, darling, you’re just too quiet,” Becky cooed, lounging on a luxurious chaise with a martini in hand. She was more experienced than the rest, her experience giving her an effortless confidence that the younger women around her envied. “I do hope you’re enjoying the party as much as we are.” Apparently, some of the women here were new to the community; although they wielded resources back in the United States, Europe, or Latin America, it was different here. Athenia still qualified as a wildly new adventure. 

As a servant, Liam hesitated, unsure if she expected an answer. Experience told him that direct questions required responses. “I’m here to serve, Ma’am. That’s what’s important.” 

Becky let out a delighted laugh, tilting her head back. “Oh, what a perfect little answer! So obedient.” She glanced around at the others, her manicured nails tapping against the side of her glass. “Ladies, what do we think? Is he a natural, or does he need more training?” 

A blonde woman to her left smirked, swirling the wine in her glass as she assessed him with an amused glint in her eye. “I think he’s a bit too stiff. What do you think, Tricia?” 

Another woman, Tricia, leaned forward, resting her elbow on her knee as she gave him a slow, scrutinizing once-over. “I think he’s nervous. Are you nervous, Liam?” 

His grip tightened on the tray, though his face remained impassive. “No, Ma’am.” In truth, he didn't know whether or not that was the best possible answer. Unfortunately for him, he had given it, and he didn't get the chance to reconsider. 

Tricia's lips curled. “Oh, I think you are. You don’t need to lie, sweetheart. We know this must all be so overwhelming for you.” 

The group chuckled softly, and Becky extended her empty glass. “A refill, darling.” 

Liam moved quickly, pouring the liquid carefully, ensuring that not a single drop spilled. But as he straightened, Becky let her fingers graze over his wrist, just barely, her nails tracing a light path over his skin. 

He froze, unsure of how to react. Was this a test? He knew better than to pull away, but standing still felt equally risky. 

Becky tilted her head. “Oh, relax. It’s just a touch.” 

Another woman leaned in with a smirk. “You should see how skittish he looks. It’s adorable.” 

The teasing continued, each remark another stone added to the weight pressing against his chest. They weren’t cruel (not yet), but there was an underlying amusement in the way they watched him, as though he were a novelty, a source of entertainment. Their laughter was light, their words playful, but Liam felt the heat rise in his face regardless. He focused on his task, unwilling to give them any further reason to find amusement in his discomfort. 

“Tell me, Liam,” Becky continued, swirling the deep red liquid in her glass, “do you ever wish you were out there instead of in here? Watching the Carnival, enjoying the sights?” 

He hesitated before answering. “It’s not my place to wish for things, Ma’am.” There. That was definitely the correct answer, and it probably would have been enough to make Sonya proud of him. 

That earned him another round of laughter, though this time it was softer, almost appreciative. 

“He’s well-trained,” Rebecca observed, nodding approvingly. “I do wonder, though, does he ever let himself have fun?” This definitely sounded like a trap. 

Liam didn’t answer, and Becky arched a brow, clearly enjoying herself. “Fun is important, darling. Even for you.” She gestured toward the tray. “Drink with us.” 

His stomach clenched. “I—” 

Becky tilted her head, and for the first time that evening, there was something sharper in her eyes. “It’s not a request.” Just like that, she tightened her grip on his will, making it abundantly clear that he’d do this. 

If he didn’t… 

Liam swallowed hard. He knew the rule—never refuse a woman, especially not one as powerful as Becky. He reached for a glass, but his hands remained steady. If they wanted to tease him, fine. But he wouldn’t let them see him falter. 

He raised the cup to his lips just before the burn of the alcohol slid down his throat, and the room erupted in delighted applause. 

“There, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Becky grinned, satisfied. “See, ladies? Even the most disciplined ones can learn to let go.” 

Liam simply nodded as he swallowed the bitterness rising in his chest. The night was far from over, and he had a job to do. It was harder with these women because he didn’t know them. With Sonya, he could’ve followed any command. 

In that next moment, he tried to step away. As a servant, he had every right to retreat into the kitchen. These women would need more hors d'oeuvres and their glasses would need to be refreshed soon. He made it about one step before someone reached over and grabbed him. He turned back, and he saw Tricia. 

"I think we’ve had enough to eat and drink, don't you, ladies?" 

Immediately, they cheered. 

The color dissipated from his cheeks. Cold washed over him. He understood what those words meant. Without trying, he could comprehend exactly what these ladies had in mind. 

"String him up!" 

He looked around, and he barely got the chance to understand what was happening when they pounced. Women grabbed him by his wrists, pulled him out of the central chamber and into another room. There, he saw the chains dangling from overhead. They raised his arms, locked him in the cuffs, and slipped the spreader bar between his legs. He had been in this kind of position before, but now he found himself encircled by those drunk strangers who were intent on having some fun! 

Remarkably, Becky unlocked his chastity cage. For a moment, that felt good, only one of the other women lifted up the butt plug, and she grinned right at him. She lubricated it, shoved it between his cheeks, and then he experienced those first vibrations. 

Closing his eyes and raising his chin, Liam did his best to block out the sensations. He didn't want to endure this; he didn't want to acknowledge what it meant, or what this was doing to him. His nostrils flared, and he shut his eyes, and his breathing turned sharp. Desperate gasps darted from his nostrils, but the women watched, and they saw it: his cock stiffened. That tumescent excitement pulsed down along his length, and then someone grabbed him. She started to stroke him. 

Silently, he begged the universe: not this, not again! Unfortunately for him, plenty of these women were fascinated by the male form. Maybe, earlier in their lives, they remembered the patriarchy and just how intimidating everything could be. Men, all too often, had received excuses based on their libidos and the existence of their cocks. That shaft right there had been used as a justification for so much bad behavior. 

Now his length became the perfect lever of control; they had power over him, and they demonstrated it by toying with his most sensitive body part. 

Worse, they could force him to enjoy it. 

Another woman decided to take that opportunity to pinch his shoulder. Someone else grabbed his ass, her fingers pressing down as she enjoyed the soft tension just beneath the surface of his skin. They poked him, prodded him, and examined him. 

Some old instinct told Liam that he needed to growl back at them. Instead, he would have made Sonya proud; her former slave swallowed back his worst urges. Instead, he stared straight ahead, and he did his best to appear docile and professional. Here was a slave who understood his place. Simultaneously, he recognized that he wanted to be purchased. As such, these women had every right to inspect him. 

The vibrator continued to tease his opening. 

"Let's try this," someone else said. It was easy to imagine that stranger holding onto the controller that would affect his vibrating butt plug. 

In that next moment, the thrumming sensations increased, going twice as fast all at once! His eyes widened. The women saw the reaction, and they all laughed. They couldn't help themselves, not when he was so adorable. After all, he clearly understood his place. He knew how to behave himself, yet they still wanted to break through that veneer of quiet acceptance. 

Sure enough, he let out a quick gasp of pleasure. 

"I wonder what this button does," the stranger said next. She hit one of the icons on the controller, and there was an electric shock! It jolted through his body, zapping his flesh from that intimate angle. He cried out, his lungs tightening. 

"That was fun," said the woman. 

"I want to try!" 

"I'm going to be next!" 

"You know, I really like seeing his erection," said one of the women in front of him. "Have you thought about that, Liam? Have you considered how a penile performance like this might make it easier for you to get sold?" 

Because she had addressed him directly, Liam knew he had to respond. "No, Ma'am. I hadn't considered that." Because he usually spent most of his time in a chastity cage, it wouldn't have mattered. These women decided when and where he was allowed to get hard. He accepted this as an inevitability, yet the "advice" still grated against his psyche. 

Then again, most of these women were tipsy or drunk. They were simply playing with him! This wasn't serious advice even if he had to nod along and pretend to give serious consideration to everything they said. 

Pretend? 

That was an inappropriate thought. It was a defiant and reckless idea, one that he needed to suppress. As a slave, he had to listen to everything she said. As a man, he needed to defer to her authority and wisdom. She was smarter than he was. She had a better perspective and a clearer understanding of the world. 

"How far do you think we can make him come?" someone asked. 

Not this, he silently pleaded with them. He knew better than to speak. Then again, one of the women glanced down and said, "At least five feet," she announced. "Six," said another. 

"I'm betting seven," another declared. They were going to play that same game… 

Standing off to the side, quiet as she watched, Becky let her eyes twinkle. She was watching him. Just as importantly, she was studying his expression. 

"Let's give him a few more shocks first, just to make sure he really does his best," said the woman with the controller. 

He braced himself. It didn't do any good. There was no way for him to hold out against those intimate shocks of electricity. She tapped the button, the signal jumped, and his body clenched. Each time she clicked down on that icon, the surge of voltage shot across his body. It started from the inner walls of his ass and flared out along every inch of his skin! He cried out, gasping again and again. The women laughed. They enjoyed the way he jerked and struggled against his bonds, but this was just a game for him. 

"Don't worry," another woman whispered into his ear. "You're doing a very good job." 

More than anything, he needed to believe her! 

Then again, it felt almost impossible, especially because the electrical shocks may have stopped, but one woman said, "I'm going for at least eight feet." 

Together women continued to place their bets. 

"I expect you to do your best. You want to come nice and hard for me," she said. 

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered. 

She grabbed him, she squeezed him, she rubbed him, and she stimulated him. Flashes of arousal shot across his skin, growing stronger and stronger with every moment. He couldn't help it! That was incredible! Earlier that day, while on display, that mother and her daughters had decided to toy with him. Even so, that release hadn't really been enough. Sonya had always kept in a state of arousal. Sometimes, she did it on purpose. All too often, however, simply being close to that powerful woman had triggered those deep desires. He saw her, and he longed for her. He had always wanted to feel her touch, to taste her opening, and to know that he had done well. Pleasing her had quickly morphed into his top priority! 

The same had to be true here and now. 

As he contemplated the women arrayed in front of him, he savored that touch. He embraced the way she stroked, squeezed, and groped him. He knew that she was only doing it for her own amusement; that didn't matter because the power of her touch remained undiminished. He closed his eyes, tried to aim for that one moment, and listened to her final command, "Do it right now!" Along with the other women, she was laughing. 

But they didn't really know whether or not he was going to be able to satisfy her desires. 

Liam did his best. 

He jerked his hips forward, and he leaned into her touch, rubbing his cock against the contours of her hand. They jolted him at that moment. Pain and pleasure mixed together as his first spurt of ejaculate shot across the room and landed on the floor. With his eyes shut, he embraced that animalistic pleasure. He let those primal impulses grip him. He didn't care about anything else. There were just these women and their friends. This was all that mattered. This had to be the singular focal point of his entire existence! 

But when it was done, he heard them measuring out the exact distance. They were laughing again, and they freed him from his restraints. 

It was Becky who grabbed him by the back of his neck. She pushed his head down and laughed, "He did a good job! Now—who wants an orgasm?" 

They were going to pass it around. They were going to use him. She nudged into his knees, and he fell into that subordinate position just as they anticipated. Then the women ordered him to get ready. It was time for him to lick their pussies! 

Erin and Bridget both had a lot to handle, but they took time to stop by as many events as possible over the course of the week. It was a lot easier for this one.

The grand stage at the center of the Carnival glowed under the brilliance of aurum chandeliers, their light casting long shadows on the polished marble floor. Imported silk curtains draped the edges of the massive structure, while rows of elegantly dressed women sat in plush seats, sipping wine and whispering to one another in tones of amusement and critique. The men, dressed in ornate yet revealing tunics and togas chosen for them, stood nervously at the edge of the performance area, waiting for the competition to begin.

Bridget and Erin arrived at the upper viewing platform, taking their seats with a commanding presence. From this vantage point, they could observe everything—every step, every glance, every attempt by the competitors to impress the audience.

"It’s always fascinating," Bridget said, crossing her legs gracefully. "The way they move, how careful they are, how much effort they put in."

Erin smirked, watching as the first group of competitors stepped forward. "Of course. They know what’s expected of them. These men are some of our best and brightest slaves! Their performance here is more than just entertainment—it’s a demonstration of obedience, of understanding their role in our society." Those words may have been unnecessary, yet they felt so good!

The music swelled through the hall, a rhythmic blend of string instruments and deep percussion. The first man, slender and quick-footed, began his routine. His movements were precise, his body bending and twisting in a display of agility. He performed a series of carefully choreographed spins, his arms flowing in smooth arcs, his eyes lowered. The women in the audience watched with detached amusement, analyzing his grace, his ability to follow the beat, and, most importantly, his attentiveness to the expectations placed upon him.

"A decent start," Bridget noted. "Though I see hesitation in his posture." She loved adopting that judgemental tone; perhaps she sounded a bit pretentious. She smiled at her companion, and Erin grinned back.

"He’s still holding on to some misplaced dignity. That can be corrected."

The next competitor entered the stage—a broader man with a powerful stance. His dance was different, emphasizing strength and control. His steps were deliberate, his gaze lowered, never daring to meet the eyes of the women watching him. He lifted his arms in calculated movements, turning and swaying as the music dictated. He finished with a deep bow, his forehead nearly touching the floor. The audience responded with murmurs of approval.

"Better," Erin said. "This one understands his purpose."

Bridget sipped her wine. "It’s refreshing when they don’t resist. It makes everything smoother."

