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Boy Grades

“There’s no reason to be nervous,” he said. Sure, this was an obvious lie, yet it was part of the dance. As Justin sat on the other side of the conference table, he did his best to seem sympathetic and kind. Yes, this was his company, and he wielded all of the power here, but he understood how she felt as she braced herself.

Semiannual evaluations. He put all of his employees through this process. As the founder CEO, Justin was the only one who didn’t need to go through this particular ceremony.

“I’m good,” Eva replied. Her voice didn’t shake, but Justin knew this young woman quite well. She had graduated a year after him and had shown up at his office back when they rented a storefront tucked between a pizza place and a bike shop. Since then, the company had grown, so now they have their own building downtown.

It wasn’t some sprawling campus. Justin couldn’t claim to be a billionaire, but this company was quite valuable, and he knew he could have retired at any point. Not bad for a guy who hadn’t hit forty yet.

“So before I begin, I would like to hear your perspective. We haven’t done this for six months. What do you think of the progress you’ve made?” He leaned back in his chair and waited for her answer.

Eva started to prepare her answer. In those moments, he considered her.

By most standards, she wasn’t perfect. Justin could have hired someone else, someone with high cheekbones, long and straight blonde hair, maybe vibrant blue eyes, a trimmed waist, and breasts. Instead, she wore glasses, had rounded cheeks, and no one whatever mistake her physique as that of a supermodel.

Instead, she worked hard and did her job to the best of her ability.

So far, she had done pretty well. As the company’s first Senior Vice President, she was the third in command. Not bad for a girl who couldn’t sleep her way to the top.

Eva started talking, and Justin knew he was supposed to listen, but something had started to shift between them over the last year or two. When their company had been small and he had hired her just after founding this startup, Justin had taken her seriously. In fact, he had focused completely on his company, building it and exploring every possible perspective to insure their market dominance.

He needed this thing to succeed!

At some point during his sophomore year of college, Justin had decided he intended to go into business for himself. He did a triple major in business, software design, and art. Unlike so many of the wunderkinds who preceded him, he intended to take a multidisciplinary approach, combine art and science, and create something amazing. At his startup, their first three business models failed, but then they created a new payment service, one that could be incredibly lucrative and that appealed to an underappreciated artistic class, a group of people who acted as merchants but didn’t get the same kind of credit.

Basically, he joined the fintech boom right as it became popular, not to mention profitable.

Only now, that hunger had started to fade. It was replaced by something else. He wasn’t naïve; unlike other wealthy men, he didn’t assume he now had the capability to cure the world’s ills. When Justin went on stage for various conferences, he always remembered that this was a performance. Yes, he needed to impress investors, customers, vendors, and potential employees, but he wouldn’t to join Twitter and work hard to create a cult of personality.

But maybe he did have an obligation to make the world better place.

If so, how did that fit in with his budding sexism?

Sexism, like so many other prejudices, were supposed to be immoral and an anathema in the meritocracy that the business world was supposed to have become. From interns all the way up to CEOs, everyone was supposed to be judged by their abilities and performance. And yet, Justin had always taken an interdisciplinary approach, so he recognized the fundamental subjectivity of every group dynamic.

A meritocracy could be a lovely goal, but it would never exist in actuality. There would always be too many subjective decisions, ideas and perspectives based entirely on personal preference. Yes, data could be summoned, and popularity could be gauged, but there could always be a difference between quality and the sales rank.

Finally, Eva started speaking again, “Well, over the last six months, my teams have improved efficiency quite a bit. You have read the reports, so you know that I have also implemented a variety of new programs. Our last sales initiative went quite well, and…” The dark-haired girl in front of him kept talking, but Justin allowed his thoughts to wander because she wasn’t especially cute or sexy.

Over the last few years, he had developed a talent for appearing engaged and focused even as he let his thoughts drift.

Mostly thinking about before? That’s right. Sexism. He didn’t know exactly when it happened, but he started to view women as less effective. Why? He knew that Eva here could be disciplined, focused, determined, and so much more. She had impressed him on countless occasions.

And yet, when he stepped in on the intern interviews, he found himself evaluating the girls more and more, not based on their resumes, academic transcripts, or actual answers. Instead, he started to wonder which one would look best on her knees, gazing up at him, perhaps licking her bottom lip as she got ready to suck him off.

He hadn’t taken that step yet.

Justin understood how dangerous pursuing one of these little minxes could be. If it came out that he was taking advantage of his status, then there could be this huge backlash, one which would be strong enough to wreck his company. Unlike other CEOs, he refused to misbehave and then pretend that he hadn’t understood how the world really worked.

There it was again. A company could create the best product, but if they projected the wrong kind of arrogance or took an incorrect political stance, then everything could be destroyed. They couldn’t risk alienating the conservatives; they couldn’t risk hissing off the liberals either.

And yet, he wondered what it might be like to see Eva here down on her knees. What would be like to grab her by her hair, then her over the desk, pulled down those overpriced yoga pants, and take her from behind?

Their sales numbers were good; they had been for several years now, so he could feel himself settle into complacency. And yet, he was rich enough that he no longer cared. While lots of CEOs kept all of their wealth invested in their company, he had sold off small equity stakes, enough every year to make sure he was now well diversified.

Everything could fall apart, and he would still be a rich man with a gorgeous wife.

His wife.

Occasionally, he wondered what she would think if she knew about these errant thoughts.

But they were just thoughts, right?

Eva continued to speak, and she offered more numbers, more data, and he still really didn’t care. Instead, he was genuinely tempted to look at this girl, someone he had once considered to be a fairly close friend, and tell her, “You’re fired right now unless you give me a nice wet blowjob.”

The thought almost made him laugh, but then he would have to explain the humor, especially because she seemed so sincere and earnest.

“Eva,” he said, interrupting her, “I’m going to stop you there. First off, I want to thank you for all of your hard work. You have put in tremendous amount of effort, and I have nothing but respect for what you and your teams have done.”

That was obviously a lie; if he had nothing but respect for her, then he wouldn’t have said this next part. “But I think you can do better. I want you to push your teams harder. Make them work for it.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m raising our sales expectations for next quarter. We can do this,” he said. Even as he spoke, he didn’t really care, not exactly. And yet, he was curious. Maybe he wanted to see what this kind of experimentation might bring.

And why not? This was a company, after all. More importantly, it was his company. Sure, the software engineers, the salespeople, the graphic designers, the publicists, and everyone else worked there because they expected a paycheck. He sometimes went on about the social good and what they were really contributing to the world, but they really had one primary goal: make money for him and the investors.

“Do you think that’s fair?”

“I think it’s doable,” he replied.

“Look, I’ve been with this company since pretty much the beginning,” she said. “I’m not sure this is going to be a viable strategy. Worse, you might start to alienate some of my teams.”

The euphemism was adorable; this wasn’t about her teams. It was about her. It was the criticism and the fact that he still expected more.

“Eva, I know what you’re capable of. Do it.”

Her spine stiffened, she sat up, and her expression hardened. He had never spoken to her like that before.

On the other side of her glasses, her eyes seemed to sharpen as they tried to burrow into him. Maybe she came to some kind of judgment or conclusion. Perhaps not. Justin didn’t really care either way, not while he was in control. Seeing his third-in-command bristle like this made him smirk.

For once, Justin didn’t work hard to hide the condescending amusement as it played across his features.

“And what about the other point?” Eva asked.

Her promotion.

She expected to be brought up the hierarchy. Considering all she had done for this company, it made sense. And if this was a just system, and not the illusion of a meritocracy where one man could wield all authority over this domain, then she would have been given the promotion. Instead, he didn’t like the idea.

“We can revisit the idea of promoting you to Co-President at your next evaluation.”

She shoved her chair back, hissed under her breath, and stood there.

She seemed utterly professional, yet her body shop. He could see those little tremors of rage make their way up her spine, down her shoulders, all the way to her knuckles. As she clenched, the segments of her fingers started to turn white.

Adorable.

Eva was so ambitious; she thought she deserved so much, especially after all of her hard work.

“I think we should talk about this right now,” she told him.

Justin glanced down at his smart watch and shook his head, “I’m sorry. I have another meeting, and I can’t be late for this one.”

The rage played across her face as he strode by her and walked out of the conference room. The door closed behind him, and Justin enjoyed thinking of her stomping her feet, swinging her fists, or maybe screaming. Considering that the rooms were all soundproof, she could have shouted for hours, and no one would have known.

When he got back to his office, he found Jasmine waiting for him.

Jasmine.

For him, his wife was gorgeous. In high school, then college, she had worked as a model. When he first spotted her at that party, he had known he had needed to process this girl. At the time, they had been negotiating some huge contract with one of their vendors, and he had known that the choices he made could wreck his company.

And yes, he played nice at the party. He made sure to say all of the right things, but he saw her, and he had known he needed to connect with her.

He marched up to her one point and said, “This isn’t really a party for me. It’s not recreational. It’s business. Even so, I would really like to get to know you. Can I have your number?”

“You’re Justin Finn, aren’t you?”

“I am,” he said. Then he pulled out his phone, unlocked it, and gave it to her.

She studied him for several long seconds. She had these gorgeously sharp features, big eyes, a cute nose, and a lovely body. She didn’t look like a porn star. With her C-cups and slight build, she wouldn’t have been mistaken for a runway model either. Instead, she was the kind of girl who could look wholesome and sexy at the same time. If she had pulled the ribbon from her hair and let her tresses fall around her face, lots of guys would have noticed, but she wasn’t perfect.

Even so, something about her drew him closer. It was magnetic.

Or at least, her presence had been at some point. But now, he had found his thoughts wandering. He started thinking more and more about those cute interns downstairs. Worse, he contemplated the prenuptial agreement he and Jasmine had signed before they got married.

For her, it had been some point of feminist pride. For him, he needed to protect his assets. This company had grown since then, but even when they said, “I do,” he had been worth several million.

This rush of aggression burned through his body when he saw her seated there in front of his desk. He leaned to down, slid his hand into her coffee-brown hair, took a hold, and pulled her head back.

A look of frustrated dismay flashed across her face, but he didn’t let go. Instead, he yanked her head back, dipped down, and he kissed her.

She tried to turn her head away, but he wouldn’t allow it.

He kissed her, pushing down. She tried to protest. It was obvious she wanted him to stop, but he enjoyed this moment. Whenever his girl showed up at his office, Justin enjoyed this thrill of animal pursuit.

Then he let go, and she glared at him for a moment. “That was uncalled for,” she said.

He leaned against the edge of his desk and just chuckled, “This is my office, and I’m pretty sure I can do whatever I like.”

“You really believe that, don’t you?” Jasmine asked.

“Why wouldn’t I?” Justin replied. Even as he spoke, he studied her with a different sort of interest now. Okay, so maybe it would have been inappropriate to grab Jasmine and take her back in the conference room, yet those desires continued to swirl through his head.

He pushed himself away from his desk, and then he looked at her. He took another step forward, cutting the distance between them in half.

“We’re supposed to have lunch,” she said.

“That’s nice,” he said. Only now he reached down and brushed his knuckles along with the smooth contour of her cheek. She reached up and batted his hand away, “You’re going to ruin my makeup.”

“Maybe I’m hungry for something else,” he replied. “And maybe I’m interested in ruining a lot more than just your makeup.”

Her eyes widened, her lips parted, and it was obvious Jasmine needed to answer, only she couldn’t find the words. She wasn’t prepared, especially since he wasn’t supposed to talk to her like that!

“I’m serious,” she said.

When she rose to her feet, maybe she thought this would make a big difference.

And yet, that just established the difference in their height. His shoulders were broader, and he was bigger.

He may not have been a bodybuilder, yet he easily intimidated her all the same. As she recognized that little flicker of fear, hot aggravation flared through her body. “I’m—” Jasmine started to say, only he grabbed this girl by her ponytail, yanked her head back again, and now he pressed his body into hers as he started kissing her.

His mouth seemed to rampage along her lips. He took what he wanted.

With one hand, he held her by her hair. She tried to knock her palms against his chest, to push him away, but it didn’t work.

Finally, after nearly a minute, he let her go.

“You don’t get to do that,” she protested.

“Are you sure about that?” He smirked.

Without thinking, Jasmine took a step back. Her mouth turned dry, and he leaned in, “You decided to visit me during my lunch break. I think I’m hungry for more than just food. Let’s see what kind of appetite we can really work up.”

“We’re going to miss our reservation,” she protested. It was a feeble excuse, and she knew it, yet her thoughts refused to coalesce around anything more coherent.

“I don’t care,” he said.

In those next moments, she retreated back until her shoulder blades brushed up against one of the bookshelves. Then he grabbed her again, wrapping one arm around her waist and drawing her closer.

“I’m serious—” Jasmine began to say, only he kissed her again. This time, he only held on tight for a few seconds before his hand pulled away, and now he worked the buttons of her blouse. Her eyes widened, but he hardly seemed to notice.

Within seconds, her midriff was exposed, and he pulled back in time to say, “You can start helping me, or I can start ripping.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” she said. His wife tried to take a step away, but he grabbed her by her wrist with one hand. With the other, he yanked her blouse off of her shoulder.

“Really? Is that what you think?” Justin stepped back for just a moment, and he let his gaze sweep over her. He studied the contours of her skin, her revealed cleavage, and the shine of her black bra. “Take off your pants.”

With those four words, he stared at her.

Her nostrils twitched, and she started to pull her blouse back on, but he wasn’t going to tolerate that kind of disobedience, not here, not in his office.

Disobedience? Really?

Yes.

Even as he embraced the new instincts, Justin grabbed her. His hand went up to the back of her neck, and he pinched. He drew her away from the bookshelf and back toward his desk.

This time, he didn’t worry about her disheveled blouse. Instead, he grabbed the sides of her jeans, and he yanked them down. He pulled her pants all the way around her ankles.

“This is going to happen,” he promised her. “You’re right here in my office, you’re my wife, and I want you.”

Her breathing had quickened; her face was hot.

As a modern woman, Jasmine knew she was supposed to have more respect for herself, only she had never witnessed this side of him before. Her heart kicked faster and faster in her chest. The desperation morphed into fear. The fear seemed to shift into something else.

It was ridiculous, yet she could still feel the excitement right there between her legs.

“Fine!”

She pulled off her denim jeans, and he didn’t bother waiting for permission. He yanked on her panties, dragging them down. She kicked those off as well, and now he put one hand on the back of her neck and shoved her over his desk.

That’s when he told her, “The door is unlocked.”

Her eyes widened.

If anyone saw her, she knew what they would think.

People at this office might have bragged about their socially progressive ideals. They were meritocratic, after all. They didn’t pay attention to prejudiced notions of gender or sex, but if anyone saw the CEO plowing to his wife, they would start whispering nonetheless. The women would be the worst. They’d snicker and pass back and forth these dirty jokes about her. They’d call her so much worse.

In their eyes, she would be the poor, this dumb girl who couldn’t think for herself, so she just had to get used by a powerful man.

They would stare with disgust and think about how much better they were.

“Lock the door. Lock it, Justin!” she demanded. Still bent over his desk, trapped there, she knew she could slap her palms against the mahogany surface, but it wouldn’t do any good.

This man knew what he wanted, and he intended to take it from her one way or another.

She couldn’t kick out, and now he spread her legs.

He pushed forward, thrusting into her sex. “Good,” he said. “You’re so tight.”

“Lock the door!” Jasmine demanded again.

“No,” he said. “But if you really want to shout out and draw attention, that’s your decision.” He chuckled before drawing away, shoving forward, and filling her again. The curves of his shaft stretched of the walls of her slit.

Hot desire pulsed through her body. It was in sharp contrast to the rage glowing behind her eyes.

Her nostrils flared even as she inhaled again, but now she was on the cusp of an orgasm. Yes, it felt good. She hated the contrasting sensations and impulses. As a woman, she expected to be respected. But right then, she was just his wife, a plaything and the bobble.

He could take her and use her however he saw fit.

He pumped into her harder and faster now.

Her eyes widened as she looked to the bookshelf behind his desk. She saw his chair and knew how important that made him. This was the largest office in the building. Her husband was the most powerful man here! Excitement burned hotter and faster. Finally, it exploded right as his shaft started to throb. She felt that pulsating with every push of his cock deep into her.

She screamed out, her face flushed, and he pulled back.

It felt like Jasmine could barely stand.

The dark-haired girl rose to her feet. She blinked quickly. Then she grabbed her panties and pulled them back on.

“That was incredible,” he said.

Angry, Jasmine didn’t respond for several long minutes as she gathered her clothing and put herself back together, but that only made him laugh.

They decided to meet that evening.

When she’d look back on it later, Jasmine would wonder exactly who texted who or who made that first call. Either way, they had both witnessed the shift in his personality, so they needed to do something about it.

They met at a small bistro downtown. The servers offered them a variety of experimental dishes, but Jasmine just asked for a glass of wine, and Eva ordered a beer.

“He’s different,” Eva stated flatly.

The two women had known one another for several years, so they were almost friends. But right then, they seemed to connect in a way they never had before.

“Definitely,” Jasmine said.

“He’s different, but he’s not getting better.”

“He’s getting worse,” Jasmine replied. She didn’t know why it was so easy to talk to Eva like this. Jasmine wouldn’t mention what happened back at his office, but it hardly mattered. That had just been one more step, another example of how her husband had started to change.

“You don’t have to tell me what’s going on at home,” Eva said, “But at work, there’s something different about him. I met with him today, and he was hardly paying attention. It was like he just wanted to—” She stopped herself at the last moment. Then she pressed her lips together, leaned back, and searched for a more diplomatic way of saying this.

“He just wanted to fuck you,” Jasmine said with a flat bitterness.

“Look, I’m sorry. I would never do anything to harm your relationship,” Eva quickly interjected.

Jasmine just couldn’t help but laugh at that. “Oh, that’s nonsense. Look, I trust you, Eva. I know you. You’re an ambitious woman, and you’re focused on your career. That’s amazing, and I have so much respect for you. But really, if my husband starts thinking about other people, that’s not your fault. He’s a guy. Guys will do that. You don’t need to apologize to you haven’t done anything wrong.”

Eva nodded and exhaled. “Thanks. I’m glad you feel that way,” she said.

“I just wish I knew what to do,” Jasmine said.

“About that…” Eva glanced to her left and right, she inhaled, but then she stopped herself again.

“What? What is it?”

The bistro was crowded, yet the conversations remained surprisingly muted, almost as though the different engineers, marketing experts, and executives all came here to share secrets.

“Look, I just need to say this. I’ve noticed this change in your husband for a little while now.”

“What kind of change?”

“It’s nothing specific,” Eva said. “I guess he’s just been acting more and more like a typical executive. He’s started to flirt with some of the interns. He’s been checking them out. Even the way he looks at me, it’s different.”

She glanced down at the table, then back up at Jasmine.

His wife nodded. “He’s been different with me. But it looks like you have an idea.”

“Have you considered taking a vacation?”

Jasmine arched an eyebrow. “A vacation?”

“A vacation to a very specific destination, somewhere special.”

“Please tell me you aren’t just suggesting a second honeymoon.”

“Maybe more than a honeymoon. Maybe a lot more.”

“You sound cryptic.”

“Sorry,” Eva dipped her head back down. “This is just kind of crazy. A couple of weeks ago, I started searching for some possibilities. I was wondering exactly what I could do about Justin, so I started searching. It took me a long time, and I went down several internet-rabbit holes, but I found a very interesting place.”

“Where?”

“Calista,” she said.

“Calista?” Jasmine asked. She and her husband were quite wealthy, so they had traveled over much of the globe. They had been lucky enough to visit places like Tokyo, Beijing, Paris, Reykjavík, and the Himalayas. But now, she searched through her mental index, but she couldn’t remember any place called Calista.

“It’s a small island off of the coast of Italy. It’s very warm, it’s very nice, and it’s generally pretty isolationist. You won’t find it on most maps, and you have to know exactly what you’re looking for if you want to find it. They hide somewhere around the thirteenth page of Google search results.”

“Okay…” Jasmine replied. She could sense there was a lot more to this particular idea. “I’ll bite. What makes Calista so special?”

“The government,” she said.

Jasmine tilted her head slightly and waited.

For the next part, Eva lowered her voice, so Jasmine had to strain to hear, “It’s a gynarchy.” When her companion clearly didn’t know what that meant, Eva continued, “This is an island where women hold all of the political power. From what I understand, they have all political and economic power.”

“You’re kidding,” Jasmine said. “What? Is it some protected spot where one tribe rules or something?”

“Nope,” Eva replied. “It’s a modern economy. From what I understand, they do a lot with the banking industry, but they also make sure that they maintain a low profile. I’m not sure if they’re just trying to avoid regulators or if they don’t want outside pressures interfering with their way of life, but they’ve managed to thread that very difficult needle.”

“Women can’t rule,” Jasmine said flatly. But then she blinked, and she wondered what prompted her to make that swift declaration.

“That’s what I thought at first too,” Eva said. “There’s just no way something like this could be viable. But really, stop and think about it. If they have an industry that is based on secrecy already, then maybe they could pull something like this off.”

“How could a place like that even exist?” Jasmine asked.

“I did a little bit of digging. From what I could find, Calista was always very open about women’s rights, even back as early as the 1800s. But then the Victorian age swept across Europe, and women became even more subjugated. Apparently, several women on Calista weren’t willing to put up with that, so they took control. There was a bloodless revolution, a monarchy first, and then they slowly evolved into a democracy. Now they’re a republic, and they have done quite well for themselves.”

“That’s incredible.” Jasmine meant it literally; she could hardly believe this.

“Actually, there are a couple of places like this. Even in the United States, there are areas where women are taking over.”

“I’ve seen the articles,” Jasmine said. “But I don’t really believe it.”

“Calista is real. Go on. Do some research tonight.”

“But what does any of this have to do with Justin?”

“You should consider taking him there. Go on a vacation, just you and him.”

“You think that would make a difference? A vacation?”

“A vacation on an island where he won’t have any rights, and you will be in charge.” Eva leaned forward. “Look, I hope I’m not talking out of turn here, but I know him pretty well. He’s acting like some sexist jerk from the 1950s, and that needs to stop. I think this might do it.”

“For how long?”

Eva smiled, “You’re his wife. That’s up to you.”

When Jasmine first suggested the trip, she expected resistance. A lot of resistance. When they first got together, he had been so focused on his business that he couldn’t think about anything else. No vacations. No time off. Every distraction was viewed as a genuine danger to his enterprise.

But now she said, “Hey. Feel like getting out of town for a little while? We can go relax? I found this amazing little spot near Italy, and—”

“That sounds great, babe,” he replied, leaning over and kissing her on the mouth. “You can make all the reservations and arrangements. Just let me know when you want to head out.” After that, he headed off to work.

Yes, it was going to be that easy.

As the CEO of his company, he couldn’t envision any problem with a trip. He had money, power, and influence. As far as he was concerned, none of that could ever be taken away.

He was wrong.

At the end of the month, they boarded a private jet. She watched a few movies, read, and generally enjoyed the flight as they made their way across the planet while he worked. Pretty soon, they were about to land, and that’s when he glanced over at his wife.

“Done,” he announced as he closed his laptop.

“Excellent,” she said. “Let’s get started.”

“So what are we going to be doing this weekend?”

Jasmine flashed him an adorable smile.

“What?” Justin asked. His wife continued to smirk, like she was holding onto some special secret. “What is it? What do you have in mind?”

Over the last couple of days, he had intended to research Calista. Although he had never heard of this island, he figured it would be one resort like so many others. The locals probably depended on the tourism industry, so they’d be friendly. More importantly, they would welcome a man like him. He may not have been famous, but he exuded the easy confidence of someone who had a lot of money, so he expected a certain kind of treatment from the locals.

“Is this a surprise?”

“You could put it like that,” she said.

The hatch to their private jet opened, the stairwell extended, and she daintily stepped out.

When Justin followed, he took just a moment to enjoy the cool breeze. Yes, the temperature on board had been perfectly regulated, but this was fresh air. More importantly, he took in the gorgeous blue sky, the puffy white clouds, and the skyline off in the distance.

“I thought this place was basically just a resort?”

“That was an assumption you made,” she replied.

That’s when a pair of men approached. They were both tall with a little bit of facial hair, broad shoulders, and tight shirts. Not only that, their shorts looked relatively snug as well. They were fashionable enough, but Justin snorted. At the same time, he wouldn’t have been surprised if either of these guys doubled as exotic dancers.

“Hello, ma’am,” said one of the guys.

“Hello,” she replied, smiling brightly.

“My name is Tyler, and this is my colleague, Joseph. We have both been rated as Stallions Alpha Plus. We’re here to serve you and to see to your every whim.”

Justin overheard all of this, only then he noticed another detail. When they first approached, he had paid attention to their general silhouettes. Now he realized they both wore silver collars around their throats. His brows creased with a surprise.

Yes, those collars made them look more like dogs or pets than actual men. But again, if they were supposed to be strippers or something, perhaps it made sense. It could have been a local custom as well, but that just made Justin shake his head.

Sure, he understood that cultures varied a great deal, and social conditions could be radically different from one society to another. But collars? Really?

“That sounds lovely,” she said. “Right now, can you take care of our bags? I believe we already have a car waiting for us.”

“As you say, ma’am,” Tyler or Joseph replied. Justin didn’t pay much attention.

“Come along, dear,” Jasmine said to her husband. She pulled out a pair of sunglasses and slipped them on her face. From there, she sauntered forward, and he just watched for a moment.

There was something different about her.

In their relationship, he almost always took the lead.

But not today.

Why not?

She had a surprise, he decided.

It was probably going to be good.

As Justin jogged to catch up to his wife, he couldn’t help but smirk and chuckle while he shook his head. For the last couple of weeks, he had suspected that there had been a rift between them. Obviously, dealing with women could be tiresome. Too often, females decided to play these ridiculous games. Instead of simply stating their opinions or asking for what they wanted, they would take the most obnoxious, elliptical ways to “communicate”.

Or worse, they might clearly state what they desired, only to sound utterly ridiculous anyway.

But if Jasmine just wanted a vacation, he could handle that. Better yet, he would have no problem throwing some money around so they could both be treated like royalty.

They headed toward the main terminal, a large trapezoid-shaped building with huge glass windows. A set of double doors slid open for them, and that’s when Justin. Around.

He quickly realized something.

The local fashion must have been incredibly important to these people because all of the men wore those silver collars.

Jasmine spotted an information desk and headed over.

“Hello,” she said. “We just landed. Are there any special security parameters we need to be aware of?”

“Ms. Carpenter,” said the woman as she scanned her screen. “No, everything looks good. You can—” Before she could finish the sentence, the security agent glanced up, saw Justin, and her eyes widened for a moment.

“Is there a problem?” Justin asked.

The woman didn’t answer him. Instead, she turned back to Jasmine and clearly directed her question at his wife, “Are you aware that your husband hasn’t yet been collared?”

“I was wondering how we could take care of that,” she replied.

Collared?

Justin started to say something, but the woman spoke over him. “It’s very easy. We have a Collaring and Grading Station just down the hall. If you think your husband is going to cause any trouble, I can assign a couple of escorts for you. Would you like that?”

“What are you even talking about?” Justin demanded. Did he really hear her correctly? Had she said something about a Collaring and Grading Station?

“Also,” continued the information officer without glancing at him or acknowledging his questions, “We can have him muzzled in the meantime if you like. New boys can be so tiresome when they whine.”

Finally, Justin glanced back at his wife as he waited for her to demonstrate the same kind of shock, surprise, or dismay.

If this was some kind of prank, it wasn’t funny!

“Do you know what’s going on here?”

Like the information officer, Jasmine ignored his question. Instead, she smiled at her husband and asked, “What do you think? Should you be muzzled for the walk down the hallway? It doesn’t look like it’s not far. Still, I don’t want you to embarrass me.”

His eyes widened to the size of quarters as he stared at her.

He kept studying Jasmine like he was waiting for her to smile or break out into some burst of laughter. But she didn’t. Instead, she looked right back at him and studied him as she waited for some sort of response.

“You didn’t answer my question,” he pointed out acidly. “What’s going on here? What are these people even talking about?”

For her part, Jasmine contemplated the different possibilities. Even as she stood there, hot excitement coursed through her body. The anticipation tickled her insides as she wondered how she should do this.

Yes, she had conducted a great deal of research, reading all about the local customs, rules, and statutes. Ultimately, they all revealed the same theme: women were in charge. In all legal, interpersonal, business, and governmental transactions, women enjoyed all advantages. In a court of law, if a woman and man disagreed, the presumption was that the woman was telling the truth. The boy must have been mistaken for one reason or another. If a woman signed a contract with a male, and they disagreed about the interpretation, her perspective would be triumphant each and every time. Even when it came to local patents and the protection of intellectual property, if a woman claimed she had the idea first, then the courts agreed.

It was law. It was precedent. It was the guiding principle behind every decision.

And now, Jasmine wondered if she should wield that exact same power and authority.

Back in the United States, she had nominally been equal with her husband throughout their marriage. Sure, she still existed in a culture where women were expected to take their husbands’ last names, and most guys had decided long ago that sexism had been solved. Worse, those same men talked about how much they hated the evil feminists since those women wouldn’t stop talking about the gender pay gap, sexual harassment, and a variety of other issues. Despite this, those boys always insisted that sexism was just an illusion now. Misogyny didn’t really exist.

If a woman didn’t get paid as much as a man for doing the same work, then it was her fault. She needed to learn to negotiate more aggressively. If she hated getting cat-called on the street, it was her fault since she hadn’t learned to shout back or accept a compliment.

Those thoughts fluttered through her head.

Jasmine started thinking of every time she had been in a class or amusing or any gathering where men started talking and suddenly her voice was drowned out. She started thinking of her first boss who told her how much prettier she would be if she just smiled more.

And that’s when she looked at the information officer and said, “Let’s muzzle him.”

By this point, a pair of tall, broad women had started marching toward the information desk.

Justin took in this detail even as he glanced back at his wife and the woman at the kiosk. “This is ridiculous. This is a joke. Right? This has to be a joke.” As he spoke, he couldn’t tell whether or not those words were supposed to be a real assertion or just some justification of what he longed to believe.

The broad women in black security uniforms strode closer and closer like they didn’t respect him. Before he could object, they grabbed his wrists, so he couldn’t even think of trying to pull away. Throughout his life, Justin had been taller and stronger than the females around him. None of them had ever been a physical threat. But now they took him by his wrists, crossed them behind his back, and that’s when he felt the zip ties slip into place. He started to pull, but the plastic binding tightened around his wrists, trapping his arms behind him.

“This is illegal! You can’t do this to me!” Justin snarled as he tried to jerk away.

One of the women stepped in front of him, and that’s when she shoved the muzzle up against his face. An oblong bit slid between his teeth and pushed down against his tongue. A mouth guard cover the lower half of his face with black leather before one of the other women grabbed the straps and yanked them back behind his head. They moved quickly and efficiently, as though they had done this dozens or hundreds of times before.

“There, there,” Jasmine said. Even as she patted him on the shoulder, she couldn’t keep the condescension out of her voice. “This is going to be a new experience, and I think you’re going to like it.”

He grunted and growled. Eyes wide, he snarled at these women like he thought he could intimidate them. He behaved like some wild animal, twisting, but the two security officers behind him both grabbed him. They could have picked him up and carried him, but they started to drag him instead.

“Thank you so much for your help,” Jasmine said.

One of the women smiled at her, “It’s our pleasure,” she said. “In fact, this is probably my favorite part of the job.”

“Mine too,” said her colleague.

“Please,” Jasmine held out her hand, “Lead the way.”

Through that quick and pleasant exchange, Justin still tried to figure out what was going on. Back in the United States, everything made sense. He could understand how and why people behave. But now, after just stepping off of this plane, everything seemed so bizarre.

The women pulled him down the corridor, and then they took him toward a set of double doors. One of them pressed a key card to the reader, and the red light turned green. He quickly spotted the sign over the door.

Male Collaring and Grading Station.

What the hell was that? What the hell did any of that mean? How could they do this?

Justin yanked on his shoulders, pulling and twisting, but these women held him tight. In their strong hands, they kept his biceps locked in place.

When Justin glanced over at his wife, he didn’t know what he expected to see. Dismay? Surprise?

Instead, she was smiling!

They took him down another hallway, and into a space that reminded him of a clinical exam room. Perhaps it was a little bit larger. A bench waited to the left. There was an empty counter and cabinets. But then he turned his head just a little more, and that’s when he saw the restraints.

“Since he hasn’t been collared yet, would you like us to strip him?”

“That sound like a good idea,” Jasmine replied. She looked right at her husband as she uttered those words.

“No!” Justin tried to howl out. Most of the noise was swallowed by the bit in his mouth and the muzzle tugging his jaw.

All three of the women ignored him.

“We can do it without tearing his clothing.”

“Don’t worry about that,” she replied. “I never liked that shirt or those pants all that much anyway.”

It was true. They had argued about the shirt on multiple occasions. As an entrepreneur, Justin didn’t believe in most of the niceties of the professional world. When he interviewed potential employees, he didn’t bother putting on a suit or a tie. On the contrary, he frequently sauntered through his office in jeans and a T-shirt. Even this collared shirt had a stain under the pocket, and there was a tear near the left side.

Even so, he liked the shirt. It was comfortable. Besides, maybe he enjoyed tormenting his wife a little by dressing like he couldn’t afford something nicer…

But now the women opened up one of the drawers, and they pulled out a pair of scissors.

Justin saw the blades, and he instinctively panicked. With the adrenaline flaring through his blood stream, he tried to throw himself at the door.

Under optimal circumstances, maybe Justin would have been able to break free, but the restraints held him back. So one of the guards just grabbed him from behind. She trapped him in braced herself perfectly, making sure he was stuck.

The second woman started to cut. She started near his waist and worked her way up along his chest.

As she shredded his shirt, she got to see the pale skin underneath.

“You should probably work out more,” she said. “Unless of course, you are looking for status as a servant. Is that what you’re doing?”

A servant?

The word sounded antiquated, like it belonged to another century or something.

Her comrade continued to work, cutting through his pants now. She slipped the blades along his belt, shredding it. Then she snipped at his boxers. Little by little, she removed his clothing until the different pieces fell away and he was naked.

The woman with the scissors sliced through the zip ties holding his hands behind his back. In fact, it happened so quickly that Justin didn’t contemplate what this freedom meant.

Hilariously, his sense of modesty prevented him from trying to break free. Since he was naked, he couldn’t leave this room! Or at least, that’s what he initially believed.

Before he could reassess, the two women grabbed him by his wrists and yanked him toward the far wall. They pulled his arms up into the air and shoved them against of the wall. Both his right and left wrists slipped into a set of restraints. His skin touched the pressure plates, so the shackles locked into place instantly.

These women weren’t done, however.

They kicked his legs apart and shoved his bare ankles against another set of pressure plates. A second set of shackles snapped, trapping him.

“Let me go! You have to let me go! This is completely and totally illegal!” Justin tried to shout back at the women. The gag, however, made it impossible for him to utter a coherent sound. Yes, he could shout and scream as much as he wanted, but they couldn’t understand him.

After just a minute or so, he slumped against the restraints.

Trapped against the wall, naked under the watchful gaze of these three women, Justin didn’t understand what was going on, but he panted through his nostrils, and he promised himself that his wife would face some pretty severe consequences for this.

“Would you like to collar him?”

The other woman opened a different drawer, and she pulled out a silver band, one that looked identical to those the other men had been wearing.

“Actually, that sounds like a lot of fun.”

“Don’t you dare!” By this point, Justin should have realized it was futile to speak. These women weren’t interested in anything he had to say, yet the words formed and jumped straight to his mouth. Unfortunately, they made it impossible for him to say anything clearly.

One of the guards handed Jasmine the collar. She studied the band, admired the weight, and studied the single hinge. It was smooth along the exterior, yet she enjoyed the sight of the different electrodes.

“The technology is pretty amazing,” said the taller of the two security agents. “Basically, that includes electrodes for electroshock discipline, a GPS tracker, and you can also monitor his health and general movement.”

“That is impressive,” Jasmine said, although the idea of shocking her husband had never really occurred to her. Within another moment, however, she like the idea for one very specific reason.

In high school, she remembered hanging out with a couple of boys, and they absolutely loved the idea of a “shock collar” for girls. Sure, the boy who prompted the idea probably just get this to surprise and horrify his female friends, but he didn’t stop. Even as the girls told him he was being disgusting, he proceeded with his miniature lecture.

“I’m not saying that women need to be punished or anything, but it makes sense. Right now, there’s one big problem with every relationship. You know what that is?” Her friend went on to answer his own question. “Equality. There’s just too much equality in most relationships. It’s pretty obvious that someone needs to be in charge. It’s just as obvious that it should be the man. Men are more rational, they can think clearly, they don’t get emotional, and they just don’t cry as much. So yeah, when a girl start stepping out of line, he should just have a little button he can press so she’ll get a quick a zap. It won’t be super painful, but it should be enough to remind her of her place.”

The girls had glared, the guys gave each other high-fives, and Jasmine had remembered to that moment. Over and over, she had told herself that this was just a joke. The boys wanted to get reactions out of the girls; they didn’t really believe it.

Did they?

As hard as she tried, she could never convince herself, not completely.

And now she had the same possibility.

“Do you have a QR reader on your phone?”

“Yeah.”

“Go ahead and scan this section,” said the guard. She pointed out the small identification key along the interior of the collar.

By this point, Justin had calmed down. He wasn’t shouting or snarling, but he kept staring at his wife as though he expected her to finally snap out of some strange delusion. Instead, she looked at him one more time. Their eyes met, and so she pulled out her phone, brought up the QR reader, and she scanned the information.

Her phone instantly paired with the collar.

Just like that, an app appeared on her phone, and it would control the different functions of his collar. After that, she slipped her device back into her purse.

Rather than speak now, Justin simply shook his head from side to side.

His meaning was clear. No! He wasn’t going to wear a collar! He wasn’t a dog. He wasn’t property. He couldn’t be treated this way!

For so long, everyone he encountered had admired him and his achievements. Even when he met other men who were especially tall, successful, handsome, well-built, or rich, they still acknowledged his authority in position.

Only now he was naked in front of his wife and a pair of strangers he didn’t even know. Worse, the security agents had handled him so easily, dragging him around like he was just some wild animal.

And now his wife held the collar.

He shook his head again and whimpered out a set of sounds. Although she couldn’t discern the exact words, it was easy for Jasmine to guess the basic meaning: Don’t do this. Please, you don’t have to do this. For once, he didn’t look domineering or controlling.

For once, he looked desperate, pathetic, and helpless.

Jasmine tried not to enjoy this. As a young woman, she had always been instructed, at least implicitly, not be this aggressive. She wasn’t supposed to be the kind of girl who pushed hard for power.

“I’m going to collar you,” she promised. And just like that, she slipped the band around his neck, she pushed the two ends together, and the device snapped together just like the shackles. The magnetic locks engaged, trapping him.

“Is there anything else we can do for you?” asked one of the security agents.

“No,” Jasmine said. “I think I’m good.”

“This facility is quite secure. Even if he manages to get out of those restraints, he won’t be able to escape on his own.” The other guard glanced at Justin and grinned, “Do you hear that, boy? You aren’t going anywhere.”

Justin glowered back at her, yet the woman didn’t seem to notice.

“If you have any trouble with the app, you can ask us or anyone else. That said, it’s pretty intuitive.”

“Do you know when the evaluator is going to be here?”

“It shouldn’t be too much longer,” said one of the women.

“Perfect. I’m looking forward to having a conversation with my husband.”

“Take your time,” said the guard as they left.

The door closed, and Justin slumped forward. Then slowly, tentatively, he looked up at his wife. He kept waiting for her to start whispering, to explain that something special, unique, or uncanny was going on here.

“You know, when I first suggested Calista, I was really worried that you would do some of your own research. But you didn’t, did you?” She smirked. “Honestly, I was pretty ambivalent about the whole thing. When a friend suggested I bring you here, I wasn’t really sure. Heck, even when the plane landed, I couldn’t really be sure what I wanted to do or how I thought we should proceed.”

He didn’t say anything. He looked at her, his eyes wide and imploring, but he knew better than to try to speak. Maybe if he made enough noise, he might be able to interrupt her, but he was starting to settle into the powerlessness of his situation. His ego would recover, she knew, but Jasmine could enjoy his humility while it lasted.

“Now, seeing you bound and in that collar, naked and on display, I know I made the right choice for both of us.”

She stepped forward, reached out, and brushed her fingers along his cheek and down his neck.

Justin immediately jerked his head away, but she just laughed. Yes, he could stretch and strain all he liked, but he would remain trapped and powerless right there until someone—a woman—decided to free him. Even then, the silver band would remain locked around his neck.

“Now, are you ready to get started?”

That’s when she drew her phone from her purse and held it up. With the screen facing him, she clicked the on the side, waking up the screen. He could see the details on the app.

The device monitored his blood pressure, a small map icon indicated his location, and then there was the button to shock him.

“When I first started reading about Calista, I saw some really interesting articles about female leadership, especially at home. The shock collars are pretty standard, but some women prefer a more intimate approach. What do you think of that, Justin? Should I try something more intimate?”

Even as she asked, she reveled in the way his cheeks started to cloud a shade of red. Most people wouldn’t have noticed, but she was his wife, so she knew how to read his every expression and reaction.

The fantasies had been one thing, but this was completely different. She actually had her husband chained to a wall, bound, nude, and helpless.

Better yet, he was about to be graded!

As hard as he tried, he couldn’t get his temper under control. He thrashed against his restraints, throwing his body from side to side, but the security agents had done an excellent job. Whether he liked it or not, Justin wasn’t going anywhere!

She continued, “There are other ways to punish a disobedient boy. In fact, there are so many ways to instill discipline. I could paddle you. What do you think of that?”

Paddle him? The idea seemed archaic and impossible.

He was Justin Finn! He couldn’t be paddled!

Then she had an even worse idea, “Or I could spank you. Would you like that? Would you like to be spread across my lap, face down and powerless as I spank that ass of yours?”

He grunted back at her through his muzzle.

She decided to tease him, “What’s that? You want me to spank you? You want to be helpless across my lap? Is that how you want to be punished? Okay!” She clapped her hands together. “We can make that happen!”

Justin yanked on his wrists. He attempted to kick out with his legs. She watched as his muscles flexed and flared.

He wasn’t imperfect physical condition, so she marveled at how his different parts of his body moved. His muscles flexed. Other spots shivered.

Tilting her head to the side, she wondered if she should put him on a diet and maybe an exercise routine. Throughout their relationship, she had always put more effort into her appearance, but that had always been expectation, hadn’t it? A man could get pudgy, and it would be fine. He could still be respected, so long as he was professionally successful. But a woman, even one who wielded power, would always need to be attractive in one way or another.

“Yes,” she said. “There’s going to be to be a lot more discipline.”

Tentatively now, she stepped forward.

This almost felt like a zoo. And even if she was confident that her husband was utterly powerless, she needed to touch him.

Jasmine glanced over her shoulder at the doorway. She kept expecting the greater to appear.

Throughout her life, she had always been told that she needed to be a good girl. She had to follow the rules. And yet, her heart started beating faster, and this felt somehow reckless or rebellious.

Then she reached up, and she reminded herself that this was Calista, she had absolute authority here, and so she could touch this boy however she liked.

He belonged to her.

Breathing out slowly, she thought her husband might like to know this, “Since we’re married, you’re my property by default.”

His brows creased as he absorbed those words. It must’ve been impossible for him to recognize. Before we landed, I made sure to email the local authorities a copy of our wedding certificate. One corner of her mouth grows into a precocious smile, “This way, they can know that if you run off, they can bring you back to me. Then again, I don’t think that’s going to be likely, not while you’re wearing this.” She reached up and tapped his collar.

“It’s funny. The locals might remain largely isolationist, but they certainly love their technologies. Years ago, it would have been a lot easier for boys to run off. I wonder if that is making them more obedient.” She shook her head like it didn’t really matter.

“I’m not too concerned about the other males on this island. I’m thinking primarily about you, Justin.”

Now she touched his chest.

Her fingers brushed down his pectorals, along his stomach, all the way to his puke this, then his cock and balls.

She had never found male genitals to be especially beautiful or aesthetically pleasing. From a purely artistic perspective, she actually thought women were more attractive, although she could acknowledge the pleasure that her husband could give her with his fingers, his mouth, and his shaft.

Of course, he insisted that he was always busy with his company, which meant he had never been a particularly generous lover.

That would need to change, she decided right there.

Because she could, she opted to tease him. The possibility jumped into her head, and then she made the decision right there. She didn’t need to think about it. She didn’t need to consider it. Instead, she followed it instinct, stepped closer, and he glared at her.

The paddling could wait. Or maybe she’d settle on controlling him with the collar.

It was obvious that Justin thought he might be able to intimidate her.

Before all of this, he had occasionally loomed over her, standing close by, looking down at her with a dark, hooded expression, and she would shiver.

He would feel so predatory as he stood right there.

In those instances, he didn’t need to do anything. He didn’t need to say anything either.

Only now it was her turn to grin at him, “I can do whatever I want with you.” She proved it by cutting his balls in the palm of her hand. Her fingers started to play along that soft sack before her touch wandered upward.

In the next moment, her fingers slid along the base of his manhood. With one fingertip, she traced to circle around his cock. Then she glided her palm along his length only she made a point of telling him, “You like this. I know you do. You’re my husband. You’re my boy. I know all about you. I have always been a good wife, which means I have watched you. I have studied you, Justin. I know exactly who you are and what you need.”

He glared at her. At the same time, he bit down into the rubber wedged between his teeth.

She gave him a squeeze, and an involuntary groan of pleasure rippled through his body.

“That’s right,” she said. “Even now, I’m holding you captive, and how do you react? You get horny. Boys can’t help themselves, can they? This is who you are. This is what you need. It’s or biological imperative. When sex is a possibility, he stopped thinking clearly.” She clicked her tongue and shook her head, “Men have never been serious about leadership. That’s why it’s time for you to give it up.”

His nostrils twitched, and he pulled to the left, then the right. His muscles tensed and clenched.

“I could get you off right now,” she said. Then she leaned over here. “Right now, I bet you’re thinking about a blow job. I bet you would love to be in this position with me on my knees, gently worshiping your cock with my mouth. I want you to know something, Justin. That is never, ever going to happen again. But you will go down on me. Lots.”

That’s when the door opened, and she expected some jolt of fear to race through her body. Instead, a new kind of confidence seemed to fill her.

“Good afternoon,” Jasmine said with a warm smile.

A woman in a white lab coat, a blue blouse, and jeans sauntered into the room. A little bit taller and broader than Jasmine, she had her blonde hair tied into a loose bun. She wore glasses, smile, and held a tablet under one arm.

“Hello,” said the newcomer. “I’m Selena, and I’m here to grade this boy.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Jasmine Carpenter and her husband, Justin Carpenter?”

“Technically, he goes by Justin Finn.”

“That’s cute,” Selena said, “But we generally don’t allow males to use their bachelor names unless they receive special dispensation from their wives. But hey, I guess that’s you, so would you rather we refer to him as Justin Finn?”

“What do you think about that, Justin?” Jasmine asked as she turned back to the bound boy trapped against the wall.

For a moment, he stopped struggling. Instead, he seemed to realize that thrashing, bucking, and those wild motions to the left or right wouldn’t convey anything useful. Instead, he tried something else.

He glared at his wife. In that moment, he tried to communicate every possible threat and the potential consequences of his displeasure. If he could speak, he probably would have said something like, “I am your husband, and I’m not going to let you treat me like this. You damn well know what my last name is.”

Obviously, he couldn’t utter a single one of those words, but they were easy to imagine, especially from this vaunted CEO.

Jasmine matched his gaze for several long seconds. Then she slowly turned back to Selena, the grader. “That’s right. This is Justin Carpenter, my husband.”

His cheeks reddened a little more, his eyes widened again, and then he tried to concentrate his anger. His muscles clenched, but he didn’t pull or twist this time. Instead, he narrowed his eyes at her and tried to focus all of his aggression down on his wife, a woman who hardly noticed.

“Has anyone discussed the process with you?” Selena asked as she held up her tablet. First, she took a picture of Justin. Then her fingers started to swipe at the different menus.

“I read about it a little bit online,” Jasmine answered. “But if you wouldn’t mind going over it, I would really appreciate it.”

“There are two primary categories when it comes to a grading. Now, considering that you just arrived, this will be the initial setup. If you’re happy with his score, you can leave it. If you would like to train him and have him reassessed later, that is also a possibility, but it is entirely at your discretion.”

“I see,” she said. “And what are those two main categories?”

“A boy can be classified as a servant or a stallion. Both should be well-trained and obedient on this island. Otherwise, the consequences can be pretty severe for disobedient boys.” The grader glanced meaningfully at Justin.

He did his best not to reveal any kind of fear, yet Justin was starting to recognize the very simple fact that he had no authority here. These women, it seemed, could do whatever they liked with him, and he had no idea how to stop them.

“And what does that mean?” Actually, Jasmine had a pretty good handle on this part, but she wanted her boy to hear it.

“A stallion is a male who is essentially a sexual plaything. These are the boys who possesses the spirit, personality, and physical attributes of a sex slave. They’re impressive in terms of their genitals, especially their length and girth.” As Selena explained all of this, she spoke with clinical precision, as though she had made these points many times before. “These are the men who serve most often in the bedroom. They generally don’t wear chastity cages, and they’re taken whenever their owners or guardians crave some attention. They can serve as masseuses, decorations, or sex slaves—like I said before.”

“What about the other classification?” At this point, she glanced over at Justin.

His cheeks had darkened before, only now they started to turn pale. Good. He was scared.

Jasmine couldn’t help herself; she ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth. She savored that look of uncertainty on his face.

For a very long time, Justin had been confident when it came to pretty much everything he attempted. Back in the United States and even most of the world, Justin and other men like him had confidence. They knew that they could succeed in the system. Before them, a majority of the most powerful individuals had been men.

But here, boys didn’t stand a chance, and he was starting to figure that out.

“What about servants?” Jasmine asked as she clarified the point.

“Servants are the boys who are less well physically endowed. They are shorter, smaller, and just generally unimpressive. But don’t worry,” Selena shifted her perspective and glanced over at Justin. “Servants can be just as valuable. These are the boys who cook, clean, and generally make our lives much easier. As far as women are concerned, there’s no real hierarchy. Stallions and servants are both owned. They’re both property. Some servants can be incredibly valuable, especially if they demonstrate a knack for anticipating their owners’ needs. At the same time, stallions can be bought and sold for some rather impressive sums, so long as they are expert at giving pleasure.”

Justin heard all of this, and he couldn’t believe it.

The idea that he had been kidnapped and restrained by a group of crazy women made sense. But now he was hearing about this elaborate system, one that seemed to be built into the fabric of this culture and community?

No way.

This couldn’t be happening.

It had to be a nightmare.

“Yes,” Jasmine said as she guessed her husband’s thoughts. “This is happening. And this woman is going to evaluate you. If you don’t mind my asking, what are the criteria?”

“Height, girth and length, general physical appearance, dedication, and his obedience.”

“That’s quite a bit,” Jasmine said.

“Height is pretty straightforward. Most women want someone who is little bit taller, though that isn’t always the case. Like anything else when it comes to art or livestock, commodities very depending on the fashion of the time.”

“That makes sense,” Jasmine said. Listening to the casual ease with which Selena objectified the men of Calista made Jasmine shiver with excitement. “Personally, I’m very happy with his height.”

“It still affects the grading,” Selena said.

“Of course, of course. I wouldn’t want to do anything to unduly influence the score he receives.”

“I appreciate that,” Selena said. “Sometimes, there are arguments or conflicts.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. I mean, boys can sell for quite a bit of money, so a woman might really want to make sure that her brother or a childhood friend is classified as a Stallion Alpha Plus. A score like that can be really valuable, especially if the current crop of boys includes a bunch of Servants Beta or below.”

“I don’t have any plans to sell my boy right now,” she said.

His eyes widened, and the moisture drained away from his mouth when he heard those words. Justin could hardly believe it. How could his wife talk about selling him?

His expression was so easy to read! Jasmine was having so much fun playing with him. In fact, she reached out and placed her hand on his chest. Sure enough, his heart was pounding.

He was scared. That was so cute!

“That will probably make this easier,” Selena agreed.

“Then his girth and length are also relevant. As you know, some women are smaller and might prefer a male slave with a proportionally-sized cock. Then there are others who like to show off. These are the women who want someone who is as big and as impressive as possible.”

“I suppose so,” Jasmine said.

“His physical condition is also relevant,” she said. “This might be a question of endurance, but it does affect his aesthetic value. If you intended to keep your boy naked and on display for long periods of time, you probably want him to be in better shape.”

“Isn’t that always a requirement?”

“For women who were born here, pretty much yes. I mean, if we’re talking about using the boys as decorations. That said, I’ve also met a few foreigners such as yourself. I know one woman who likes to visit with her husband, and she will keep him on display in her home throughout the entirety of their visits.”

Justin absorbed those words. Yes, the color faded away from his cheeks completely now.

Jasmine saw this, so she couldn’t quite help herself as she taunted him, “What do you think of that, Justin? Do you think you could stand around all day?”

Selena smiled sympathetically, “Standing up isn’t a challenge for these boys.”

“Really?”

“That’s right. You can get them special harnesses to help them remain upright without any problem. Also, there are display cases that include a set of restraints for them.”

Jasmine smiled and turned back to her husband. “What do you think of that, Mr. Carpenter?” She loved the way he flinched when she used his “bachelor name”. “Would you like me to put you on display?”

Something in him must’ve broken because he actually shook his head from side to side. With a wicked little chuckle, she nodded to herself as she considered the possibilities and what his fate might actually be.

It was a heady, intoxicating idea to realize she had so much control over him.

“What else?”

“Dedication is an important factor to consider,” Selena said next. “Essentially, this is a question of the degree to which he genuinely wishes to please his owner. Usually, dedication comes into play when a woman might decide to enslave her best friend from childhood or someone she actually loves.”

“I love you, Justin,” Jasmine said. For good measure, she winked at the trapped boy.

“The final consideration is obedience. This one is pretty straightforward. He may not be dedicated to his owner, but to what degree will he follow her commands. On the flip side, we can also ask how resistant he might be to certain commands.”

“So, this boy is brand-new to this island. I don’t think it would be a good idea to release him from his restraints.”

“Really? Why not?” Selena asked.

“Well, just look at him. He’s obviously going to fight if we let him go.”

At that point, Justin chuckled. Finally, his wife was making some sense. Because yes, absolutely, he would struggle, fight, and beat his way out of that facility. He would jump on an airplane and fly right back to the United States. He didn’t care if he had to pilot the damn thing himself!

“I see in his file that this is his first time. Yes, you’re right. Some struggles and some reluctance will be pretty much inevitable when we first release him from his restraints. That said, you have configured your phone to punish him, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Jasmine said, only her voice lacked any real certainty.

“As a certified grader, my equipment is also connected to every collar on the island.”

“Every collar? Really? That means you can just punish any guy you want?”

Selena smiled and glanced at down. “It’s not quite that simple. I would never punish someone else’s boy without permission or unless he had truly misbehaved.”

“I see,” she said.

“Think of boys as children or pets. They need to be obedient, but we generally trust one another to take care of them. Keep in mind, a disobedient boy, especially out in public, is fairly rare.”

“Really?” Jasmine asked.

It made sense. Calista had been ruled by women for quite some time. The boys born here were raised to accept female supremacy. Women were smarter, stronger, and more intuitive. With these incredible advantages, it made sense that they would take charge. Along the way, the boys would learn to accept this. Better yet, they would learn to embrace it.

Even if this all seemed very logical to Jasmine, she had still grown up in the United States, a place where boys routinely played out their angry power fantasies in so many of their games, books, and movies.

“Definitely,” Selena reassured her. “Honestly, I’ve only ever punished a boy that I didn’t directly own once or twice.”

“So what about Justin here?”

“After a couple of electrical shocks, I’m sure he’ll become much more amenable. Isn’t that right, Justin?”

Selena addressed him directly, so he intended to make sure this woman understood that he wasn’t like the others. He didn’t care who she had encountered her what she had done. He wasn’t going to give in!

Those promises glowed bright behind his eyes even as he grunted and snarled through his muzzle.

If he intended to intimidate Selena, it wasn’t going to work.

She stepped up to him, cocked her head to the side, and asked, “Really? Is that what you’re going to do? You’re going to growl like a wild animal? You know, wild animals go in cages for a reason.” Then she reached up and tapped his cheek before stepping back.

“I think it would be best if we gave him a taste before we release him from the restraints. Would you like to do the honors or should I?”

Jasmine glanced back at her husband. She considered this for several long seconds. In the meantime, he glowered at her with all of the ferocity and bitterness he could muster.

And yet, it wasn’t that impressive.

In a board meeting or at the head of a conference table, perhaps he could have leaned forward, braced his fingertips against the tabletop, and offered some great speech. But here, he was bound and naked.

He was also full of potential, not that he understood this. She could really see herself sculpting this man into anything she liked…

“I’ll do it,” Jasmine finally said.

He glared at her and shook his head from side to side.

Then she pulled out her phone, she opened the app, and she saw the icon right there. She tapped it and expected him to jump. Instead, another menu opened up.

She could indicate the strength of the electrical shock he received and even program in automatic punishments. They could be set based on specific criteria like his location or the speed at which he moved.

“Wow,” she said. “These options are pretty incredible.”

“We’ve been thinking about this for a wild. We have lots of app designers who focus on making sure the boys of the island remain obedient.”

“That’s incredible,” Jasmine said. “What setting should I use first?”

“One is the lowest. Ten is the highest. It’s up to you. How badly do you want to punish him?”

“What do you think, Justin? How badly do I want to punish you?”

This time, he remained frozen in place, either because he intended to save his strength or he didn’t want to show any hint of fear. Either way, he remained immobile and stoic.

Jasmine set the app to three and hit the button at the bottom of the menu.

He twitched, squirming. A little growl left his throat.

“Not too bad,” Jasmine said. “Let’s try a five.”

His eyes widened with fear for a moment, and she had the button. He threw his head back, raised his chin, and growled out.

When he looked at her again, his eyes were wet.

Jasmine almost expected some flair of sympathy or mercy. She did love her husband, after all, only she remembered the many times he had teased and demeaned her. He had always gone on and on about how his work was more important. His ambitions and goals generated more money, so of course they mattered more than anything she attempted…

Her nostrils twitched just a little as she thought about all of that and his haughty attitude. She hit the button again. The setting remained at five, electricity sizzled through his body, and he started struggling now.

Then it came to an end, so Jasmine strode up to him. “We’re going to let you out of these restraints. I expect you to behave yourself while you’re graded. Understand, boy?”

“You sound just like a native,” Selena clearly meant those words as a compliment.

“Thank you,” Jasmine said. She turned back to her husband. “Nod your head because you’re going to be a good boy for us.”

For a moment, Justin thought he needed to rebel against of these females, if only to demonstrate his strength and durability. Seriously, he wasn’t going to let a couple of zaps drain away his independence or ferocity. He was a man! He knew how to fight!

And yet, Justin was also a strategist, so he knew he had to be smart about this.

Other guys would have thrown a tantrum, thrashing and bucking around some more. But this was his opportunity. If they let him out, he might be able to get the collar off. Better yet, he could get the tablet away from the bitch in the lab coat, and he knew he could slap Jasmine’s phone out of her hand.

Yeah, he had to cooperate.

He nodded his head. He tried to look sullen and reluctant as he did so.

Only then Jasmine lifted the phone up while she studied his eyes. Then he had to watch as she brought her finger back down against her screen. She touched the icon at the bottom, and another jolt of electricity exploded through his body. It may have started at the collar centered on his neck, but the pain flashed through his skin. It seemed to snap through him, everywhere at once!

“How did you know he was lying?” Selena asked.

“I’m his wife. I know exactly what he’s thinking. Don’t I, Justin?”

He snarled and threw himself forward. This time, his temper slipped, and he tried to fight against the mental manacles. The shackles held him against the wall, bounded helpless. He could wiggle and squirm, but that was all.

His wife delivered another dose. And another after that!

Finally, the fight seemed to drain away from him.

Now she touched the underside of his chin two fingers, and she forced him to look up at her. Her eyes focused on his as she explained, “I’ve been thinking about this for quite a while. And I want you to know right now that I’m enjoying myself. I like knowing that I can put you under my thumb. Now you are going to behave. This isn’t a question. You are not going to try to fight because you know you’re going to lose.”

He inhaled like he thought he might be able to respond.

“You love to go on about how you are this great strategist. Prove it and accept the fact that you’re cornered, trapped, and powerless.”

Finally, he shoulders slumped, and he realized his wife was telling the truth. These women had him, so they could do whatever they liked with him.

“Now I think he understands,” Jasmine finally said.

Selena took her word for it, activated the restraint system on her tablet, and so the manacles automatically retracted, sliding back into their open position.

Justin fell forward, only he managed to catch himself at the last moment. The idea of collapsing onto his hands and knees in front of these women would have been too much, so he stood up straight.

Immediately, he started to reach for the clasps on his muzzle. He needed to get the stupid thing off so he could actually talk to his wife!

“Stop,” Jasmine commanded instead.

Another wild thrill ran through her body when he actually froze.

She hadn’t expected that.

Only then their eyes met, and he started to reach for the release. He needed to get this thing off, and he was willing to disobey her.

That’s why she pressed the button again. It was just a light tap, easy and effortless. Another shock shot through his body, slamming into him. But this time, he couldn’t rely on the restraints to keep him up right, so he fell to his knees.

In the next moment, as his vision cleared and the pain started to fade, Jasmine stepped in front of him. She brushed her fingers up the ridge of his nose, between his eyes, and along his forehead. From there, she nudged him back so that he had to look at her. “You don’t want to misbehave, Justin. You want to be an obedient boy. Now, you’re going to stand up, and if you behave yourself, I might take the muzzle off of you. I might.” She reiterated those last two words for extra emphasis.

His lungs pumped, forcing his chest to rise and fall as he glared at her.

This boy radiated aggression, but he had been collared. More importantly, he had been disciplined several times now, which made it hard for him to follow his impulses.

“Are you ready?” Jasmine asked.

He probably didn’t see any other choice since he nodded his head down and up.

She stepped behind him, loosened the clasp, and pulled the muzzle out.

“Quiet,” Selena commanded.

Somehow, Justin maintained his silence. He didn’t make a sound. Then the grader commanded, “Stand up. Hold your hands behind your back. Look straight ahead.”

His nostrils twitched, but he obeyed. He rose to his feet, and he crossed his wrists. At the same time, he contemplated exactly how he might be able to make his escape attempt. He didn’t know very much about Selena, but he expected his wife to freeze up at any sign of violence.

So yeah, he had to grab the tablet from the woman in the lab coat first. Then he could take Jasmine’s cell phone. After that, he could figure out what his next steps would be…

“It’s not going to work,” Jasmine whispered. She leaned over and kept her voice low, “I know what you’re thinking. You want to try to fight us, but it’s not going to work.”

“What makes you so sure?”

This time, another zap exploded through his body, but it wasn’t from Jasmine.

“I told you to be quiet,” Selena reminded him.

He snapped his gaze back in her direction, but she seemed utterly unfazed. She had probably seen bigger, more vicious men than Justin, so a boy like him couldn’t possibly frighten her.

“Let’s start with height,” Selena said. She reached into her lab coat pocket, pulled out a measuring tape, and said, “Put your hands at your sides and stand up straight. Chest out.”

Justin couldn’t believe this was happening. More to the point, he kept waiting for some ideal moment when he might be able to act.

Instead, he posed for this woman as she started grading him.

Deep down, he didn’t really believe something like this could be possible. And yet, she dropped the measuring tape, and then she held it up. She took his measurements, entered them into his file on her tablet, and then she smirked.

“Not bad,” she said.

Even as she started grading him, Justin tensed as he thought of how he had done the exact same thing to so many women, especially lately. In fact, he had stepped into one set of intern interviews and pretended to listen to the answers. In the end, he decided to hire the two college girls who were the most attractive.

That was it. Maybe they were brilliant. Maybe they were nothing but ditzy airheads. Either way, he picked them because of their shiny hair, smooth features, big breasts, and narrow waists.

“Let’s check your genitals,” Selena said next.

Turning back to his wife, Justin said, “You can’t be serious. Please, you can’t let her do this to me.”

“Why not? Women get evaluated all the time. Hell, there are tons of beauty pageants for girls.”

The moisture drained away from his mouth, especially because he glanced back at Selena. She arched an eyebrow and made it clear she could give him another jolt of electricity. If he didn’t want that to happen, then he needed to cooperate.

“Arms behind your back,” she instructed.

He crossed his wrists and stood there.

Worse, his shaft remained hard.

She held up at the measuring tape, grinned at him, stepped forward, and it took all of his self-control to remain in place.

This couldn’t be happening. It couldn’t be real. Those denials flashed through his head as he slipped into wild fantasies of escape. In his imagination, he would knock the measuring tape from her hand, slammed down on her tablet, and kick it beneath his heel, shattering the screen. From there, he might grab Jasmine and drag her out into the hallway.

What then?

Even though this was just a fantasy, he already knew the truth. Those security officers would stop him. They would shock him, knocking the fight out of him with one burst of electrocution. He would go down, they would restrain him, and he would soon find himself as a captive once again.

“Not bad,” Selena announced. “Pretty much average. Maybe a little small.” From there, she started measuring his eyes, his calves, his biceps and the outline of his chest.

“You’re being pretty obedient right now, but would you like to tell me about your dedication? Would you like to tell me about how eager you are to serve your owner?” Selena inquired.