As the applause died down, the third competitor stepped forward. His body was tense, and he hesitated before stepping onto the stage. For a moment, there was an audible silence in the hall. He was clearly nervous—his breaths quick, his hands trembling at his sides. The music began, but his steps were out of sync. A few of the women laughed softly, shaking their heads at his lack of rhythm.

Bridget leaned forward slightly. "Look at him. He’s unsure and definitely afraid."

"He should have prepared more," Erin sighed, shaking her head. "This is his moment to prove he belongs. Instead, he stumbles."

The competitor fought through his missteps, desperate to recover, but it was clear he had lost the audience. Maybe a couple of the spectators were grinning, giggling or shaking their heads. Male incompetence could be fun.

He  stumbled once, then twice, before finally falling to one knee. The hall filled with chuckles, and the judge at the front of the stage made a small motion with her hand. Two attendants stepped forward, guiding the man offstage as the next performer took his place.

Erin turned to Bridget with a smirk. "Do you remember last year? The one who tried to run?"

Bridget chuckled. "Of course. That was quite the spectacle. He barely made it three steps before they had him restrained. After his reconditioning, I heard he placed first in the next event."

Erin nodded. "Proof that proper correction leads to progress."

The next competitor was a striking contrast. He stepped forward with confidence, his movements fluid and precise. His dance was more intricate than the others—every step was measured, every motion executed with the intent to impress. He twirled, his back arching, his arms extending in a display of practiced discipline. The women murmured in approval, some even offering polite applause.

Bridget raised an eyebrow. "Now this one is interesting. He knows exactly how to present himself."

Erin studied him carefully. "He’s been trained well. See how he doesn’t hesitate? His movements are natural.”

Bridget nodded. "I think he’s a good example for the others. Perhaps we should keep an eye on him."

The final act was about to begin. Five men entered the stage together, each one moving in perfect synchrony. The music shifted—faster now, more demanding. The performers reacted immediately, their feet barely touching the floor as they leaped, spun, and contorted their bodies in dazzling acrobatics. This was what the audience had been waiting for—a true display of subservience and skill.

The crowd erupted in applause as the men concluded with a deep, unified bow, their heads lowered. The judge rose from her seat, offering a slow, approving nod.

Bridget turned to Erin. "Should we stay for the final round?"

Erin considered for a moment before nodding. "Yes. I enjoy seeing which of them truly understand their place. This is more than a show—it’s a reflection of our world. And these men? They know exactly what they are here for."

Jackie's voice cut across the air with precise intonation, "Secure him to the suspension rig." Immediately, the men around him obeyed, pulling him from one set of restraints, only to slide him into position for another.

When Liam glanced back at her, he saw something written across her face, something he didn't like or really understand. Other women had seemed sadistic. They had seemed eager to play with him, to test him and to push into his limits. This woman, however, had something else in mind.

In this rig, Liam found himself bent forward, his back and butt on display. It was a pretty ingenious device, still allowing her access to his cock and balls. He didn't understand what that meant, but he was about to learn.

Nervous tension spread down his throat, but he was in position, and he had to do this. Nothing had changed, he tried to remind himself. As a man here, he had to tolerate this. He had to endure it.

With his legs spread wide, Jackie considered him. She let her gaze run across his body. Then she picked up her whip, and she cocked her head to one side. She traced the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth before she threw her arm forward, launching the tip of her whip. It struck his balls! Before this, Liam had probably looked so sedate as though he could tolerate anything. She gave him a smile because he was going to be a good and obedient slave.

That façade evaporated instantly as the pain resonated across his body. It flashed over his skin. He yanked against the restraints, fighting against the suspension break with everything he had.

His eyes were wet, and his bottom lip trembled.

"Interesting," she said.

Interesting? What did that woman mean by that? He stared back at Jackie, his eyes wide. At the same time, he got ready to start pleading with her. He needed to start begging, to ask for mercy or sympathy. He didn't even know exactly what he had in mind, but Jackie used her whip again, striking his balls! The pain exploded along his scrotum. It seemed to slash into him, burning through his defenses. That agony stepped up into the core of his being!

"Fun," Jackie said.

Despite everything he had learned, Liam still jerked his head from side to side. "No more. Please, no more!"

"Actually, I think you can take a lot more," she said.

Again, he was willing and able to contradict her. This wasn't genuine defiance; instead, this was nothing but unadulterated fear. Even so, that was enough.

The young woman standing in front of him delivered several more blows between his legs. Right as he felt like he would start weeping, she stepped behind him. This had nothing to do with mercy, however. Instead, Jackie simply decided to learn what other delicious noises he could make.

Across Athenia, there were many women who argued that female supremacy was the morally superior ideology. For them, it came down to questions of how the world ought to work. They saw a moral imperative. Men needed to be trained and subjugated because the species couldn't advance as quickly otherwise.

Jackie didn't care. On the contrary, she had heard about female supremacy and immediately embraced this new vision of the future, not out of some moral principle, but rather because she craved control. She loved holding a whip or a paddle. She loved using her hands on the hapless slaves around her.

And now, she proved just how cruel she could be once again. She started whipping him hard and fast. She had trained for this, exercising her biceps and shoulders. She threw the tip of the whip forward again and again in a brutally staccato rhythm. With every strike, he cried out, screaming. The other slaves nearby whimpered and watched, helpless. Some closed their eyes and tried to block out the sounds. They failed.

"Should I try something else?" Jackie asked once she had grown bored of his cries and pathetic pleas.

"Yes," Liam breathed out. "Please. Something else. Anything else!" At that point, he couldn't even form a complete sentence.

Good, she thought.

Then again, she raised the whip anyway, and she started using it, giving him another dose. It was only when she got bored that she finally tossed it aside, and then she considered his ass again.

Red lines crisscrossed his flesh, but she picked up the first dildo, and she shoved it into his opening. Then she turned it on, letting the vibrations rush across his body. It was only when he got hard again that she smacked his ass. Not good enough, she decided to do something else. She grabbed the whip again, and she aimed for his balls! She made every sensitized nerve along his scrotum scream out as she disciplined him.

In truth, Jackie didn't even know whether or not she considered this to be "discipline" at all. After all, she wasn't there to train him. She wasn't trying to correct some bad behavior, nor did she even wish to punish him. Instead, this was just about his suffering. It didn't have to be about anything else…

That thought always made her smile.

"Do you like that? Do you need that? Do you like getting penetrated?" Jackie demanded.

"Yes!" Liam called out immediately. He practically shouted that answer, not because it was true, but because he couldn't think of anything else to say. He had to call out those words. Nothing else seemed possible to this man.

"Good," she said. Jackie pulled up the first dildo, and then she stepped back in front of him. She held up another one. It had to be at least a third larger. His eyes ran across the artificial girth, the diameter, and the length.

Despite the exhaustion running through him, he peered back up at her. He raised his head as his  bottom lip trembled. "Please. No…"

"Yes," she said.

Then she stepped behind him, shoved it in, and his eyes widened. She had used that cold lubricant, delivering another sharp shock of sensation. His body temperature fell, but only for a few seconds. After all, she decided to grab one of the rubber straps.

It seemed she had grown bored of the whip for the time being. Now she used it hard on his ass, swinging down again and again. With every blow, the noise boomed out across the air.

"Are you a slave?"

"Yes, Ma'am! Yes, I'm a slave! I'm a man, and that makes me a slave!"

"Are you hot right now? Do you love having that dildo buried deep in your ass, Liam?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" There could be no other answer; there could be no other response even as he added, "I love having it there!" This may not have been true, but that wasn't the point. Besides, there was nothing stopping Jackie from stepping in front of him, grinning down at his shaft, and laughing at his utter subjugation.

Only then, she pulled it out.

Once it slid free, Liam opened his eyes. He blinked back tears, and he looked down at his erect shaft. The moisture had drained away from his mouth, leaving his tongue dry. He licked his lips, and he did his best to reorient himself. Jackie stepped back in front of him.

At first, he closed his eyes, if only because he had to try to hide from the inevitable, whatever it was going to be…

"Look," she commanded.

Immediately, he obeyed, and he quickly started to shake his head from side to side. This wasn't defiance. Instead, it was just unadulterated fear. Better yet, she grinned as he started to plead with her, "No. Not that. Please, I can't take it! It's too big! Too much!"

"You can't know until you try," she said, making it sound as though he had any choice in the matter.

He didn't.

Jackie stepped behind him, grabbed the huge dildo, and she shoved it forward. She forced his body to adjust, to stretch and relax with every second even as she shoved it in deeper, going inch by inch. She took her time, and he hated how his cock remained stiff. He despised that arousal, but continued to pound through his body, but then it was in place, and she laughed at him. She stretched her arms forward, grabbed his cock, squeezed, and almost forced him to climax. From there, she started whipping him again!

On and on it went until he couldn't tell where he was or what was happening. Around him, there were other slaves. There were other pieces of inventory on sale, but his world shrank down as she gave him nothing but pain.

Then she was laughing, and she whispered into his ear, "You did very well. Good slave. But you know, I think I want a slave who is going to be more resistant. He took everything I gave you, and I'm sure you're going to make your owner very happy, but I want someone else." Then she raised her head, and she looked out at the other slaves. All at once, the other men looked so adorably frightened…

In the meantime, Liam could only hope that was the worst he would have to endure.

A little while later, everyone could feel it, that wild sense of energy and unbridled, pulsating enthusiasm. The clustered groups couldn’t wait. The air buzzed with electric anticipation as the crowd of elegantly dressed women gathered around the pristine race track. This was going to be amazing! High above the field, banners of gold and crimson fluttered in the afternoon breeze, bearing the crest of The Serenity Resort. A massive digital display glowed with the names of the competitors—four men, each stripped down to minimal racing gear, standing in a holding pen at the starting line.

Bridget and Erin took their seats in the VIP viewing box that overlooked the stretch of track where the event was about to unfold. Below them, wealthy patrons sipped from crystal goblets, their eyes gleaming as they discussed the odds and placed their bets.

"He's a fine specimen, that one," Erin murmured, pointing toward the competitor in the third lane—a tall, lean man with a sculpted frame. "Look at those legs. He'll have the stamina to last."

Bridget smirked. "Possibly. But I’ve seen men like him burn out too quickly. The short bursts of speed won’t matter if he doesn’t have endurance. My money’s on the one in lane two. Stockier build, lower center of gravity—he can push through longer." Their conversation turned to these men and their prospects.

It all sounded so formal. Here were the protocols they followed.

Below them, a woman in an official uniform stepped forward and lifted a sleek, silver whistle to her lips. The men snapped to attention. Their chests rose and fell as they struggled to remain composed under the weight of dozens of gazes—some scrutinizing, others filled with cruel amusement.

"Remember," the announcer’s voice rang out over the sound system, "these competitors are here to prove themselves. Only the strongest will earn their owners’ favor. The weakest…well, we all know what happens to the weakest."

A ripple of laughter coursed through the crowd.

The whistle blew. For just a fraction of a split second, time seemed to freeze.

The four men bolted forward, their muscles coiling and releasing in a desperate attempt to take the lead. The track, made of a soft but resistant material, absorbed the pounding of their bare feet as they sprinted. Each man was a blur of motion, their arms pumping, their faces contorted with effort.

Bridget leaned forward slightly, watching their strides. "Look at that. Lane three is already losing steam. What did I tell you? All speed, no stamina."

Erin laughed. "You have an eye for these things. Lane two is keeping steady, but lane one—he's surprising me. I thought he’d fall behind, but he’s keeping up."

Below, the women cheered and jeered in equal measure. Some shouted commands to the men as if they were prized racehorses, their voices sharp with condescension. Others sipped their drinks leisurely, exchanging amused remarks about which competitor looked the most desperate.

"Come on, run faster! I placed a hundred on you!" one woman called out, tapping manicured nails against her betting slip.

"Pathetic," another scoffed. "They should be grateful for this opportunity."

The men’s bodies glistened with sweat, their breaths turning ragged as they approached the final stretch. Lane two was in the lead, just as Bridget predicted, his broader build giving him the advantage of sustained power. Lane one struggled to keep up, his face twisted in exhaustion, but he refused to slow down. Lane three, the initial favorite, had fallen behind completely, his sprint faltering into a labored jog. Lane four, though pushing hard, was clearly outmatched. Those men tried so hard!

As they reached the last fifty meters, the crowd’s excitement crescendoed. Bets were reassessed in real-time, the tension palpable. Lane two was just inches ahead—victory was within reach.

And then it happened.

Lane one, in a final act of sheer desperation, threw himself forward. His body hit the track, and he rolled, arms stretching out in a bid to cross the finish line first. It was reckless, unrefined, and completely humiliating. The crowd gasped, then erupted into laughter as he tumbled to a stop just past the line.

The whistle blew again, signaling the end of the race.

"What a performance!" the announcer exclaimed, her voice thick with mock enthusiasm. "And there you have it! A rather unconventional finish but a finish nonetheless!"

Bridget chuckled, shaking her head. "Well, that was amusing. But let’s be real—he didn’t win. He threw himself at the line because he knew he was losing."

"Desperation makes for interesting entertainment," Erin agreed. "Still, lane two deserves the real praise. He kept form, kept control. That’s the kind of discipline we look for."

Below, the defeated competitors remained on their knees, gasping for air, their bodies heaving from exertion. The victor, lane two, tried to remain composed, though his chest still rose and fell rapidly.