He blinked and stared at her for several long seconds. Then he glanced over at Jasmine, but his wife simply smirked like this was all very entertaining.

He gulped and stated flatly, “I’m not a slave. I don’t have an owner!”

“That’s what I thought,” Jasmine said.

“I’m going to need to review the data a little bit more, but I’m giving him a preliminary rank of Servant Delta Plus.”

“What does that mean?”

“Shush,” Selena said to him.

“Thank you for your help,” Jasmine replied. Apparently, she was already familiar with the different ranks a boy could achieve.

“In the meantime, I recommend you have him put in chastity before you take him back to your condominium.”

“Chastity?” Jasmine asked.

“It’s common practice for the servants. The stallions need to be free since their owners might want to take advantage of their accouterments and natural endowments at a moment’s notice. With a servant boy, especially if that’s how you decide to treat him, then there really isn’t any point. Besides, if you demand immediate gratification, he always has his lips and tongue.”

“This is ridiculous. You can’t talk about me like I’m a—” Justin intended to say more, only the evaluator tapped a button on her tablet, and the electricity roared through his body. He couldn’t tell whether or not it was more intense than what Jasmine had done to him, but he collapsed anyway. For that instant, he lost his sense of place and time.

The next thing he knew, he was on his knees.

“I like the idea,” Jasmine finally said.

His face was flushed, he was down on all fours, panting as he tried to fill his lungs. Now he jerked his head back in her direction. Their eyes locked on to one another, and she slowly turned her attention back to the evaluator. “If you don’t mind, can you tell the front desk that we’re going to need a chastity cage for my husband here?”

“Absolutely,” Selena replied. “That said, I think we should make sure he’s restrained before I leave.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” Jasmine agreed. She turned back to the boy on the floor. “Go back to the restraints.”

“You’re insane if you think I’m going to—” His words were once again swallowed by that cry of painful dismay. He was already down on all fours, which meant he couldn’t fall any farther, but he cried out when the next blast of voltage shot through his body.

Again, everything morphed into pain.

He couldn’t see. He couldn’t think.

“These boys are silly. They never really understand how responsibility works,” Selena said with a click of her tongue.

“What do you mean?” Jasmine asked.

Both women made this sound like a casual conversation; it wasn’t a really a big deal. So what if a boy needed to be shocked over and over again?

“It’s important that you avoid feeling any kind of guilt over punishing him. I know that can be difficult for people who are new to Calista.” Selena glanced down at him, and her expression hardened for a moment. “Just think about it this way. He keeps asking for this. It’s his responsibility. If he didn’t want to get shocked, then he would just behave himself. Isn’t that right, Justin?”

“Screw you!” roared the stubborn CEO.

She hit another button. Fresh electricity flashed through his body.

“Isn’t that right, Justin?” Selena inquired for a second time.

“Go to hell!”

She shocked him again.

By this point, he could barely speak. His thoughts were scattered and broken, the ideas refused to fit together, and he had no idea what he could do or say with this collar locked around his throat. Tentatively, he reached up, but both women were watching, so he dropped both of his hands back down onto the floor.

“Isn’t that right, Justin?” Selena asked for a third time.

His bottom lip shook, but he didn’t force himself to speak. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t shove the words out onto the air.

Selena prompted him again. As she did so, her fingertip hovered above the tablet. “If you don’t want to get shocked, then you would behave yourself. Isn’t that right?”

He bowed his head down.

“Yes,” he said in a small voice.

“Louder,” she commanded.

It was obvious she’d win. If he had any sense of strategy, then he would have simply acquiesced.

Perhaps Justin could have made himself feel better by reminding himself that he didn’t really have any choice. The longer he persisted in defying the evaluator, the more he would be punished. In that sense, it really was his choice…

“Yes,” he said, a little louder.

“Say it. Say all of it.”

As Jasmine watched of this, she marveled at her reaction. Hot pleasure coursed through her. It was exciting! She kept waiting for some trill of guilt to sound deep within her psyche, but that didn’t happen.

On the contrary, she and Selena seemed to wield absolute power over him, and that was truly intoxicating.

Jasmine didn’t intend to be unnecessarily cruel or hurtful, yet she still enjoyed every second of this. Besides, the more she thought about it, the more she concluded that Selena was absolutely right. If he didn’t want to be punished, that he simply had to cooperate. It was simple. It was easy.

They weren’t asking him to run a marathon or to build a monument on his own. All they expected was a little bit of surrender.

Finally, he delivered, “If, if I didn’t want to be punished, then I wouldn’t misbehave.”

“Close enough,” Selena said. She stepped over to him, patted him on the head, all while he glared at her with undisguised rage.

“I’ll be back in a minute. In the meantime, you should make sure he’s restrained so we can lock him up without any trouble.”

Selena disappeared from the room.

“Don’t even think about it,” Jasmine said to him. She had her phone out, and she was ready to incapacitate him with another storm of electricity if he provoked her.

“Can we talk?” Justin tried instead.

“We can talk as soon as you get back into your restraints.” She sounded very kind and diplomatic as she uttered those words. This was a counter proposal.

“Why are you doing this?” Justin demanded. His volume started to rise as the anger flared through his voice.

“Go get back in the restraints like an obedient boy,” she said.

Obedient boy. Wow. That was powerful! She loved uttering those words. Better yet, there was something so enticing and amazing about the look of fear that flashed across his face.

This was Justin, after all, the king of his domain. And yet, he was finally starting to figure out what it meant to be powerless.

He climbed up onto his feet, and she wiggled the phone up in the air. Again, she made it clear that she could punish him quite easily. He might imagine some scenario where he could grab the phone, but it wouldn’t work that way. Instead, the signal would jump from her phone to his collar, the electricity would burn through his body, and he would find himself down on his back or maybe on his stomach.

Either way, she would still be in charge.

“I’m not getting back in his restraints,” he said, practically daring her.

Jasmine didn’t hesitate.

With a newfound confidence, she tapped the button. He got zapped, he cried out, and he just barely managed to stay on his feet.

“I don’t like seeing this happen to you,” she said. “That’s why I want you to get back into your restraints.”

His lips parted, and she stepped closer. At the same time, she pulled her phone behind her back. He knew her thumb was so right there, less than an inch above the screen…

“Fine,” he said. “But if I do, will you talk to me?”

She said nothing, but perhaps she answered with a slight nod of her head. Then again, this could have been his imagination.

Justin turned his back on her. He faced to the restraints, raised his head, and he walked over to the manacles. He turned around again, lifted his arms, and he kept waiting for some brilliant flash of inspiration. There had to be some way for him to avoid this. The idea of getting trapped against the wall again, especially after that ridiculous “grading” made him want to hit something.

That girl called him a servant! A servant!

Justin was the kind of guy who could have gone to any city, hit a club, thrown around some impressive cash, and gotten girls half his age to hit on him. They would be throwing themselves at him, showing off their cleavage, flipping their hair, smiling coquette initially, all in the hopes of attracting his attention.

But now he was naked. Now they were calling him a servant?

He raised his hands, but he couldn’t push his arms against the pressure plate. Some sense of dignity or self-respect held him back. Then his wife surprised him. She stepped forward, put her hands on his forearms, and then she pushed.

Just like that, his wrists hit the pressure sensors again, and the manacles snapped into place.

Locked against of the wall, he pulled against the shackles. He probably should have paid more attention to his ankles. She nudged the right one into position. Another metal band locked into place. Then she did the same with his left ankle. Just like that, she trapped him completely.

Arms and legs spread, his body on display, he was trapped.

“Fine. I’m restrained,” he complained. “Can we talk now?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “So long as you are appropriately respectful, then I won’t have to gag you.”

His eyes widened.

“Appropriately respectful? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“I’m your wife,” she said sweetly. “That means you have to respect my authority.”

“This is crazy!” Justin shouted back at her.

As an entrepreneur, he liked to view himself as flexible. He perpetually wished to believe that he could adapt to any situation or scenario. And yet, he could barely keep his temper contained as he glowered at her.

“This is crazy,” she said, sounding just as sweet as before. “This is Calista.”

For the next few seconds, it seemed like he couldn’t contemplate what that truly meant. His head fell forward, and he glared down at the floor, especially because Jasmine had her hands on her hips. She seemed completely relaxed, like this was supposed to be normal or acceptable.

Finally, he found something to ask, “How do we get out of here?”

“What are you talking about? We’re on vacation. We are going to

leave when we’re ready.”

“But we are going to leave, right?”

“Absolutely,” she said.

“When?”

“When I’m ready,” she replied.

Justin opened his mouth to shout. He needed to make a demand, only the restraints around his wrists and ankles made it abundantly clear that she wasn’t interested in his perspective, point of view, beliefs or opinions.

Rather than make a demand he couldn’t enforce, Justin swallowed back his anger for another heartbeat or two. “Why?”

Clearly, Jasmine knew exactly what he meant, but she decided to toy with him. She batted her eyes and even reached up to twirl a few rogue strands of hair around one finger. “What do you mean?”

“Why did you do this? Why did you ambush me?”

“Because I’ve been thinking about our relationship for a while now.”

“What are you talking about? Our relationship is great!”

“Do you think I’m blind?” She dropped the vacuous façade. “Do you think I’m stupid?”

Naked and powerless, Justin could only wait for her to express herself. He stayed quiet, and he tried to listen even though the urge to make one demand after another continue to resonate between his ears.

“I’m talking about your new interns. I’m talking about your assistant. I’m talking about the way you talk to women now. Look, maybe it has taken me too long to notice, but you are different.”

“I still don’t know what you’re talking about you I haven’t been rude to anyone. I haven’t—”

“Justin,” she interrupted, “this isn’t a debate. This isn’t a conference call where you can convince investors to give you more money. This is me telling you what has happened. I’m not interested in your excuses.”

As she made those points, Justin felt some of the strength drain away from his limbs. He couldn’t help it, not when he suspected that she might have been right. When he first started his business, he had treated his female and male employees equally. As far as he was concerned, he only cared about success.

But now?

“Okay,” he said. “You’re right. You’re right, and I’m sorry. I have messed up. But we can go home now. I swear, I’m going to change. Okay? Things are going to be the way you remember them.”

Jasmine studied this boy for several more seconds, her lips parted, and it looked like she was about to say something, only then the door opened, and a young woman with short cropped black hair stepped into the room.

“I’m here with a chastity cage,” she announced. “Hi,” she said, glancing over at Jasmine. “My name is Becky. If you like, I can lock him up, or you can do it if you prefer.”

“He’s still hard,” Jasmine said as she glanced back at her husband. “Is that going to be a problem?”

Hot blush coursed along his body now. Before, it had been subtle. Now the red heat seemed to spread down his skin, especially as this in turn studied him. She looked exactly like the kind of girl he might have hired back at the office…

Only here, she held a metal tube with different connectors and a lock.

He didn’t need to be an adroit strategist to figure out what was going to happen next.

“No problem,” Becky replied. She sounded cheerful. With every word, she almost chirped.

“Then I think you can do it,” Jasmine said.

His eyes widened, and he shook his head from side to side. At this point, he may not have been muzzled, but something about the presence of these two women made it impossible for him to resist or fight back.

“Okay,” Becky said. She walked over to the boy, looked at him, and asked, “I know you’re new to slavery, but do you have manual control over your equipment?”

He didn’t know what to say; he didn’t know how to respond.

He managed to remain silent for several more seconds, but then he snarled out, “You can’t get away with this! I don’t know how you people live your lives, but I don’t want this. I’m not a slave, and I never agreed to any of this!”

“Wow. I can see why he got such a low score,” Becky said before asking, “Would you like me to muzzle him for you?”

Jasmine stepped right in front of him. She looked into his eyes and touched one finger to the tip of his nose. That made him stop for just a moment.

“Justin,” she said, “I’m going to punish you if you make another sound.”

“You can’t do this!”

True to her word, she delivered another electrical burst. And another after that! For good measure, she tapped the icon on her screen a third time.

With every wave of pain, Justin cried out. His eyes were wet now, his lungs pumped, it felt like he could barely move.

“Still hard,” Becky said. But then she had a small bowl, one neither Justin nor Jasmine had noticed before.

Becky pinched a piece of ice, and then she held it to the base of his cock. She squeezed it there in place, making sure it stayed even as he jerked his hips from side to side. Shouting out again, he practically squealed. “It’s always so funny,” Becky said. “These boys like to insist they’re so big and strong, but they can hardly take a little bit of cold.”

As Jasmine observed, she saw his shaft start to soften. Moment by moment, his erection faded as his tip slid downward. From there, Becky slipped the chastity cage over his cock. The metal pressed down against those contours, trapping him and ensuring that he couldn’t enjoy an erection, let alone an orgasm, unless someone released him. After that, she secured a metal band around the base of his balls, and then she connected the two pieces.

“And just like that, he’s all locked up. No more access for the servant boy.”

“Perfect,” Jasmine said.

“Is there anything else I can do for you?” Becky wished to know.

“I think that will be it,” Jasmine said.

“Excellent,” replied the girl. She turned around, spinning fast enough to make her hair bounce against her shoulders. She scurried out of the room, and Jasmine stepped back in front of her boy.

Feeling playful and perhaps a little cruel, she held up something with her right hand.

Dangling from a silver chain, the key swayed back and forth right in front of his face. He wanted to launch himself forward, to snatch it out of her grip, to tear it free and use it.

With her free hand, however, Jasmine reached down and start play with the underside of his balls. She gently stroked him, pressed down, teased him, and massaged him. Of course, he had confessed what he truly enjoyed. Over the course of their marriage, he had made one request after another.

Now she used all of that expert information against this boy. She teased him as the pleasure started at his core and seemed to spread out into the rest of his body.

Then he experienced it for the first time, the struggle of his manhood against those implacable bars. His flesh tried to straighten, to harden, but he couldn’t get an erection, not while those stainless steel restraints remained in place.

Before long, he started groaning and growling.

“What’s wrong?” Jasmine asked playfully. She couldn’t help herself! There was something so pleasurable about taunting this boy. “Are you getting horny? Are you getting desperate?”

“Get this thing off of me!”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “But this is what’s going to happen. I’m going to take this key and put it somewhere very special. Then I’m going to come back, I’m going to put you on a leash, and I’m going to take you out to the parking lot. After that, we’re going to drive to our accommodations. Once there, you and I can talk about how much we are going to enjoy this vacation.” Her eyes sparkled, and she grinned, practically daring him to contradict her.

He stayed silent.

“Tell me you understand.”

Justin hated himself for surrendering like this, but he didn’t see any other choice.

“I, I understand…”

“Good boy,” she replied as she reached up and patted him on the cheek. Then, like the intern before her, Jasmine spun around and headed out of the room.

Each step happened exactly as she promised.

She returned a few minutes later, leashed him, and escorted him back through the facility. Minutes later, they found a rented sedan waiting for them. She got into the driver’s seat, sat down, and waited for him to join her.

He sat beside her and gulped.

It felt so strange to be naked in a collar, especially with the leash trailing from his collar to her hand. She wrapped it around her wrist, grabbed the steering wheel, and started driving.

As they made their way between the skyscrapers, Justin marveled at the city. It was clean, bright, and beautiful. He generally didn’t care much for architecture, but there was something about the huge windows, sweeping spires, and other details he didn’t know how to name. This place almost felt like a glimpse of the future.

At first, he tried not to notice, but he started to pick out those other details. He spotted one silver collar after another.

Some of the men kept their gazes aimed downward as they scurried along. Most of those males carried bags. Then there were the taller, more brazen males who strode about with something close to confidence.

And yet, Justin started to realize something.

Those taller men? He didn’t understand why he resented them, only then he started to figure it out. They seemed well groomed, like they spent a lot of time thinking about what kind of shampoo to use, how to trim their beards or facial hair, and they probably spent a lot of time working out.

Justin glanced down at his own body.

He wasn’t especially flabby or unattractive, but he knew he could never be a model.

She parked, took him by the leash, and escorted him up on the elevator. Moments later, she unlocked the door to their suite, and at the door closed behind them with the audible click of a lock engaging.

“Okay,” he said. “We are here. You can let me out.”

“But I like holding your leash,” she said. “It’s a very reassuring.”

“I don’t care. Get the stupid thing off of me!”

Jasmine strolled to the center of the room, she raised her hand, stretched her arms over her head, and relaxed for a moment. “I’m thinking I want an orgasm,” she said. That’s when she reached under her skirt, grabbed her panties, and pulled them down with brazen ease. She never would have been so bold or aggressive back home, except the rules were different here…

She didn’t let him off of the leash; she didn’t have to.

In that moment, Justin gulped.

“Get down on your knees and beg for the opportunity,” she commanded.

“And if I don’t?”

“I made a point of researching this condominium,” she said. “I think it’s going to be perfect for us. I’m a wealthy businesswoman from the United States, and you are my servant.”

His nostrils twitched as he absorbed those words. Only then she regally motioned toward the other side of the room, and that’s when his insides tightened.

Jasmine savored that look of shock as it played across his face. Normally, this man was so unflappable; he could handle competition from so many different rivals, the pressure from vendors, and the complaints from investors. But now, his jaw actually fell open, and she reveled in every second of it.

On the other side of the room, built against the wall, there were manacles similar to the ones he had been forced to wear back at the airport. She could chain him right there, restraining him in place, and he would be naked and utterly helpless…again.

“You can’t do this.”

“I’m your wife,” she said. “I’m your owner. I can do whatever I like —and you can’t stop me!”

It was so simple. It almost sounded childish.

He couldn’t comprehend how a place like this existed, yet the rules were simple. She was in charge, and so she would win…

“Do I need to put you in those chains? Do I need to make sure you’re helpless? Or are you going to be an obedient boy and come over here and go down on me?”

“Go down on you?” He dipped his head lower. He hated to surrender, even a little bit, but he offered her a concession. “If you really want an orgasm, we can have sex.”

“Really? You think we can have sex?” She motioned down toward his chastity cage.

“Get this thing off of me!”

“No,” she said. “I don’t think so. I think you need to stay locked up. I think it’s going to be very good for you. But you’re a servant, and that means you do have the opportunity to pleasure me. Do you think you can do that, Justin?”

“I’m not going down on you,” he said. Then he smirked. “Don’t you remember what I told you when we first got together? I don’t go down on women.”

“And why is that again?”

“It’s demeaning,” he snapped back. So many men all across the world had demanded this exact same double standard. “I’m not getting on my knees for you.”

“And yet…” She said as she touched one fingernail to the corner of her cheek, “You love demanding blowjobs from me, don’t you? Like a good wife, I’ve given them to you, haven’t I?”

For a second, after everything he had experienced on Calista, Justin actually wanted to snarl back with something like, “That was your fault. That’s something you chose to do. I can’t help it if you were a dumb girl.” Fortunately, he stopped himself before he could make that mistake.

“Well?” Jasmine prompted. She crossed her arms over her chest. “Last chance. Are you going to beg for the opportunity to go down on me?”

“Never,” he said.

“Okay then,” she replied. “I guess I’m going to have to take an alternate approach.”

His brows creased with confusion.

“What, what are you talking about?”

“Actually,” she decided, “this might be a good idea. We can think of it as an educational experience for you.”

“What are you talking about?”

She reached down for her purse, pulled out her phone, and his eyes widened.

With her free hand, she reached up, and she unhooked his leash. Somehow, this didn’t make him feel any better, especially since he still had the collar around his neck and the metal chastity cage between his legs.

“Go on,” she said with one hand. “Go to the restraints.”

He braced himself as though he expected to be tackled, “No. I’m not going to do that. I’m not going to let you control me or tell me what to do,” he growled back.

“Actually, you will.” Before Justin had the opportunity to respond, she had the app open, and she touched of the icon. The signal jumped, the collar registered the command, and so is unleashed another barrage of electricity.

Justin stumbled back as though he had been slapped. The energy pulsed through his body, making his nerves saying out. The pain hit him hard, and now he found himself unsteady on his feet, wobbling back and forth as he tried to figure out what to do.

“Go on,” she said. “Get into your restraints like a good pet.”

“Never!”

And just like that, Justin decided he was going to take the phone from her.

This wasn’t the airport; there weren’t any security agents around, so he could grab this girl, push her down, take her phone, and he doubted anyone would even hear her if she called out for help.

He just had to be quick enough!

But Justin wasn’t fast enough.

He tried so hard, but she watched him, and he raced toward her. He kicked his feet down against the floor, his hands flattened, and his fingertips slashed through the air.

Justin made it about three feet before she pressed the button again, only this time she held it down.

One second, two, three…

Electricity exploded through his body and continued to rampage into his flesh. Excruciating volts burned along his skin, excruciating but otherwise harmless. The shock collar wouldn’t cause any actual damage, but he experienced the loss of time and place all over again.

His world turned white.

In those moments, he stopped thinking about Calista, Jasmine, the collar, cage, and everything else.

Then it stopped, and he was on his back, and he opened his eyes to see Jasmine positioned above him like some supernatural warrior. She had set her right foot right there against his chest. She leaned down, tilted her head to the side, and asked, “Did you like that?”

He tried to answer, but his voice felt wrong. He’d probably been shouting or crying out before.

“I don’t think you liked that,” she said, answering her question. “So I’m guessing you’re going to behave yourself now. You’re going to crawl across the room and slide your hands into those restraints because you know that’s where you belong.”

Justin wished to shake his head, to argue with her, only he couldn’t bring himself to do it. A mix of shame and fear coalesced at his center, make it impossible for him to act.

When Jasmine smiled down at him, he shivered. “This is Calista, and you’re going to do whatever I want. Say it.”

As she spoke, she raised up the phone up.

It would have been so easy for her to deliver another blazing explosion of pain. His eyes watered, but he quickly wiped the tears from the corners of his sight. With a nervous gulp, he nodded and finally started speaking.

“I, I’m going to do whatever you want.”

“Good boy,” she replied and pulled her foot away.

Justin scrambled back up onto his hands and knees. He started to stand, only she shook her head and smiled down at him.

It was ridiculous, but the shift in perspective seemed to beat down against his already battered ego. For so long, he had enjoyed the so many different privileges. Between his wealth and sex, Justin had never faced any extra hurdles when it came to success. Sure, he needed to plan out his business model, negotiate, hire the best employees, and deal with countless problems, but he was ambitious man.

He was what everyone expected when it came to an entrepreneur and CEO. They were willing to give him a chance; they’d him several chances. More importantly, he enjoyed automatic credibility. It wasn’t easy, not exactly, but it wasn’t as hard as he could have been either…

As Jasmine contemplated those details, she watched of this powerful man crawl across the floor.

At several points, he slowed and glanced up at her.

Now he hated himself for doing it, but he found himself in front of the wall. He looked up at those opened his shackles, and his heart started skipping faster.

Justin couldn’t get his body under control as he studied the curved metal.

“Stand,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

“Turn around,” she said next.

As his breathing quickened, she smirked, put her hand on his shoulder, and she shoved him back. He hit the wall, and he raised his arms. She grabbed both of his forearms and pushed.

She loved doing this to him! The excitement roared through her body. This was more intoxicating than anything else she had ever accomplished. She couldn’t help herself. It was delicious and wonderful. It was an amazing experience, and her only regret was that she couldn’t share it with any of her friends.

Maybe one day, she told herself.

But for now, his wrists hit another set of pressure plates, so the restraints locked on.

“Very nice,” she said. “Now, can you do your feet on your own?”

“Is it really necessary?” Justin asked. “I, I’m already helpless here. Why do you need to restrain my feet?”

“Because I want to know you can’t get away,” she said simply.

Then she decided to be especially wicked.

Savoring this moment, she decided to tease him.

Jasmine leaned in, and she took her time. His eyes widened for a moment, and his body stiffened. He knew what might happen next. At the same time, he had to hope. Or maybe it was just that sense of masculine ego and entitlement that made him think he could control the next few minutes…

Either way, she brushed her lips against his. As husband and wife, they had kissed so many times, but this was different.

Their relationship had always been egalitarian and fair (at least as far as Justin had been able to see—he never imagined what his wealth and social status did to their relationship), only now he found himself trapped and bound. He was stuck, so she pulled back, and he tried to follow. He could lean forward a few inches before he ran out of space.

She grinned, leaned forward again, and pressed her body to his.

There was the heat and solidity of her chest, the soft give of her breasts, and now the press of her lips to his mouth.

He started groaning. He growled with animalistic desire.

And for a moment, she pulled back, and she saw that look glow along his eyes, “You want me.” She uttered the simple statement as his lips parted.

“But you can’t have me,” she teased.

“Just let me go. As for a little while. I promise I’ll be good afterward,” he said without knowing what “good” might mean.

“You’re such a practiced liar,” she said. “I can almost respect that. Almost.”

He didn’t know what he anticipated next, but it wasn’t this, it wasn’t just the press of her body.

This seemed like a reward for those first couple of minutes as she teased him. With these gently soft caresses, her fingers moved up his thighs, along his flank, and all the way to his chest. Then she stroked his cheeks, his neck, and his shoulders again.

It felt incredible!

Yes, he told himself, they were definitely going to have sex. She couldn’t kiss him like this and just stop, especially when she had already been turned-on when they first arrived.

Yeah, he could take advantage of this. He could take advantage of her. She thought she was smart, and maybe she had a few advantages here, but he was still the best strategist in the room.

So he kissed her. He made those sounds, and he wished he could have run his fingers along her legs.

Only then she stepped back. Jasmine smiled, and she started to strip. She removed one layer of clothing after another. He watched as the garments fell, pulling around her feet. And suddenly, he saw her naked form right there. The contours of her neck, her shoulders, her breasts, her stomach, her legs, all the way down to her feet.

Before he could stop himself, Justin forgot all about the plan for just a moment ago. Now he tried to step forward, only to feel the restraints around his wrists. Then she came closer, and she nudged his legs.

When they started kissing, he hardly noticed.

Then he felt the snap of one shackle around his right ankle. Although he tried to think through this, he didn’t notice that she had already positioned his left ankle as well. The second restraint stepped into place, locking him there. Spread out and powerless against the wall, he stopped thinking of anything but her lips and the press of her chest against his.

Then she dropped one hand down, and she started to tease the underside of his balls.

Yes, his shaft had tried to harden against of the then, mental bars of his chastity cage, only the desperation became more powerful and more pronounced. Heat and need seemed to flash through his skin. He still couldn’t get hard; he still couldn’t enjoy the freedom or power of an erection.

With her hand still between his legs at her fingers still gliding along the soft skin of his scrotum, she mocked him, “What’s wrong, Justin? You look flustered.”

Fighting hard, Justin attempted to speak, to force out some coherent words, but then her fingers darted along those quick movements, and fresh sparks of need pulsed through his body.

“Poor boy. You look really frustrated. I bet you’re wishing that you would have just gone down on me. It would have been so simple. I could have sat right there on that couch, and you could have been so good. Oh well.”

That’s when she stepped back, picked up her phone again, and he quickly stammered out, “What, what are you doing? No! I haven’t misbehaved!”

“Paranoid,” she said. She tapped the button, and he flinched, automatically thinking this meant another barrage of electricity.

Nothing happened.

His collar didn’t activate. Instead, his wife held her phone to her ear, “Yes. This is Jasmine Carpenter. Can you send my selections up to my condo please? Thank you so much.”

She strolled over to the nightstand by the couch, opened a drawer, and pulled something out. With her back to him, Justin couldn’t see what she had in mind. Now she slipped that same item behind her back as she walked toward him.

“What is this? What’s going on?”

He bowed his head down again. “How about this? We can just go into the bedroom, fool around, and then we can talk about Calista and our vacation after. Okay? How does that sound?”

When Jasmine didn’t answer, he did his best to ignore the flicker of fear that ran down through his frame.

“Talk to me!” Just and started to say, and that’s when she stuffed the rubber ball into his mouth. She pushed it in hard, deep. Suddenly, the rubber pressed down against his tongue. She was gagging him!

Worse, she pulled his head down, through the straps tight around his cheeks, and she secured the clasped in the span of just a few seconds.

When she pulled her hands away, Justin jerked his head from side to side as he fought to spit the ball gag out.

It didn’t work.

“Much better,” she said to her bound and naked husband. “You know, I was thinking that I have been unfair to you. I haven’t given you a strong sense of what it means to be a boy on this island. Yes, you’ve been graded, but you don’t really understand what it means to be a servant, do you?” Since he couldn’t speak, she answered for him, “No, you don’t. But that’s okay. You’re about to find out.”

At that moment, someone knocked on the door.

Justin’s eyes widened.

He was naked right there!

Jasmine sauntered across the room. Also nude, she seemed utterly relaxed as she opened the door.

Silenced and powerless, Justin stared ahead. He tried not to see what she was doing. If she intended to answer the door while naked, he didn’t care. She could embarrass herself all she wanted, and it wouldn’t change anything for him.

Instead, he needed to focus on getting free and destroying the stupid collar locked around his neck.

There had to be something he could do…

Then Jasmine stepped back, and that’s when a pair of young men stepped into the room. Justin’s eyes immediately went to the taller of the two males. With his broad shoulders, defined abs, and exquisite musculature, he looked more like a model. Naked except for his collar, he let his enormous cock hang between his legs.

Justin blinked quickly and tried to figure out what this meant. He turned to the other guy.

The second male looked…normal. Shorter by a few inches, he also had strong shoulders, but his cock wasn’t nearly as big. Just as importantly, he seemed like a regular guy. He didn’t have chiseled features, rippling muscles, or an amazing frame. In fact, he took a couple of steps, and his love handles jiggled a little.

“Hello, ma’am,” said the shorter of the two. “My name is Gregory, and this is Tyson.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you both,” Jasmine said warmly. “Please, come in.”

“You, ma’am,” Gregory replied.

The two boys entered, she closed the door, and that’s when they lowered himself down onto their knees.

“How may we serve you?” Gregory asked.

Jasmine couldn’t help herself; she giggled like a little girl who just discovered a brand-new toy.

“What, what is this?” Justin attempted to ask.

Although she couldn’t understand him exactly, his meaning must have been clear because she smirked and said, “This is Calista, and I’m on vacation. It doesn’t count as cheating when we’re on vacation, does it?”

Justin blanched. His face seemed to go cold as he remembered that taunt. About a year before, they had gotten into this huge fight. He had once teased her about the possibility that he could go off on one of his business trips, mess around with some intern or maybe a party girl at one of his events, and it wouldn’t count as cheating because he was “on vacation.” Now her eyes sparkled, she winked, and she sauntered back to the large, slack couch.

“Gregory,” she said to the boy who had been classified as a servant, “I think I would like a massage.”

She sat down, raised her right foot, and wiggled her toes.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

He scurried forward, lowered himself down onto his knees, and Justin could only watch. At the same time, Jasmine’s husband told himself he needed to turn away. He couldn’t watch this! It was ridiculous! It was disgusting and repellent!

And yet, he stared and studied this man, a male who seemed to willingly accept the title of “servant.” Throughout his career, Justin had always been very cognizant of his own titles and authority and status.

First, he started out as a founder, mostly because the title of CEOs seemed ridiculous for a company with only one or two employees. And yet now, he had hundreds of people who deferred to him. They all recognized what he had accomplished and saw him as the “boss.”

The servant started to massage her foot. He worked gently, pinching, pressing and kneading her flesh.

Jasmine had asked Justin to give her massages at several points. Once or twice, he obliged, but only for a few seconds before he would pull his hands away and announced that he was done.

This young man didn’t suffer from the same problem.

He worked her heel, her ankle, the ball of her foot, and her toes.

“Oh my,” Jasmine purred louder than was necessary. “That is amazing. You really know what you’re doing, don’t you?”

“I aim to please,” Gregory told her.

“Take your time,” she said. “And feel free to work your way up higher.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Within minutes, he took the cue. He brushed his fingers up along her shins, toward her knees and along her inner thighs.

Justin couldn’t see exactly how his wife reacted, yet she let out these little moans as she savored the sensations coursing through her body. She dipped her head forward, closed her eyes, and relaxed. Then she raised her head and made several whimpering sounds.

“That’s amazing. Come do my neck, Gregory.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said dutifully. He leaped to his feet, rushed around the couch, and he started to massage the curves of her biceps, contours of her shoulders, and the lines of her neck as ordered by this woman. Sometimes, his fingers just barely slid along her flesh.

Through all of this, Jasmine knew the other boy would stand at attention, ready to be called at any moment.

They were both slaves, she reflected.

Yes, this was how the world was supposed to work.

Women could rule, men could obey, and there would be so much more harmony.

Of course, Jasmine disliked overgeneralizations and silly simplifications. She didn’t like the idea of saying that all men secretly yearned for the opportunity to become slaves or that every woman was inherently brilliant. And yet, she recognized a simple reality. Women and men weren’t the same. Maybe men had deserved more social capital, credit, and authority back during some previous epoch when fighting lions, tigers, and wolves had to be a top priority.

But now?

Since most work and power came from forging and wielding interpersonal connections, Jasmine decided it was time for women to take over. It could start here in Calista.