A woman in an emerald gown descended from the viewing box and approached the exhausted men. She carried a riding crop, though she had no intention of using it—its presence alone was enough.

That woman tapped it lightly against her palm, surveying them with a mixture of amusement and disdain. "Some of you performed well. Others…well, I expected more."

Her eyes landed on the man in lane three, the one who had started strong but failed to maintain his pace. "You." She gestured for him to stand. He obeyed, albeit slowly, his limbs trembling. "Do you think that was acceptable?"

"No, Ma’am," he muttered, eyes fixed on the ground.

"No, Ma’am," she mimicked, her voice dripping with derision. "Perhaps you need a reminder of why we expect more. Take him to the training yard."

Two attendants stepped forward and took him by the arms, guiding him away as he cast a fearful glance toward the other competitors. The remaining men remained perfectly still, knowing better than to speak or react.

Erin exhaled with satisfaction. "And so it goes. The strong advance. The weak are corrected."

Bridget nodded, finishing her drink. "The natural order at work. Now, I do believe there’s a wrestling match scheduled next. Shall we?"

Erin smiled. "Let’s. I do enjoy watching them struggle."

In truth, Bridget, Erin and the others had debated whether or not they should include wrestling. In some ways, it seemed too crass or barbaric.

Then again, it could be so much fun, especially when these women demonstrated the importance of skill over sheer muscle mass. Whether just watching or participating, the women and men involved could learn so much.

The wrestling pit was a circular ring of sand enclosed by a low barrier where dozens of women leaned in eagerly, their faces lit with excitement. The crowd surrounding the pit was even larger than the one at the race track, and the atmosphere thrummed with anticipation. Above, massive LED screens displayed slow-motion footage of past matches—men grappling, struggling, and ultimately submitting under the superior strength of their female opponents.

Bridget and Erin took their seats in the VIP section; like before, this section overlooked the pit from that elevated platform adorned with velvet cushions and golden railings. This was one of the best views in the arena. Within moments, a server approached and offered them chilled glasses of champagne.

"I do love the wrestling event," Bridget mused, taking a sip and reclining slightly. "It’s so…primal."

Erin smirked, watching as the competitors were led into the ring. Initially, those men were leashed. "It really is. There’s something gratifying about seeing them fight, knowing that the outcome is inevitable."

Four men entered the pit, each one stripped to their waists, their toned bodies slicked with oil to heighten the spectacle. Their faces were tense, their eyes flickering between each other and the large woman standing in the center of the ring.

Kimberly.

Dressed in a form-fitting athletic suit that accentuated her imposing frame, Kimberly cracked her knuckles and tilted her head, surveying her challengers with an amused smile. At a glance, most men could see (but maybe not admit it) that she was powerful. Here was a woman with both muscles and skill. She had been a reigning champion over the course of several tournaments, and not a single man had bested her in combat.

The audience adored her.

The announcer’s voice rang through the speakers. "And now, the moment you’ve been waiting for! These four hopeful competitors think they have what it takes to last against the undefeated champion. Let’s see how long they can endure!"

A wave of cheers and laughter rolled through the stands. Bridget leaned forward slightly, her eyes gleaming. "Let’s see if any of them give her a challenge."

The bell rang. Those notes hit the air, and everyone knew it was about to begin!

One of the men, a wiry competitor with quick reflexes, darted to the side, trying to maneuver around Kimberly rather than engage her head-on. Another, a stockier man, charged straight at her, hoping to use brute strength. The third and fourth hesitated, clearly unsure of the best approach.

Kimberly reacted with effortless grace. She sidestepped the charging man, catching his arm and using his own momentum against him. With a sharp twist, she flipped him over her shoulder and sent him crashing into the sand.

"Oh! That was beautiful!" Erin exclaimed and clapped her hands together. "Flawless execution."

"That was a textbook throw," Bridget agreed, watching as the man groaned, already struggling to push himself back up.

The wiry wrestler made his move, darting behind Kimberly in an attempt to grapple her from the back. She barely acknowledged the attempt. With a swift pivot, she grabbed him by the wrist, twisted it behind his back, and drove him to his knees with ease. He cried out, his face contorting in pain.

"That one’s already finished," Bridget noted, amused. "You can see it in his face. He knows he’s lost."

Kimberly released him, shoving him aside as though he were weightless. The crowd cheered as he fell face-first into the sand, scrambling to regain his footing. The remaining two men exchanged glances, realizing they had to act together.

They lunged at her from opposite sides.

Kimberly smirked.

Just as the two men closed in, she ducked, pivoting sharply. Their combined force sent them crashing into each other instead of their intended target. Before they could recover, she grabbed one by the neck and the other by the waist, lifting them both momentarily off the ground before slamming them down with practiced ease.

The audience roared with approval.

Erin laughed, shaking her head. "They never learn, do they? Strength, speed, size—it doesn’t matter. They always think they have a chance."

Bridget smirked. "That’s what makes it entertaining."

The four men were sprawled out in the sand now, dazed and panting. Kimberly placed her hands on her hips, surveying her work before stepping toward the stocky one—the first to charge at her.

"Get up," she commanded.

The man hesitated, his body clearly aching, but he obeyed. He staggered to his feet, fists clenched, as though he still had something to prove.

"Come on, then." Kimberly gestured for him to attack. "Show me what you've got."

He swung wildly, desperation in his eyes. She dodged effortlessly. Another punch. Another miss. She sighed, catching his wrist mid-swing and twisting it behind his back before sweeping his legs out from under him. He collapsed to his knees, struggling but powerless.

Kimberly leaned in, her voice low but amplified by the microphone clipped to her suit. "Admit it. You can’t beat me."

He gritted his teeth, unwilling to say the words. The crowd began to chant.

"Say it. Say it. Say it."

Bridget smirked. "I do love this part."

The man’s face burned with humiliation, but after a few seconds of resistance, his body sagged in defeat. "I…I can’t beat you."

Kimberly released him, giving him a light shove so he fell back into the sand. She turned to the other three. "And what about you? Would anyone else want to try?"

The men shook their heads, their gazes lowered. The match was over.

The audience erupted into applause as the announcer proclaimed Kimberly victorious once again. Women in the stands exchanged winnings, some laughing over the poor performances, others discussing which of the competitors had at least put on a good show.

Bridget took another sip of her drink, watching as the attendants led the defeated men away to the side tent, where they would be "counseled" on their performance.

"That was a satisfying display," Erin said. "I always appreciate a match that ends with them understanding exactly where they belong.”

Among so many beautifully designed options, the fine art gallery at The Serenity was still one of the most ostentatious and sumptuous spaces in the entire resort. The walls stretched high, painted in a deep, luxurious navy, adorned with golden sconces that cast warm light over the elegant paintings displayed in gilded frames. The air carried a faint scent of polished wood and aged paper, a quiet contrast to the bustling energy of the Carnival outside. It was a sanctuary of refinement and philosophy, a place where art spoke in silent affirmations of the order Athenia upheld.

Better yet, their art dealers scoured the world to find the best pieces.

Sonya, Erin, and Bridget moved slowly through the gallery, each with a glass of wine in hand. They were equals in every sense—three pillars of The Serenity’s operational success, each contributing their expertise to maintain the vision of Athenia. Tonight, however, they allowed themselves a moment to breathe, to reflect, and to appreciate the art that reinforced their philosophy.

"This one is breathtaking," Bridget murmured as she paused in front of a large oil painting. It depicted a refined parlor setting, where a woman reclined on a chaise lounge, a book in one hand, while a man knelt beside her, polishing her shoes with quiet focus. His expression was one of deep concentration, and his posture was reverent. Bridget loved it! Seriously, there was just something so enticing about the look on his face.

"It captures such grace," Erin agreed as she tilted her head to admire the details. "The balance of power is so subtly woven into the composition. The lighting, the positioning...It’s exquisite. Look at how he’s framed—smaller, bent, completely absorbed in his task. There’s no question of hierarchy here."

Sonya smirked as she sipped her wine. "It’s a reminder of where we’ve come from and where we’re headed. Look at him—fully clothed but entirely devoted. There’s a different flavor of objectification here, one without unnecessary exposure. Only a clear, dignified acknowledgment of his role." She spoke clearly and carefully as she considered the beauty all around her.

The three women continued their stroll before stopping at another piece—this one portraying a grand dining hall. A group of elegantly dressed women sat at a long table, engaged in lively conversation, while a team of men stood behind them, attentively waiting for any sign of need. The brushwork captured the glow of candlelight on fine china, the deep hues of wine in crystal glasses, and the careful posture of the men, hands neatly folded in front of them, eyes always lowered. This piece was lovely in so many different ways and from so many angles.

"This was always my favorite," Erin admitted, tracing the edge of the frame with a delicate finger. "It reminds me of why I’m so dedicated to the AI systems. Every detail, every efficiency, ensures that this structure remains seamless. There might be problems here or there, but when everything works….” She let her voice trail off before finally finishing. “It can be perfect. These men don't have to think—they just have to serve, to follow the instructions laid out for them. And look at the way the artist captured their expressions. See that one on the far right? His lips are slightly parted, as if waiting for permission to move. It’s the anticipation, the eagerness to obey that makes this piece so compelling."

Bridget nodded. "Speaking of efficiency, logistics for the Carnival have been smooth. The new transport system worked perfectly. The influx of visitors barely caused a ripple in our infrastructure."

Sonya turned to her with an impressed expression. "That’s good to hear. And the men? No behavioral concerns?"

Bridget hesitated for only a moment before shaking her head. "Nothing significant. Some small infractions here and there—mostly new arrivals still adjusting to their expectations. But the reinforcement programs are in place. Oh, they’re learning and sales are up!"

Erin took a thoughtful sip of wine. "I monitored the compliance tracking. There was a slight uptick in resistance scores among first-time visitors, but that’s always expected. Once they experience the structure, the routine, and—of course—the supervision, those numbers steadily drop."

Sonya glanced at the next painting—a domestic scene of a man standing by a grand bathtub, holding a towel, while a woman lounged in the steaming water, her eyes closed in relaxation. "They always do. It’s in their nature. Give them order, a purpose, and they fall in line."

Bridget stopped at another striking painting, this one even larger than the others. It depicted a theater scene, where a group of men were positioned on stage, their heads bowed as they played instruments in a grand performance for a watching female audience. The details were astonishing—the delicate fingers of the pianist resting just above the keys, the precise angle of the conductor’s raised baton, the quiet reverence of the men in their performance. "This one is fascinating. It’s not just about obedience—it’s about contribution. See how they create beauty through discipline? Through structure? That’s the essence of our society. We don’t strip them of purpose—we give them one."

"And they do so well because of it," Sonya added. "It’s evident in the way they perform, in the way they work. Take the men at the Carnival—they may struggle at first, but they always find their rhythm." She loved the easy and fundamental truth of that point. Given time, the men would always bend and break. Domestication always felt like an inevitability.

Erin chuckled, recalling a moment from earlier in the day. "I overheard a first-time visitor today. She was skeptical at first. She wasn’t really sure if the men truly understood their place. But after watching the competitions, the races, the dances—she told me she had never seen such clarity before. It’s one thing to explain the philosophy, but it’s another thing entirely to witness it."

“Clarity,” repeated a different woman. “I like it.”

"That’s why these events matter," Bridget said. "They reinforce everything we stand for. They show that structure and purpose aren’t punishments—they’re gifts."

Sonya sighed, a contented smile on her lips. "And Athenia is the proof of that. We have created something sustainable, something that works. And, looking at this art, I realize just how long that vision has been in motion."

They stood in silence for a moment, gazing at a final painting—a serene garden scene, where a woman sat on an ornate bench with a book in her lap, while a man knelt beside her, preparing a tray of tea. The colors were soft, the mood tranquil, and yet, the message was unmistakable.

"It’s beautiful," Erin said softly.

"It is," Sonya agreed. "And it’s the future."

No one had bought him. No one officially owned him.

Instead, his service at the Serenity and the Carnival continued. He was given different tasks from time to time, but that wasn't what he needed. Perhaps this was selfish and consequently something that would have warranted punishment, but Liam didn't tell anyone about it. He longed to find himself on his knees in front of one woman. He wanted to belong to someone in particular. Getting loaned out and passed around like this grated on him in a way he hadn't expected. Of course, he knew better than to complain, yet those other urges persisted, especially when the guests decided to play with him.

On the one hand, he had to do everything he was told. Consequently, they could have fun. Sometimes, they unleashed their worst instincts. At other points, however, these women simply toyed with him. They could be almost gentle like when they were busy with breakfast, lunch, or dinner. Those were the most common times when he was drafted into serving.

Liam took a slow breath before stepping into the softly lit dining hall of The Serenity’s most exclusive in-house restaurant. Every detail conveyed fine taste and the outrageous expenses, all of which had been designed to impress. Marble columns lined the walls, their clean white surfaces veined with gold. Crystal chandeliers bathed the room in a warm glow, their reflections shimmering in the polished floors. At each table, high-backed velvet chairs surrounded sleek, black dining tables set with polished silverware and fine china. The scent of saffron, seared meats, and freshly baked bread hung in the air, mingling with the soft notes of a live string quartet playing in the corner. Those women knew exactly what they were doing. They were skilled. According to the whispers Liam heard, they had all studied at some of the most exclusive conservatories on the planet.

The guests were already seated, a collection of impeccably attired women in elegant evening gowns, diamonds and pearls glistening at their throats. Of course, their outfits contrasted beautifully with the naked men who carried the food and took the orders. The women's laughter floated across the room, light and unrestrained, as they sipped from delicate glasses of deep red wine. Liam moved through the tables with measured steps as he carried a tray of drinks, careful not to spill a drop. The weight of their gazes was already on him.

“Ah, look at him,” murmured a woman with striking silver hair, her eyes sharp with amusement. She tapped a manicured finger against the rim of her glass as Liam approached. “So careful, so proper. You’re quite the little professional, aren’t you?”

He set the drinks down with precision, his expression carefully neutral. “Your drinks, Ma’am.” Between his previous career and his time at the bank, he had never envisioned this kind of career. Then again, he didn't know if he could even think of this as a "career".

The woman chuckled, exchanging a glance with her companion—a statuesque brunette with deep red lips and piercing green eyes. “He’s polite too. I do love a man with manners.”

The brunette tilted her head, regarding him. “I wonder…do they ever let you relax, or are you always this tense?”

Liam did not reply. He knew better than to engage in conversations that strayed from service. Instead, he gave a small nod and turned to leave, but before he could take a step, another woman seated nearby reached out to trace a lazy finger along the curve of his flank.

“Stay a moment, sweetheart,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. She had a cascade of dark curls and golden earrings that shimmered as she moved. “Tell me, do you enjoy working here?”

Liam hesitated before answering. “My job is to serve, Ma’am.” That was the correct answer.

Her smile widened. “Oh, he’s totally domesticated.”

The other women at the table exchanged smirks, their eyes dancing with entertainment. A blonde in a sleek black dress leaned forward. “That wasn’t really an answer, though, was it? I think we should hear a little more from him. What do you like best about your job?”

Liam chose his words carefully. “Ensuring guests are satisfied is the most important part of my duties.”

The brunette laughed softly. “Oh, listen to that. He’s practically reciting from a handbook.” She reached for her glass and took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his face. “You don’t have to be so rehearsed, you know. We don’t bite.”

“Unless we want to,” the silver-haired woman added with a wicked grin.

More laughter. More smirks. Liam kept his posture straight, his face unreadable. Neutrality was always the best course of action. Besides, he had learned that responding only encouraged them. Still, the glint in their eyes told him they were enjoying his discomfort.

One of the women waved her fingers dismissively. “Alright, let’s not make him squirm too much...for now.” She gestured toward her empty plate. “Be a dear and bring us the next course.”

Liam gave a small nod and turned away, relief settling in his chest as he walked back toward the kitchen. But the moment was brief. The feeling of their stares lingered like an invisible hand pressing against his back.

The next round of orders came swiftly, and Liam brought another tray of carefully plated entrees back into the dining hall. As he approached a new table, he could already hear the low hum of conversation shift in his direction.

A tall woman with high cheekbones and a severe updo arched an eyebrow as he set her plate down. “You’re quite good at this,” she mused as she tapped a perfectly manicured nail against her wine glass. “Do you ever make mistakes?” They always loved to come back to these kinds of questions.

His mistakes...

…Mistakes justified punishments.

Liam remained composed. “I do my best to avoid them, Ma’am.”

The woman smirked. “A very wise answer from a very handsome man.” It made him think that maybe she would like to purchase him? She turned to her companions. “What do you think? Should we test him?”

The woman beside her, a fair-skinned blonde with a diamond bracelet that caught the candlelight, leaned forward with a grin. “Oh, absolutely.” She reached out, knocking her fork off the table. It clattered against the floor.

“Oh no,” she said with mock distress. “Would you be a dear and pick that up for me?”

Liam suppressed a sigh as he bent down to retrieve the fork. He had barely straightened when the brunette hummed in thought. “You know, that one’s dirty now. Maybe you should get another.”

“Of course,” he said evenly and stepped away to retrieve a replacement. When he returned, he placed it down carefully, only to hear the woman chuckle.

“I changed my mind. I’d like a spoon instead.”

Another round of laughter rippled over the air. A slow burn of frustration curled in Liam’s stomach, but he swallowed it down. He knew what they were doing. It was the same game played in different variations every night. This was a test of patience and a reminder of his place.

As he turned back toward the kitchen, he caught the faintest whisper from one of the tables behind him.

“They’re so much better when they don’t fight back.”

A chill ran down his spine, but he did not stop walking.

Hours passed, and as the evening stretched on, the teasing only grew bolder. A woman with jet-black hair and a striking emerald necklace leaned back in her chair, watching him as he refilled her glass. “Do you ever wonder what it’s like to sit down at one of these tables instead of standing beside them?”

Liam chose his words carefully. “It is not my place to wonder, Ma’am.”

She gave a soft hum of approval. “Good answer. But I do wonder…if you were given the chance, would you take it?”

Liam hesitated. He knew the truth would not be well received. Instead, he merely said, “I am happy to fulfill my role.”

The woman’s lips curled. “Of course, you are.”

Of the many activities taking place during Athenia’s Carnival, the debates had to be one of the most surprising. For the most part, Athenian women understood that men were best seen and not heard. Males seldom had anything useful to contribute. Rather, they were at their best when they waited, listened, and served.

Even so, the debates could be fun! Many women liked to hear what the men had to say. At the same time, the women could often acknowledge male potential. Men weren’t inherently stupid. Although they frequently had trouble competing with their superiors, they could still speak and think for themselves (once they’d learned to operate within a proper set of protocols and parameters).

As such, the debates could be a lot of fun, especially since the women picked the topics. Today, Bridget was certain the topic would be both entertaining and enlightening.

The grand hall of The Serenity Resort almost vibrated with anticipation as the Speech and Debate competition began. Rows of plush, gold-trimmed seats were filled with elegantly dressed women, their eyes glinting with curiosity and amusement. The male contestants stood in a nervous line at the side of the stage as they shifted uneasily. Nude and locked in their collars and chastity cages, these men understood what was going to happen.

They were the evening’s entertainment; each male would struggle to deliver the most compelling argument about why women were superior leaders. It was an easy topic, but Bridget didn’t mind. The rest of the audience didn’t either.

Bridget sat comfortably in the VIP section once again as she sipped a glass of citrus-infused water. She watched with interest as the first contestant, a lean young man with dark curls, approached the podium. The hall fell silent as he cleared his throat and began to speak.

“Throughout history,” he began, “women have demonstrated superior leadership skills, not through brute force, but through intellect, empathy, and resilience.” His voice wavered slightly, but he pressed on. “They lead with vision, with patience, and with an innate understanding of the human condition. Unlike men, who have too often been ruled by ego and aggression, women build societies that thrive on cooperation and wisdom.”

A few women in the audience nodded approvingly, murmuring to one another about his points.

“I like his delivery,” whispered a brunette with high cheekbones and sharp eyes.

“He’s a little nervous though,” another woman observed, crossing her legs. “Confidence is key.”

“But they can’t get cocky or arrogant.”

“It’s hard for a man to be cocky when he’s all locked up,” the speaker nodded toward the device between his legs.

Bridget smirked and watched as the contestant swallowed hard as he glanced at the panel of judges—all prominent women from Athenia, their expressions cool and appraising. She started to wonder if his owner would punish him for failure.

The next speaker, a slightly older man with a scholarly air, took the stage. He adjusted his glasses and straightened his posture before beginning. “The evidence of female superiority in leadership is not just anecdotal; it is scientific,” he declared. “Studies show that women consistently outperform men in emotional intelligence, long-term strategic planning, and crisis management. When men lead, we see corruption, war, and economic instability. When women lead, we see progress.”

The audience responded with quiet approval. A woman with silver-blonde hair leaned toward her companion and murmured, “He presents facts well, but his voice lacks certainty. He really needs to sound more enthusiastic and cheerful.”

Bridget watched as another competitor took his place at the podium, a blond man with a strong jawline but uncertain eyes. He hesitated before speaking, clearly intimidated by the judging panel.

“We, as men, have spent centuries believing we were the dominant sex,” he began shakily. “But the truth is—we were wrong.” He took a deep breath. “Women excel in leadership because they understand nuance. They listen. They guide without the need for force.”

A dark-haired woman near the front sighed and whispered to her neighbor, “He’s trying, but he’s not quite there.”

The competition continued with each contestant attempting to outshine the last. Some delivered speeches filled with statistics, others spoke with poetic admiration for female leadership. A few stumbled, their nerves getting the best of them, while others spoke with genuine conviction, winning murmurs of approval from the spectators.

As the final contestant stepped up, the energy in the room shifted. He was taller than the others, with an athletic build and a steady gaze. His voice carried with a quiet confidence.

“Leadership is not about domination,” he said. “It is about guidance. For too long, men have led with a misguided sense of entitlement. Women, on the other hand, lead with wisdom. They are the architects of civilization, the ones who shape the future.” He paused, letting his words sink in. “To acknowledge this truth is not weakness—it is wisdom.”

A satisfied murmur passed through the crowd.

Bridget enjoyed another quick sip from her water even as her lips curled into a smile. It was always fascinating to watch these competitions. Some of the men, she knew, truly believed the words they spoke. Others simply hoped to impress, to conform, to win favor. But in the end, the result was the same—they were learning their place.

The judges conferred, whispering among themselves as the contestants stood in tense silence. Finally, one of them—a regal woman in a deep red gown—stood and approached the microphone.

“Tonight’s winner has demonstrated not only eloquence but a true understanding of what it means to live in a society led by women,” she announced. “He has shown humility, intellect, and a grasp of historical context that sets him apart.” She turned to the last speaker. “Congratulations.”

A polite round of applause followed. The women clapped, some murmuring to each other about his delivery, his posture, his ability to carry himself with grace. The male contestants looked relieved that the ordeal was over, though some held expressions of quiet disappointment.

Bridget leaned back in her seat, letting the atmosphere wash over her. Another successful competition, another affirmation of Athenia’s principles. The Carnival always brought such entertainment, and this year was no different.

As the men exited the stage, the conversation among the spectators continued. The women discussed who had spoken best, whose arguments were the most compelling, and, of course, which of the men had potential for further refinement.

Bridget stood, stretching languidly before making her way toward the exit. There was much more to see tonight, and she intended to enjoy every moment.

Because she was so busy with the management of the Carnival, Bridget didn't get to enjoy it as much as she might have liked. Then again, that was the paradox of management; on the one hand, she had a great deal of influence, and she made important choices. On the other hand, she had to worry about so many different logistical concerns that she couldn't just exhale, relax, and have some fun. Even when she went to the various events, there were those other concerns on her mind.

Still, Bridget gave herself the opportunity to relax just a little bit. She enjoyed stopping by the restaurants, leaning back, taking her time, and relaxing with a glass of wine or one of their smaller plates. Currently, she had both: a delectable white and a small salmon salad in front of her. There were plenty of concerns she needed to deal with, but she picked that moment, glanced up, and saw him.

At first, Bridget honestly believed he was just another one of the men who served at this restaurant. Only then, she saw the contours of his shoulders, his buttocks, and he turned back toward her. He was focused on some point in front of him as he worked diligently, so she still enjoyed seeing that look of dedicated concentration on his face.

Liam moved carefully between the tables, his tray balanced with practiced ease. The Serenity’s in-house restaurant was as elegant as ever with the warm golden glow of the chandeliers reflecting off polished marble floors. Crystal glasses reflected the light as women laughed and sipped their cocktails, their attention barely on the men weaving through the tables to serve them.

He kept his eyes lowered while focusing on his task, but he could feel the weight of their stares; that much was obvious to Bridget. Like so many other men, he tried to pretend that he didn't notice, yet he couldn't completely succeed. It was always the same. The Carnival had brought even more guests than usual, and that meant more eyes, more expectations, more chances to make a mistake.

Liam set a glass down in front of a woman with striking silver-blonde hair, her dark eyes appraising him with a slow, knowing smile. She didn’t say anything, just tapped a manicured finger against the rim of her glass, watching him as he stepped back.

“I love it when men are quiet,” she murmured, but he didn’t respond. “A quiet man is a handsome man.” Rather than respond, he turned to leave, exhaling softly as he moved toward the kitchen.

That was when he saw her too.

Bridget. Her presence was impossible to ignore. Immediately, he forgot about the women in front of him. There was just her: Bridget. His breathing stopped, and he wasn't sure what to do. His training had prepared him for something like this. Of course, he had seen her while Sonya trained him. But this was different, and they both knew it.

For the most part, he had tried to tell himself that he had grown accustomed to his own nudity. Being exposed and placed on display had become almost second nature. After all, it wasn't like the women here expected the men to put on formal uniforms. Rather, their nakedness established something far more important. He tried not to think about it.

Despite his best efforts, Liam froze for half a second before forcing himself to keep moving. Ridiculously, he pretended not to notice her as he set another tray down at a nearby table. But he knew better than to think he could avoid her.

And he was right.

“Liam.”

Her voice was smooth, unmistakable. He hesitated, then turned, keeping his expression carefully neutral. “Ma’am.”

Bridget’s eyes sparkled with something between amusement and curiosity as she stepped closer. “You’re looking well. Service suits you.”