In fact, her research seemed to indicate that pockets of female supremacy had appeared all over the world.

For the moment, the boys back in the United States could continue to argue over there piddling political differences. And yet, in another few years, female supremacy could start to dominate random cities, islands, or tiny European nations.

From there, it could spread.

And Jasmine actually wondered if the men would even notice. As she considered male privilege and how it existed in her corners of the world, she didn’t think the men would see it coming. As far as they were concerned, something like a “gynarchy,” would be a complete impossibility.

Women taking over?

Men losing their property rights? Or citizenship?

No way!

It would be impossible, they would say.

And yet, Jasmine truly marveled at how quickly she had adapted. Only a few weeks ago, she had been complaining about her husband. She had felt so helpless. But now, she started to see that these women were right.

Maybe it started in places like Calista, but female supremacy could spread. It could work its tendrils online, in those threads and discussion forums the boys didn’t read. From there, women could start to realize how much power they might actually wield…

“That is so wonderful,” Jasmine said in a low, satisfied tone.

“You’re very generous,” Gregory replied.

“Were you born here?” Jasmine asked.

If Gregory was surprised by the sudden jump in the conversation, he didn’t let it show. “Yes, ma’am.”

“What do you think of your life?”

“I’m very happy to serve,” he said.

“Interesting,” she replied.

He stayed quiet, so she quickly realized he wouldn’t ask any follow-up questions. As far as he was concerned, a boy only spoke when a woman asked him something directly. He hadn’t been invited to offer his opinions, so he focused on his given task: massaging this woman—his superior.

Yes, that was such a delicious thought.

For just a moment, Jasmine balked at that remembered feeling of when men would talk over her. Back in school, it happened all the time. When she worked, so many guys thought they could just start speaking even though she hadn’t finished her idea or sentence.

The worst part? They didn’t even know what they were doing. As far as they were concerned, that was just part of the natural flow of conversation. But their voices would be deeper and louder, so other people around them (men, in particular) would start to listen. Her idea would get swallowed in the tumult.

How many times have that happened?

How many times had wonderful, superior ideas been overrun up by noise the boys insisted on making?

Jasmine didn’t know, but she adored this boy’s touch. His fingers moved along the curves of her neck, down toward her shoulders, and the arousal started to pulsed through her body.

Her nipples had stiffened.

Jasmine had started to nibble on her bottom lip.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded even as she raised her head.

Gregory’s fingers continued their deft work. But now, Jasmine glanced over at Tyson.

“Come present yourself,” she commanded.

He did. He stood in front of her, naked now, and she marveled at him. “Touch yourself,” she ordered next. Her eyes slid along his perfect physique. Gregory may have looked average and plain with pockets of flab here or there, but Tyson deserved his stallion designation.

Tyson had been graded as a superior boy, and Jasmine could see why.

Every line and curve of his body was perfect. From those rigid abs down to his firm legs, he looked amazing.

If he hadn’t been enslaved on Calista, then he would have been a model or maybe an influencer.

“What about you, Tyson? Are you happy to be a stallion?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with a hint of bravado. His eyes shined, and it was obvious he knew what was going to happen next.

“Were you born here?”

“No, ma’am. I was recruited.”

“Oh really? I didn’t know that could happen.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Tyson stood there with his back straight and his shoulders down. He seemed relaxed yet powerful at the same time, a domesticated beast ready to serve her every whim.

Another thrill of desire ran through her body. He was an amazing specimen, a perfect reflection of what any man could hope to be. From his broad shoulders to be strong jaw line and that chest…

Jasmine had to remind herself to concentrate. It was difficult when she had this perfect example of masculinity poised in front of her.

Of course, Calista had a different version of “perfect masculinity”. Yes, he was muscled and fit, but he lacked the brazen arrogance that would have been so common in other countries like United States. Back home, a man like this would see himself as powerful. He would strut around, thinking he could hit on any girl he desired. He would have been big, powerful, cocky, and certain of himself.

Only now, maybe he was more confident than a boy like Gregory, but Tyson still recognized his place.

Tilting her head to the side, Jasmine wondered if there would be a difference in price for these boys and their services. Then she decided that there probably wouldn’t be. After all, a trained masseuse who really knew what he was doing would be quite valuable, perhaps as valuable as the man with the impressive cock.

“What was that like, Tyson?” Jasmine said as she refocused on the boy in front of her.

“I was a personal trainer aboard a cruise ship,” he said. “One day, I was in port, and I had some time to myself, so I thought it would go exploring.”

“And?”

“I went to a casino. I made some bets. I lost.” As he spoke, he didn’t sound depressed or angry. On the contrary, he had simply restated a few facts from his life.

“How do you feel about losing?”

“I’m a boy,” he stated. “This is where I belong.”

Obviously, both the stallion and servant wore collars, so it was impossible to know what they were really thinking.

And yet, this made Jasmine think of the many times she had been forced to lie in one way or another to protect the males around her and their fragile egos. It had been infuriating.

She recalled one time when a teacher told her to smile. He said she would have been so much prettier as she smiled, as though she was in class to please him and serve as some declaration as opposed to a student who wanted to learn. Worse, she couldn’t explain any of this to him. If she had tried, he would have been offended. He would start thinking of her as some stuck-up bitch who couldn’t take a helpful compliment. Besides, he was just “offering some helpful advice.”

So she had hidden her irritation—like always.

She wondered if Tyson did the same thing now, only she decided she didn’t really care. Instead, she reveled in her newfound authority, pointed to a spot right between her legs, and she said, “Crawl over here.”

For the last several minutes, Justin had been silent.

If his wife intended to check out some naked man and enjoy a massage, he told himself that it wasn’t a big deal. It changed nothing. Besides, she wouldn’t really go through with it.

But now he stiffened.

No one paid attention to him, and he remained silent, yet the adrenaline spiked through his body. It was a frustrating, aggravating sensation. His body needed to move, yet he remained trapped there against the wall, gagged and powerless.

For centuries, many women had experienced this kind of captivity. Perhaps it hadn’t been quite so literal, but they had known they couldn’t argue, fight, or resist. And now, Justin learned the same lesson.

“Are you ready? Are you ready to serve me, Tyson?”

Jasmine could hardly process this kind of decadence. She had one boy massaging her neck and shoulders while another was poised between her legs, ready to lean forward. At the same time, she decided to draw this out.

“Actually,” she said as she changed her mind. “Stand up and keeping touching yourself. I want to see how you look when you’re really eager.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with a knowing glint in his eyes.

Tyson rose to his feet, and of the stallion started to stroke himself again. Every exquisite contour began to harden as the excitement flared through his body.

For just a moment, Tyson and her husband looked back at one another. Did Tyson smirk, or was that just a Justin’s imagination? He couldn’t be certain one way or the other, yet his heart still pounding faster. The humiliation rushed through his body, and he wished he could hit something.

“Beautiful,” Jasmine said.

“Come here. I think I want to touch it.”

Had she really said that?

Jasmine could hardly believe how comfortable she had become with ordering this man around. At some other place or time, he would have had no difficulty grabbing her, holding her down, and doing whatever he wished with her. But this was Calista, so his gender rendered him inferior. He had been trained so thoroughly that he knew better than to even think about attempting to seize control.

Boys obeyed. Women ruled.

Those simple tenants struck her like beauty perfected.

And now Jasmine stepped forward, and she reached up.

She had only been with a couple of guys before, but having Tyson right there in front of her was delectable!

While so many men insisted that the girls they dated be perfect, Jasmine only endured a hint of that pressure. And yet, she could still marvel at this sculpted male. First, she reached up and grabbed him by his ass. Her fingers and down against that firm musculature before she reached up with her other hand and stroked his cock.

Tyson kept his expression neutral, although she still saw that hint of arousal play along his features.

His pleasure was obviously irrelevant. This encounter started and ended with her desires, yet he still enjoy himself.

“I’m curious, Gregory,” she said for her husband’s benefit. “What do you think of being in a chastity cage?”

“It’s part of my position. I have been graded as a servant, so I’m required to wear a chastity cage.”

“How often are you let out?”

“That depends on whether or not I have satisfied my owners,” he replied truthfully.

“Beautiful,” she said.

She could have asked for an exact number, but Jasmine decided she didn’t want to know. Instead, she reveled in the simple fact to that this man had no control over his body. It belonged to someone else, one woman or a group of females. It didn’t really matter so long as he remained subjugated and owned.

“Tyson, get down on your knees and serve me with your mouth. I want to feel your tongue right here,” she said. She licked her fingertips, reached down for her slit, and she gently stroked her opening. She teased herself, allowing the pleasure to flash along her nerves.

He obeyed.

Of course, he did.

In position now, he leaned forward.

From his spot, bound and ineffectual, Justin couldn’t see precisely what was happening, but he hated that he couldn’t do anything! His powerlessness grated against him.

Unable to control himself, Justin shouted out, snarling like some wild beast. He demanded that they stop, only these boys and his wife completely ignored him. As far as they were concerned, he may as well have been furniture.

And then she moaned.

Jasmine savored the look of this powerful man down on his knees. She saw the top of his head as he leaned in and licked. By her command, his tongue slipped along her sex. Hot arousal exploded through her body.

It wasn’t an orgasm, not exactly, but it was close and just as delicious.

“Oh, that feels good. I feel so good. Yes. Show me what you can do with that mouth, those lips, that tongue!” She didn’t need to talk. She didn’t need to throw her head back either, but she wanted those words to vibrate along the air and smack into her husband.

For his part, Tyson demonstrated his abilities.

He hadn’t just been trained to use that monstrous cock of his. He knew how to touch and caress with his fingertips. He could be firm and mighty or soft and gentle. Simultaneously, he had practiced a great deal when it came to the use of his lips and tongue. He understood the finest points of oral servitude!

Now he explored, gently working his mouth against her sex as he listened and discerned exactly what she craved and expected.

As a slave on Calista, Tyson always used the best of his training, his judgment and intuition. He worked hard to please this woman.

“I love seeing you down on your knees just like this,” she declared. Again, she called out those words for her husband benefit; he needed to hear this. He needed to understand he was and what he became while they were on the island.

“Perfect. That’s right. Lick me. A little faster. Yes! Yes!” Pretty soon, her words morphed into unintelligible pants of pleasure. She cried out, tensing up. She squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks, and he pulled back, but he didn’t stand.

Instead, Tyson remained on his knees, positioned and ready to serve her again.

“Wow,” she said. “That was incredible.”

“Would you like another, ma’am?”

“Yes.”

Back in the United States, plenty of guys refused to go down on their wives or girlfriends at all.

Not this man.

In fact, he remained hard. Just being close to a woman like Jasmine was a treat. He had to be grateful for this, especially since Tyson must’ve known that he could be regraded at some point and turned into a servant…

Yes, he was amazing right now, and he knew how to satisfy this woman for the moment, but there was no guarantee that would last. One disobedient act could be enough to reduce his status.

In fact, Jasmine started to wonder what might happen if she complained about him. What would happen if she complained about either of these boys or their behavior?

For just a moment, she had the sadistic impulse where she thought about coming up with some flaw in their behavior. It didn’t have to be true. Her word would be accepted because she was a woman, and they might have protested, but they were just boys, so no one would listen to them.

Jasmine wondered how they’d be punished.

What kind of penalty might they face?

Pulling herself away from those questions, she instead concentrated on the boy kneeling before her.

Yes, he was bigger and taller and stronger, but she could think of him as a boy. She had no idea how old he might have been, but she didn’t really care either. Her power, her influence, and her commands were the only issues that mattered here.

He licked and served, bringing her closer and closer to an orgasm.

She was almost to there. Almost.

She closed her eyes, thought of her husband, and that was when the nova of pleasure burned bright through her body. Seated there on the edge of the couch now, she arched her back, raised her chin, and she cried out.

Tyson pulled away. Gregory continued to massage her.

“I want more,” she said.

Tyson leaned in again, and he was clearly ready to resume. Without question, doubt, or hesitation, he would lick her eagerly, showing this woman exactly what he could accomplish.

He served, bringing her to that delicious burst of pleasure.

Breathing hard now, she wondered how much she could take.

A wicked smirk touched her lips, but she nudged him back with one fingertip. Then she rose, and she glanced back at her husband.

“That was incredible,” she announced to the room. As she spoke, she kept her focus on Justin.

He glared at her hard, silent but ferocious as he tried to convey all of his frustration, all of his rage.

“You look upset,” she said. Her cheeks were flushed a shade of red, and her breathing came out in quick, almost ragged gasps. Even so, she forced her voice to be level and even. “Is that because you regret not doing it yourself?”

With icy certainty, he shook his head slowly from side to side.

“That’s what I thought. You’re just angry that I’m playing with someone else.”

She stepped around the couch, so the servant and stallion moved off to the side and out of her way. That was amazing. Men, in her experience, so rarely made space for her. But here, on this island, they would work hard to make her life as easy as possible. They recognized that she was more important…

Standing in front of Justin, she reached up and brushed her fingers along his cheek, then down his neck. She brought her hand between his legs, and she started to play with the underside of his balls. As a good wife, she knew how much he enjoyed this. With her free hand, she stroked his thigh, his flank, and his chest. She just barely touched him, yet he started to groan.

“I’m hungry for something,” she said. She kept her voice low, sultry, and seductive. “I’m hungry for sex.”

He groaned as his shaft twitched and hardened against the restraints of his cage. The chastity device made sure he couldn’t enjoy an erection. More to the point, it made it impossible for him to forget about her power over him.

“I want to feel a hard cock between my legs,” she said.

He flinched, if only for a moment. She seldom used that kind of language, but now it came so easily. “Should I let you out? Should I let you out so you can serve me?”

He nodded his head down and up. He couldn’t help himself, not when he thought he would be able to satisfy her.

“Nope,” she said. “Sorry.” There wasn’t a hint of sympathy or mercy in her tone. “But I don’t think you’ve earned it yet. You were classified as a servant for a reason. You’re not big enough to satisfy me. Sorry. When you slide it in, I’m never quite sure it’s even there.” She shook her head with just a little bit of disappointed disdain. But then she leaned forward, and she whispered into her ear, “Don’t worry. I still love you. But I want something else right now.”

She turned around and started to walk away.

Justin tried to ask a question. He tried to say something. The sounds of vibrated in his ball gag, but he couldn’t get the words out, so he had no idea if his wife would listen to him.

No, that wasn’t true.

He already knew she could just saunter off. He thrashed, pulling as hard as he could on his restraints, like he thought his marital indignation might be strong enough to allow him to rip through those steel bands.

Instead, he remained there, flat against the wall, on display and powerless. He was a servant, so his manhood wasn’t needed.

Jasmine came over to the couch, she leaned her elbows down against one of the armrests, stretched out, and spread her legs.

“Show me what you can do,” she said.

All three boys heard those words.

Tyson rose to his feet.

“Would you like a massage, ma’am?”

“No,” Jasmine said. “You can just watch.”

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Tyson said as he positioned his shaft behind her. He came up gently, and she smiled at her husband.

She had deliberately picked this spot. As she leaned against the armrest, she could make easy I contact with the boy bound to the wall.

As he looked on, Justin panted harder and faster through his nose. He gulped back his dismay. At several points, he started to shout again. At other points, he whispered or attempted to snarl, but none of those noises made any difference.

“Show me what you can do with that rod, Tyson.”

The stallion-grade boy put his hands on her hips, and he aimed his cock for her slit. He pushed forward, careful as he worked into her.

Jasmine’s eyes widened.

She had never known sex like this before. First, the stallion took his time with her. He had mastered degrees of self-control that boys like Gregory and Justin could never have imagined. As he pushed into her, the walls of her opening stretched deliciously, so she lifted her chin, closed her eyes, and moaned as the pleasure raced through her body.

Anticipation and desire mixed together.

For a moment, she wanted to demand that he just slam into her, that he give it to her hard and fast.

After that first orgasm, her body was relaxed, so he had no problem pulling back and thrusting forward again. Even so, she wanted to focus on Justin. She had no intention of losing herself to the mighty waves of arousal.

“This is what a real man can do,” she said. “What are you again? That’s right. You were graded as a servant.

“You’ll giving me massages. Your cock is going to stay locked up,” she promised and teased.

As those taunts hit the air, his eyes widened, jerked against his bonds, all in some silly attempt to prove the grading system wrong. He needed to demonstrate his power, his authority and strength, only he didn’t have any, not while he remained caged and collared.

“These women really seem to know what they’re talking about,” Jasmine said, careful to enunciate every word. “I think you’re going to be much better at giving massages. He never really knew what to do with your cock anyway.” She shook her head and laughed.

In the next instant, Tyson pushed forward again, rubbing against her. Another burst of arousal burned through her body, and she decided she didn’t need to tease Justin.

Horrified that his wife could be with another man, Justin yanked and twisted against his bonds, pulling with all of his strength, yet he remained trapped. Worse, he couldn’t even look away.

Theoretically, he could have closed his eyes. He might have turned his head or stared down at the floor, yet some compulsion forced him to continue to watch.

Worse, she experienced one also arousal after another as his shaft strained against the bars of his chastity cage. His manhood tried to expand, to harden into the tantalizing potential of an erection. No, he never could have compared to someone like Tyson, but Justin didn’t care about that.

He ached for the chance to be with her as he watched another man take her.

For her part, Jasmine lost herself in each second. She was bent forward, but she loved Tyson’s gentle caresses. As he pushed into her, his fingers started along the small of her back and up to her shoulders. The strange mixture of soft and strong made her want to whimper.

She held those sounds back, however. Instead, she bit down on her lower lip. In the next moment, she moaned again.

“You’re not going to stop this,” she told her husband.

He grunted and growled, bit down into his gag, twisted and pulled, jerking his body from side to side in some futile attempt to break free.

As hard as he worked, he couldn’t make any progress. The shackles pressed indentations down against his wrists and ankles, but he remained right there, helpless and unable to stop any of this.

“Slow,” she commanded next.

Tyson obeyed immediately. Yes, his cock continued to slide forward and back, giving her that amazing friction she had learned to crave, only now his pace slowed.

Within a few more seconds, she could start thinking again. “Look at that control,” she said. “It’s not just a matter of physical size. This man knows what he’s doing!”

“Let me out! Let me go!” Tyson tried to shout back at her.

Even when he pumped his lungs for as much sound as possible, that stupid rubber ball strapped between his teeth swallowed most of the noise. She laughed, savored that look of helplessness on his face, and then she said, “We’ve been together so many times, but I want you to see what a real orgasm looks like.”

As those words jabbed into him, she called out, “Make me come. Make me, hard and fast.”

Tyson obliged.

As a well-trained the stallion, he knew exactly what to do. With his hands on her hips, he braced himself, plunged forward, drew back, and pumped into her hard and fast, just as she ordered.

Soon, she forgot all about the two servants in the room. They didn’t matter. They were nothing. Gregory waited off to the side, and her husband remained utterly trapped. She shut her eyes, savored the sensations coursing through her body, and she lost herself to the rhythm of his movements.

Yes. More.

More!

Yes, yes, yes!

These were the only impulses that could dance between her ears and down along her back to the center of her body.

“Harder!” Jasmine called out.

Again, the stallion demonstrated his self-control, discipline, and determination to please her. He pumped her harder just as she commanded, all without focusing on his own pleasure or satisfaction. As far as Justin had ever been concerned, sex started and ended with his needs. But now he brought her closer to that burst of wild satisfaction.

Right there!

It burned hot through her body, an inferno of desperation, desire, need and more all coalescing into one point of perfect ecstasy.

She climaxed hard, squeezed down, tensed, screamed, and then she fell forward. Feeling almost drunk, she pushed herself back up onto her feet.

“Gregory,” she said. “It’s your time to shine.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

If his own shaft twitched against his chastity cage, Gregory recognized his status and didn’t complain or argue. Instead, he moved into position as Jasmine lowered herself onto her stomach. She spread herself out on the couch, rested her head on her shoulders, and she relaxed, closing her eyes. “The two of you can leave after I fall asleep,” she said. Then she drifted off, grateful for this vacation.

Someone was knocking on the door.

Jasmine went to the closet, found a robe, and pulled it over her naked frame. As she tied the strip of silk around her waist, she glanced over at her husband.

He was staring at the floor, clearly locked in thought as he tried to come up with some way out of this. Between the collar and those shackles, he wasn’t going anywhere.

She opened the door, and a young man in a snug uniform held out a manila envelope. She took it, thanked him, and he quickly departed.

Feeling refreshed, she sauntered back over to her husband as she opened the envelope and started to scan across the different documents.

“These look good,” she said.

Her comment pulled him out of his reverie. “Do you know what these are?” Jasmine asked. She held them up in front of his face but only for a moment. He caught a couple of lines of text, the general blocky format, and lines where signatures could be appended. Outside of that, he couldn’t figure out precisely what these legal documents were four or what they might do.

“Basically, these are transfer papers,” she said. “I know. I know. You have always believed in hiring lawyers and other experts to take care of the legal minutia. But trust me, Justin. You’re going to want to hear this.”

She smirked. “Besides, it’s not like you can do anything to stop me.”

Jasmine was right about that particular point; perhaps he could have tried to close his eyes, but there was no way for him to block of the sound from his ears.

“These transfer documents are very important. You see, they’re going to give me power of attorney over you, custody of you, and a transfer of all of your equity in your company. Oh, there’s also a letter of resignation in here, plus all the documents we’ll need to pull you off of our bank accounts.”

He absorbed those words with a sickening twist in his chest.

As Jasmine watched him, she studied the way the color seemed to dissipate from his cheeks once again. She reached out and brushed the back of her hand along his cheek. “Oh, you’re getting cold. Poor boy. Should I give you a little zap, something to warm you up?”

He glowered at her but didn’t dignify that with any sort of answer, especially because he remained gagged.

“So this is what’s going to happen, Justin. I’m going to punish you just a little. After that, you can promise to sign these documents. Then I will release your right hand, and you can sign. After you sign all of this, we can talk about how long we want to stay here on Calista.”

Justin didn’t understand.

How could she have prepared those documents? Obviously, Calista would have their own attorneys. Then he remembered the skyline, and a daunting possibility occurred to him: what if a significant industry here was dedicated to transferring wealth from men to women? What if they specialized in the kind of international law needed to ensure men like Justin might lose everything?

His neutral resolve broke, and he shook his head from side to side.

Jasmine grabbed her phone, pulled up the app, and she tapped the button. She had a promise to keep!

He cried out. Most of the sound was swallowed by the gag.

“I’ve had it set at Five for a while,” she said. “Let’s try Seven.”

He registered those words, but now her finger pressed to down again, and his existence morphed into a white-hot ball of fire and pain. Then it stopped, he came back into his body, but now he drooped against his bonds.

“Nod your head if you’re willing to talk.”

Justin didn’t really even know what he agreed to, but he lifted his head and bobbed back down again and again all because she told him to. After taking that burst of electricity, he couldn’t think.

True to her word, she pulled the gag from his mouth.

“How does that feel?”

“You’re not going to get away with this,” he vowed. “I don’t care about their grades. I’m not a servant, and—”

With her phone held behind her back, she let him speak for several more seconds. He ranted adorably, but that condescending look of amusement never left her face right up until the instant when she tapped the screen.

Suddenly, his collar sent another spasm of agony sweeping through him. He jerked and struggled, fighting from side to side, but then he could only slump forward.

She touched his chin, forced him to look up at her, and she continued, “You and I are going to have a little conversation right now. We’re going to talk about how you’re going to sign these documents.”

“What?” Justin demanded, “You think you’re going to keep shocking me until I give you what you want?”

“Maybe,” she said, sounding almost flirtatious now.

Exhausted but determined, he shook his head from side to side. “No,” Justin promised her. “It’s not going to work.”

“I think it will,” she answered.

She stepped back, leaned against the edge of the couch, crossed her legs, and pulled her phone up again.

“Tell me you want to give me power of attorney over you.”

This time, he didn’t answer. Instead, he simply glared back at his wife as he dared her to try it.

She cocked her head to the side, some of her hair swayed down, and she flashed him this big smile. By this point, the other boys had left, so she could enjoy his nakedness privately.

“You know,” she told him, “There’s nothing wrong with being classified as a servant. So what if you aren’t as big or as impressive as the other boys? So what if you won’t be allowed to have sex with me? It’s okay. I might let you out once or twice a month.”

“…Once or twice a month?” Justin must have intended to remain silent and pouty, but that possibility forced him to speak. “You can’t be serious! I’m the CEO of a multinational company!”

“You won’t be after you sign these documents,” she replied.

“You can’t do this!”

That’s when she tapped the phone. She only made contact with the screen for an instant, yet that was all it took for the device to register the contact, shoot the signal, and for his collar to deliver the storm of electricity. It burned through his body, lighting up his nerves. His muscles tensed as he instinctively struggled and thrashed, yet the pain stopped, and he remained trapped right where she wanted him.

“Just face it,” she said playfully. “You get to be a servant. You get to be my beloved house boy.”

“Screw you!”

She tapped the screen again, only this time her thumb lingered for a few more seconds. One, two, three…

The voltage continued to shoot from the electrodes into his body. The pain flared along every inch of his skin. It sapped his strength, yet he kept fighting those bonds with animal determination.

Then it stopped, he slumped forward, and she continued to watch him.

Justin realized something. She was waiting for him to speak now. His breathing leveled out, and his heart rate slowed.

Then he looked at her, and he tried something else, “Please? Can we please just talk about this? I’m not a servant. Their grades don’t mean any —”

She tapped the button again.

“What was that?”

“I’m not a—”

Jasmine hit the button on her screen, so his words were swallowed up by another grunt of agony.

“Sorry,” she said coquettishly. “I missed that. Care to try again?”

He fell forward, hung there by his restraints, and refused to speak.

“Because for a moment there, I thought you were saying that your grade doesn’t mean anything. But I think it does. Trust me. The people here know what they’re doing. The women of Calista know how boys like you need to be trained. You are a servant now. That’s how you were ranked. Do you know why?”

She stepped forward. “It was all based on science. It was all based on their criteria. Trust me. I have been with a real man now, and I know they were right, Justin. But there’s nothing wrong with being a servant. Oh no. You should embrace it. Just look back at Gregory. He was happy to serve. He understood his place. He recognized his inferiority in certain ways, and so he adapted.”

“For what? For an orgasm once or twice a month?” He spat out those words like they tasted rancid.

“Yes,” she said, ignoring his sarcasm. “But more to the point, these boys understand that they have to serve.”

“We don’t have to do anything!”

She punished him for that outburst with another burst of electricity.

After she was confident that he could hear her again, she continued, “Yes. Boys need to be owned. I read all about their psychological reports and analyses. It’s going to take a while for you to give up on your old-world views, but we can fix you. In fact, it’s going to start with the signatures. All you have to do is tell me that you’re going to sign. You can do that, can’t you?”

“I, I worked so hard on building the company. I’m not going to give it up! I’m not going to surrender it!”

“Yes, you will.”

“You can’t make me!”

“Are you sure about that?” Jasmine asked him as her fingers slid along his body. First, she started at his pelvis and worked her way up along his stomach. As her fingers moved along the curves of his body, she grinned at him. “Because I think I can. I think I can break you. I think I can tame you.”

She leaned forward and whispered into his ear now, dropping her voice like she was sharing some conspiratorial secret, “I know what you care about most.”

“You have no idea,” he said, not because he really believed he could defeat this woman, but only because he had to answer. He had to defy her.

Gracefully, she stepped back, held up her phone, and his eyes widened. He tried to hide the fear from his face, but the pain exploded out from the collar and into his frame. He gasped, crying out.

“Are you ready to sign?”

He looked at her hard. He studied her with everything he had. “Never. I am never, ever going to sign any of those documents. I won’t sign a single one! And you know why? Because I am a man. I am capable of making my own decisions, and I will fight until my last breath to protect everything I have built!”

“Okay.”

He blinked, shocked. Justin didn’t know what to think, do, or say as she offered that simple acknowledgment of his determination.

“Okay?”

“Yes,” she said.

His brows creased with confusion. He meant to say something else, but she sauntered over to the nightstand by the couch, she opened the drawer, and he braced himself.

Justin expected her finger to touch of the screen again. He braced himself for another spurt of excruciating pain. Without even thinking about it, he clenched his eyes shut, he held his breath, and he waited for the inevitable.

“Justin,” she said, “open your eyes.”

Swallowing down that fear at the base of his throat, he opened his eyes and looked right at her. She held something up in front of him.

A pen?

“Do you remember how you used to tell me that signatures are outdated? You thought the idea of signatures was ridiculous. After all, it’s not like anyone can actually tell whether or not you really signed something. And maybe you’re right—let’s find out.”

She picked up the packet of contracts and legal forms.

“What, what are you doing?”

“Showing you something,” she replied. “I honestly don’t care whether or not you break right now. It’s not going to change anything. One way or another, you will be on your knees, and you will acknowledge your new status as my servant.”

“That’s not going to happen,” he said. Then she started to write something, so Justin had to ask, “What are you doing?”

She didn’t answer.

Humming to herself, Jasmine finished the first document, set the pages of side, and started to work on the next.

“What are you doing?” Justin demanded again. “Tell me!”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Jasmine asked. “I’m forging your signature. By the end of the day, your legal status will be completely changed. You won’t have any money. You’re going to be utterly and completely dependent on me.” She smiled at him, giggled, and asked, “What do you think of that?”

Justin blanked.

Throughout the relationship, he’d always been so adroit when it came to talking. He was the kind of guy who could get up in front of any group of people and deliver an amazing presentation. It didn’t matter if he knew nothing about the topic; he could fake it.

Justin could start speaking and rely on perfectly delivered platitudes, which gave him time to come up with something original or insightful, and cover up any mistakes he might have made along the way.

Not this time.

His thoughts collapsed into angry static as he glared at her. “No. No freaking way. You can’t do that,” he finally said. Then an intelligent idea actually occurred to him. “You can’t do this because it hasn’t been notarized!” As he called out those words, this adorably triumphant grin spread across his face because he thought that might make a difference.

Jasmine flashed him a Cheshire smile, “Really? Is that what you think? You think a lack of a notary public would be the problem? Here?” She threw her head back and laughed.

The sounds of her amusement punched into him.

His face turned red, and he tried to argue, but she wasn’t listening.

Finally, she stopped and said, “Justin, there are so many women on this island. There are so many lawyers and paralegals here. They know exactly what to do. And yes, they will testify that you signed these documents freely and of your own volition.”

“I will sue you!” he shot back.

“How? I already have your power of attorney,” she replied with a smug smile.

His eyes widened as he heard those words.

“Now, I’m going to go get dressed and get these papers all filed properly. In the meantime, I think you should be left alone with your thoughts. Oh, and you should pair yourself. We are going to have visitors.”

“Visitors, who—?” Justin started to ask, only his wife took that chance. She grabbed the ball of his gag, shoved it back between his teeth, silencing him. She pulled the straps tight along his cheeks and to the back of his skull. She secured the clasped, patted him on the cheek, and sauntered back into the bedroom where she could get dressed.

Justin kept shouting for her to come back. He made one man after another, yet Jasmine didn’t bother listening.

True to her word, she emerged from the hallway a few minutes later. She looked amazing in those high heels, that skirt, and her tight blouse. This businesswoman knew exactly what she was doing, and she could take anything she liked.

A boy like Justin wouldn’t be able to stop her…

Justin shouted out. He needed to get her attention, to get her to stop because he wasn’t ready to yield—not yet.

The gag absorbed most of the sound he made, so she just sauntered by. Her high heels clicked against the floor, and she left him there.

She was going to come back though, right? There was no way she would just leave him restrained, powerless and naked!

Despite his disbelief, she didn’t return right away.

He held his breath, the seconds turned to minutes, and he had to start breathing again. Finally, Justin drooped his head down as he recognized the truth.

His wife was out there, working with some attorney who would specialize in finance and business law. She would start stripping away his rights, one after another.

And even if he hated it with every fiber of his being, there was nothing he could do about it.

For just a moment, there was this little voice at the back of his head that said maybe she had won—maybe he was a servant.

Justin lost track of time, the sun started to set, and it got dark. It was strange watching the light shift slowly, especially because he felt this automatic instinct to walk over to a light and turn it on. Obviously, he couldn’t, not with the shackles tight around his ankles and wrists.

Then the door finally opened, she turned on the lights, and he jerked his head up.

“That was a lot easier than I expected,” she announced. Jasmine sauntered over to him. She moved her fingers along his chest, and she said, “You know, I really feel like celebrating right now.”

Before he could stop himself, Justin nodded his head down and up several times. Yes! They could celebrate.

“I’m sorry,” she replied. “That’s not going to work. You see, I have guests coming over. As much as I might like to have you between my legs, I’m going to be busy. But hey, I think I can tell you all about my little adventure. Would you like to hear it?”

She started speaking before he had the chance to respond. As far as Jasmine was concerned, he would listen whether he liked it or not.