He swallowed. “Thank you, Ma’am.” He spoke with the same dedicated note of obedience and trained subservience. From one moment to the next, he tried to tell himself that Bridget was just another patron here. She was another woman. She outranked him, of course, but it wasn't like he had to do anything different or special. Even as those ideas slammed behind his eyes, he knew the truth. He couldn't pretend, not with her.

She studied him for a moment, then tilted her head. “No need to be so formal. We’re old friends, aren’t we?”

He hesitated. He wasn’t sure what to say to that. On one hand, he understood that she was teasing him. On the other, he didn't know how he was supposed to react.

Bridget smirked. “Still so careful. That’s good.” She glanced around the restaurant, then gestured toward the balcony just beyond the dining hall. “Come with me. I want to talk.”

Liam’s pulse quickened. “I have duties—”

Bridget arched an eyebrow. “And I have authority. Come along.”

This collared one had no choice. With a brief nod, he followed her onto the balcony where the evening air was cool against his skin. The distant sound of waves crashing against the cliffs filled the silence between them. It was gorgeous out there, and there was so much to look at. Then again, Liam couldn't turn his gaze away from her. Bridget. She was really right there. Her proximity did something to him. He thought of Jackie, Becky, and all of the other women. He thought about how he had been poked and prodded, and he understood that this could be something special.

Even so, Liam didn't dare hope.

Bridget leaned against the railing, watching him with a relaxed expression. “So, tell me. How are they treating you?”

Liam kept his hands clasped in front of him. “I have no complaints.” That was the polite, correct, and official answer.

She gave a quiet chuckle. “Come now. You think I don’t know how this place operates?”

He said nothing.

Bridget sighed, shaking her head. “You’re too tense, Liam. You always have been.”

“I try to do my job well.”

“I don’t doubt that.” She studied him for a moment, then softened her tone. “You don’t have to be afraid of me.”

“I’m not afraid.”

Bridget’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Liar.”

Liam shifted uncomfortably. She wasn’t wrong, not entirely. There was always something unnerving about being noticed, especially by someone like her. Someone who could shift his entire position with a single word.

“Do you like it here?” she asked suddenly.

He hesitated. “I do what’s required of me.”

Bridget sighed. “You always were difficult.” Turning away from the distant vista, Bridget focused on this man. She stepped closer, and her simple proximity made him tighten up even more. Then she reached out, and she stroked his cheek with the back of her hand before just barely touching his neck, then his chest. "Your heart is pounding."

There was something almost fond in her voice, and it threw him off guard. He glanced at her, trying to read her expression, but as always, she was unreadable.

She crossed her arms. “You could have had an easier path, you know."

Liam stiffened. “I’ve accepted my place.”

Bridget nodded slowly, but there was something else in her gaze—something thoughtful. “Perhaps. But I wonder how much of that is acceptance and how much is just survival.”

He didn’t answer.

Bridget exhaled, then reached out, brushing a stray strand of hair from his forehead before he could flinch away. “You’ve always been so serious,” she murmured. “It’s a shame.” One corner of her mouth quirked up. "Maybe if I'm feeling like it, I should take you back to my room? Would you like that?"

"I…"

She still came closer, cutting the distance between them. Then she casually slid her hand down between his legs, along his inner thighs, then up to his exposed balls. She just barely made contact; her fingertips grazed along his flesh, and his shoulders tensed all over again. There was that jolt of sensation and so much more. His bottom lip shook, but he wasn't sure how he was supposed to respond, what he was supposed to do, or how he could react.

That had to be why his training kicked in; Liam swallowed hard, forcing himself to stay still. “Is there something you needed from me, Ma’am?” Like so many men here, he had learned that formality could be the best and possibly only shield.

Bridget’s smirk returned. “Ah, there’s the deference.” She stepped back, studying him for another long moment before finally shaking her head. “No. I just wanted to see how you were doing.”

His brow furrowed. That was it? Just curiosity?

Bridget turned, glancing back toward the dining hall. “You should get back before someone starts asking questions.”

Liam hesitated, then bowed his head slightly. “Of course, Ma’am.”

As he turned to leave, her voice stopped him. “Liam.”

He looked back over his shoulder.

Bridget’s expression was unreadable again. “Be careful.”

He nodded once, then slipped back inside, back into the golden glow of the restaurant, back into his place.

He retreated back into the restaurant, and she remained there on the balcony. She leaned out again. Technically, there was work she needed to do. Like so many other women out in the modern world, she was constantly assailed by all of these different expectations and requirements. Even here, on Athenia, she needed to concentrate.

Pursing her lips and staring off into the distance, she didn't know exactly what to do. She cocked her head to the side, and she let her instincts run wild as the fantasies played out behind her eyes. Bridget contemplated what she could do next, especially with him. Theoretically, she could have contacted him again. For the most part, she had trusted her friend. She understood that Sonya was an amazing trainer.

But if Liam was here, that meant Sonya had decided to loan him out, or maybe even…

For the next few minutes, she enjoyed those good times they had shared together. She thought of that man, their relationship, and how everything had changed. In so many ways, he has been an amazing partner. Then again, she really liked seeing him this way. It wasn't just the collar or the chastity cage; it was so much more than that. It wasn't even just a question of his new physique. She smiled and shook her head as another gust of wind rushed across her face, and sent a few strands of her hair fluttering around her head.

Then, she decided that she intended to play with him.

The instant that decision clicked inside of her head, she knew exactly what to do. She headed back inside, spotted him, strode up to him, and grabbed him by his wrist. Her fingers were tight, and he was in the middle of taking an order, but she quickly said, "Excuse me, ladies. This man has other obligations to see to."

"But…" Liam started to say, only he stopped himself. After all, he recognized her authority. Not only that, she glanced at him; their eyes met, and he saw the ferocity burning across her features because she knew exactly what she craved.

Within just a couple of minutes, she had him back in her room. The door closed behind them, and locked automatically.

"What is this?" Liam asked.

He didn't use the honorific, but she didn't care. Instead, she leaned forward, and she kissed his neck, right above the band at the base of his throat. With her free hands, she started to work on the cage.

Although she didn't answer his first question, he still offered another, "How can you do this? Do you have my keys?"

"I have a master key," she says. "When you arrived, they gave you a new cage, didn't they?"

"They did."

She proved her point by sliding the key into the opening. She turned the key, and the lock popped open. His body went rigid again, but this was just the beginning. She removed the different pieces, and her eyes shined bright with electric desire.

"You know what to do," she said.

Immediately, he inhaled.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, and he pulled off her shoes, her socks, and then she lifted up her haunches just long enough for him to peel away her black pants, along with her underwear. There. That felt incredible. It wasn't just the anticipation. There was something so amazing about seeing that look of deference on his face as he got ready.

"May I service you?"

"You may," she told him.

On his knees in front of her, he could have tried to touch himself. By this point in his training, however, the idea didn't even occur to him. Although those urges rushed through his body and probably tugged for his attention, he knew better than to yield to that kind of temptation. Instead, he focused on the woman in front of him. She was his only priority.

He extended his arms, brushed his fingers along her right ankle, then down along her foot. He massaged her toes, the ball of her foot, her arch and heel. He worked her gently, all while she started to let out those pleasurable little moaning sounds.

"You look good," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am."

"Mistress," she corrected him.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered instantly.

That felt incredible! Bridget couldn't help but think about what their relationship had been like, how he had behaved, and how much better things were now! There may have been those good times before, but this was so much better! Half-naked in front of him, she didn't need to worry about his appetites or proclivities. Instead, Bridget could just savor the simple act of service on his part. Those sensations coursed along her skin, lighting up her nerves, but that wasn't enough.

"I love your touch," she said. "But I want more."

He bowed his head down, and he started to kiss her toes. He licked gently, slowly.

As much as she loved that, Bridget still wanted something else, so she stretched out her arm, ran her fingers along the top of his head, took her grip, and pulled forward. Instantly, he understood what this meant. Understanding that he couldn't argue or resist, he slid into position, and his cheeks brushed along her inner thighs. Like a good slave, he started to lick. He was gentle at first with soft lapping motions.

"Deeper and faster," she said.

Liam probably should have expected that kind of command, especially since she was already so wet. From the moment out on the balcony when she had decided she wanted him, the excitement had percolated just beneath the surface of her skin. Delicious anticipation finally started to coalesce into something more as he went in deep and slid the tip of his tongue along her clit. Fresh heat washed over her; she closed her eyes, tightened, and squeezed her eyes against his cheeks. Yes! This was what she wanted. This was what she needed!

"That feels incredible," she said.

In less than a minute, he made her come.

"Again," she panted out.

He had pulled back, if only momentarily. But now, she readjusted her grip, and she pulled him back into position. This was just beginning, she knew.

His tongue darted in and danced along her crevice. Just as she expected, he gave her everything he had! There were those quick movements followed by the slow, gentle and teasing massages. Every time she called out a command, he obeyed. He acquiesced without question; again and again he demonstrated just how thoroughly he had been trained. Here was a man who understood how his world now worked.

It was perfect.

It was better than that!

That second orgasm ripped across her senses, forcing this young woman to arch her back, raise her chin, and moan across that vibrant satisfaction. It swallowed her; it enveloped the totality of her existence. For one and two and three and four and five seconds, there was just that shivering release as she basked in his perfect ministrations.

But then it was done, and she glanced down at him.

Another woman might have simply dismissed him. At that point it would have been easy enough to chuckle, point toward the door, and say something like, "You can go." Then she could have relaxed in the bath and enjoyed even more relaxation.

Instead, she ordered him to stand.

He obeyed, and then she saw his erect cock. "You liked that, didn't you? You enjoyed servicing me."

"Yes, Mistress," Liam answered right away.

"But you're supposed to be able to control yourself," she said, and playfully reached out, gliding her fingers along his already-hardened cock. With a quick shake of her head, she said, "Are you supposed to get excited without permission?"

She loved the way he swallowed nervously. Even though he was competent and capable in so many different ways, he understood the dynamic between them. He recognized the hierarchy, and he yielded to her authority. He knew how he needed to be down below and underneath her. Drawing in a slow breath, she nodded to herself. "Yeah. You're definitely going to have to be punished for this," she said with an evil grin.

As one of the best rooms at the Serenity, this space came equipped with one of the facility's many punishment benches. "Down," she said and pointed.

Once he acquiesced, he was in position as she picked up a phone and placed a call. "I'd like an assistant in my room. Make sure she has the necessary equipment," Bridget said to the concierge. A moment later, she added, "Thank you."

At first, he remained silent. Maybe he hoped that if he came up with something good, he would be able to get out of this kind of punishment.

His heart pounded faster, and he bit down. Simultaneously, he waited for that inspired answer. There was something he needed to say, something he needed to do to get her to change her mind. At first, he wanted to offer up his service. Then he discarded the idea. As a woman, she could already have that whenever she liked. Second, he contemplated offering up some kind of excuse. He could have told her that she was just so beautiful, which made controlling himself utterly impossible. No, he dismissed that idea as well.

Too late, the door opened, and a young woman strode inside. "I trust you have it?"

"I do," said the young woman. From his spot on the punishment bench, he could see that young woman. She wore a dark blue uniform, and she lifted something up. Immediately, he recognized that rubber strap.

"No," he whispered. Reflexively. Instantly, he leaned his head down and tried to bury his face. More importantly, he hoped that neither of those women had overheard what he just said.

It had been an accident!

"Yes," Bridget said to him. Then she turned back. "I was thinking ten strokes would be enough for a punishment. But since he is obviously feeling frisky, let's go with twenty."

The guard came up behind him, she touched the strap to his backside, and Liam strode in front of Sonya's former servant. Still half naked, Bridget grinned and leaned over. She grabbed her discarded panties; they remained damp from those first minutes when she had been so excited. She rubbed her underwear along his face.

"It was such a pleasure seeing you again, Liam. You are such a good servant. You know your place. Now, take a nice deep sniff and remember that I'm always in charge."

"Ah!" he gasped out right as the first blow landed.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

The second blow struck.

"Ma'am," she agreed. "I like it. Say it again," she ordered. "Say it each time."

"Yes, Ma'am!"

As the blows crashed down against his bare and vulnerable skin, there was nothing for him to do. She had him positioned just like this, and he took every strike with as much equanimity as possible. His nostrils flared, the heat roared across his flesh, and the pain overwhelmed him. It drilled into him, cutting down to the center of his being. He didn't know how to react or respond. He lost himself, but he kept calling out those words.

The eleventh blow hit.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Very good," she said. "That's right. You know what you need to do, don't you?"

Then it was done, and then the young woman asked, "Would you like me to escort him back to the marketplace?" Apparently, she recognized him from his display.

"No," Bridget says. "I don't think I'm finished with him."

Young woman left, closing the door behind her. Again, he noted how it locked. He was trapped in here with Bridget. Then again, she could find him so easily. It was a simple matter of her simply calling out his name and forcing him to stop. Whenever he heard a woman's voice, he knew he had to yield. There simply was no other option.

"Right now, I want you," she said.

She pulled him away from the bench, dragged him over to the bed, shoved him down, and rode his face! It all happened so fast! Even as the pain continued to linger along his backside, it was time for him to give her another round of pleasure. Legs spread, she pinned him and pressed her pussy to his face. He had sniffed her panties just a few minutes before, yet now he tasted her again!

Because he knew exactly what he was doing despite the echoing jolts of pain, he made her come quickly.

"I miss you," she told him, igniting that hope deep within his chest. Then she shredded it when she reached out and grabbed his cock. "I missed playing with this."

Because she could, she shifted position, climbing on top of him again, only now she claimed his manhood. She slid down and surrounded the contours of his shaft in the soft, slick heat of her pussy. She took him! Just like that, she had him, and he knew he couldn't get away! With this woman, in this position, she showed him who he was and where he belonged. He hadn't forgotten, yet she still gave him that reinforcing lesson as she fucked him!

Breathing faster now, she called out, "Good. This is who you are. This is where you belong. You belong to us!"

Us.

He didn't have a specific owner; there was no individual woman to whom he had to do. It was all of them. Granted, even if someone had decided to purchase him at that instant, Liam would have understood that he was still inferior to the entire female sex. Even so, he yearned for the opportunity to serve her.

But then his thoughts scattered as she fucked him. She rode him, moving up and down again and again. There was that gentle, easy rhythm. But then she started to speed up as she satisfied her own desires.

She rode him hard, and he begged.

"Yes," she said to answer his frantic pleas. "Yes, you can have it!"

Having received permission, he allowed himself to embrace that rush of satisfaction. The pleasure morphed into unadulterated bliss. It pummeled him, growing stronger and stronger! He loved every second of this! He couldn't help it as she drained him.

Then he was spent, and she locked him up, and she ordered him to go back to the restaurant. There was definitely more work to be done. Despite the fatigue now clinging to his body, he didn't regret any of it. In fact, he stepped over to the door, and he glanced over his shoulder, desperately wishing that he could have stayed with her.

Unless a woman had a specific need for him, he remained on display. Naked and restrained, he could stare forward and wait for someone to walk by and decide that she wished to purchase him. This became his existence.

Technically, only a few days have gone by (it felt like a lot longer) since Sonya had decided to sell him out to the Carnival. If no one wanted him, however, he understood that he could be loaned out to one woman after another. They could have fun with him, touching him, teasing him, playing with him, and using him. Then, once they finished, they could just bring him right back.

As a man in Athenia, he wasn't supposed to be ambitious. He wasn't supposed to have plans, nor was he supposed to contemplate his future beyond the service of his superiors. Liam understood all of this, yet one reality finally occurred to him.

If he wanted to impress a woman enough to convince her to buy him, then he had to do something special. As he worked in the restaurant, he overheard many of them talking about the races, the dance competitions, the speech performances, and so much more.

There would be more races. The Carnival wasn't even close to done, not yet.

No one had offered him the chance to compete. But if he could actually go out onto the track, run hard, and show his dedication, then maybe he would have a chance. Not only that, lots of the women talked about the wagers they placed on the different runners. In order to get as much information as possible, they routinely examined the men before each race.

Little by little, he came up with his plan.

Still, no one had given him the opportunity to run. No one had suggested it. He was going to have to ask.

How? When? Where?

Liam hated those questions, but he didn't have a good answer to any of those problems. Theoretically, Liam could have just gone up to some random woman and asked her to sponsor him. He wasn't even sure if that was how it worked, but it was better than staying silent and waiting. No, he dismissed that idea anyway. Ultimately, it would come down to his service at the restaurant. During breakfast, lunch, and dinner, he rushed between tables. Sometimes, the women talked to him. Mostly, they teased him.

Then again, if he saw the right woman at the right moment, he knew this might actually work. He just had to choose the right moment.

So once again, Liam moved between the tables with careful precision, the scent of rich, decadent food filling the air. The restaurant was lively, filled with laughter and the occasional clink of glasses as the women of Athenia enjoyed their meals. They were having so much fun, exchanging stories and talking about their favorite memories from the Carnival. For his part, Liam kept his head down as he focused on the trays in his hands.

Then, he saw her.

Erin sat at a table near the grand windows, the golden glow of the chandeliers reflecting off her smooth, dark hair. She was deep in conversation with another woman, but Liam barely registered her companion. His heart picked up the pace. This was his chance.

Swallowing his nerves, he approached her table and set down a glass of water in front of her. “Ma’am.”

Erin glanced up, her sharp gaze locking onto his face. “Liam.”

For a moment, he hesitated. Then, as carefully as he could, he spoke. “There was something I was wondering about. May I make a request?”

As a woman, she had every right to simply tell him no. After that, he wouldn't have the right to ask for any additional information. He couldn't argue with her, nor could he try to convince her. (Or, if he made the attempt, he would definitely regret it because she would have the authority to punish him for his insolence.) Instead, Erin arched an eyebrow and nodded. “Go on.”

Liam exhaled slowly. “I was wondering…if it would be possible for me to participate in the 5K race.”

Erin’s lips twitched slightly, as if she found his request amusing, but she did not immediately answer. Instead, she studied him, her fingers tapping idly against the rim of her glass.

“Why?” she asked at last, her voice smooth and unreadable.

Liam shifted his weight. “I just thought…it might be good for morale.” Morale? Seriously? That was the best answer he could come up with.

Realistically, Liam instantly understood that he should've prepared for this. He should have had an answer ready, because the question had been inevitable. Only now, he'd said "morale," and he didn't know how to take it back.

Erin’s expression remained impassive. “For whose morale?”

Liam hesitated. Under her watchful gaze, anything he might have said suddenly sounded so flimsy. “The women here. It would be amusing for them. Entertainment. I, I'd like the chance to entertain them.”

"Liam," she told him, her voice light and teasing. "You are a man in this community. You get lots of opportunities to entertain the women around you." That was true, and he knew it. Worse, he couldn't think of some justification for what he had already asked. "I was just hoping this would be even better?"

Erin leaned back in her chair. “Perhaps. But why does that interest you?”

He tried to shrug casually. “I only want to be useful.”

She didn’t accept his answer; that much was obvious. He could tell by the way her eyes flickered with something knowing. “You’re deflecting.”

Liam clenched his jaw. “I only meant that I think it could be an opportunity.”

“For what?” she pressed.

His throat felt dry. He didn’t want to admit it. He didn't want to tell her the entire truth, it became obvious that she wasn't going to simply accept his feeble responses. Erin wanted something specific and concrete; she wanted to really understand. Besides, as a man, it wasn't as though he had a right to hide anything from her.

Finally, he sighed and lowered his gaze. “I want to impress them.”

Erin was silent for a long moment. Then, she chuckled. “Oh, Liam.”

His stomach twisted at the amusement in her tone. He wasn’t sure if it was condescending or affectionate. It could have been both so easily.

“You think running a race will make them see you differently?” she asked, tilting her head.

He exhaled. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

Erin sipped her water, considering. “You already serve them food, clean their tables, obey their commands. What makes you think they want more than that?”

Liam’s hands curled into fists at his sides. “Because I want them to.”

Erin’s expression softened slightly, but her voice remained firm. “And what happens if you fail? If you’re the slowest, if you collapse before the finish line? What then?”

Liam swallowed. He hadn’t considered that. He had only imagined the thrill of proving himself, of being something more than just a servant.

"There's more to it," she said, her voice turning flat.

She was right; there was.

If he tried to hide this from her, he was going to fail. Worse, it would've been easy enough for Erin to tell the other women that she had made up her mind: no, he wasn't allowed to run in any races. He wouldn't perform as a part of any of the exhibitions. And if she did that, then any possibility he might have had would instantly disappear.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered.

"What is it?"

This was it. This was his opportunity. This was his chance. This was his one and only chance! Unsure whether or not he regretted saying anything at all, Liam tried to prepare himself. He fought so hard to get out the right set of words.

"I'm hoping someone will buy me," he said.

"You're hoping someone will buy you?"

"Yes," he answered. "I, I don't want to just be loaned out to different women. I mean, I understand. I understand my place and my inferiority. I realize that I'm just property here. I want to be a good, servile, obedient, and dedicated man. I understand my place, Ma'am. I'm hoping that I can dedicate myself primarily to one woman. I want to give everything I have to her. I want to be on my knees in front of her. I don't want to just be traded around like a loaner." He wasn't even sure if that was the right word, but it had left his mouth, and he didn't know how to take it back.

"I see," she said. Then she tilted her head to the side, glanced up and said just one word, "Okay."

"Okay?"

"Okay."

True to her word, Erin made sure that he would be able to run in one of the upcoming 5K races. As he waited, he had to be on his very best behavior. Whenever he went out to serve, he had his head down, and he deferred to the women around him. In truth, he had always been a model slave, yet now he pushed every ounce of willpower he had into pleasing the women around him.

They noticed.

Finally, one morning arrived, and a guard came in. She removed him from his restraints, leashed him, and escorted him back across the resort facilities and over to the racing field. There, she brought him into the preparation area. He was naked, and she removed his chastity cage. "Don't get excited," she commanded, her tongue short and curt. Clearly, she had to deal with lots of men, and she wasn't especially interested in punishing him. Obviously, that could be fun, but she had other priorities at the moment.

Utterly deferential, he nodded and promised he would not make any mistakes. The woman didn't even acknowledge him as she strode away.

At first, Liam started to stretch. At the same time, there was this warmth at the base of his stomach as he contemplated Sonya and the extensive training she had put him through. She was an athletic woman, and she expected him to perform well. His body had to be at the peak of his potential.

He rotated his arms, lifted his fingers, straightened his legs, and worked every muscle as he prepared himself. His joints had to be loose and limber as he got ready to run.

As he had expected, several women came to watch. They were inspecting both him and the other runners. At the same time, they whispered back and forth as they debated the merits of the different men.

"This one looks like he's going to be a champion," one of the women announced. She wasn't talking about Liam.

Perhaps it was foolish, but he wasn't sure whether or not he needed to worry more about the women and how they saw him, or the race itself. Theoretically, he knew he could hope for that ideal scenario where a woman could wander over, examine him, and decide to purchase him before he even ran. Then the race would be irrelevant, and he wouldn't have to worry. Instead, he shook his head, and he did his best to focus on preparing himself. The crisp morning air carried the scent of the ocean, mingling with the distant sound of laughter and conversation from the festival grounds. The 5K was about to begin in just a few minutes. The men would be taken out to the starting line.

That group of women finished with the other man, and now they approached, their voices light and amused, but laced with an unmistakable air of authority. They stopped a few feet away, their eyes scanning over him as if he were a horse being appraised before a race. In some sense, that was exactly what he had become; just as importantly, he had asked for this.

“He looks fit enough,” one of them said, tilting her head. “But I doubt he’ll last.”

A soft chuckle rippled through the group. Another woman stepped forward, her eyes trailing over Liam’s arms and shoulders. “He’s lean, not particularly strong. More like a sprinter than a distance runner.”

“Which means he’ll burn out before the second mile,” another voice interjected. “I’ve seen this type before. All excitement at the start, but they fall apart when endurance is required.”

Liam’s jaw tightened, but he kept his mouth shut. He knew better than to interrupt. Still, he stared back at them. He tried to convey that sense of defiance; it wasn't against her, or their authority. Rather, he wanted them to see that he was dedicated to this race. He wasn't like any of the newcomers who only did this out of a fear of punishment. Rather, he truly believed in this race.

Another woman hummed thoughtfully. “Still, there’s something to be said about enthusiasm. He might surprise us.”

“Doubtful.” The first woman gestured toward another runner a few yards away. “Now, that one. He's the favorite. Look at his form. Every step he takes is controlled.”

Liam glanced in the direction they indicated. A tall, muscular man was warming up, his movements precise and fluid. There was no hesitation in his posture, only confidence. Liam didn't want to lose his confidence, yet he had to wonder whether or not he had any chance at all against someone like that.

“I’m putting my money on him,” one of the women declared. “He's won before, hasn’t he?”

“He has,” another confirmed. “But the new runner over there is supposed to be just as fast. It’ll be a close one.”

A hand gestured toward a different competitor, another athletic-looking male who was busy stretching his arms above his head. Liam knew that, despite his efforts, he was merely an afterthought to them. He wasn’t here to win—he was here to amuse them.

“So, what about these other men?” one of them asked, her tone playful. “Anyone placing bets on them?”

A burst of laughter followed. “Oh, please. Those guys are just for fun.”

Another chuckled. “I don’t know. Maybe I’ll place a small wager on which one collapses first.”

More laughter. Liam forced himself to keep his breathing steady. He had known what this would be like. He had told himself he could handle it. But standing here, being dissected like an animal for their entertainment, it was harder than he had anticipated.

“I’ll admit, I’m curious to see how this one does,” one of the women mused, her gaze returning to Liam. “He asked to participate, didn’t he?”

“Yes, he did,” another answered. “Interesting, isn’t it?”

“What do you think his angle is?”

“Desperation, probably.”

Liam clenched his fists, but he forced himself to smile politely when one of the women stepped closer. “Are you nervous, dear?” she asked, her tone mockingly sweet.

“Not at all,” he lied.

She smirked, as if she could see through him entirely. “Good. We’d hate to see you trip before you even make it to the first mile.”

“Unless it’s entertaining,” another woman quipped. “In which case, trip all you want.”

More laughter rippled out across the air. Liam nodded once, tightly, and turned his gaze back to the track. The sooner this race started, the better.