She brushed her fingers along his body, just barely touching him. Then she stepped back, tilted her head to the side, smirked, and continued, “I made sure everything is set. Oh, and I also confirmed a few other arrangements. But yeah, from now on, you own nothing. You belong to me. You might not technically be a slave back in the United States, but I’m your conservator, your custodian, and your legal guardian.”

Justin needed to snarl something back at her about how she wouldn’t get away with this. And yet, he also understood the intricacies of the law. He may not have been aware of the finer details, yet he comprehended one simple fact: with an army of lawyers, you could exploit every loophole and accomplish anything you desired.

“Unless not all,” she said. That’s when she raised her hand into the air, snapped her fingers, and called out, “Ladies. I think this boy would like a chance to see you all.”

Justin didn’t want to know what was about to happen, but he couldn’t stop time or hide from the reality of his situation.

Powerless just as his wife desired, he watched as the door to the condo opened, and several women sauntered in.

“Don’t look away,” Jasmine instructed.

She put a finger on the underside of his chin and forced him to look up.

Eva sauntered into the room first.

Eva!

Her heels clicked down against the floor as she strolled in. She wore a black dress with a white bow around her waist. She smiled as she dropped her purse by the door.

Eva was his second in command.

When he saw her, he opened his mouth a little wider, and so Jasmine pulled the gag out.

This gave him the opportunity to speak, to say something, only his thoughts turned into muddled nonsense. Yeah, he could have tried to command her with something like, “Eva, you have to get me out of here! My wife has gone crazy!”

Before he could summon the strength to call out his plea, Eva sauntered right up to him. “Look at that. My boss is now nothing but a slave!” As those words punched into him, both Eva and Jasmine laughed.

“Technically, he’s not a slave. He’s a servant,” Jasmine pointed out. “He has been officially rated and everything.”

“A servant?” Eva asked. Then her eyes slid down his body to his chastity cage. She shook her head, clearly disappointed. “I have to say, Justin, I have never wondered what you looked like naked, but now I can see why you would just be a servant. You don’t have the body to be a stallion, do you?”

Hot, something humiliation burned through his body, but it was about to get worse.

Eva was the first, but she wasn’t the last to visit her to join them. Next, he saw Amanda, a brilliant analyst who did a remarkable job of forecasting industry trends. She was a taller, broader woman with a Rubenesque build, short blonde hair, and a cute nose. She sauntered forward, stood off to the side close to Justin, and she chuckled just like the others.

Again and again, he told himself that this couldn’t be happening. It had to be some kind of nightmare; he had to be a prank or something…

And yet, his disbelief changed nothing. These women had him, and so they could use him however they saw fit.

Jasmine put her hand on his chest. “His heart is pounding. And look at that. He’s speechless.”

It wasn’t just Eva and Amanda, however. Moments later, two of his interns appeared.

Lucy and Cindy were both adorable. Lucy had red hair, Cindy blonde, and they were both gorgeous. He never would have hired them otherwise. Only now, they saw him, shook their heads, turned back to one another, whispered, and burst into fits of giggling.

“Everyone, I want you to meet the new and improved Justin Carpenter,” she said.

A look of confusion played across his face. He should have been able to figure it out, but Jasmine paused and explained, “That’s right. While we were taking care of the paperwork, we also changed your name. Legally. And permanently.”

He opened his mouth to grunt or growl at her, but she just reached up and touched to fingers to his lips. That was how she silenced him.

“Now, this boy hasn’t been fully trained quite yet, but I’m thinking we can help him along. What do you all say?”

Cindy and Lucy quickly chirped out, “Absolutely!” and, “Definitely!”

“I think that would be good for him,” Eva said.

“Girls,” he replied, finally finding his voice. “You have to let me out of here. If you don’t, I will make sure your careers are all ruined! Do you hear me? You will be blacklisted, and—”

Having heard enough of his little rant and those empty threats, Jasmine pulled out her phone. The other women saw exactly what was about to happen. They had heard about the app and how easily it could be used to discipline a boy.

The two interns laughed. His analyst chuckled, and Eva just shook her head.

“She’s been training you for a while now,” Eva said. “I would have assumed that you would have been smart enough to figure out that you aren’t supposed to defy your wife.”

Electricity burned through him, leaving him to drop forward.

Jasmine explained, “I know you want to be disobedient. I know you think you have something to prove, but you don’t. You’re a boy. My boy. And as such, you are going to behave yourself. You’re going to tell all of these women about what you have learned. You’re going to apologize. You’re going to make it clear that you are now a servant. You aren’t big enough to be a stallion. You aren’t big enough to impress any woman.” She shook her head, almost disappointed.

“Please, don’t do this,” he said, only this note of flinty anger continued to bristle through his voice.

Jasmine lifted her phone, she tapped another button, and he braced himself for a second storm of electricity.

Instead, the shackles retracted, and he stumbled forward.

“On your knees,” she said.

Justin opened his mouth like he thought he could argue, only then one glimpse of his wife was enough to make it clear that she wasn’t messing around. In fact, she turned to the phone to face him, and he saw it had been set to ten…

Fear gripped his chest, so he lowered himself down onto his knees.

“First, let’s talk about female supremacy,” Jasmine said.

“What do you want me to say?” Justin inquired.

“Tell all of us how you’re just a boy and so you’re grateful for the opportunity to be a servant.”

He opened his mouth. He was ready to argue again, but something stopped him. His wife. Her phone. The app. The collar.

And yet, if he was really honest with himself, Justin knew there was more to it. He hadn’t been here long, but this was Calista, an entire community built around the subjugation of men. His heart hammered away in his chest, and he searched for some logical reason why this entire place was doomed to failure, but he couldn’t come up with anything coherent.

On the contrary, he had to recognize the simple truth: he was a boy, and these women had achieved so much.

Worse, he would never get out of that collar.

Maybe it had been the isolation, the humiliation of being graded, or seeing his subordinates right there, standing above him. Either way, he broke.

“I’m just a boy,” he forced himself to utter. “I’m just a boy, and so I’m grateful for the opportunity to be a servant.”

“And why were you graded as a servant again?” Jasmine asked. She sounded very curious.

“Because I’m not big. Because I’m not impressive.”

“No, he isn’t,” Cindy said. The other intern giggled along with her friend.

“But don’t worry,” Jasmine said. “You’re going to have so many opportunities to serve me. Yes, you will. You can crawl at my feet, massage me, cook and clean. You will be so obedient. In fact, I bet after a few months, you won’t even remember what it was like to think of yourself as an independent man. And hey, if you really behave yourself, I might even let you out of that chastity cage once a month or so.” Then she paused and considered it. “Okay. Maybe once every three months.”

“This isn’t fair,” he complained.

“Life isn’t fair,” she said, tossing the platitude right back at him.

He inhaled, only to stop himself the last possible instant. If he had said what he had been thinking, then the consequences could have been severe.

“Apologize to Eva.”

His lips parted and he looked up at her. When he inhaled, his breath ran along his teeth, sending a shiver down his spine. “What, what am I supposed to say?”

This time, Jasmine wouldn’t make it easy for him. “You know what you did.”

Again, he bared his teeth as he processed that taunt. She expected him to think about it, to come up with an answer, and if he didn’t satisfy her, then he would suffer.

“I’m sorry I never respected you. I’m sorry I didn’t give you the authority or leeway you deserved, Eva.”

“Tell her the truth. Tell her she’s smarter than you.”

He didn’t his head down, and he wanted to tell himself that he was lying to avoid punishment. But when he spoke again, Justin couldn’t really believe it, “Eva, you’re smarter than me. You are so much smarter!”

“Very good,” Jasmine said. “Now crawl over to Amanda.”

He made his way past Eva toward the larger woman. He looked up along the length of her legs, past her torso, all the way up to her face. If he hoped to see some sign of her credit or sympathy, he had to be disappointed.

“What do you have to say for yourself?”

Justin gulped, “Amanda, I should have promoted you a long time ago. You have always been incredibly helpful. Your insights have been amazing, and I never gave you the respect you deserve. I’m sorry.”

“And them?”

“Please don’t make me do this?”

Jasmine only answered by raising her phone and wiggling it on the air.

His eyes widened, and he turned back to the two girls.

No! He couldn’t do this! It was too much! They were just a couple of office bimbos! Those airheads didn’t deserve this.

“Crawl over here,” Lucy commanded.

“You heard her,” Jasmine prompted him.

He started crawling.

Only a few days ago, Justin would have held these girls’ futures in his hands. A letter of recommendation or maybe a few whispered insults would have been enough to build or wreck their careers. Now he looked up at them. They both smiled down at him. He saw the way their lips shined and their eyes sparkled.

“I only hired you because I thought you were pretty,” he confessed as his insides clenched and twisted. “I’m sorry. I listened to what you had to say, but I dismissed most of it because I thought you were just a pair of dumb bimbos. I apologize.”

“I guess that makes you a bimboy, doesn’t it?” Lucy teased.

“I guess…”

“Justin…” Jasmine practically saying his name.

Instinctively, he understood what his wife now expected. “Yes,” he acknowledged with his head bowed down. “That makes me a bimboy…”

“Not enthusiastic enough,” Jasmine said.

And just like that, she hit the button, and the collar unleashed its full force. A barrage of electricity exploded through his body, knocking him down. He passed out, only to wake up a little while later. The women were ready for him to start serving…

For the next two hours, he served them drinks and stood off to the side while they traded stories and discussed plans for the company. It had once been his company, but now it belonged to Jasmine, and she intended to take some of their contracts in a new set of directions.

She knew it was torture for him to hear this, especially because he wasn’t allowed to speak.

Eva, Amanda, Lucy, and Cindy finally decided they wanted to go explore Calista. Justin expected his wife to go with them, but she wished them a pleasant night out, and then he found himself against the wall. This time, he didn’t have the restraints around his wrists or ankles, yet it hardly mattered.

“I want you to come over here and get me ready,” Jasmine said.

“What?”

“You saw what Tyson did for me before. Now it’s your turn,” she said. With a wicked little smirk on her face, she lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and tossed to them at his feet. “Come on, servant boy.”

Servant boy.

These women had made the decision.

Perhaps if he worked out or mastered the arts of sexual service, then he might have been able to earn a promotion and become a stallion…

Justin hated himself for contemplating the possibility. Had his ambitions been reduced so far?

He approached, got down on his knees, and that’s when she put her hand on the back of his head. With casualties, she shoved his face up against her slit.

“Lick,” she commanded.

For the next few minutes, he obeyed.

When she told him to speed up, he complied. When she told him to slow down, he listened and followed her orders.

As he worshiped her body, he kept waiting for that inevitable moment when she might climax. His tongue darted along the walls of her opening, and he served her as best he could.

Then she pushed him back, and she tilted her head to the side. “I’m going to let you take some classes,” she said. “Maybe we can get you a tutor. Yeah, I think I would be a great idea for you. You’re doing your best, and I really appreciate it. I think it’s sweet. But really, the work isn’t good enough to satisfy me. I mean, you can pour my drinks, make my dinner, and clean my home, but you aren’t ready for sexual servitude quite yet.”

Justin didn’t understand, but that’s when the door opened, and Tyson came back.

He strode in, naked and collared, once again a perfect manifestation of everything a man might hope to be.

“Justin, kneel right there on the floor.”

She picked a spot just two feet away.

“What, what is going to happen here?”

“You’re going to be quiet,” she said. “You’re going to be quiet and you’re going to watch what a real man can do.”

As she spoke, she raised her hand and motioned for Tyson to approach.

“How may I serve you, ma’am?”

“Sit down,” she said, patting the spot next to her on the couch. He obeyed, and his leviathan shaft was already hard and ready for her.

“Watch,” she said to her husband. The chastity servant had no choice. He knew what kind of punishment he would endure if he attempted to defy her. Even as the images were burned against his retinas and deep into his mind, he saw this beautiful woman climb up on top of Tyson.

He readjusted the hem of her skirt, lowered herself down, and took him. Inch by inch, she enveloped him. “Oh,” she panted. “Yes!”

Her voice was tight with genuine desire and a real passion.

If he really thought about it and forced himself to accept the truth, then he knew he had never compelled her to make a sound like that, not when they pulled around her had sex.

As she impaled herself with his manhood, she grabbed a Tyson’s wrists and pushed them above his head. Obviously, he would have been strong enough to shove her away, but she was his superior. He acknowledged this as he bowed his head down.

She rode him.

She used him like a dildo, gliding up and sliding down again.

She savored the heat and friction of her body against his as the heat swirled and spiraled at her center. Right below her stomach, she could feel that delicious need.

Then she slowed it down.

“Tell my husband what it’s like to be a stallion.”

“Being a stallion means serving,” he said. His face darkened with the exertion. Perhaps he had to fight to maintain control after all. “It means belonging to women just like you. I will do everything I can to bring you pleasure. I know I’m just a slave.”

Justin started to speak, but she raised one hand along with a single finger, and just like that, she silenced him.

“You are so good,” she told Tyson. “You’re amazing. I love taking you just like this! You’re a boy, and that means you have to serve!” At that point, she closed her eyes, bit down on the inside of her mouth, panted, finally gasped, and cried out. The noise washed over her husband as he watched her.

Just like that, he saw her have sex with another man—a superior man. He lost track of time, so he had no idea how long she spent with him. Jasmine’s Plans

It didn’t matter because she was on the cusp of an orgasm. She was going to let this one exploded through her body, to flare out along her extremities! She would feel it along her toes, and the palms of her hands, as middle of her core, everywhere!

Bliss! Ecstasy!

While Justin absorbed every second, Jasmine lost herself to the wild Inferno.

By the time she was done, her cheeks were flushed, her skin was damp, and she grinned.

She had come so hard…

“You can go,” she said to Tyson. Then she stood up, and she sauntered over to her husband.

He kept his eyes downcast.

“Say it.”

“I’m a servant,” he acknowledged. “I’m a servant, and I belong to you.”

Finally, he was starting to learn…

The End




At first, Justin didn’t see any alternative. He had to bide his time, to wait, and to hope that he might figure out some way to get off of the island.

Calista.

Every time he allowed himself to think of this place, his thoughts became scrambled. As a businessman, Justin had been proud of his strategic acumen. And why not? His company had grown so quickly. He had spotted different trends, taking advantage, pivoting, and retreating when something didn’t work.

Only now, he didn’t see any way out of his predicament.

His beautiful wife, Jasmine, had taken control.

She had taken control of everything!

This never should have happened; it should have been completely, totally, and utterly impossible. And yet, this was the reality of his life. Every time he stepped over to the window and looked down at the city, his heart hammered faster.

Of course, he had enjoyed vistas like this one in many cities: Beijing, Shanghai, Tokyo, San Francisco, Atlanta, New York, and much of it looked the same. In a high-rise building like this, so much of the world could be taken for granted. Cars scuttled along the ground like bugs, and he had to squint to make out to the individuals walking along underneath the shade of these enormous edifices.

Only when he squinted and gazed down, he could make out the key details.

Women strode around in their high heels or flats, confident and secure in the knowledge of their supremacy. Some of the women wore pants and business suits; others preferred summer dresses or dainty little shorts. It didn’t matter whether or not these women were thin and could have passed as models in another country. Many were larger and they still carried themselves with that same expressive certainty.

And why wouldn’t they?

So many of the men were naked.

From this distance, Justin couldn’t make out the specific details. He didn’t see the silver collars around the stallions.

Stallions. He flinched when he thought of this designation. Justin didn’t know whether or not he resented them because they had surrendered so completely or because he couldn’t be one of them.

He shivered as he considered his grading process again.

They had marked him out as a servant!

When he refocused his gaze, he saw his own semi-transparent reflection in the window. Yes, he had a little bit of extra weight. Yes, he wasn’t especially tall, and when he looked down at his manhood, he knew he couldn’t impress a woman like that either.

Still, he was supposed to be smart! He was supposed to be able to get whatever he wanted!

Not here. Not on Calista.

But this place wasn’t supposed to exist!

As a multimillionaire, Justin had thought he knew everything important about geopolitics. He was supposed to have a strong grasp of the South China Sea, the relationship between Russia and the EU, not to mention the economic transformations taking place in every major city on the planet.

And yet, he didn’t know about this place.

Before they arrived on Calista, Justin took a measured view of conspiracies. He didn’t think the obvious and politically loaded ones were real. Fake elections? Microchips hidden in medicine? Those were clearly nonsense. And yet, Justin wasn’t so naïve as to believe everyone in government, business, or religion would be transparent with their desires and beliefs. Varied, intersecting forces created strange dynamics all across the globe.

But this place?

He wouldn’t have believed it.

Calista had a singularly unique government (as far as he knew), one where women ruled. Not only that, the boys had to be graded. Again, he thought of his demeaning status as a servant.

On this island, women could own property, drive, vote, and explore the internet. The boys…couldn’t. It was as simple as that.

Only then he glanced down at his imprisoned manhood.

He now wore a metal chastity cage. The thin bars allowed him to see the contours and color of his shaft, but they also prevented him from actually enjoying an erection. There had been those moments when he got turned on, especially when Jasmine decided to kiss him. His skin would push up, straining, but it couldn’t rise, not really.

This was supposed to be a vacation, but it became his imprisonment.

And now, Jasmine called from the living room, “Servant! Oh, servant boy!”

He hated that tone of voice, commanding and playful, like this was just a game. As far as his wife was concerned, she had defeated him in every possible way. She had the key to his chastity cage, she had stolen away his company, his assets, and even his legal status as a man.

When (if) they went back to the United States, he would be completely under her thumb. Of course, he could have gone to any number of lawyers, but how would he compensate them?

“You’ve been such a good boy for the last couple of days,” she called out. “I would hate to have to start punishing you again.”

Justin bowed his head down, scurried out of the bedroom, down the hall, and into the living room.

He found his wife there, naked.

Instinctively, Justin glanced over at the restraints. Was she going to lock him back in them? Was she going to force him to watch while she had sex with another man, a stallion?

“What do you want?”

“First,” she said, pointing down to a spot on the floor, “I expect you to get on your knees.”

Justin paused for a second, only he contemplated the collar around his neck and the cage between his legs. It had been several days since he had been allowed to wear any kind of clothing. Days! It seemed so ridiculous.

When they dated and even after they got married, Justin had told himself that he didn’t care much about what he wore. Seriously, he was an entrepreneur and a businessman, the kind of visionary who needed to lead his company to success. Styles, fashion, and looking “professional” seldom entered into his calculations.

In fact, there had been times when he was about to leave the house, and she would look up at him, “Are you wearing that?” Jasmine had asked.

“What’s wrong with this?” he would respond.

“That’s not fair,” she said. “If you dress like some ragamuffin, people are going to think I’m not taking care of you.”

“You’re my wife,” he said, his tone taunting and condescending. “No one thinks you are responsible for dressing me.”

“Said the man who doesn’t know anything about sexism,” she would respond almost every single time.

Perhaps he enjoyed taunting her; maybe there was a little thrill in seeing her brows tightened together as she realized she wouldn’t be able to stop him.

But as he looked up at her, he had to marvel at his own nakedness. He gulped, especially because she looked so amazing in that yellow summer dress. It was tight around her waist, short along her thighs, and there was something so incredible about how it seemed to cling to her chest, highlighting the curves of her breasts.

“Good boy,” she said. “When I call you, I expect you to come running.”

Oh no.

Justin had worried about this. Over the last couple of days, after she had taken control and he stopped struggling, she had seemed to relax into their new dynamic. Yes, she was in charge, and she could order him around, but she generally called upon the tower’s servants to come cook and clean.

Obviously, she could have ordered Justin to do it, yet she decided to relax with him like this was a normal vacation. They watched TV, enjoyed room service, and enjoyed the hours they had to themselves.

“But you know, there is something you just messed up,” she told him.

“What?”

“Your tone,” she said. “You will be an obedient, humble, and well behaved boy for me.”

“Please, do we have to do this right now?” He glanced down toward the floor.

She lifted her feet, set her heels on the coffee table, and then she spread her legs.

Justin hated himself for reacting this way, yet his manhood twitched inside of his cage.

Breathing out slowly, he did his best to push those desires aside. He couldn’t allow himself to yearn for her, not like that, not while he remained caged.

“Fine,” he said.

That’s when she grabbed her phone, pulled up the program and hit the button. Justin watched her do it, and his eyes widened. After several days of avoiding the shock collar, he almost forgot about the electrodes that were constantly pressed to his skin.

Then the jolt of electricity slammed into him, and he retreated back, falling down onto his palms as he leaned away from her.

“Try again.”

“Yes. Yes, Jasmine,” he said. “I will be a well-behaved boy for you.”

“Very good,” she said. “Now apologize for your tone from before.”

“I’m sorry about my tone from before,” he told her.

“Excellent,” she said. “Now crawl around here. I want you between my legs.”

His nostrils flared as the exasperation clawed at his insides, but Justin knew what he had to do: obey. He hated getting shocked. It wasn’t just the pain, which is bad enough. There was also that stab of humiliation and embarrassment.

This woman could just deliver an electrical shock whenever she liked! She could punish him like he was some disobedient pet!

Of course, that’s precisely how he felt anyway as he crawled under her leg and kneeled between her knees. Instinctively, he glanced down along her inner thighs, and he saw her beautifully trimmed pubic hair. Not only that, her slit glistened with excitement.

“I’ve been thinking about this,” she said. “For the most part, you have been a good boy over the last couple of days, but now I think it’s time for us to take our relationship to the next level.”

“But we are already married.”

“We are,” Jasmine replied. Even as she spoke, she studied his features. She loved that mixture of defiance and defeat, determination and surrender as those conflicting impulses played through his psyche and along his face. As his wife, she knew exactly how to read him.

He couldn’t hide anything from her!

“But we aren’t man and wife. We are wife and slave. Owner and servant.” As she spoke, she ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth.

“And right now,” Jasmine continued, “I expect you to serve me with your mouth.”

He inhaled as he readied himself to say something like, “No way! I’m not going to do that!”

But then he thought better of his defiance, especially since she still loosely held her phone in her grip. He couldn’t even respond with some passive aggressive snide, “Fine.”

She reached out and placed her hand on the back of his head. Then she pulled him closer and closer. With every second, he attempted to come up with some reason why he should stop. There had to be a reason or an excuse he could use.

Only then, he felt the tip of his nose brush along her pubic hair. She once said that she enjoyed trimming, although she had always been reluctant to completely shave it off. Now he became intimately familiar with her sex as he had no choice.

Justin started licking.

With her husband down on his knees, she said, “I hope you have enjoyed this little respite. I didn’t make you serve me because I wanted you to settle into your new status. I’m not going to ask how you feel. Obviously, you can’t answer.”

He gently lapped his tongue along her sex.

This wasn’t the first time he had to serve her, but he still hated it.

She could sense that frustration burn through his shoulders and down along his back. “This must be so frustrating for you,” she said. “I mean, you’re obviously the kind of guy who loves oral sex. But then, you’re something of a hypocrite, aren’t you? As far as you’re concerned, girls go down on guys, but men don’t have to reciprocate. Isn’t that right?”

Since she asked a question, Justin tried to pull back, only she rested her hand on the back of his head and tensed her grip, making sure he couldn’t stop.

She chuckled and answered her own question, “Yeah…So many guys back in the United States are just like you. They love having some cute girl on her knees. They think that they deserve it. They don’t think they should have to give her anything in return.”

Justin wished he could protest, only his wife didn’t give him a chance.

Instead, Jasmine reveled in having him right there between her legs and down on his knees. “I think you are going to get used to going down on me. And no, I’m not going to let you out of your cage. But if you ask very nicely, maybe I will let you watch when a stallion plows me. Or if you are an especially good boy, I can let you out from time to time. Would you like that?”

With his cheeks brushing along her inner thighs, he whimpered and moaned.

Jasmine laughed. “It’s still amazing how this feels. I mean, it’s not just the physical part. Sure, your tongue is very adept, but I just like knowing that you are on your knees before me. Why is that again?” She laughed and provided the obvious answer, “Oh, that’s right. You came to an island filled with female supremacists for vacation!”

She probably wished she could say more, only his tongue darted along her sex, he worshiped her button, and the pleasure started to flare through her, cutting off anything else she intended to say.

Soon enough, she put both of her hands on the back of his head. She guided him, turning him into nothing more than a sex toy.

Hot pleasure coursed through her, and then she climaxed hard. The explosion of satisfaction raced through her body.

“Very good,” she said. “Very, very good. For that, I think I’m going to let you out of your cage.”

He licked some of the moisture from his lips and tasted her again. “What?” He could hardly believe it. “We, we are going to have sex?”

“No, no,” she replied. “Silly boy. We are going to have sex, but I want you to enjoy yourself. We are on vacation, aren’t we?”

If she let him out of the chastity cage, then maybe she would release him from the collar. After that, he could try to escape. Justin didn’t know where he might go, only then she reached down and grabbed him by his collar. She tugged, pulling him and drawing him over to the wall.

No, not fair!

But it was too late because his wife turned him around, grabbed his wrists, and pushed them up toward the restraints.

He already knew what was going to happen, so he didn’t try to shove his way free or break away.

It wouldn’t have done any good anyway.

The restraints automatically locked into place, snapping into their locking positions. Just like that, he knew he was going to be helpless.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered next.

Justin could have resisted, but he understood how powerful those electrical shocks could be. Just one or two would strip away his willpower and compel him to obey.

He swallowed nervously, and then he complied. He slipped his legs into the manacles, the sensors detected the heat of his body or the pressure of his heels, and now they locked around his limbs.

With his arms spread and over his head, his legs parted, Justin was completely at her mercy.

“Look here,” she said. That’s when she smiled and lazily raised one hand up to the contour of her neck. “Would you like to kiss me right here?”

His shaft twitched again.

“Yes, please,” he said.

She stepped forward, put her hands on his hips, and she pressed her body to his.

He leaned downward as much is the restraints allowed, and he pressed his mouth to her soft, tantalizing skin. He started to lick, to suck and tease her as best he could. His teeth grazed along her flesh, so she savored the arousal pumping through her body.

That was one amazing component of being a woman on this island. She didn’t have to think about sex starting and stopping by the male erection. On the contrary, she could take him however she liked as often as she liked.

As he kissed her, she rubbed her breasts against him, and he could feel her hardened nipples glide along his flesh. It wasn’t fair! She wasn’t supposed to torment him like this. With every second, fresh waves of need rushed along his skin. The desires roiled through his nervous system like some storm out on the ocean.

“Good boy,” she said as she pulled away. Even then, he stretched forward, leaning as much as he could because he didn’t want to stop.

With one hand, she slid her fingertip along at the chain the dangled from her neck.

He knew what waited underneath her dress, suspended by those links of gold. She didn’t show him the key, but she had a question for him, “Would you like me to use this on you?”

“Yes!” If he had hoped to hold out for a few more seconds, he must’ve been disappointed.

She shook her head and almost felt bad for him; then again, she had always been his girlfriend or wife. People almost never took her seriously since he was supposed to be the brilliant entrepreneur. And what did that make her? A glorified housekeeper or maybe his sexual plaything.

Those answers rippled through her even as she pulled the key away from her neck.

“Thank me for bringing you here.”

What? No, he couldn’t!

The ambivalence played across his face. He was angry, determined, and defiant, yet she kept gliding her fingertip along the chain. Then she pulled it out and showed it to him. It swayed from side to side, mocking him with its proximity.

“You know what you have to do,” she said, sounding a little bit like a hypnotist teasing him with the rhythmic movements of the key. “Go on, Justin. We both know I’m going to win. You’re a servant, and that means you will obey your owner.”

“Thank you,” he said, dropping his gaze down to the floor. His muscles spasmed as he intuitively pulled on the shackles holding him to the wall.

“For?”

Damn it. She wasn’t going to make this easy for him! Fact, he looked at his wife, and he could only marvel at the cunning, condescending sparkle in her eyes as she enjoyed her power over him.

Jasmine didn’t try to hide it; she wasn’t interested in protecting his ego or any lingering sense of dignity he may have possessed.

“Go on,” she said. “What do you need to be motivated?” She held up her phone and wiggled it in front of his eyes.

Although he kept his gaze firmly locked on her, something inside of him must have broken. It was like a dam shattering as he called out, “Thank you for owning me. Thank you for punishing me. Thank you for ensuring my good behavior as your servant…”

Yes, he was still a very articulate man, which meant he knew exactly how to speak to her.

“Not bad,” she replied. “For that, I think you deserve to watch this.” That’s when she held up the key again. She let it dangle in front of his gaze. His eyes were big, and he followed its movements as the key continued to drift from left to right.

She was teasing him!

Jasmine marveled at how this man, an individual who used to command so many employees, not to mention millions of dollars, now obsessed over this little piece of metal.

“Should I use this on you?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want out of your chastity cage?”

Jasmine understood a lot about her husband. For example, she knew how proud he was of his capacity for self-denial. This must’ve been especially true when he first started his company. He had known what it might take to succeed, the long nights, the sacrifices, not to mention pouring every dollar back into his business.

And for the last couple of days, he tapped into that same ability.

Jasmine had watched and actually respected his ability to pretend he hadn’t been locked in a chastity cage. Sure, his libido could rampage through his body, but he had never gotten down on his knees and begged, whimpered, or whined for freedom.

Only now she was teasing him, and she loved how those defenses started to crack. Finally, they broke, and that’s when he pulled on his right arm, then his left leg. He tried to lurch forward, only the shackles held him firmly in place.

“Yes, please,” he said. He had barely started speaking again, yet his breathing came fast. He was already begging!

“That’s a good start,” she acknowledged.

Jasmine absolutely adored his expression as the revelation played across his features; perhaps he didn’t want to acknowledge it, but he was starting to figure out what she had in mind. He had gone from begging, to pleading, to demonstrating his inferiority as a male and a servant.

“Please, please let me out.”

“Why should I bother? It’s not like you’re going to be able to use it for much. I mean, every time we’ve had sex, you have never been able to please me with that particular instrument. In fact, you’re much better with your mouth.” As she taunted him, she reached up and brushed her fingers along his lips, then over the side of his cheek.

Justin had to come up with a good answer; if he didn’t, she might decide to simply turn around and walk away. Or worse, she could gag him and head out for a couple of hours.

If she did that, he would have no idea where she would go or what she might do…

He lowered his head, his chin pressed to his chest, and Justin contemplated some kind of answer. There had to be something he could say! There had to be some way for him to convince her.

“Even if you let me out,” he told her, “I’m still going to be helpless. I won’t be able to touch myself.”

“That’s true,” she said.

“And I, I was hoping maybe you would want to reward me for all of my good behavior.”

Good behavior. Jasmine reveled in the fierce frustration that danced across his face as he uttered those two words. Good behavior? Good behavior was for children and pets. But then, perhaps a new category had to be added to that list: slaves.

Women were the only ones who could feel the true power; they were the only individuals who could be trusted with real independence and freedom.

Children, animals, and men needed to be taken, trained, and domesticated. These thoughts fluttered through her head, all while she continued to slide her fingers along his face and down his neck. She touched his collar and wondered if he would ever be able to earn a better designation.

She ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth as she considered what he might become. Obviously, that would require a great deal of training.

Perhaps. Maybe. Someday.

In the meantime, she told him, “You do a good job when you went down on me.”

“Thank you,” he said. “I’m glad I could please you.”

“Are you grateful for the opportunity? Are you grateful you can go down on me?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Very nice,” she replied. Then she lowered the key, and he closed his eyes. He waited for the vibrations of those locks as the key’s teeth slid into the grooves and fit in place. But then she pulled the key back up, and the disappointment swelled through his body.

“But you know, you’ve only been good for a couple of days. Maybe I should keep you in chastity for at least a week?”

“No!” Under normal circumstances, a bold declaration like that from a slave would have warranted punishment. But as things stood, she loved the desperation that rippled through his monosyllabic plea.

“What was that?”

Breathing in, he must’ve realized he made a mistake. Jasmine watched and wondered how he would try to recover. “Please. Please, I want to be good for you. Please, can I have your word? I swear, I’m trying to be an obedient servant for you.”

“Tell me the girl did a good job.”

His eyes flickered.

The girl?

Who was she talking about?

Then the pieces fit together, and he understood.

The grader. The evaluator.

Her visit flashed across his memory as he thought of her smug smile and at the easy confidence she wielded when she approached him. At the time, he had been utterly shocked. A young woman like her should have been intimidated by him. He was a wealthy man, experienced, worldly, and powerful.

Instead, she had assessed him, measuring him, grading him, and finally coming to a conclusion.

She called him a servant! That was his legal designation now!

Jasmine’s command reverberated through his body, but he didn’t know if he could do this.

“The key is in, but I can pull it right back out,” she told him.

His breathing quickened, his heart slammed down, and he gave in. He surrendered again! “The girl, she did a good job!”

“And she did a good job because she knew exactly what she was doing. You were never supposed to be a boss or in charge, where you? What are you again? What did she decide?” Jasmine tilted her head to the side like she wanted to hear this better.

Between panted breaths of abject exasperation, he told her, “I’m a servant. She decided I should be a servant.”