The women moved on, continuing their assessments of the other competitors, their voices fading into the background. Liam exhaled slowly. He had asked for this. He couldn’t afford to let them see him falter now. Worse, he knew that he probably should have taken a different approach with those women, but something defensive had surged through him, if only because Sonia had trained him to do his very best. He had no idea whether or not he could actually win, but he was going to try! He was going to pump every ounce of effort he possessed into this race. And if so, if she happened to be watching, he desperately wanted her to be proud of him. Then, without trying, he started to think about Bridget as well. He wondered if she would be in the audience.

The race was about to begin, and though he knew he had only a small chance of winning, he refused to give them the satisfaction of watching him fail too easily. He wasn't simply going to acquiesce. He was going to do his best!

A horn sounded, calling the runners to the starting line. The chatter among the spectators grew louder. Liam took his place, forcing himself to focus. It was time to prove, if only to himself, that he could be more than just a source of amusement.

As he crouched at the line, waiting for the signal to start, he could still hear their laughter behind him. But he pushed it away.

This was his moment whether they believed it or not.

The moment the starting horn blared through the cool morning air, Liam kicked off the line with all the strength in his legs, his breath controlled and measured. He wasn’t the fastest runner—not by a long shot—but he had trained for this, prepared for the moment he could prove himself. He remembered when Sonia first started training him and the anger and resentment of that had pulsated through his body.

But now, there was nothing but gratitude in his chest as he pushed against the other guys out in their different lanes.

The first stretch of the race was smooth, almost deceivingly easy. The crowd that had gathered along the sides was energetic, shouting encouragement—or taunts—depending on the runner. Some of the women watching didn’t even bother to cheer for the men. They were only there for entertainment, sipping their morning drinks and sharing quiet laughter as they observed the spectacle unfold. Others were enjoying this, simply because they had placed their bets. The men out here could have been replaced by racing hounds, horses, or flipped coins.

Liam settled into third place early on, finding a rhythm behind two runners who were built like sprinters. They were swift and confident, taking the lead with ease. The leader, a tall, broad-shouldered man, was setting a punishing pace. The second-place runner, a wiry man with powerful strides, kept close behind him, matching his movements step for step.

Liam, for his part, held steady. He knew this race wasn’t just about speed—it was about endurance. And he had plenty of that. At least, that was what he needed to believe.

The first mile passed in a blur. His breathing was steady, his body moving as he had trained it to. Distantly, he was aware of the shouting, the laughter, and the raucous joy emanating from the crowds. As his feet kicked down against the dirt, Liam didn't hear any of it. Here, the only sounds were the rhythmic pounding of feet against ground. Everything else seemed to fade away.

By the second mile, Liam could feel the strain creeping into his muscles. His lungs burned slightly, his arms beginning to feel heavier, but he didn’t let it slow him down. He could hear the footsteps of runners behind him, feel their presence lingering too close for comfort. He wasn’t alone in this struggle.

The two leading runners were still ahead, but he could tell they were starting to lose a bit of their initial energy. Their movements weren’t as crisp as they had been at the start, and their breathing had grown heavier. The man in first place, in particular, seemed to be feeling the pressure. His shoulders were tightening, his steps slightly uneven.

Liam seized the opportunity.

Digging deep, he increased his pace. He surged forward, closing the distance between himself and second place. His arms pumped harder, his strides lengthening, every muscle in his legs protesting but pushing onward. By the time they reached the final mile, Liam had overtaken the second runner, securing himself just behind the leader.

The crowd’s cheers grew louder. Women leaned forward in their seats, some shouting, others watching with mild amusement.

“Look at him go!” one voice rang out.

“Not bad,” another woman observed, swirling a drink in her hand. “But let’s see if he actually has the stamina to finish.”

Liam ignored them as his focus narrowed to the path ahead. His heart pounded so violently it felt as though it might burst from his chest. He could feel sweat trickling down his temples, every breath harder to take in. But he refused to give in. This hurt, but he didn't care. Just as importantly, he wondered if any of the women watching would decide to buy him. That needed to be his one goal. If he could just impress one of those women, it would all be worth it!

The final stretch loomed ahead.

He made his move.

Liam pushed himself harder than he ever had before. His legs felt like lead, burning with exhaustion, but he forced them to keep moving. His breath came in ragged gasps, but he didn’t let it slow him down. The leader was faltering. His steps were becoming more erratic, his movements betraying just how much the race had taken out of him.

And then—Liam passed him.

The realization struck like lightning. For the first time in the race, Liam was in the lead!

But his victory was far from guaranteed. At any moment, he could have slipped and fallen. Just as badly, the pain could have stabbed into his chest, drawing out the last of his oxygen and forcing him to his knees.

He could hear the other men behind him, their footsteps rapidly approaching. They weren’t giving up. Second place was gaining on him, closing the distance with every powerful stride. Liam’s lungs felt like they were about to collapse, but he willed himself forward, desperate to maintain his advantage. It hurt, but he didn't care. He tried to take that pain and to channel it into something useful.

Liam just had to find a little more strength. Just a little bit more…

The final steps were agony. Every inch of his body screamed in protest, but he refused to stop. He could see the finish line ahead, the bold white stripe painted across the pavement, the massive clock overhead ticking down the seconds.

And then—disaster.

Just behind him, the runner in second place flipped. His foot caught on an uneven patch of earth, and he stumbled forward. Unable to regain his balance, he crashed hard onto the track, his body sprawling across the pavement.

The third-place runner, caught completely off guard, had no time to react. His foot collided with the fallen man, sending him tumbling as well. The two went down in a tangle of limbs, grunts of pain ringing through the air.

Liam barely had time to process what had happened. All he knew was that he was still running, and the finish line was right in front of him.

With one final burst of effort, he crossed it.

The moment his foot landed past the line, a buzzer sounded, signaling the end of the race. He had won! Somehow, impossibly, he had done it!

The realization didn’t hit him immediately. He kept moving, his legs unwilling to stop even though the race was over. His body was a mess of burning pain and exhaustion. His chest heaved violently, his vision swimming as he slowed to a shaky halt.

Then, the weight of it crashed down on him.

He had done it. He had actually won.

The crowd erupted into cheers, some enthusiastic, others mocking. Women clapped, some smirking as they exchanged knowing glances.

“Well, that was unexpected,” one woman mused.

“Only because the others fell,” another replied, laughing.

“But still. He pushed himself hard.”

Liam barely heard them. His head was spinning, his muscles trembling with exertion. He placed his hands on his knees, trying to steady himself as the world tilted around him.

Footsteps approached, and a voice—calm, amused—spoke just behind him. “Well, well. I suppose we have a winner.”

Liam straightened slowly, his breathing still ragged. He turned to see a group of officials approaching, their expressions ranging from mildly impressed to completely indifferent.

One of them, a woman with an elegant but firm posture, handed him a towel and a bottle of water. “Enjoy your moment,” she said with a smirk. “Not every man gets to win.”

Liam took the water gratefully, gulping it down as his pulse finally began to settle. He looked back toward the track, where the two fallen runners were picking themselves up, disappointment clear on their faces. It hadn’t been the cleanest victory, but it was a victory nonetheless.

And as he stood there, letting the reality of his win sink in, he realized something. For the first time since arriving at The Serenity, he had done something that wasn’t just for their amusement. He had fought, pushed himself, and triumphed—not for their entertainment, but for himself. And now, he hoped it would be worth it. Then again...

No matter what happened next, they couldn’t take that away from him.

Bridget sighed as she stepped into the softly lit office and paused to roll the tension out of her shoulders. The Carnival had been a resounding success thus far, but the days of non-stop activity, coordination, and ensuring everything ran seamlessly had left her utterly drained. Despite this, another ambition had popped into her head. She smiled for a moment, considered all of this, and knew she could have just let it go. Instead, she wanted to make this happen. But first, she needed to talk to Erin.

The warm scent of vanilla and sandalwood filled the space, a stark contrast to the electric energy of the festival outside. Erin sat behind her polished mahogany desk, scrolling through the reports on her tablet, looking as composed as ever. "You look like you need a week of sleep," Erin said, her lips quirking in a small smile as she set the tablet down.

Bridget chuckled and collapsed into the chair opposite her. "A week? Try a month."

The other woman folded her hands together, studying her. "It's been a fantastic Carnival. Attendance numbers are higher than last year. The women had a wonderful time. You should be proud."

"Oh, I am," Bridget said, rubbing her temple. "But right now, I'm mostly just tired."

Erin nodded in understanding. "We knew it would be exhausting, but you handled it well. I think The Serenity has officially solidified itself as the premier destination for these kinds of events. Have you seen any of the wedding reservations? We are booked out for the next three years."

"Three years? Seriously?" Bridget allowed herself a small, satisfied smile. She had dedicated so much time to making sure The Carnival would be an unforgettable experience. It was good to hear that her efforts had paid off. But there was something else on her mind, something she had been thinking about since the final event wrapped up.

"Three years," Erin repeated. "And just think about all of the good we can do. Those men are going to come here, and then they can be trained, married, and maybe they will stay or maybe they will go, but it won't really matter because they will have finally learned how to behave."

"All thanks to The Serenity and the MBMI."

"All thanks to The Serenity and the MBMI," Erin agreed.

At that moment, Bridget was supposed to turn around, jog off, find her bed, and collapse for a few hours at least. Instead, she paused. She waited. She hesitated, choosing her words carefully. "There's something I wanted to talk to you about."

Erin raised an eyebrow. "Oh? What is it?"

Bridget leaned forward, clasping her hands. "Liam."

Erin tilted her head slightly, curiosity flickering in her eyes. "What about him?"

Bridget exhaled. "I’ve been thinking about taking him home. I want to take it home with us."

For a moment, silence stretched between them. Erin didn’t look surprised, but she also didn’t immediately respond. She picked up a stylus and tapped it lightly against the desk. "That’s a big commitment, Bridget. Have you really thought it through?"

"I have," Bridget insisted. "I know it’s a lot, but he’s…different. There’s something about him. He’s strong, but not in a way that challenges us. He’s trying so hard to prove himself, to find his place. And I think he would thrive under the right guidance."

Erin studied her, eyes sharp and unreadable. "You sound like you've already made up your mind."

Bridget sighed, leaning back. "I don’t know. I just…I see potential. And I don’t want him to end up lost in the system. But more than that, I want to make sure you and I can agree about this. I won't do it on my own. If we do this, we do this together."

Erin tightened her lips together into a contemplative line. She lowered her stylus and glanced off into the distance.. "Bridget, bringing a man into your home isn’t just about seeing potential. It’s about responsibility. You’d be responsible for his development, his training, his purpose. This isn’t just taking in a pet-it’s a full-time role for both of us."

Bridget nodded. "I understand that. But I wouldn’t be saying this if I didn’t think we were ready." She flashed a tentative smile. "Besides, have you heard about him? Have you checked up on him?"

"A little bit," Erin confessed.

"He is one of the most skilled and dedicated slaves we have here."

Erin tapped her fingers against the desk, considering. "Liam’s done well during the Carnival. He’s shown discipline, eagerness, and the ability to perform under pressure. Those are good qualities. But he’s still relatively new to all of this. Taking him into the household would mean taking on him as a responsibility. He might be good right now, but do we have any guarantee he isn't going to backslide? How many men have we seen who came here, seemed to learn everything they needed to know, only to give up on it after a few days or weeks?"

"Look, I know," Bridget said. "I understand the risks, but I think we can do it." She flashed a little smile. "Along the way, I think we could have a lot of fun."

Erin finally sighed, leaning back in her chair. The springs creaked beneath her. "It’s not a decision to be made lightly. Why don’t we both take some time to consider it?"

Bridget frowned slightly. "You don’t think it’s a good idea?"

"I think it’s a big decision," Erin corrected. "And I don’t want you to rush into it because of the emotions of the moment. He’s done well, yes. But he’s still untested beyond this controlled environment. I just want to consider this very carefully."

Bridget exhaled slowly. "I suppose that’s fair."

Erin smiled slightly. "We can revisit this conversation later. If you still feel as strongly then as you do now, we’ll talk logistics."

Bridget nodded. "Alright. I can live with that."

Erin gave her a knowing look. "Good. Now, go get some rest. You deserve it."

Bridget let out a small laugh as she rose to her feet. "I’ll try."

She left Erin’s office feeling both hopeful and restless, her thoughts still lingering on Liam and what his future might look like-what their future might look like.

But first, she leaned down, and she kissed Erin. She pressed her lips to hers, and her partner grinned, "You're not going to play fair with me, are you?"

"No, I'm not," Bridget agreed.

"Cheater," said the other woman.

"I’ll do anything to make you happy," Bridget said.

"And I'll do anything to make you happy," Erin agreed.

"Anything?"

"You seriously don't play fair," Erin grinned as her partner kissed her, pressing her lips down. Together, they savored that connection. After all they had accomplished, they wanted this. They needed it. In fact, they needed something else as well…

He had done it. He had really done it!

Stunned by his victory, Liam soon found himself naked and standing on one of the podiums. A woman stepped forward. She lifted up the new collar for him to wear; it came with a gold tag, indicating his status as a winner. Like everything else in Athenia, this marked his position as an obedient male. Then again, it also told every woman who saw him that he had run, competed, and actually won!

Somehow, Liam couldn't really believe it. He still didn't know how to accept that this had transpired. It felt like some kind of bizarre dream.