“That’s right,” Jasmine agreed. She decided to make this even worse for him. Since Justin had worked in the technology industry, he had always considered himself to be something of a practical scientist. Now she said, “She did a good job because she used the official criteria, all of which are based on science. It’s just a matter of fact. You weren’t supposed to be in charge. You’re supposed to be a slave!”

His jaw fell open as he ached to call out, “That’s not true! Men and women are supposed to be equal!” But even if he had shouted those words, he wouldn’t have really believed them. Before coming to Calista, Justin had started to evolve into a sexist.

Boredom, power, and his own worst instincts had started to mix into this toxic miasma of sexist certainty. When he lost his hunger for his business, he started looking at the women in the office like they could be toys and playthings. From one of his closest advisers, Eva, all the way down to the new interns, he stopped seeing women as people.

Jasmine had sensed it, hence their need for this “vacation”.

“Yes,” he growled out. “I, I’m supposed to be a servant.”

“Because it’s a scientific fact, isn’t it? Boys are inferior, so they need to be owned. They need to be trained.”

“Yes,” he agreed, growling out every word. It felt as though these words had to be torn from his psyche. “Boys are inferior.”

“Because it’s a scientific fact…”

“Because it’s a scientific fact,” he echoed.

“Very good!”

She opened the locks on his chastity cage, pulled them away, and then she looked down at him.

At this point, he knew how easy it would have been for Jasmine to leave the chastity cage on. She had unlocked him; she could call this “freedom”. Of course, the different components remained in place, and he couldn’t achieve an erection. With the bars locked around his shaft in this imprisoning silhouette, he remained just as helpless as he had been a few minutes ago.

She leaned forward and pressed her body to his once again.

Instinctively, he dipped his head down, and he started to kiss, lick, and nuzzle her neck.

Oh yes, that felt delicious, she reflected. Feeling playful, she reached down and started to fondle the underside of his balls. Her fingertips danced and slid along some of his most sensitive skin.

The desires flowed through his body, his shaft strained, and he struggled against the metal captivity of his chastity cage.

“I love having you like this, Justin,” she confessed. “I love knowing that I’m in charge and I can have whatever I want. You can’t stop me, can you?”

“No…” Justin groused.

She whispered in his ear, her breath hot. Her nipples were hard again, and she really wondered if she was going to work herself up into another frenzy.

“Say it.”

“I can’t stop you. You’re in charge. You’re the owner, I’m just a servant boy!”

Another fresh ripple of desire ran through her body. Yes, she was definitely getting excited all over again!

“That’s good,” she said. “Justin, I love it when you tell me the truth. You’re the slave, and I’m the owner. This was how it was always meant to be.”

He could have answered with his points about how he had founded an entire company. So many people had worked for him and relied on him. He had navigated through difficult logistical, legal, and technical problems. And yet, none of that mattered because he had the collar around his neck.

“I love my slave boy,” she said.

“I love my owner,” he replied. As Justin spoke, he couldn’t explain why he uttered those words. Coercion? Honesty? Perhaps it had been a little bit of both.

Either way, she reached down and pulled the chastity cage off. Without looking, she removed the different components, one after another.

In less than a second, his shaft hardened and pushed upward. Then she stroked him, letting three fingers dance and collide along the underside of his manhood. He shivered through those sensations.

“You love it when I touch you, don’t you?”

“Yes, please, more!”

“This feels so good. It feels right, doesn’t it?” Jasmine taunted and encouraged him in the same moments, the same frantic breaths as she continued to rub herself against him. All of this seemed to come so naturally to her.

When she first heard about Calista, the concept sounded alien and ridiculous. An island where women had taken over, one where every legal and governmental framework had been designed to suppress male ambition and freedom? It seemed impossible!

But now she had everything she could ever want, including this boy.

“Yes, it feels right!”

“Tell me how much you enjoy your captivity.”

“I, I love my captivity. I love being owned,” he panted out.

By this point, he hardly understood what he was saying, but it didn’t really matter because she was in charge. She had him, and she didn’t have to let him go.

She drew her hand away, and his eyes tightened even as his breathing came in one frantic gasp after another.

“Beg for more.”

“Please! Please, can I have some more?”

Before he even finished, Jasmine reached forward again, and she just lightly grazed his cock. The desperation pulsed through his body, working its way up to a crescendo. She squeezed him, sensed that he was on the verge of a climax, so she pulled her hand away again.

He jerked his body from side to side, but this wasn’t genuine defiance. Instead, these were the animal instincts of a boy who desperately needed to get off. He couldn’t think for himself, not with the wild, animal need pulsating through his body.

She did this again and again, bringing him close to release, taking her hand back, and touching him again.

Pretty soon, she could tell that Justin wasn’t thinking for himself. Instead, his urges had completely swamped his mind, taking away everything except this one urge.

“Poor boy. This must be so frustrating for you.”

She drew her pinky up along his shaft. Then she squeezed him again. She moved her palm up and down, drawing him closer and closer to that point of ecstatic release. And yet, she still didn’t permit him to enjoy an orgasm.

“It’s funny,” she said, “I could probably use this technique to get whatever I want out of you.”

“Yes, he panted. “Yes, yes, anything you want!”

“But there isn’t anything I want right now. I’m completely and perfectly satisfied,” she said, which was only half-true. Underneath her sundress, her slit had dampened again. Excitement roiled through her, just as it did her husband.

Okay, so maybe their feelings weren’t exactly the same. Bound and helpless, he ached for release, something he couldn’t have. Only his wife could give him the pleasure and satisfaction he craved.

“Are you helpless?”

“Yes!”

“Are you powerless?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want this? Do you want me to give you an orgasm? Would you be willing to do anything for it?”

“Yes! Anything! I, I would be willing to do anything!”

“Hold onto that feeling, Justin. Because I want you to understand that this is your life now. Yes, it is.” She made this sound like it was a lesson, something he needed to learn and absorb it because he would never be able to get back to the life he had once expected or demanded. Then she pulled her hand away. Right as he was about to start pleading again, she gave him a different command. “Stay silent. Don’t utter a word.”

His lips parted, and his shaft was so hard as the hunger for an orgasm burned through his body.

“Poor boy,” she said, reaching up. “You want to speak so badly, don’t you? Before we came here, you could have made any demand, and people would listen to you every single time, wouldn’t they? They seemed so eager to please you. But now, you’re the one who has to be eager to please.”

Justin understood all of this as the words sunk down into his psyche.

Somehow, he stayed silent.

Good, she reflected. This was perfect. Whether he knew it or not, he was absorbing some very important lessons here.

Then she dropped her hand down, and she started touching him again. “You don’t get that orgasm without permission,” she said.

His eyes widened, and she grinned at him.

She touched him and teased him, fondling his balls with one hand, stroking and squeezing his shaft with the other.

Then she stepped to the side, and she asked, “This is what you want? Is this what you want more than anything?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Promise me that you’re going to be a good servant.”

“I, I swear! I promise! I’m going to be a good servant!”

Before he even finished the sentence, she sped up again, bring him closer and closer.

“You have permission,” she said.

For a moment, he blinked, turned to her, and tried to make sure he had heard her correctly.

“Go on,” she said playfully. “Enjoy it. Relaxing into your orgasm, boy. Who knows when you’re going to get another one?”

Even as a frightened pang tightened somewhere in his gut, she squeezed again, and that’s when he lost himself to the torrent of pleasure. Hot ecstasy coursed through his body. He jerked his hips forward and back, rubbing himself on her grip as much as he could while he enjoyed that frantic pulse of satisfaction.

Every muscle in his body tensed as Justin lost himself to the blaze of satisfaction.

He came so hard, spurting his load. It shot down onto the floor, and Jasmine just laughed. She couldn’t help herself, not when he looked like an adorable fountain.

But then he was spent, and he fell forward, hanging there against his restraints.

Justin just barely managed to look up to see his wife start to lock him back into the chastity cage. Deep down, he had known that this would be coming. He had understood that this would be an inevitability. Even so, he tried to shake his head, but his strength was spent. Utterly sapped, he felt like he didn’t have anything left.

Then she released him from the restraints, and she looked down at the damp streaks along the floor. “It looks like you have something to clean up, servant boy.” She patted him on the head and said, “I’m going to take care of some emails. In the meantime, I expect you to clean.”

Justin wanted to protest. He wasn’t supposed to clean; he was supposed to be a CEO!

But after this session, Justin couldn’t manage that sort of defiance. He was a boy, one who had already been graded as a servant, so he belonged on his knees, scrubbing the floors while his owner enjoyed herself.

Jasmine sauntered back to the couch, crossed one leg over the other, and she started to glide her finger along her phone as she reviewed different emails. That had once been his pastime; whenever he didn’t have anything else to do, he would handle the various messages and decisions that flowed through his organization.

But now that company belonged to her. Instead, Justin went back to the kitchen. Locked in chastity, he started to grab a sponge, a bucket, and a bottle of cleaning solution. While his wife worked, however, he tentatively looked down at the chastity cage. For a moment, he hoped that maybe she had made a mistake this time.

If he got extraordinarily lucky, then maybe she hadn’t connected the different fasteners properly. Maybe he would be able to slip it off at some point…

Tentatively, he tugged on it.

He was exhausted after that orgasm, not to mention his struggles against of the shackles. Still, Justin kept working at the device. He squirmed, wiggling his body from side to side. He tried to pull the cage at different angles.

None of it helped. None of it worked.

“I should see my boy down on his hands and knees cleaning,” she called out from the living room.

“I’m on my way!” Justin answered quickly.

And as he spoke, he knew he sounded exactly like a servant.

As Justin scrubbed at the floor, he tried not to think about how completely he had lost control. And yet, his wife got up, she sauntered over to him, and now she stood over him while he continued to work.

At first, he tried to pretend that she wasn’t there.

“I know you might need some time to accept all of this, but you also know exactly how to be a smart boy,” she said before reaching down and patting him on the cheek. “But you know, I think you’re going to need some more time on the wall. In the meantime, I’m hungry for something else.”

“What?” Justin couldn’t help but ask.

His wife flipped her hair, glanced at him from the side, and just smiled.

When she lifted her phone again, he flinched, thinking he might endure another blast of electricity. Instead, she made a call and held the device to her ear, “Hello. I would like you to send the stallion please.”

Justin glared down at the floor.

“Yes,” she said into the phone. “Now would be excellent.”

Without realizing it, he started scrubbing harder. He rubbed his sponge harder and faster down against the flooring while his wife made her request.

When he heard the word “stallion,” Justin knew exactly what she had in mind. His insides tightened, especially when he thought about the other boy, Tyson.

Like so many men, Justin had instinctively believed he was an excellent lover. His wife moaned, whimpered, and called out his name. And yet, she had now told the truth. When he plunged into her, she could hardly feel it. He could do his best, but it wouldn’t matter because evolution hadn’t smiled down on him.

He wasn’t tiny or useless or anything, but he wasn’t going to impress her the way a chiseled specimen like Tyson could. On Calista, his investment portfolios and business acumen meant nothing.

“Oh, that’s a shame. Thank you.”

She lowered the phone, glanced at her husband, and said, “It seems that the local stallions are all busy right now.”

“You could let me out of the cage again,” he said quickly. “If you want, we could have sex. Better yet, we could just leave the island altogether.”

Jasmine cocked her head to the side, grinned down at him, and asked, “Really? You really think something like that would work?”

He dropped his head back down and stared at the floor. By this point, it was clean, but a few drops remained. He would need to clean this up as well.

“No,” he admitted.

“No,” she agreed. “That won’t work. But hey. From what I understand, they have a slave market just a few blocks from here. Feel like going for a walk?”

When she lifted up his leash and let it dangle down in front of her, Justin knew she had already made her decision. And yes, he was coming with her.

She attached the leash, secured it to one of the many hooks in the beautiful condominium, and she decided to cuff his hands behind his back to make sure he didn’t get into any mischief. In the meantime, she sauntered back into the bedroom, and she started to get changed.

When she came back, he stared at her, and his shaft started to harden again. She looked amazing in those black boots and matching yoga pants. The pants seemed to cling to her legs, highlighting her best features. The heels on her boots looked amazing, and he especially loved the red shimmer of her blouse. She had tucked it in, yet he still marveled at the way the silk clung to her breasts.

His mouth started to water.

“Too formal?” Jasmine asked.

Justin tried to answer, only the words failed him. With a little smile, she knew exactly what he was thinking, but she decided to be just a little cruel. She opened the top button, then one more. Now he could see the edges of her black bra.

He tried to turn away, but she came closer and closer.

“How do I look?”

“Gorgeous,” he confessed. He hated admitting this, especially because it meant she had even more power and influence over him, but he didn’t see any other alternative.

He tried to stop staring, but Justin couldn’t succeed. It didn’t help that she put one hand on her hip and turned to the side. Then she flipped her hair, and he marveled at the light as it played along those strands and tresses.

“Boys,” she said as she approached and touched his chest with one finger, “are so easy.”

From there, she took him by his leash, grabbed her purse with her wallet and phone, and tugged.

As they made their way down the hall, into the elevator, and finally through the lobby, Justin was grateful they didn’t see anyone else. Striding out naked, collared, bound and leashed still felt like an alien experience.

Once they made it to the parking garage, he glanced up and saw several women coming toward them. “Hello,” one of them said with a friendly wave. “Are you new to the building?”

“Yes,” Jasmine said. “I’m renting a condo for our vacation.”

“Well, welcome to the building. It looks like you are definitely having fun with your boy.”

“This is my husband, Justin.”

He opened his mouth like he thought he might be expected to say something. At a glance, however, he could tell that these women weren’t interested in anything he had to say. He was just a boy. He belonged on that leash, and he needed to be owned just like all of the other males on the island.

“It looks like you’re doing a great job with him. Is he new?”

“Yes,” she admitted. “I think you can tell. He’s pouting quite a bit.”

Justin tried to school his features and to remain neutral, but these women were quite beautiful. One was larger. She was probably taller than him as well, like she could grab him, hold him down, and pin him with hardly any effort.

“It’s okay. They settle in after a little while,” promised a different woman.

“Anyway, we should head out. I’m going to see about getting a stallion.”

“Oh, that makes sense. This boy definitely looks more like a servant.”

None of these women had been trained as evaluators, yet that hardly mattered. He had already received his boy grade, but it galled him to think that they could make that assessment so quickly. Worse, they were right!

“If you would ever like to borrow my stallion, you’re welcome to do so. He’s very skilled,” said one of the women. “I’m Stephanie, this is Jessica, and that is Megan.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet all of you,” said his wife. “I’m Jasmine.”

“Anyway, have fun at the market! And be sure to take some free samples!” The women giggled before heading back toward the building.

Justin glanced back at his wife. Unable to stop himself, he lowered his voice and pleaded with her, “Please? Can’t we just go back to the condo? I can do whatever you want!”

She glanced back at him, then down at his cock. “Can you? Can you really?”

“I could go down on you…”

“Yes,” she said. “And you’re pretty good at that, but I want someone who is been a specially trained. Now if you want, you can beg for a training regimen, and maybe I can have you reevaluated if you like.”

Training regimen?

Justin considered what the other stallions had looked like: tall, well endowed, and muscled. Maybe he could do something about that last part. Yeah, he could have stood to lose a couple of pounds, and his midsection didn’t ripple with tight, taut muscles. He wondered what it would take, how many hours at a gym, to get him into shape. But then, being created as a stallion meant more than just looking good; it was also a matter of sexual service and psychological training.

Justin looked down, and his wife laughed at him. “That’s what I thought.”

She took him back to the rented sedan, and she got into the driver’s seat while he lived his life as a passenger.

They drove downtown, and he once again marveled at how everything could look so normal in one angle but wild and bizarre as another. When he glanced toward the signs, they announced coffee shops, bookstores, clothing boutiques, and more. But when he glanced at the sidewalks and saw the women stride along, they seemed so different.

In other cities, women walked very differently. Maybe the exact details could be subtle, but women were almost always nervous in one way or another. Perhaps they kept their eyes aimed straight and refused to look around for fear of catching the attention of some catcaller. Others stayed close to the men in their lives, like they needed protection from some threat that could leap out of an alleyway at any moment.

On Calista, the women knew that they were in charge. They smiled, took their time, and enjoyed the boys around them.

The men who walked with them made it clear why.

Those boys were all collared. Some were tall and proud with the silver bands around their necks. The servants stayed close and carried their bags or purses.

“It’s a beautiful city,” Jasmine remarked. “I could see myself living here.”

Justin was about to squeak out a quick, “No. You can’t!” But then he looked at her and saw the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. She was teasing him!

“Whatever you say,” he finally replied.

If this annoyed her, she didn’t let it show. Instead, she reached over with one hand and patted him on the thigh. That patronizing movement couldn’t be mistaken for anything else, but then she glanced over at him for just a second. “Yes,” she agreed. “Anything I say.”

They continued to drive, and he didn’t know exactly where they were going, but his opinion didn’t matter anyway. Then she glanced out the window, spotted something interesting, and pulled over.

“Where are we?” Michael asked right away.

His wife got out, motioned for him to follow, and he obeyed. Through all of this, he had been forced to sit on his hands since his wrists remained cuffed behind his back. And yes, he had to wait for the indignity of having his wife open the door for him. It wasn’t even locked, but he couldn’t handle it himself!

Seconds later, she reattached his leash and guided him toward a set of two glass doors. He looked over to the left and quickly saw the models.

They were just mannequins, nothing special, yet he found his shaft trying to harden anyway as he saw the lingerie along each plastic sculpture.

A pink nightgown, mostly transparent with a matching choker, and stark red panties underneath the hem of the skirt drew his attention. Next, he saw a black nightie and other examples of lingerie.

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth.

“I, I don’t think I want to go in there,” he said.

“Oh? Why not?” Jasmine asked without slowing her stride. Instead, she pushed through the doors and glanced over her shoulder.

For one more moment, he focused on her face, only Justin couldn’t come up with a good answer. They both knew what he was thinking and what he didn’t wish to experience, but it was too late.

They were inside, and he quickly turned to the left.

He saw one young man standing behind the counter. He had his hands crossed, his back straight. Although he stood more like a stallion, he clearly had the body and demeanor of a servant.

Once they were inside, another servant quickly approached. He had short hair, a round physique, and a big smile. Even so, Justin had to wonder if this man really felt so enthusiastic.

“Hello, ma’am. My name is Tyler, and I’m happy to serve you. May I ask what you are interested in? Is there anything I can do to help?”

“Yes,” Jasmine said. “I’m on vacation, and I didn’t bring very much lingerie. I’m looking for something sexy, something enticing.”

“If I may be so bold, are you hoping to excite your husband?”

“What do you think about that, Justin? Should I worry about exciting you?”

Tyler, the servant, didn’t glance over at Justin. Even so, his jaw clenched for just a moment, so it became obvious that this boy wasn’t so enthusiastic after all.

“I’m interested in some costumes,” she said. “Something sexy. But it should also be fairly comfortable. Do you have anything like that?” She tittered, “I know it can definitely be a big request.”

“With luck, we will find you the perfect set of outfits,” he said. Of course, as a servant, he was naked except for his collar and chastity cage.

“If you would follow me,” he said as he scurried between the different racks of options. They headed toward the left side of the store, and Justin tried to keep his eyes down.

But then he caught movement in the right corner of his vision, and he saw this voluptuous woman. With her large breasts, strong waist, and powerfully built legs, she looked extraordinary. She wore a short blue dress that cupped her breasts and revealed the long, tantalizing skin of her legs.

Justin quickly tore his gaze away, but it was too late. The woman saw him, winked, and waved as she strode off, not noticed by his wife who held his leash.

“Was there any particular kind of costume you might be interested in? We have sexy varieties of pretty much every possibility.

“You know, my husband here has always wanted me to dress like a French maid. You have anything along those lines?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tyler said. He scurried off.

Jasmine tugged on his leash, and she reveled in the look of confusion that played across his face. “What’s wrong?”

“Like you don’t know what’s going on.”

He admitted the truth, “I don’t. Why would you ask about something like that?”

Justin shared so many blind spots with other men; he frequently misinterpreted what his wife may have been thinking, especially when it came to a place like Calista. And yet, he wasn’t so naïve as to believe his wife would genuinely enjoy wearing lingerie on her own, especially with something as demeaning and subordinate as a French maid costume.

“I’m curious,” she said. “Or maybe I’m feeling like I should give you a treat.”

He opened his mouth to speak, she glanced around, and that’s when she made her decision. Before he could utter a single word, she yanked on his leash, slid her hand along the back of his head into his hair before pulling him forward.

She pressed her lips to his. There was the friction, the heat, the smooth caress of their bodies against one another, and he groaned within moments. He couldn’t help himself, not when he was reminded once again of the chastity cage and how it kept him down.

Then she let go, and he stumbled back right as the other servant returned. He had a clear, transparent bag, and he held it up for her. “Perhaps this is something you could enjoy?”

“Thank you, Tyler,” she said. “You have any dressing rooms?”

“Right over here, ma’am,” he said as he escorted them back through the shop. “If you like, I can wait here in case you have any other requests.”

“That would be amazing,” she said. “Thank you. Your manager must feel very grateful for all of your services.”

“I do my best,” he said humbly. “It is my privilege to serve.”

“Good boy,” she said.

Jasmine reached out, and she was about to touch him on the head, to pat him like he was a small child or a dog. But then she hesitated, stopping since that would be rude. Immediately thereafter, she decided it didn’t really matter since she was a woman and he was a boy. It wasn’t like he was entitled to bodily autonomy or anything.

After patting him on the head, she glanced around and saw the hook.

Justin quickly whimpered, “No. Please, you don’t have to do that. You can just give it to me. I can hold it.”

“What if you got confused or distracted? What if you decided to wander off?” Jasmine asked as though these were serious concerns. Then she answered her question. “No, I think that would be a bad idea.”

She spotted a hook, reached up, tied the leash to it, pulled the material tight, and smiled at him. “There we go. Now there is no risk of you wandering off.” She pinched his cheek and turned back to Tyler. “Can you go ahead and grab a couple of other options? They don’t have to look like this. I’m really open to a lot of different possibilities.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said before dipping his head down and heading off.

With Jasmine inside one of the dressing rooms and Tyler off fetching her additional options, Justin didn’t know what to do. He just stood there.

Tyler finally came back, all while Jasmine continued to get ready. She could decide when she was done and how long she wished to stay here. Justin didn’t get to argue, complain, or insist they leave. Before this, he had always been very diligent with how he spent his time. The idea of just standing there grated on his nerves, but he had no choice.

At least he wasn’t gagged.

Justin shook his head, glanced downward, and closed his eyes. Had he really fallen so far? Was the idea of being allowed to speak the best he could hope for now?

Several minutes later, Tyler came back, and he set the options down on the floor.

“You can probably leave if you want. You did what she wanted,” Justin said.

“No,” Tyler said with a shake of his head. “That’s not how it works here.”

“How does it work here?” Justin had to ask. Maybe it was from boredom or a genuine sense of curiosity.

Tyler glanced over at Justin and seemed to consider his answer. There was a clear hierarchy when it came to this servant boy and the women who wandered the store in search of the perfect item or outfit. Between two servants, it was hard to tell what he had to do.

But after another moment, he sighed, “I work here, I get paid, and my owner takes the money.”

“Your owner?” Justin uttered those two words, and it still felt alien and strange. They were men; they weren’t supposed to have owners!

Obviously, Justin kept that idea to himself, especially because his opinion and beliefs obviously didn’t matter.

“My best friend,” he said.

“You’re not from here, are you?”

“I’m not,” he said with a growl of frustration. “My best friend, Alexandra, was a travel agent in Toronto. One day, she stumbled across Calista when she was working for one of her high-end clients. She didn’t really believe it, but she decided she wanted to come check this place out.”

“And she asked you to come with her?”

“Not at first. She went on her own. Then she came back, and she asked me if I would like to travel with her.”

“But I thought you said she was her best friend?”

“She was,” he agreed. “Only…” Tyler stopped, glanced around, and seemed to consider whether or not he should utter these words.

“It’s okay,” Justin said sincerely. “Look, I’m not going to rat you out or anything.”

“She had a crush on me,” Tyler said. “We were really good friends, and we were supposed to be able to trust each other, but then she told me how she felt, and I couldn’t handle it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I thought there was all this pressure or something, so I started to ghost her.”

“Brutal.”

“Yeah. But hey, I thought she would just get over it at some point. You know?”

“So how did she convince you to come here?”

He smirked, only his expression remained devoid of any real humor her mirth, “It was easy. She just told me that she had some huge client who wanted to give her a reward, so she now had a bunch of free tickets and airfare and stuff to come to this island paradise. Calista.”

He practically spat the island’s name like it was some special curse or insult. Realizing what he had done, he quickly glanced around, careful to make sure none of the women had overheard him. “And like an idiot, I said yes. It helped that she told me she was over her feelings for me, and I believed her.”

“That sucks,” Justin said. “But hey, at least you get to work here, right?”

“It’s terrible,” Tyler said.

Justin was about to ask why, but then he got a taste of it for himself.

Jasmine pulled the door open, stepped out, and his jaw fell open when he saw her.

A tight black dress encircled her waist, stretched over her shoulders, and stretched down to the middle of her thigh. She had on a white apron, a ruffled choker, tights, and black heels. Then she held the duster and lifted it up. Not only that, she had tied her hair back into this elaborate braid.

“Hello, monsieur,” she said in a faux French accent. Then she strode forward, and she asked, “What do you think?”

Justin tried to tear his eyes away from his wife. He needed to look down, pretend this didn’t affect him, and say something neutral or detached. Instead, he continued to watch her. She turned to the left, to the right. He examined both profiles, and his shaft kept struggling against its cage. His manhood pushed out, but he still couldn’t get free! He couldn’t enjoy an erection!

“Do you like it?” Jasmine asked as though she couldn’t already read his expression.

“You, you look amazing,” he said before he could think of a good lie.

“If you like, I could come up to you and call you Master. Would you like that, Justin? Would you like to pretend to be the master?”

She stepped around him, circling him.

Instinctively, he tried to reach out for her, only to feel the cuffs around his wrists.

“This is torture,” he finally confessed.

“I’m sure it is,” she said with a little wink. “But you know, there’s nothing wrong with a little torture. You wanted me to be your plaything. You wanted me to dress up like your dolly. You’re getting exactly what you’ve always wanted.” She tapped the tip of his nose.

“But I—”

“Shush,” she said.

Although he fought to come up with an answer, Justin instead closed his mouth. She had silenced her husband, so now he wouldn’t speak out of turn.

“I really like this outfit,” she said. “Nicely done, Tyler. But let’s see what else you have.” She picked up the other two bags he had fetched.”

“Now do you get it?”

“Do they always torture you like this?” Justin asked, almost growling.

“Pretty much, yeah,” said the other boy with a hint of resignation. Justin spun on him.

“How long have you been here?”

“About eighteen months,” said the other servant.

Justin’s eyes widened as he heard those words. Sure, he knew lots of the men must’ve been born here and spent decades on the island, yet Tyler was a transplant like him. Eighteen months sounded like an impossibility!

“But why?” Justin demanded. “You’re not some local. It’s not like they brainwashed you into this nonsense.”

“What are you suggesting?” Tyler asked, his tone hardening.

“Fight back! Escape!”

Jasmine reappeared before Tyler could say anything, and she looked just as gorgeous as before, only now she wore this tiny little bra that barely covered her nipples and a thong. She looked almost naked!

Tyler quickly aimed his gaze down toward the floor. Justin tried to do the same, yet the temptation burned through him. She was still astonishing. Every line, contour, and curve of her body enticed him, forcing him to drink in one second after another.

And of course, his shaft tried to stiffen again. He could feel that animal lust surge through his body, but it couldn’t do any good while he remained trapped in his chastity cage.

She tilted her body to the left, reached down, and brushed her fingers along her mostly naked ass. “What do you think of this?” As she touched herself, she knew what he was thinking. In fact, Jasmine basked in his frustrated helplessness.

As a man, he had always believed that his libido had been a strength. It was supposed to drive him, only now the desires had been thoroughly bridled, and she was the one who could take these skimpy little outfits and use them to torment him!

She chuckled and strode forward. “Tell me,” she said in a breathy whisper.

He finally found his voice, but he could barely articulate himself, “You, you look so hot. You look gorgeous, you look amazing.”

“Good boy,” she said. That’s when she grabbed him, cupping his cheeks in the palms of her hands before she tilted his head to the side and kissed him. She took one kiss after another and basked in those little sounds of dismay he made it.

Then she let go, and she asked, “I bet he would love to grab me right now, wouldn’t you, Justin? Think about how much you would love to fondle my breasts. You could grope me.” Then she giggled, reached out, and smacked his shoulder.

The blow landed, only it didn’t hurt. Still, it served to reinforce her authority and power over him.

“Do you have any superheroine costumes?”

“I believe so,” Tyler answered.

“Go grab the one,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

He turned and obeyed.

“But hey, there’s something else I have in here I want to show you. Would you like that, Justin?”

“Please, I, I can’t take this,” he said.

“What are you talking about? I’m giving you exactly what you want,” Jasmine replied with a wicked little smile. “Are you telling me you don’t like this? Because you should be careful. You don’t want to hurt my feelings.”

“You look amazing, but—”

“Shush. You can be quiet now,” she said before spinning around, hopping back toward the dressing room, and going for her third choice.

His eyes got big with exasperation, but it didn’t matter. As she had pointed out and demonstrated again and again, she could do whatever she liked. He didn’t know how to stop her. On this island, he didn’t have any leverage.

Tyler came back.

“We have to do something,” Justin said.

“Like what?” asked the other boy as he set another option down for Justin’s wife to consider. “Do you really think you could lead some kind of rebellion here on Calista? Seriously?”

“There are a lot of men here, and they can’t all be ready to give up!”

“You really don’t know what you’re talking about,” Tyler said with a shake of his head. “Just look around. What are you wearing? What am I wearing? Shock collars. Chastity cages. The women here know what they’re doing. They can track our movements, and they know how to punish us if we step out of line.”

“But…” Justin tried to think of some compelling argument. He could have relied on some idealistic notion of freedom or independence, yet he already knew those ideas wouldn’t work.

Cuffed, leashed, and powerless, he couldn’t take more than a few steps in any direction. Did he really think he could start a revolution?

Sounding both cynical and defeated, Tyler shook his head. “It’s a waste of time. The women have already won. The war is over. You might as well get used to it.”

Justin wished he could point out some amazing counterargument, some detail Tyler had neglected or forgotten.

Only that’s when Jasmine reappeared.

She looked amazing in a black body suit. Spider webbing grid patterns encircled her shoulders with transparent silk, and he could make out some of the amazing details of her body. Her legs. Her thighs. Her cleavage.

His breathing turned faster as his heart rate increased, and he stepped forward. In that moment, he forgot all about the collar and leash. Suddenly, the material tugged against his throat.

“You look amazing,” Tyler said. “Is there anything else I can get you, ma’am?” Just like when they entered the shop, he sounded docile and obsequious, like he was just eager to serve this woman. He would give her anything she desired…

And yet, Justin thought he heard something else, a note of irritation or aggravation. Yes, he sounded perfectly obedient and compliant, but maybe he really did resent his captivity and the fact that he had to watch these beautiful women day after day, all while he remained trapped in a chastity cage.

“I think I’m good for right now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He started to turn and walk away, but Jasmine’s voice called out, “I didn’t dismiss you, Tyler.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am,” he said. His eyes drifted down toward her purse, and Justin knew what he was thinking: would Jasmine punish him? Would Tyler face the brunt of another burst of electricity?

He got lucky. He wouldn’t face punishment this time.

“You can wait here,” she said.

“Are you sure there’s nothing else I can do for you?” Clearly, he wanted to get away.

Jasmine must have sensed that from this boy, but she grinned, picked up the final costume, and she disappeared behind of the dressing room door without saying anything.

This time, Tyler and Justin waited quietly while his wife got dressed.

Seconds turned to minutes, and he kept glancing over at Tyler. Finally, a different thought occurred to him, “Someone has fought back.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Someone has fought back,” Justin said again. “I can’t believe that no one has tried to resist or rebel.” Even as he spoke, he had a hard time injecting any real seriousness into those words. After all, Justin had tried to fight. He had defied one command after another, only to feel the bite of electricity until he was down on his knees, down on all fours, gasping and ready to give the women around him whatever they wanted.

But Justin was just a businessman! He wasn’t a real fighter, so he wasn’t supposed to take on these kinds of problems or issues. His problems should have waited for him in boardrooms and conference rooms!

“A couple of guys have tried,” Tyler finally acknowledged.

“What happened to them?”

Tyler glanced back at Justin like he had just heard the dumbest question he could have imagined.

“They were trained,” Tyler finally said.

Justin waited for a different answer, something more expressive or detailed. Finally, he had to ask, “Trained? Just trained?” Was that all this man had to say for himself?

“Yes,” Tyler replied. “They were trained. Eventually, they were caught, broken, and put on display. That’s what happens. These women get their claws into you, and they make sure you learn your place.”