The victory was short-lived, however. Once they had collared him, it was time for the auction.

Liam hadn't been aware that this was going to happen. Instead, he had assumed that the spectators would get another chance to come and inspect him. In fact, he wanted to see some of the women back from his old job working at the bank. Instead, he was taken to a stage, posted, and he didn't even get to hear what was going on. An announcer was speaking; she wore her microphone as she strode back and forth. She talked about his strengths as a man.

"He has been thoroughly trained. Ladies, you saw just how hard he worked to win that collar of his. Think about it. You could have him. You could take him home today!"

Who was going to buy him? Who was going to purchase him?

And then he heard the answer. "Ladies, it looks like we have our final winner, and this boy now officially belongs to the resort!"

The resort?

He had just been purchased, but it wasn't by an employee. Instead, he was going to belong to this entire organization. His chest tightened as he understood exactly what that meant.

He had run hard, hoping that he could have one single owner; he had desperately wished to be more than just a loaner. Only now, those desires have been completely scrapped. Instead, he would cook and clean and service the guests. They would be able to check him out, borrowing him for a few hours or maybe longer if they felt especially eager to toy with him. But most of all, Liam understood that there was nothing he could do about any of this. He had taken his chance, tried so hard, and none of it had even mattered.

His shoulders slumped as one of the guards stepped forward and grabbed him, taking him by his leash and escorting him off of the stage. He didn't know where he was going, and he couldn't make himself care, not as he contemplated the revolting taste of defeat burbling up at the back of his throat.

It wasn't fair, he thought. It wasn't fair, but he didn't rebel. After all, he'd been far too well-trained for a mistake like that.

Initially, Liam stood around with some of the other slaves, but that guard quickly grabbed him by his leash, escorted him off of the grounds, and toward one of the driveways. There, he saw the black SUV waiting for him. He was even more surprised when they opened the door and shoved him in. He quickly buckled up, and the woman up front began to drive.

"Don't speak," she said.

Instantly silenced by her command, Liam sat there, naked with his elbows at his sides, and his hands held together over his lap. He really had no idea where they were going. For a moment, he watched as the Serenity disappeared, and part of him started to wonder if they were going to get rid of him. Maybe he was going to be exiled from Athenia?

It seemed impossible.

And then the SUV continued to roll along the landscape until they were surrounded by several large houses.

The woman got out, opened the door for him, and he was about to say thank you, except he realized that it must've been locked.

When he saw the house, he looked at the woman who had escorted him here, and he waited for some kind of explanation, especially since he still knew he couldn't speak. Then, before he could even try to voice a question, the door opened, and he saw her.

Bridget!

She wasn't alone.

Erin stepped out next, and the two women came down the steps. They approached him, and Bridget took him by his leash. Erin said to the driver, "Thank you for getting him here safely."

"No problem," said the woman. Her eyes sparkled as she grinned back at Liam. Clearly, she understood what kind of fate he faced even if he didn't.

"Let's go inside," Bridget said. She tugged on his lead, escorted him up the steps, and he soon found himself in a large and expensive entryway. Clearly, Bridget and Erin, working together, had done very well for themselves. He glanced over from one of those beautiful women to the other. He wasn't sure what he was supposed to do or say.

"On your knees," Erin ordered.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"I prefer Mistress," Erin told him. "We both do."

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed. He bowed his head down, and he waited, wondering exactly what this meant.

"I bought you," Bridget said. "I was busy with some other issues, so I had one of my subordinates take care of it. Now you know you belong to us."

"I belong to you? Both of you? Are you sure?"

Instantly, the color drained away from his face, all because he wasn't sure how this was supposed to work. He thought of Erin and what she had done. He thought of Bridget and their former relationship. All of those details were spinning through his head, yet he didn't know how to force this into any kind of logic or sense. His heart was beating faster, the adrenaline spurted through his veins, and part of him desperately wanted to jump up and run.

Erin made that impossible. Even as Bridget kept her eyes aimed down at this slave, Erin walked around him, her fingers gliding along his shoulders, over the nape of his neck, through his hair, and back down again. She touched him easily and casually, as though he was nothing but a statue she had just purchased.

Obediently, he remained motionless. More importantly, he stayed silent as he waited for some kind of answer. These women would speak, when they decided the time was right.

"That's right," Bridget finally said. "We bought you. Now, you belong to us. How does that feel, slave?"

He thought of his past and everything he had once had with that woman. He thought of her laugh, sharing the secrets, the easy intimacy, and so much more. Simultaneously, he glanced up, and he saw Erin. She wore a triumphant smile. She had defeated him in every sense that mattered. And now, she owned him. He was a slave, and she was the owner. They were both his owners. They were his Mistresses.

Automatically, he opened his mouth. At the last second, he stopped himself.

"You can speak," Erin said, her tone light, generous, and magnanimous.

"I will do everything I can to please you," he said. "I will do everything in my power to please both of you."

"Then welcome home," Erin said. "Stand up and walk over to that spanking bench."

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed.

He fell down onto the padded platform, and they quickly cuffed his ankles, knees, and wrists to the side of the spanking bench. "We do this together," Bridget said.

Then it started! They slapped his ass with Erin striking the right side and Bridget taking the left. Those women worked together, striking one blow after another. They didn't give him the chance to recover or even think about it. The pain crashed down on him. Those miniaturized bursts of agony raced across his nerves. Reflexively, he jerked against his bonds. Just like every other time before, it was futile, and he knew it.

It didn't take them long to turn his backside a bright shade of red.

Bridget leaned down, and she whispered, "I love Erin. But just because I love her, that doesn't mean I can't have some fun with my slave. In fact, we both can. She and I are going to be together, and our relationship comes first, but we can still use you. Isn't that good news for you?"

Doing his best to navigate through that storm of pain, he quickly agreed, "Yes, Mistress!"

"Why?" Erin asked him.

Instantly, he recognized this as a test.

"You purchased me, and I belong to you, and I am a man, and that means I have to do everything in my power to please you. Your pleasure is my top priority!"

"Does he believe it?" Erin asked.

Bridget stepped in front of him, grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head up, and looked right down into his eyes. She studied him for several long heartbeats. Then she turned back to the other woman, "He believes it."

"Perfect," Erin said. "Let's take him back into the bedroom and break him in, shall we?"

"Absolutely!" Bridget chirped.

Of course, neither woman waited to hear what Liam wanted to say. As the man of the household, he didn't get a vote.

They freed him from his shackles, but that didn't offer him any sense of real liberty. Instead, these women grabbed the naked slave, they escorted him down the hall, and then he was right there in their bedroom. More importantly, he glanced over, and he saw it.

"What do you think of your dog cage?" Erin asked.

They would sleep in the bed; he would be on the floor, surrounded by bars, trapped as always.

Then again, he was grateful that he could be so close to these women.

"I think I want you tied up and helpless," Bridget said. "You're going to service me, and I'm going to service her."

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. "Thank you for the privilege, Mistress."

Both Erin and Bridget grinned at him. There was something so intoxicating and alluring about their expressions. They were hungry, predatory. More than that, they were victorious. At some other point, Liam might have tried to fight back. He had those errant and rebellious instincts of a man. Even so, the women of Athenia had worked together to tame him.

They yanked his arms behind his back, slid his limbs into a pair of leather sleeves, and trapped him. Next, they cuffed his ankles, and just like that, he was utterly helpless. He could roll around, inch like a worm, and that was pretty much it. They could play with him, posing him, and using him. Most of all, they had access to his mouth. That was what Bridget really wanted…

"Let's give you something special first, just to really break you in," Erin said.

She slipped off of the bed, and she stripped. He glanced in her direction, and he could only endure the frustration as his shaft strained against his chastity cage. It wasn't fair, and he wasn't sure if he was allowed to look or not. Then again, he remained bound by the metal between his legs. Not only that, she made eye contact with him. She didn't chide him or chastise him. If anything, she seemed to enjoy having his eyes on her.

She stripped. She removed every layer, pulling off her blouse, her pants, taking away her shoes, and yanking down her panties. Even naked, she looked exquisite. More than that, she still radiated power.

Bridget stepped over to Erin, and the two women were suddenly kissing.

That only lasted for a few seconds, yet Liam still experienced a stab of disappointment when they stopped. Worse, Erin opened one of the drawers, and she pulled out the harness. She lifted it up; it already had the two headed dildo in place.

He understood what was going to happen. Down with his arms behind his back and his legs locked together, Liam also realized that he wasn't going to be able to resist or fight back. These women could do whatever they liked with him. It didn't matter how much he didn't want it.

Then again, he had to be docile. He had to be accepting of his fate. They could decide what to do with him, and he always had to go along with it. That was how this worked.

Once she had the harness on, she turned to the left, then the right, letting the fake cock swing back and forth. She was showing him exactly what was going to happen. Then she pounced, climbing onto the bed, grabbing him, and pushing down. Suddenly, he was on his knees, and he had his face buried against the mattress. Even so, Bridget was right there next to him as she said, "You know, Erin is busy. She travels quite a bit, but I'm sure she's going to have fun handling your weekly maintenance spankings. I like the idea of her taking care of the discipline. She can make sure that you understand your place. Better yet, I think I like knowing that there is a man in the room. Lesbian sex is hot, but it's even better when we have a guy in here, locked in chastity, frustrated and desperate. But don't worry. There will still be lots of opportunities for you to lick."

He absorbed those words one by one. Every sound vibrated along his skin.

Then her tittering laughter didn't matter because Erin penetrated him! She shoved forward, ramming the tip of her dildo right into his opening. His eyes widened, and Bridget was still laughing.

"We're going to put you to good use. Every day, you will cook and clean for us. We might lend you out to work, but we both love the idea of keeping you here most of the time. You can give us a beautiful home while we work. Then, at night, we can have fun with one another, and maybe we will let you join in. Would you like that? I bet you would!"

In the meantime, Erin continued to pump into him, thrusting, yanking back, and pushing hard and fast, right into his most sensitive opening. Even if he hated it, there was nothing he could do about it.

As Erin laughed above him, she promised, "There is no escape for you this time. I want to keep you. I want to keep you for a very, very long time!" And then she decided that she wanted more.

She slid out of his line of sight, grabbed Erin, and started kissing her. He could hear the wet smacking sounds of their kisses as they enjoyed one another. They were having fun with each other, and there was nothing he could do about it. Still bound, he remained right there. His muscles tightened, but Erin enjoyed herself. She pushed in, stopped, kissed the other woman, and then pulled back. They stopped to take a breath. Then they were kissing again as Erin penetrated him.

All of those details swirled together.

But they weren’t done.

It was Bridget's turn to strip. She threw off her blouse, her skirt, her panties and shoes. Soon, she was naked, and she positioned herself on the bed. She spread her legs, and Erin helped him. She grabbed him by his hair. By this point, she had pulled free, and he was grateful for that little taste of relief, but it wasn't enough. He inched forward, crawling like a worm. Then she shoved the slave's head down between Bridget's inner thighs, and both women called out a single command at the same time, "Lick!"

Instantly, he did exactly as they said. His tongue started and played and swept along her pussy. He went in deep almost right away. She was already so excited! She was practically dripping!

"And since I agreed to let you buy him, that means I get my reward," Erin said as she stripped off her harness. Suddenly, she was completely naked. She touched herself, her hand sliding down along her pubis and through her pubic hair. Her fingers started along her pussy. She went in those tight little circles. She pressed down, gliding her fingers along her opening. She found her clit, teased herself, and worked herself up.

But really, that was just the appetizer.

Within a few more seconds, when she couldn't deny herself that pleasure any longer, she parted her legs, positioned herself above Bridget, and lowered herself down. As he licked Bridget, Bridget licked Erin. Her tongue started and played. Excitement swirled through all three of them. Granted, he remained locked up, but that was fine with these women. They didn't need to worry about his satisfaction. As a man and as a slave, he was there to provide pleasure. Maybe they’d let him out at some point. Maybe.

"Not today," Erin said with a fierce chuckle. Then, realizing she had to add more, she laughed out, "Sorry, Liam! If you're hoping for an orgasm tonight, you're going to be disappointed! I want you nice and horny and desperate for your first night sleeping in your cage!"

From now on, he’d face two cages each night: one between his legs and the other all around him. He remembered the dog cage with those black, wrought iron bars and the leather padding below. If they wanted privacy, they could just throw a blanket on top of it.

The idea should have been ridiculous, but it felt right.

Even as he licked, however, Liam didn't get angry, upset, or even jealous.

He would accept his place. He would embrace it!

This was where he belonged! As he raised his head, sliding his face along her pussy, he worshiped her with everything he had. It wasn't just a frantic series of movements. Instead, he calculated every motion as best he could to pleasure her. He was bound, but that didn't matter because he had to focus on her satisfaction. If he could make her feel good, then he had done well as a slave. Just he had said before, their pleasure and satisfaction had to be his sole priority!

Both women climaxed. They came hard again and again. They were savoring this new, beautiful dynamic. Bridget showed her lover just how good she could be with her mouth. Liam did the same for Bridget. Those women savored every second of that wild excitement until it was all done. And then they pulled back, and they were cuddled up together, and those women both reached out, resting their hands on his chest. Still trapped and on his back, he was grateful for that proximity. He was allowed to be close to them. For a slave, nothing could be better.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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