“But you sound angry. If you’re angry, and if I’m determined, then there have to be other men out there just like us, guys who will fight back.”

“Or we would piss the women off and get in trouble,” Tyler said.

Justin opened his mouth to speak again, but the door opened, and he saw her.

She looked amazing in those red boots, that matching skirt, the blue top, and with her hair tied back into a set of playfully juvenile pigtails.

Jasmine strode forward, and she reached out, stroking his cheek before grabbing onto his collar and pulling him close. This time, she didn’t kiss him. Instead, she just looked right into his eyes, “Are you a super villain? Are you someone I need to defeat?”

Justin didn’t know how to answer, but his eyes kept moving along her body.

Back in the United States, an outfit like this would have looked ridiculous. Perhaps it would have been acceptable at a Halloween party, but that was it. It would have been called “sexy” and “slutty”. No self-respecting woman would have put something like that on.

But this was Calista, the rules were different.

“You always wanted me to dress like a super slut,” she said. “Well, what you think?” She let go of his leash, rested one hand on her hip, and she turned from side to side.

He studied the smooth curves of her breasts, the narrow confines of her waist, and how her skirt swished from side to side with every tantalizing movement.

On every level, Justin understood what she was doing. She was toying with him, taunting him, and playing with him. This was just a game for her, yet his insides still contracted. Not only that, his chastity cage felt smaller as his shaft attempted to expand.

But couldn’t. Over and over, she taught him the same lesson: his desires meant nothing. While in chastity, she could tease him however she liked, and he would still be nothing but a servant.

A stallion could have enjoyed an erection. Even then, the women around him would have decided how to use his manhood.

“These are lovely,” she said. “I think I’m going to buy all of them.”

Then she started to untie his leash.

Justin looked back at his wife, “Aren’t you, aren’t you going to change?” His voice broke into that stutter as he continued to drink in the view of this beautiful woman. From the rounded edges of her lips to the white of her teeth, the glint in her eyes and the shine of her hair, she was so amazing.

“I think I’ll wear this out,” she said.

He blinked, but it was too late because she pulled on his leash and guided him out.

For his part, Tyler started to gather her purchases.

As they made their way back to the car, he couldn’t believe this.

Back in the United States, Justin would have killed for the chance to take his wife out like this. Having Jasmine dress like some sexy superheroine would have been this wild fantasy. Better yet, it would have demonstrated to everyone what kind of influence and control he had over this girl.

But this wasn’t United States.

It was Calista, so the interpretation was completely different.

Worse, he remained constantly leashed, so he had to scurry after her. As he walked, he wished he could have mastered himself better. It would have been nice to stare past her shoulders, to ignore the sway and bob of her pigtails. And yet, he kept looking. He kept admiring how her skirt flared from side to side with every step. Even worse, he started wondering if he would be able to spot the red of a sexy pair of panties underneath.

At one point, he managed to look down the street, and that’s when he realized quite a few women wore incredibly provocative outfits. In another country, some of these costumes could have gotten them arrested!

But here, they reveled in their power; dressing like this asserted something important.

And every time he saw his wife, he endured that pang of powerlessness. Yes, she was teaching him a lesson, one he really wished he didn’t have to learn.

Soon enough, they got back in the car. She opened the door for him, and he sat down. She buckled and in, and he glared at her. “This wouldn’t be necessary if you released me from the handcuffs,” he complained.

“I don’t mind,” she said before pinching his cheek and stepping away. Seconds later, she got into the driver’s seat, turned on the engine, and they were moving once again.

“Do you really have to wear that outfit?”

“I like it,” she said.

“You never wore it back in the US,” he protested.

“True,” Jasmine said. But then she flashed a scimitar smile in his direction. “But this isn’t about you, Justin. This isn’t about just making you feel good. This is about me playing with you.”

“It doesn’t have any effect on me whatsoever,” he said with as much bluster and certainty as he could summon.

His wife, however, just threw her head back and laughed. Even as she maneuvered their sedan through traffic, she continued to chuckle and chortle at him.

“Come on,” she said. “If you’re going to lie, at least make it realistic. You can barely keep your eyes off of me.”

“That’s because I’m angry,” he said.

“No, it’s because you’re a horny boy who really wants out of the chastity cage. At this rate, it’s going to be a long time before I let you out again. Maybe it was a mistake back at the condo.”

“You made me clean it up,” he said, turning those words into an accusation.

Jasmine could tell he meant those words as an accusation, but she just grinned again. “I did! It was so fun seeing you down on your hands and knees, scrubbing the floor like that. Trust me, you’re going to be doing a lot more housework. You’re a servant, after all.”

“I built a company!”

“And then you lost it to someone stronger and smarter.”

“You’re not stronger or smarter!” Justin huffed. Even as they rolled up to the next stoplight, she reached over and grabbed her phone.

Too angry and embarrassed to think straight, he stared out through the windshield like he might be able to strike back with a stony expression or cold silence.

Only then she tapped the button on the controller, and that’s when the electricity flared through him. He had gone a while without thinking of how the stings felt. But now the energy burned through his body, lighting up his pain receptors. The agony jumped from one nerve to another, sweeping through his frame as he jerked against the seat belt.

“Care to try again?”

He stayed silent, so she gave him another shock.

Even as he glared and sulked, Justin couldn’t help but think about Tyler and what the other boy told him. The rebel males had all been trained, one by one, broken down and turned into obedient stallions and servants.

Slavery almost seemed like an inevitability…

“I’m not going to say it,” he said with a defiant shake of his head.

They continued to drive. She had one hand on the steering wheel, and she casually delivered one jolt after another. She waited a few seconds between each dose of punishment.

He tried and failed to stay silent. A gasp of pain shot from his mouth. A moment later, she tapped the screen again, delivering that signal to unleash another burst of pain. He jerked on his restraints, despite his hands free from the cuffs, yet he remained trapped, just as she expected.

“Oh, what’s wrong?” Jasmine asked. “Are you being a silly boy? Are you being a dumb male who needs to be treated like some stupid animal?” She clicked her tongue and shook her head. “If you were smarter, you would relax and accept this. You’d do as you’re told because it’s easier that way.”

Pouting now, he stayed silent.

“Tell me you lost your company to someone stronger and smarter,” she commanded.

His breathing came hard and fast. He was panting now as though he had just run a marathon. Over and over, he went through what Tyler had told him. The boys could try to fight back, but they would lose.

She lifted the phone and held it in front of his face.

That last time it was enough to make him break, “Fine! I, I will say it!”

He hesitated, but she seemed patient enough while she drove.

“I lost my company to someone stronger and smarter.”

“There we go. That’s right. That wasn’t so difficult, now was it?”

She pulled into a parking lot, and now he glanced over at the large, circular, glass building. It reminded him of an enormous coin as it stretched out into the distance.

“Come along,” she said as she hopped out of the car. She helped him with the door a few seconds later, grabbed his leash, and guided him toward the entrance.

It was time for them to visit the slave market.

When Justin crossed the threshold, he didn’t know what to expect. From one minute to the next, he tried to decide whether or not this place met or defied his expectations.

In the large lobby, there were entrances to large auction spaces and smaller chambers where single slaves could be examined. He saw signs that led to the Boy Grading and Verification area of the facility.

And of course, there were both stallions and servants walking around with the boys clinging close to the woman who owned him.

“You had better be careful,” Jasmine said with just a hint of threat in her voice. “You wouldn’t want to get lost. What would happen if another woman found you? She might decide to take you home.”

Justin inhaled, like he thought he might be able to tell her that would never happen. But again, this was Calista, and the rules worked differently here.

She smirked, enjoyed the trepidation that played across his features, and then she wandered off. Still leashed, Justin had no choice but to follow.

Within just a few steps, someone came up and asked, “Are you here to buy or sell?”

The woman wore a nice suit: white blouse, vest, and sleek black pants. If she had any feelings about Jasmine wearing her superheroine costume, she didn’t let them show. Then again, Justin glanced around and saw several other women also wearing lingerie.

It’s for us, he thought. He contemplated how he had treated Eva. In particular, he focused on what it must have been like for these women. Every day, in other countries, they walked down the street or just sat down at a desk, and there would be guys nearby who would be judging them and evaluating them.

Justin shook his head and did his best to ignore those thoughts.

“I’m not sure,” she said, glancing back at her boy. Jasmine tugged on his leash. “What do you think I would get for this one?”

The woman in the suit shrugged and said very diplomatically, “That isn’t my field. That said, you can pay to get an estimate.”

“I think I’m good,” she replied. “But I am interested in finding a stallion.”

“To buy or rent?”

“I’m opened either possibility,” she told the young woman.

The girl glanced down at the tablet under her arm. She swiped across the screen, considered the options, and said, “I would recommend Hall 17B.”

“Thank you very much.”

The girl pointed down the hallway and gave Jasmine a few instructions. Knowing he wouldn’t leave them anyway, he didn’t bother paying attention. His wife pulled on his leash, and they headed out in search of Hall 17B.

“You were just teasing me back there, right?” Justin asked.

Jasmine glanced over at him, “What do you mean?” She sounded innocent and coquettish, like she couldn’t possibly understand what he was referring to.

“You said you might be interested in renting or buying. But you’re not really going to buy someone, are you?”

“I haven’t decided,” she said.

“You can’t!” Those two words shot out onto the air, causing Jasmine to stop. She turned, faced her boy, and grabbed him by his collar. She pulled him down so he had to crouch. This forced him to look up at her.

Feral aggression played across her face, “Did you just try to tell me what I can or can’t do?”

All at once, he realized how badly he just messed up. Sure, she was willing to indulge his little outbursts from time to time, but they were in public now. More importantly, these women bought and sold slaves on a daily basis. Clearly, Jasmine wished to impress them. These were some of the most powerful women on the island, after all…

“No,” he said.

She dragged him a little closer. “Good. Because if you embarrass me, the consequences could be very severe.”

Then she smiled, turned around, and started to walk again.

Much more carefully this time, he asked, “But you aren’t really considering buying a slave, are you?”

“Are you worried you would get jealous?”

“Yes?” He still had a hard time contemplating the possibility; it seemed like this shouldn’t have been a consideration at all.

“You already saw me have fun with another boy. Are you worried I’m going to make you watch?”

“I can please you however you like,” he said.

She stopped and turned around again, only this time the anger didn’t play across her face. Instead, she let him bump into her, and she reached down between his legs. She took his balls in the palm of her hand, and she shook her head. “I know you’re going to learn to be an incredibly valuable slave. That isn’t up for debate,” Jasmine pointed out. “But you know what? You’re never going to be able to please me with that.” She glanced down at his imprisoned cock. “As far as you’re concerned, I use that to control you. That’s all it’s really good for.”

He gulped as he heard those words.

One syllable after another beat into him, and he couldn’t help but think of elementary school. There had been a moment when a beautiful, older girl had talked down to him. Through the entire lecture, he had tried to resist, to argue, to interject. And yet, he had failed so completely. She could have said whatever she liked…and he couldn’t stop her.

“Oh, you don’t need to feel bad,” she said. “There are still plenty of other ways for you to serve me.”

“I don’t want to serve you!”

“Now you just sound ridiculous,” she shot back.

He huffed again, but she just tugged on his leash, pulled out her phone, and he instinctively flinched, thinking he would endure another burst of electricity.

Not this time.

Jasmine guided him through the facility. Apparently, she was considering exactly where she wanted to go. He glanced over her shoulder for just an instant, that was enough to see her scrolling between different pictures and statistics.

She was shopping, he quickly realized.

Revolted, he almost wished he could just grab his leash and yank before running off. But of course, he still had his hands cuffed behind his back.

Justin saw other males who were also restrained. While he moved along, leashed and cuffed, many of them wore complete arm binders. He spotted another guy in a harness. Another male had been forced to crawl with an elaborate set of chains locked around his wrists and ankles. All of his limbs looked like they were bound to one another, making it impossible for him to stand.

“This is insane,” Justin muttered.

“What’s that?”

“Nothing.”

Jasmine giggled and said, “By now, you should have figured out that you can’t lie to me. You were saying something, and I asked you what, and now you’re going to tell me.”

He knew that it was foolish, but he couldn’t stop himself. “This is insane. Look around.”

Jasmine stopped, and she actually did as he asked. She seemed to scan their surroundings, looking through the different court doors and this large promenade.

“Yes?”

“Men were never meant to be enslaved. Wrong!”

“When I first heard about this island, I would have agreed with you,” she said. For once, she actually seemed to take his point seriously. “But you have also seen this city. You know that they are prosperous and successful. By every measure, the women on this island have done an amazing job.”

“But, but…”

She shook her head. “No. You’re going to be a quiet boy right now. Listen.” She touched a finger to his mouth, silencing him. “I know that this is going to be a difficult transition for you. You’re frustrated because you have lost all of these rights and privileges. But this is still going to be good for you. I’m going to make sure of it because you are going to focus and simplify your life. Better yet, you won’t be poisoned by the success you had before.”

“Poisoned by success?”

“Yes,” she said. “What? Did you think I would forget? I know what you wanted to do to your employees. I know what you wanted to do to your interns.” She pursed her lips and shook her head. “Justin, you don’t get to misbehave like that. You know why?”

“Why?” he asked with a low rumble.

“Because a woman is now in charge of you. And yes, you’re not going to like it at first, but you will settle into this life. Just think about the last couple of days. We relaxed together.”

“Because you didn’t treat me like a slave!”

“Did I let you out of your collar?”

“No, he said grudgingly.

“And did I let you out of your chastity cage?”

His lips parted, but he didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of an honest answer. Besides, it felt like she was twisting the facts to suit her. It wasn’t right! It wasn’t fair! She wasn’t supposed to be able to do this!

“Justin…”

As she uttered his name, he knew he had to respond. If he didn’t, she could punish him.

Scared of what might happen, he said, “No.”

“Exactly,” she replied with a little smile. “I didn’t let you out of your chastity cage or your collar because I wanted you to start to get used to them. And you did. It started to feel natural. Even now, I bet you hardly notice the weight between your legs.”

It was true…

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks as he contemplated this. Oh no.

Could she do it? Could she acclimate him to captivity, to slavery?

Because he had to say something, Justin started shaking his head. “No. You’re not going to get away with this. I’m going to figure out a way to get off of this island. I’m going to get back to the United States, and I’m going to be my own man again! I don’t care if I have to start from scratch! I’m going to make it happen! I can do it. I—”

By this point, Jasmine knew Justin was just talking. Since he kept his voice low, she didn’t punish him for it. Instead, she enjoyed his little rant as he made all of these promises. He worked himself up into a frenzy, and then she leaned forward. She slipped one hand around his waist, dragged him closer, and pressed her lips to his.

She kissed him, and he should have continued speaking.

Instead, Justin surrendered to these new impulses.

The soft press of her lips. The feel of her breasts. The heat of her body.

Those sensations swarmed through him, making him squirm deliciously, at least until his shaft started to stiffen, and he once again felt his manhood push uselessly up against of the boundaries of its cage.

He tried to push back, but he couldn’t. She had him, she held him, and she kissed him. She pillaged his lips with each and every kiss; she took what she wanted, and he groaned, but he still enjoyed it.

Justin hated that dichotomy most of all.

“What’s wrong?” Jasmine finally asked as she pulled back. “Are you getting turned on? Are you becoming aroused?” As she asked, she sounded genuinely concerned, but then he noticed the way the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

She was messing with him!

“It’s okay,” she said.

Then she pulled him close again, and she slipped one hand between his legs. As she had done before, she slid her fingers underneath his scrotum. She played with him, massaging and caressing that one special spot.

Fresh waves of desire burned through his body.

He groaned. He growled.

Animal need pulsated through his body, but he still couldn’t get an erection! He needed to feel that freedom, the strength and power of his own solidity.

“There, there,” she cooed into his ear. “It’s okay. Yes, you know that you’re vulnerable. Yes, you feel aroused, that you can’t do anything about it.”

Other men, when stimulated like this, would have felt like beasts. They would have been able to throw themselves forward and take whatever they wanted. They would have felt mighty and unstoppable, yet Justin kept experiencing the metal boundaries of his cage.

“Just relax. Relax and accept the fact that I’m in charge. I’m holding you, and you’re surrounded by powerful women who know exactly how to handle you.”

By this point, Jasmine noticed something.

Justin had his eyes closed, so he didn’t realize what was happening even as she raised her voice just a little bit. “Accept this. Surrender to me, Justin. Accept the fact that I own you. I have your balls in the palm of my hand, and I can do whatever I want with you. I’m going to make sure you serve me. I’m going to make sure you please me. You did such a good job before. You looked so amazing on your knees. And hey, we didn’t have to worry about your pleasure. Why’s that again?” She paused for just a second.

In that span, he felt his dignity grow brittle before it broke.

Then her voice slammed down into him, “Oh, that’s right. You went down on me. You were down on your knees between my legs, all because I gave you a command. That’s how your family works now. That’s how we work. I order you to do something, and you do it. You don’t have to think. You don’t have to worry. You’re a servant. You’re my servant.”

Then she pulled her hand back, and he grimaced. His shoulders stiffened, his back straightened, and he froze in place just as he opened his eyes.

Still holding onto his leash, Jasmine stepped away, and she bowed to the assembled women.

Justin’s lips parted, and he wanted to speak out, only his voice failed completely. How was he supposed to respond as he saw them study him.

Some of these women were dressed casually in jeans and T-shirts. Others wore lingerie. He saw these silky white shorts, these transparent bras and panties. His shaft twitched again even as he absorbed the full humiliation of their gazes.

He turned to the left. More women. He turned to the right. More women!

Instinctively, he bowed his head down, and he tried to walk away, only to feel his wife jerk on his leash like he was a disobedient canine.

“And where do you think you’re going?” Jasmine taunted him. Before he could answer, she addressed to the crowd, “Sorry about that, ladies. He’s still a work in progress!”

They started to applaud. They started to cheer, hoot, whistle, and laugh.

“Did you know that this boy used to be a CEO?” Jasmine asked as she basked in the attention. “That’s right. He ran this important company, but now it’s mine.”

The women laughed as they heard this.

With the noise washing over them, Jasmine took this opportunity, and she leaned over to Justin, “Get on your knees.”

He wasn’t going to do it.

As these women watched, he immediately promised himself that he wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction of his surrender or subjugation. He would fight back! He would show these females that he was capable of making his own decisions!

Ramrod straight, he tightened muscles along his back and hardened his shoulders.

Standing like some soldier, he braced himself, but then he had forgotten how badly it could sting.

“I’m happy to give him the discipline he needs,” Jasmine said. That’s when she tapped the button on her phone. The electrodes pressing against his throat lit up. Hot pain blasted through him, and he flinched.

He didn’t fall.

Before this, Jasmine had never really thought of herself as a public speaker, but a new set of instincts seemed to take hold. “I’m actually very impressed. This boy has demonstrated some decent endurance. But of course, he’s a boy, and we will see him on his knees. Won’t we, ladies?”

She pressed the button, the signal jumped, and his collar lit up again. The agony blazed through him.

He expected to get a respite, just a few seconds where he might be able to catch his breath and rebuild his defenses.

Not this time.

She held her thumb down against of the screen, so the collar continued to unleash a consistent stream of pain straight into his body. Those electrodes injected agony, shooting the volts into his flesh.

Justin stayed up.

It felt like minutes or hours.

In reality, he probably lasted less than five seconds.

And then he collapsed, dropping down before these women.

“Tell us that you love your chastity cage,” Jasmine commanded.

“No,” he said with a defiant shake of his head. By this point, Justin couldn’t really think. He had no idea what he was doing or saying, yet he had to get the words out nonetheless. “I, I won’t do it!”

He couldn’t yell. He couldn’t shout. Even so, he was proud of himself for speaking at all.

For just a moment, Justin glanced up. He looked past the women. Several of them had boys with them. Their guys were leashed or these women held their hands. In one way or another, they were bound.

Justin tried to look out at them. In that moment, he wished to convey something, to start something, to spark a rebellion.

But the boys were collared.

Worse, several of them were stallions. Tall and strong with their cocks free, they looked down at Justin, but they didn’t see a hero or the leader of a nascent rebellion.

Instead, they saw an embarrassingly stubborn male who made them all look bad.

One of the guys started to mumble something.

“What was that?” asked his owner.

The boy quickly apologized for speaking out, but she patted him on the head and said, “No. I think it would be good for him to hear what you said. Go on, Micah.”

Micah seemed intimidated, especially underneath the gaze of so many women. They were watching him, smirking and waiting to hear what he had to say. Would it be good? Would it be entertaining? Would it be worth their time? As these possibilities whirled through the air, Justin tried to bring himself to speak.

He wanted to call out some amazing speech, something to inspire both the women and men. The men could rise up and demand their rights. The women could be cowed…

But this was a land where women ruled. The culture had been set. Maybe over the course of decades or centuries, they could revert to a society where boys might be considered equal.

As his owner nodded, Micah took a breath and started. He kept his gaze on the woman he wished to serve, and he said, “This is foolish. No boy should resist. We should all embrace our captivity. We are owned, and we are loved. We are property, so the women here take care of us.”

“Well said!”

The women applauded, and several of the other females reached over to pat him on the head or shoulders. He was like an obedient animal who had just done an amazing trick. The women were pleased!

Justin started to speak. Before he could get out a single syllable, Jasmine gave him another electrical shock.

Heedless, he tried to talk again.

She tapped her screen, and the next to jolt cut him off.

Whether he liked it or not, he wouldn’t be permitted to speak to these women.

“I think that’s enough,” Jasmine said. “Instead of trying to make your bold declaration, it’s time for you to apologize to these ladies for causing an outburst.”

That’s when she increased the voltage. She showed him. She swiped the bar on her screen, going from five to six, six to seven, seven to eight, eight to nine…

He watched as she slowly moved her digit, and now he understood precisely what would happen.

His insides froze, and he found himself speaking. His lips seemed to move on their own. He didn’t feel like a man or any individual capable of running a company for that matter. Instead, he became a puppet as he told the assembled women, “I’m very sorry for my outburst. I was rude, and I hope my owner will punish me so I don’t make this mistake again.”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m sure you’re going to get all of the punishments you need.” As Jasmine made that promise, the women laughed and applauded again. The clapping washed over him.

For a moment, he closed his eyes, and he could almost see himself back at the EX Tech Conference he visited every year. He could have been on stage talking about some new development or his position on some technological controversy.

Only then he opened his eyes, and he saw these women and their boys, stallions and servants like him.

“Thank you so much for your time and attention, ladies, but I really want to do some buying.”

This time, Justin remained quiet and obedient. With his hands still bound, he followed after her. He kept his eyes downcast.

Occasionally, however, when he thought she wasn’t looking, he still stuck glances at the other market participants. More women. More men— slaves. And yet, he still saw some of those guys, and he realized something.

They seemed genuinely content. They weren’t angry or upset; instead, the stallions seemed to be proud of themselves. They were out on display, and they intended to make a good showing for their owners. Then there were the servants, many of whom seemed to enjoy following along and doing as they were told.

Justin bit down, but he didn’t make the mistake of muttering some curse or suggesting that none of this could be happening.

So he followed along.

Finally, they came to a small room. She pushed through the doors, and that’s when he saw the stage. It was little more than a platform, but there was a woman standing in front and a boy there. He kept his hands behind his back, his chin up, and he wore a neutrally pleasant expression. It was almost a smile, but not quite.

Jasmine sat down in one of the many chairs. At first, Justin didn’t know why the different seats were spaced so far apart with three or four feet between them. But then Jasmine crossed her legs, tugged on his leash, and pointed down to the floor.

The space was there to accommodate the boys who would be kneeling or sitting on the floor. They didn’t deserve seats of their own, it seemed.

Justin didn’t argue.

That’s when the announcer stepped up. Apparently, they were right on time.

“Ladies, today, we have an exquisite offering for you. This is Garrett,” she stepped over to this boy, lifted her hand, and announced, “As you can see, he warrants a silver collar. Rated as a Stallion Alpha Minus, he is an exquisite specimen, especially for this price.”

The boy up on the stage didn’t seem to mind being and object like this. They gave him a grade, and the announcer continued to talk. “He has firm buttocks.” She reached down, pinched his left cheek, and nodded with obvious satisfaction.

If the economic system here worked anything like it didn’t United States, then this woman would do her best to get the price up as high as she could. She would be taking a cut of the sale.

“And of course, this ass is perfect for spanking!” She stepped behind him, grabbed his buttock, pulled her hand back, and slapped him hard.

The boy flinched, but only for a moment. Despite this, the women chuckled and a few even started clapping appreciatively.

The announcer stepped in front of him once again. “Not only that, he is very well behaved. His dedication and obedience scores were nearly flawless. Just think about what you could do if you brought Garrett home.”

Jasmine leaned down and whispered to Justin, “What would you think of watching this man plow me?”

A native of Calista never would have employed that kind of crass language. And yet, Jasmine could enjoy herself because she had grown up in another country. Better yet, she knew how men so frequently viewed women, which made a twisting these dynamics so delicious!

When Justin didn’t answer her question, Jasmine just smirked.

As she turned her attention back to the stage, she watched as this man flexed. He leaned lower to show off the rippling muscles along his arms, then his legs. He flexed his biceps, tensed his abs, and Jasmine smirked.

For just a moment, she found herself looking around at the rest of the audience.

Despite everything that had happened, she still wasn’t used to objectifying men. And yet, she closed her eyes for a second, and she wondered what it would be like to have Garrett down on his knees between her legs.

Or better yet, she could stand there with her legs spread slightly. She would be naked, and he could glide his strong hands over her breasts and down her waist. He could tease her nipples or caress her neck. He could run his fingers through her hair, all before he would slide one hand between her legs and start fingering her.

At some point, she would demand an orgasm. She would expect him to lay down, and she could climb on top of him, straddling this boy as she used him like a living dildo.

“Let’s start the bidding at five,” said the announcer.

For his part, Justin glanced up at his owner as the confusion played across his face. Jasmine noticed from the corner of her eye, so she peeked down at him and smiled, “You don’t have to worry your cute little head about how currency works here.”

Another woman raised her hand. Yes, she would pay five for this boy.

“Do I have five and a half?” asked the announcer.

This time, Jasmine raised her two fingers into the air. The announcer nodded and asked, “What about six? Do I have anyone willing to pay six for this fine specimen? He is an amazing example of what a stallion can be. Not only that, if you see any physical flaws, you can always train him yourself. Turn this boy into the ideal slave you have always wanted.”

Justin glanced over at his wife. Although he remained on the floor, he couldn’t help himself. “You, you don’t have to do this,” he told her. The auction continued.

“You’re right,” she said.

That’s when Jasmine raised her hand in the air.

“That’s seven,” said the announcer. “Do I have any additional bids? Just think about how good he would be. If you already have a servant, then you know you need a stallion in your life. These boys are one of the best ways to wake up in the morning.”

Justin froze for a second. Wait. What did that mean?

A few of the women chuckled at the prospect. He glanced over at his wife and saw she was one of them!

Jasmine raised her hand even as she glanced down at him, “Apparently, it’s a custom here to wake up to an orgasm. Basically, you don’t use an alarm. Instead, your just tell your stallion when he should sneak under your blankets and go down on you.”

“You can’t be serious,” Justin muttered.

“Didn’t you used to joke about that?” Jasmine asked.

Realizing the truth, he decided to stay quiet, but his wife wasn’t going to let it go.

Even as the announcer called out another bid and she raised her hand, she whispered down to him, “Yeah. You loved the idea of having me wake you up with a blow job. You thought it would have been so perfect. But what’s wrong? You don’t like the idea now?”

“It’s not a blow job,” he said lamely.

“It’s oral sex,” she teased him.

“Ten, I have ten. Do I see eleven?” asked the announcer.

“It’s a chance for a boy to demonstrate his obedience. If you want, you could always volunteer. Maybe I will cancel my purchase right here and now. Would you like that?”

Justin glanced up at her, and his mouth was open. “Going once,” said the announcer. “Going twice.”

Justin still couldn’t speak!

“Sold!”

“And just like that, you get a fellow slave,” Jasmine said.

Justin sat in the front seat. Garrett sat in the back. Although Justin didn’t want to see his new rival, he nonetheless glanced back at the mirrors. He caught different reflections of this man and his strong jaw, his broad shoulders, and his sculpted pectorals.

Jasmine had attached a leash to Garrett’s collar, so now she guided both the boys back to her condominium like they were a pair of dogs.

With every step, Justin tried to strategize. He kept thinking of different arguments and tactics he might be able to employ to get what he wanted. There had to be some way for him to compel Jasmine to change her mind!

But how? What could he do? What could he say?

He had no leverage.

Ultimately, he didn’t see any options either.

It was so infuriating! Yes, he had taken on bigger and stronger opponents while he ran his company, but he had never been so helpless!

Even when he first started his company, he could pivot and maneuver. He could change his business strategies. He had his computer and his phone.

Justin didn’t have any of those things, not now.

They made it back to the condominium, Jasmine led them inside, she detached of their leashes, and then she looked at both of these boys. Surprisingly, she had also removed Justin’s handcuffs, not that he knew what to do with this newfound taste of freedom.

“You know, I was reading about slave hierarchies the other day, and I think the writer made an excellent point.”

“What’s that?” Justin asked.

Garrett remained quiet. His new owner was speaking, so he didn’t wish to interrupt or seem unduly aggressive.

“Basically, boys need to understand who is stronger and better. Obviously, there is a big question of who I prefer, but I think it’s going to be fair to say you will both have to work for my approval. In the meantime, between the two of you, someone needs to be stronger. Someone needs to be the alpha.”

“I, I still don’t understand,” Justin replied. Maybe he had a good idea of what she meant, but he didn’t wish to consider the actual implications.

“The two of you are going to wrestle. Whoever ends up on top will get to be the alpha slave in this household.”

“No way,” Justin said.

“If you want to just forfeit, get down on your knees and tell the stallion that he’s bigger and stronger than you, I don’t mind,” Jasmine said as she glanced over at her husband.

His eyes widened as he heard those words.

“No!”

“That’s what I thought,” she replied. “Come along, boys.” She snapped her fingers and headed down the hallway and into the bedroom. Once there, she sat on the couch, crossed her legs, and he grinned down at the two males.

“Are you ready to get started?”

Justin sounded desperate, “No. Please, you have to reconsider.”

“She is our owner,” Garrett said quietly, “She doesn’t have to do anything.”

“You see, Justin. Back in the United States, you might’ve considered yourself to be very smart, but you seem to be having a hard time catching up. Remember, intelligence is contextual.”

He wasn’t interested in debating the different definitions of intellect. Instead, he looked at her again. “I’m your husband!”

“You’re my slave,” she replied.

When he inhaled, his breath along his teeth felt cold even as he glanced back at Garrett.

If they had to wrestle, then fine. He was going to strategize. He would win by cheating if necessary.

After all, she hadn’t given them any rules.

“Get ready,” she said.

“Couldn’t you just make an announcement? It could be an act of obedience for us to respect the hierarchy you set,” he said.

“Is that what you really want?” Her eyes sparkled.

“Obviously, I would be the alpha slave,” Justin told her.

“Cocky boy,” she teased. “Maybe I would want to humble you by putting you at the bottom of the hierarchy. Besides, you still seem unwilling to accept your status. It looks like Garrett is ready. Is that right, Garrett?”

“I am ready and eager to serve my new owner,” he said. Even as he spoke, he kept his eyes aimed low, like he recognized his inferiority and the challenge eye contact might imply.

Justin couldn’t believe that he was making this argument, especially because he didn’t want to accept the idea that he had been enslaved at all. Still, he had to say something. “If we wrestle, it’s not going to be a fair fight.”

“Why not? Because you’re wearing a chastity cage? That’s the only difference between the two of you,” Jasmine said. She ignored the obvious physical differences between them.

Garrett enjoyed extra pounds of muscle, not to mention his superior height and reach.

“Get ready,” she said.

“Wait!” Justin called out.

“Go,” she said.

He glanced back at her again. “No, we have to talk about this,” Justin insisted, but the other boy rushed ahead, launched himself forward, and tackled Justin down onto the carpet. His shoulder blades smashed into the soft padding, and he quickly tried to roll out from underneath Garrett.

Although the other slave was physically superior, he wasn’t quite as quick. Or maybe it was just a question of raw adrenaline and desperation. Justin managed to slip out from underneath him.

In the next moment, Justin climbed up onto knees.

Garrett jumped up as well, only now he pushed out with his palms, shoved Justin down onto the floor again, and this time he straddled him.

Justin tried to roll out, but he only made it onto his stomach before Garrett grabbed his wrists and shoved them down. With his palms pushing against Justin’s limbs, the former CEO squirmed helplessly. He kicked out with his feet, but Garrett wasn’t about to let go.

“And just like that,” Jasmine announced, “we have our hierarchy. Garrett, you may stand. Justin, stay on your knees and tell Garrett that you recognize his physical superiority.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Do you need me to punish you?”

“No!”

“Then do it.”

She allowed him several seconds to contemplate what this would mean. Ultimately, he tried to assuage his ego by thinking of how this “hierarchy” didn’t really mean anything, especially because Justin still intended to escape. One way or another, he would get off of this island!

Justin glanced up at Garrett, the other slave was actually smiling now. He looked triumphant, like a warlord from some ancient culture.

“Please?” Justin asked as he glanced back at his wife.

“Do it,” she said again.

Justin turned back to the man, he inhaled slowly, and said, “You are the alpha slave.”

Now that he had finished that onerous task, Justin started to stand, but Jasmine slid off the bed, put her hand on his head, and kept him down on his knees. Then she stepped back behind Garrett, and she whispered something into his ear.

Justin strained to pick up on that secret message, but he couldn’t recognize any of the sounds. Then she did something he never expected.

She reached down, and she started to stroke the stallion’s impressive cock.

A sly smile spread across Garrett’s lips as he enjoyed this. Unlike Justin, he didn’t face the humiliating confinement of a cock lock. His shaft hardened, and he stood there like some brazen porn star.

Justin remained down beneath them, powerless.

“I’m thinking about what I’m going to do with this,” Jasmine said. “But you know, I think I want to make sure it is nice and wet before I start playing with him.”

“So what?” Justin asked acidly. “You want me to go get you some water or something?”

“I had a different idea in mind,” she replied.

His breathing came faster; he didn’t know precisely what she meant, yet something tightened in his chest. There was a glimmer in her eyes or something wicked in the curve of her smile. He couldn’t name it, not exactly. There was just this amorphous anxiety buzzing through his chest.

Once Garrett was nice and stiff, Jasmine stepped in front of him, and then she looked down at her boy. “Justin, I think this is actually pretty fitting. I want you to crawl over to the stallion, get on your knees, and you him a nice, blow job.”

Justin stared at her.

Uncomprehending, he continued to watch his wife as he waited for her to burst out into some rush of laughter. Because seriously, there was no way she really meant that command. It was utterly ridiculous!

She remained focused and serious. Sure, maybe it looked like she might crack a smile in the next couple of seconds, but there was nothing to indicate this was a joke.

After several more heartbeats of uncomfortable silence, Justin broke. “You, you can’t mean that.”

“Why not?” Jasmine inquired, sounding almost innocent. “You expected me to go down on you. Why should this be any different?” She tilted her head to the side, smiled, and waited for a coherent answer.

“Because, because it is!” Justin stuttered.

“Actually, stop and think about it,” she replied as she touched one finger to the corner of her cheek. “You wanted me to get down on my knees. You expected me to go down on you. Now I’m just asking you to go down someone else.”

“This can’t be happening.”

“You’re right,” she said. “I’m not asking. I’m giving you a direct order, Justin. You will obey. One way or another, you’re going to taste this man’s hard cock.”

“No,” Justin replied. Frantically, he shook his head. He couldn’t believe it! He refused to accept it!

He started to scamper back, but his wife swung out her phone, tapped the screen, and delivered an excruciating blast of electricity.

“I won’t do it!”

She shocked him.

“I can’t!”

She shocked him again.

“You forget,” Jasmine said. “You are a man. You want to be some individual who has rights. You are a servant. You are my slave. And I want you to show me just how obedient you can be.”

She shocked him again and again. After six more blasts of electricity, Justin stayed quiet. Down on all fours, he couldn’t even raise his head to look back at his wife.

“Are you going to try to disappoint me? Are you going to try to defy me?” Now she gently reached down and brushed her fingers along the underside of his chin.

That soft touch made him think she might have changed her mind. One glance at this woman made it clear that she knew what she wanted, and she would take it from him.

He started to speak, but she brushed her fingers along his mouth. She silenced him.

“No. You don’t get to argue. You don’t get to resist. You don’t get to fight back. All you can do is nod your cute head and tell me that you’re going to obey.”

“Would you like me to spank him, ma’am?” Garrett asked.

Justin jerked his head in the other man’s direction. He almost wanted to shout something like, “No! You don’t get to talk to her!”

Whether he wished to admit it or not, a hierarchy had been created.

Justin’s eyes were already wet. No, he wasn’t crying or whimpering in front of them, but he could feel the temptation burn right there at his core and beneath his brows.

“I don’t think that’s going to be necessary.” Jasmine crouched down and whispered into his ear, “I have you. Now do for me what you demanded I do for you. Because if you don’t, I’m going to let this boy spank you.”

His spine went rigid at the prospect. No. No way. He couldn’t endure humiliation like that!

Or maybe it was the fear of electricity. Either way, Justin started to crawl forward.

“Can I give you a blow job?” Justin asked.

“Only because our owner says you can,” Garrett replied perfectly.

Justin licked his lips. Then he looked along the length of this man’s monster cock. The image of those lines, those curves, the length and girth seemed to drill down into Justin’s psyche. Again and again, he waited for some amazing moment where something would save him.

There had to be some way for him to get out of this!

But then his wife grabbed him by his hair, and she pushed him closer.

“Lick the sides,” she ordered first.

Justin couldn’t believe that he was doing this. At least she allowed him to close his eyes. He tried to pretend he was somewhere else. He tried to pretend he was doing something else. Anything!

The tip of his tongue slid along the right side, then the left. With every lick, embarrassment, shame, and at this ego-grinding sense of degradation burned through him.

“Now work the tip,” she said. She could have been offering help to a friend who had never done something like this before.

Justin hated himself for doing it, but he pulled his head back, he leaned forward, and he gently started to suck on Garrett’s cock.

Within seconds, he could hear the taller man start to groan with satisfaction. Yes, this was what Garrett wanted and could enjoy. It didn’t matter that there was another man down on his knees. In fact, there were probably many females on Calista who enjoyed demonstrations just like this.

“Good,” Jasmine said. “Very, very good. I’m impressed. I didn’t know you would be such a natural.”

Her compliments stabbed into his core. Over and over, he wished he could pull back, but she still had one hand on the back of his head. Worse, she held her phone, meaning she could punish him so easily.

“Go deeper,” she ordered next.

He pulled back and panted. “No. Please, don’t make me. Please, I can’t!”

“Yes, you can. You absolutely can,” Jasmine said. In the next moment, she applied a little more pressure and pushed down on his head, impaling Justin’s mouth with Garrett’s powerful cock.

It was happening!

He was doing it!

Jasmine knew many of her friends enjoyed the idea of watching two guys go at it. Up until now, she had never seen the appeal. And yet, this fresh wave of desire started to flow through her body. She tightened her grip on Justin’s hair and started pumping his head forward and back.

At one point, he retreated away just long enough to say, “I can’t go any deeper! I can’t take it! My gag reflex!”

“You remember that one time I was going down on you, and you laughed off my complaints?” Jasmine asked. She reveled in throwing this back in his face. “What did you tell me?” She snapped her fingers and said, “Oh, that’s right! You told me that I should just breathe through my nose. Well, I think the same applies to you, Justin. Just breathe through your nose.”

He did his best, panting through his nostrils, but then she shoved him down, and he could feel Garrett’s cock at the back of his throat. His muscles clenched, and it felt like he might choke at any moment. But then Jasmine allowed him to retreat back a few more inches.

“Is he doing a good job? Is he sucking you off the way you would want, Garrett?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. “This, this feels really good.”

“Do you hear that, Justin? You’re good at this!”

Justin pulled away again. He was gasping through his mouth as he tried to fill his lungs. “Just, just don’t make me taste his come.”

“Make you taste it?” Jasmine asked, making the idea sound ridiculous. “You’re not just going to taste it. You’re going to swallow, boy. You belong to me. You expected me to swallow. Now I expect the same from you!”

Before the servant boy could protest, she shoved his head right back down, and this time she glanced up at Garrett and nodded.

She watched and reveled. Not only that, she loved the sounds made by both of her boys. There was something so fantastic about hearing Garrett grunt like some wild, rutting animal. At the same time, her husband whimpered and moaned as though he couldn’t contemplate a worse fate than going down another man.

“Now,” she mouthed to the stallion.

Garrett didn’t need another command. As a slave, he had been trained to control his body, so it was easy for him to surrender to those temptations, allow his instincts to take over, and start throbbing. His cock pulsated as he shoved every inch forward, drew back, and fucked Justin’s face.

The servant boy down on his knees gasped as he realized what was happening. He attempted to retreat, to get away, but there was no escape from those throbbing spurts.

“Swallow,” Jasmine said.

Just like that, he knew he didn’t stand a chance. This was going to happen one way or another. With the hot humiliation coursing through his veins, Justin started to gulp it down. He swallowed the sticky load despite the frustration and rage throbbing at his center.

But then she let him go, and he stumbled away.

Blinking now, Justin looked up at the stallion. For a moment, he could understand why they received such different grades. Still stiff, his shaft taut and glistening, Garrett looked amazing. He was everything so many men hoped to be.

But now, Garrett looked down at himself, and he felt like an abject failure.

How had he allowed this to happen?

“You shouldn’t feel bad,” Jasmine said, easily able to guess his thoughts. “You’re a boy. Boys need to be used. That’s the ideology here on Calista.”

“But, but we could go home!”

“I don’t want to do that. That said, I’m thinking about having sex with this boy. Would you like to watch?”

Justin started to answer, but she chuckled. “Yeah, of course you want to watch!”

That’s when she grabbed her husband by his leash, pulled him up onto his feet, and shoved him toward the wall. The restraints…

He understood what was going to happen, but a cold dread started to fill him. It was silly, he knew, especially because he couldn’t stop her. She shoved him against the wall, shackled him in place, looked into his eyes, and made a decision. Jasmine decided to be cruel. Too often, this boy thought he could get away with anything he liked.

It was time he saw the truth.

She tapped her screen again, and a burst of electricity ran through his body.

“What was that for?”

“Consider it a lesson,” she said. “I mean, I don’t have to have a reason to punish you. I can just do it whenever I want.”

Although he knew this was true, he still stared at her with a mixture of disbelief and surprise. She patted his cheek, turned around, and she started to strip out of her sexy superhero costume. She pulled off one garment after another, slowly taking her time.

“You need to touch yourself or anything?” Jasmine asked her other slave.

“No, ma’am. I can be ready for you whenever you like.”

“Good boy,” she said. Then she looked down again at his moistened manhood.

Once she was naked, she lowered herself down onto her hands and knees.

“Behind me,” she commanded.

The idea of getting taken like this should have been embarrassing or demeaning. And yet, Jasmine actually appreciated how this was going to feel. When she had complete control, the positioning mattered less. No matter what, she would be in charge.

Garrett lowered himself down in front of her.

“Please, please don’t do this,” Justin pleaded with her.

“Quiet or you get a gag,” she said. “And of course, I might decide to cool off by watching you do something else with this boy.”

Justin opened his mouth, and it looked like he wanted to say something, but he stopped at the last moment.

Smart boy.

Down on her knuckles and knees, she looked up at her husband as she waited for this man. For so long, men had loved to cheat. The door to the idea of three-sums and taking control. It had all been a power fantasy for these boys, but now Jasmine could enjoy a real lover.

He was called the stallion for good reason, now he positioned himself between her legs. “Take me hard,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied with that same humble obedience.

He put his hands on her hips, pushed forward, and his tip rubbed against her slit for just a moment before he rammed into her. Eyes wide, she marveled at how her body stretched. And yet, she had already been so aroused by this.

Heat coursed through her veins. Wild, aroused desperation pulsed through her body, and this was only the first two or three seconds!

He drew back and pumped into her again.

“Yes. Yes,” she panted. “More!”

He pumped into her, thrusting forward, drawing back, and giving her another dose of his length and girth. Jasmine threw her head back, and she panted.

Better yet, she grinned at her husband as he grimaced. Obviously, he wanted this to stop, but he didn’t know what he could possibly do. He had no way of controlling her, not any longer.

“He feels amazing,” Jasmine said because she could. “This is what a real man feels like. He’s a stallion! He is one of the best purchases I have ever made!”

Again and again, Justin licked his lips like he thought he was going to be able to say something. And yet, he knew that she hadn’t made any idle threats. Going down on another man had been bad, but they could get so much worse…

His breathing came fast even as he watched.

As much as he hated to admit it, Justin couldn’t say anything about loyalty or independence, especially after the many thoughts he had about his interns.

“Give it to me harder! Faster!”

Garrett obliged. As a stallion, he had been well trained in the sexual arts. He gave this woman exactly what she craved. Each second brought another rush of motion and movement. He plowed into her. He rammed down, drew back, and did it again and again just like a human vibrator.

As Justin washed of this, he tried to tell himself that he hated every second. His wife was getting plowed by another man! And yet, his shaft continued to strain against his cock lock.

Yes, some part of him enjoyed this. Some part of him knew that the stallion was better, deserved his grade, and had every right to be used by his beautiful wife—the woman who owned both of them.

Garrett hammered away obediently, thrusting forward and pulling back again and again.

She cried out, practically screaming. She started to bring her legs together, and that’s when she waited to feel his shaft throb again.

Then her moans morphed into this odd mixture of laughter and panting pleasure. Even so, she managed to get a hold of her breath as she called out, “You, you can come right now!”

Justin groaned as he watched all of this. He knew he should turn away, but he couldn’t help himself. His shaft ached with desperation. He had never felt so aroused before, yet he still couldn’t enjoy the freedom of an erection or the power of an orgasm.

“Yes!” Jasmine called out. “That’s enough.”

At once, Garrett pulled back. He remained on his knees, although he crossed his wrists behind his back now.

She turned around, reached up, and tenderly brushed her fingers along his cheek.

“That was amazing. Now, one of you is going to go draw me a bath. Are you ready to do it, Justin?”

Just like that, he understood that he had a choice. He could serve his wife by obeying her commands and pleasing her. He could fill the Jacuzzi tub for her and perhaps even help wash her. He would see her naked body, but he would remain locked up. And if he didn’t want to behave himself, she could just leave him there.

“Yes, please,” he said. “Please, allow me to serve you.”

Eyes sparkling, she peeked back up at him, “Only because you asked so nicely.”

Over the rest of the day, Justin remained quiet and sullen. Yes, he obeyed her orders, but there wasn’t the eager enthusiasm he should have demonstrated, especially when Garrett volunteered to make her dinner, clean her condo, massage her feet, and serve any sexual impulse she may have had.

Justin watched and listened to all of this. Perhaps, on some level, he was jealous. For Garrett, it was so easy; this stallion knew exactly how to serve. He didn’t suffer from the same ambivalence or those old delusions of independence and freedom.

Several more days went by, but he didn’t get used to having Garrett in the condo.

Occasionally, Justin tried to think of some way he could convince Jasmine to change her mind. Couldn’t they take him back to the market? Couldn’t they sell him or something?

Considering that Garrett had been raised for this, the idea probably wouldn’t have surprised or startled him.

And yet, Justin didn’t know what to say. Besides, his wife kept smirking at him. Whenever she addressed him, there was this note of condescending certainty in her voice. They didn’t have conversations, not in the traditional sense. Instead, she would ask him a question even though she already knew the answer. Or worse, she would simply give him a command.

“Justin, I have something for you,” she said on the day after Garrett arrived.

He didn’t know what it would be, but he was fairly sure he wasn’t going to like it.

He was right.

She handed him a book.

At first, he wasn’t sure why she would do something like this. Wouldn’t a tablet have been easier? Only then he thought of how he hadn’t touched any real electronics since they landed. His phone had been confiscated, and he no longer had contact with the outside world.

His wife—his owner—had subsumed so much of his existence.

“You want to learn to cook for me,” she said. “I mean, you have been doing such a good job cleaning. I think it’s time to expand your repertoire.”

He had stared at her, uncomprehending for those first few seconds. “But, but I’m a CEO.”

“Are you? Are you really?” Jasmine asked. With every sound, she teased and taunted him. When he didn’t answer right away, she slipped out her phone and held it up for him to see.

“No. I’m not.” Justin hated admitting that. For so long, he had been in charge of his own company. Even when he was first starting out, he could enjoy the prestige of being in charge. Maybe he had been about to fail, but he didn’t know that, and he was being brave. He could enjoy that small edge of prestige.

But now he looked down along the length of his body, and he was just naked.

“While you study, Garrett is going to pleasure me,” she said. She called out for the other slave who promptly appeared.

She reached out and took him by the hand. She guided him down the hall, back to the bedroom, and the door closed.

Justin had no choice but to open the book and start studying…

Over the next week, he learned more about cooking and cleaning. Day by day, he absorbed more information about “the domestic arts”. When he first saw that phrase in one of his books, he had rolled his eyes, thinking it was utterly repellent. He wasn’t supposed to be cooking or cleaning! He should have been making important decisions that could affect the lives of his employees!

That night, he made dinner for them: salads, steaks, mashed potatoes, and glazed carrots.

The next day, he made breakfast.

He hated all of this, but he presented the meals to Jasmine, and she glanced up at him and stroked his buttocks, the small of his back, and his sides.

“You’ve been doing such a good job that I want to show you something,” she said.

“What?” Justin had asked.

“It’s a surprise.”

“Just me?”

“That’s right,” she said. “Garrett has earned himself some time to himself.”

More often than not, Justin did his best to ignore the stallion. It was especially grating because Garrett always seemed so cheerful and happy, like he embraced his life of subjugation and captivity.

Now, Justin couldn’t help but ask, “Time to yourself? What are you going to do?”

“I have been allowed to watch TV while the two of you are gone,” he said.

TV?

Justin blinked several times even as he contemplated something so much better: escape. If Justin and Jasmine were gone, then couldn’t Garrett try to run off? Couldn’t he try to go build a life or start a rebellion or something?

Before the former CEO could ask, he stopped himself. Obviously, Garrett was content with his captivity. He had surrendered completely, proving to these women that they really could win; they could turn the men into pets, playthings, servants and livestock.

Disgusted, Justin shook his head, but he knew he couldn’t do anything about it, so he stayed quiet, especially because he was curious. The idea of heading back outside made him a little bit nervous.

Soon enough, Justin found himself following his wife. He wasn’t cuffed this time, but he did wear the leash.

“This really isn’t necessary,” he told her.

“But you look so good on a leash!”

He opened his mouth to argue, but a glance at his wife made it clear that she wasn’t interested in a debate. If he tried to fight with her, he might be left behind.

So he put up with the indignity of being led around like a dog. Soon, he was back in the passenger seat of her car, and they were driving.

They pulled into the underground parking lot of a large, glass building. The skyscraper cut up high into the air.

They got out, and he followed his wife. She reattached his leash and took him to the elevators.

“What are we doing here?” Justin couldn’t help himself but ask.

“We have an appointment,” she said.

“What kind?”

“Don’t worry your handsome little head about it,” Jasmine said. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

He grimaced. Before all of this, it would have been easy for him to demand information, not only from his wife, but also from his employees or the service providers who routinely worked for him.

But now, Justin had no choice; he had to be patient.

As they rode the elevator up, the car came to a stop, the doors opened, and a woman came in.

When Justin first saw her, he didn’t know what to think. His eyes widened, and a pulse of arousal ran through his frame. It felt like this primeval echo. He tried to push it to the side, to ignore it, but he couldn’t!

She wore this cobalt blue bodysuit. The edging curved along her pubis, upper thighs, and the skintight material clung to her skin. He could see the contours of her breasts, and her nipples had hardened. With her hair tied back into an elaborate braid, she looked amazing. But this was an office building.

Right?

What was she doing here?

“Good afternoon,” Jasmine said. His wife sounded completely unsurprised.

“Hi,” said the young woman.

“I love your outfit,” Jasmine said.

Justin tried to stare straight ahead, but he couldn’t help himself. This young woman looked magnetic, almost gravitational. His gaze kept sliding back toward her, and he endured those bursts of need deep within his body.

“Thank you,” she said. “I got a new assistant today, so I decided to play with him a bit.”

“An assistant? Really?” Jasmine asked. “Was he born here or was he brought in?”

The young woman grinned. “He was brought in. Apparently, he was a vice president at some hedge fund or something back in New York. He’s really handsome, but he hasn’t quite taken to the collar yet.”

“I know how that feels,” Jasmine said. “This is my husband, Justin.”

Justin didn’t know whether or not he was supposed to speak, so he just stared down at the elevator floor.

The woman in the bodysuit grinned at him.

“Hello, Justin,” she said.

“Don’t be rude, Justin. Say hello.”

“Hello,” he mumbled.

“He definitely looks like someone who was brought here,” said the young woman.

“Technically, we are on vacation,” Jasmine said. “But just between you and me,” she dropped her voice to a stage whisper, “I’m thinking about staying here.”

Justin had figured this out for himself, but those words still felt like a stab into his gut.

“Calista is a wonderful place,” said the young woman. “Very little pollution, no crime, and you can enslave any boy you like! You know, if he hasn’t already been claimed, that is.”

“Is the supply a problem?” Jasmine asked. She had been curious about this particular detail.

“Generally, I don’t think so,” said the woman. “The economics of male slavery are pretty straightforward. When we need more boys, we just bring them in.”

“How?”

“Free vacations mostly, but I’m sure there are quite a few women like you who decide to bring their husbands, boyfriends, brothers, or friends. And once the boys are here, their legal rights evaporate, and we can just keep them and train them to make sure they are useful.”

Justin wished he could growl something out like, “I’m not an animal! I’m not supposed to be useful!”

But if he had said something like that, the two women would have just laughed at him.

Even as he stood there, he had to endure that frustrating attraction. Although he tried to ignore it, his shaft continued to strain against his chastity cage. Worse, Jasmine must have known what he was experiencing because she reached back and slid her fingers along his buttocks and up the small of his back.

Normally, those areas weren’t especially sensitive, but the desires rampaging through his body made him shiver with need.

The doors to the elevator pinged open, and the woman got out.

“That was ridiculous,” Justin muttered once the doors closed again.

“What was that?”

“You saw what she was wearing. She was dressed like a—”

“Justin Carpenter, I expect you to be very careful when you speak, especially when you talk about another woman. You need to be respectful at all times.”

Justin Carpenter. She is his “full name” like he was some little kid, but it remained effective. Justin hated the idea that he had just stopped, but now he stared back at their distorted reflections in the brass, elevator door.

“But you saw how she was dressed,” he said.

“Be very, very careful in what you say next,” Jasmine told him. She didn’t look back at her husband, but she didn’t need to either.

A bolt of dread shot down his spine as he turned back to her. He didn’t know what to do or what to tell her. Uncertainty tightened around him, especially because she grabbed onto his leash and pulled him close. He was no longer facing the door. Instead, he had to look up at his wife’s ferocity.

“Do you think that just because she was dressed in lingerie that you get to be better than her? Are you still making a mistake?”

“No!”

“Is a woman’s sexuality a weakness?”

“No,” he said quickly, breathing out the word even as he shook his head.

“No,” she agreed. “A woman’s sexuality is a strength. Men have tried to turn it into a weakness because you know that it’s your vulnerability. When you saw her, how did you feel?”

“Don’t make me say it,” he pleaded.

“Justin…”

At any moment, she could pull her phone from her pocket. She could hold it up in front of him, hit the button, and deliver a painful reminder of his status and the hierarchy between them.

“Turned on,” he finally confessed.

“That’s right. So why do you think she dressed like that?”

“I, I don’t know…” Between the fear and uncertainty, he really couldn’t formulate a hypothesis.

This didn’t bother his wife. On the contrary, she stroked the underside of his chin with her free hand, and she said, “That’s okay. You’re a boy. There are lots of things you aren’t going to know or understand. Instead, it’s better for you to listen to the women around you.”

“Yes. Fine.”

“Justin…”

His tone had slipped; he had started to sound disrespectful again. Realizing this, Justin backtracked. “I’m sorry. Yes. You are right. You are absolutely right.” As the elevator continued to bring them higher and higher within the building, Justin knew he would give his wife anything she wanted.

“I am right,” she said. “And you should understand that women will dress in provocative clothing because they can. We can put on whatever we like. And yes, there are going to be times when we will wear skimpy lingerie to tease you.”

“That’s not fair,” he muttered.

She tightened her grip on his chin. Her nails dug down into his skin. “Are you sure about that? Just think about what so many women have had to put up with from boys like you.”

His eyes widened, and he had a pretty good idea of exactly what she meant, yet he decided to stay quiet. As a boy, he was learning that silence was often the best answer. Instead, he would listen to this woman as she spoke. His voice didn’t matter; his opinion didn’t count.

“We both know what you did. We both know the kind of pressure you put on your staff and your interns.”

Justin kept his expression neutral as the fear coursed through him. He thought of his last encounter with Eva and the interns.

“You wanted them to be sexy. You wanted to turn them into decorations for your office. Eva, a woman who had worked with you almost from the very beginning of your company, suddenly became a piece of meat. Isn’t that right?”

“I don’t know,” he answered because he couldn’t admit the truth.

Anger flashed across her face, she shoved him up against one of the walls. She pinned him there. She had one hand on his leash and another on his shoulder.

“Don’t lie to me, Justin. I know the truth. I know that you didn’t see them as real people. They became toys for you.”

“Yes. Fine. That’s true,” he admitted.

“And those instincts are still there. But women can tease you with them. They can play with you.”

“It’s not fair.”

“Yes, it is. We are in charge, so if we want to remind you of your vulnerability and weakness as a man, then that’s our prerogative.” As she finished speaking, the doors opened, and she turned. She pulled on his leash, forcing him into a waiting area.

“Hello, Ms. Carpenter,” said the girl behind the desk. She rose, and that’s when Justin blinked.

This girl was adorable with a pair of blonde pigtails, red lips, and her outfit: a lacy pair of bikini briefs and a matching bra…

Again, Justin tried to master himself, but he couldn’t. That girl, and that lingerie, made his insides heat up.

“You can’t control yourself, can you? You know you’re staring, but you still have to do it.” Jasmine shook her head and smirked like this was amusing. As far as she could tell, his inability to control himself just proved that boys needed to be owned in the first place.

“Caitlin will be ready to see you in a few minutes,” said the young woman. “She extends her apologies, but she’s meeting with some consultants from the US, and their meeting is running a little bit long. I can interrupt them if you like.”

Jasmine seemed to consider this news for a moment before glancing at her husband.

By this point, Justin should have managed to get a hold of himself. He should have been able to push back his eyes and gaze back down to the floor. Instead, he kept sneaking glimpses of this girl as she stood behind her desk.

“No, I think we can wait. Besides, I would like you to meet my husband.”

The girl quickly came out from the other side of the counter, and she sauntered over to Justin. As she walked, he marveled at her easy confidence. A girl dressed like this back in the United States would have felt uncomfortable and uncertain. Guys would have been staring at her, and she would have felt like prey or a piece of meat.

“Hello,” the girl said. She held out her hand.

“I think my husband here might be infatuated with your outfit,” Jasmine said. Both women chuckled.

As the heat coursed along his cheeks and down into the rest of his body, he wished he could stop looking and staring. It wasn’t fair. There was something about the shine of her blonde pigtails, the way she smiled, the curves of her chest, the flat of her stomach, and the curves of her thighs.

“Is that true?” asked the assistant. Even as she spoke, she put one hand on her hip, tilted to the left, then the right. She showed him different angles of her body.

Almost hypnotized and completely enthralled, Justin stared at her. He memorized the different details and contours of her body even as the frustration mounted. He experienced the confines of his cock lock again.

His body tried to respond, but his portable prison made sure he couldn’t enjoy the process of getting hard.

“Answer her,” Jasmine commanded.

“Yes,” he said.

Justin hoped that would be enough of the humiliation for him. Jasmine had proven her point. Yes, women could wear cute and sexy lingerie and turn the boys on. They could tease men and weaponize their libidos.

“That’s adorable,” said the girl.

Justin may have been older and more experienced, but that didn’t matter, not here. This girl was a woman, and that made her his superior.

“You know, I think my husband might be infatuated. Would you like him to service you?”

“Oh, are you sure?”

Justin blinked once even as he listened to the exchange. They sounded so casual, like this wasn’t a big deal! How could that be possible?

“Yeah,” she said.

“I really shouldn’t. I’m on the clock,” said the girl with the pigtails.

“Yeah, but I’m the boss,” Jasmine replied easily.

“What you think of that?” asked the girl as she leaned forward and looked at Justin. “Would you like to pleasure me? You look like you have a lovely mouth.”

His eyes widened as he absorbed those words from this callow youth. He gulped and shook his head. No, she couldn’t be serious.

“Would you mind if I had him do it under my desk?”

“Absolutely, Jasmine said. “In fact, I have to go make a call, so you have fun with him.”

Jasmine pulled out her device, started typing out a message, and she headed off.

Once she was back in the hallway, the blonde turned to Justin. “Well,” she said. “It looks like I could do whatever I want with you. Come along, boy.” She grabbed his leash casually, like this wasn’t a big deal. She pulled him along, and he turned and looked at her.

He stared once again. At the same time, he tried to comprehend how something like this could happen.

Once they were on the other side of the desk, she sat down, pulled on his leash, and shoved into his knees.

“I, I can’t do this,” he said.

“You want me to tell your wife that you actively defied me? You want me to tell her that you were a bad boy?”

“No, please don’t,” he said.

“Then what do you have to do?”

“Serve you,” he said.

After all of his time on Calista, he was starting to absorb the simple lesson that women commanded, and boys obeyed.

She grabbed onto the edges of her panties and pulled them down, exposing her untrimmed pubic hair. She looked wild, but there was still something gorgeous about the golden yellow of her hair.

Then she beckoned him forward with a curve of her finger. “Come on,” she said. “I’ve had a pretty stressful day. I expect you to satisfy me.”

“But, but…” All of the counterarguments swirling around his head ended badly. He could have insisted that he wasn’t supposed to be in this position because of his experience, his status, and the money he had earned.

And yet, Jasmine had already stripped all of that away from him. This girl, a lowly assistant, outranked him!

She pulled on his leash, guiding him closer and closer to her slit. In the next moment, his nose rubbed up against her pubis. He felt the brush of her hair against his face even as his lips pushed into her slit.

“I know you’re not a stallion,” she said with an air of forbearance. “But that’s okay. You’re the best I’ve got, and I want a refreshing orgasm. Start out slow and speed up for me.”

As far as Justin was concerned, young women were supposed to be modest; they were supposed to feel shy around the idea of sex.

Instead, this girl could do whatever she wanted with him. She had permission from his “owner”.

Justin bristled, but it didn’t matter.

“Last chance…” she teased.

Obediently, he licked. He moved his tongue along her inner thighs, and he tasted her excitement. At the same time, he experienced the soft give of her pubic hair. He had never gone down on a woman like this before, and he wondered if he would do it again.

Ultimately, that would be Jasmine’s decision.

He licked, sliding his tongue up and down. He worked this girl, starting out slow just as she commanded. That easy rhythm soon sped up.

“Not so fast,” she taunted him.

Somehow, he imagined Garrett answering obediently, “Yes, ma’am.”

Justin licked. He served this girl, working hard to satisfy her. He slowed down and then started to speed up, but he took his time. He set his pace, and he didn’t know what to do as he felt her hands of the back of his head. Then she grabbed him by his hair. Apparently, she was getting tired of waiting for him to figure out the right cadence.

She pumped his head forward, pulled back, indicating whether or not he should slow down or speed up. He followed along as best he could.

And as he obeyed, he knew he had been reduced to little more than a human sex toy. At the same time, he had to wonder what Jasmine was doing at that same moment. She had started making important phone calls. But why? Who was she talking to? What was she doing with his company?

His company…

That phrase still glowed bright behind his eyes, only he knew the truth.

He licked and tasted her. He endured the humiliation of being down on his knees underneath this secretary’s desk. Pretty soon, she started panting. Quick, eager little moans pulsed from her chest.

“That’s right. Good boy. Keep licking. Faster now. Faster,” she called out.

She didn’t scream or shout. This was an office, after all. And even if she was going to take advantage of a boy, that didn’t mean she could behave badly. She wouldn’t want to risk her employment by making too much noise.

Then she yanked on his hair, pulling him away. She had finished. She was done with him.

“I’ve had better,” she said. Maybe she saw the crestfallen expression on his face because she smirked down at him, “But you still did a very good job.” She patted him on the head.

“You can wait for your owner over there,” said the girl as she pointed to the chairs.

He had been dismissed.

Justin started to walk away, only she still held his leash. “Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot about this. I doubt she would want you carrying your own leash.” She escorted him back into the waiting area, tied his leash to one of the chairs, and pointed to the floor.

Knowing better than to argue, Justin lowered himself down onto his knees. She patted him on the head one more time, said something about how he was a good boy and would become an excellent servant, and went back to work.

When Jasmine came back, she sat down beside him. He remained on the floor, and she didn’t address him. Instead, her thumbs danced across her phone as she typed in one message after another.

“Very good,” she said to herself.

Then she got up, and she took him by his leash once again.

“Caitlin is ready to see you now,” said the secretary.

“Perfect.” Jasmine glanced back at her husband. “You know, for this, I think you should probably stay down on your hands and knees.”

“You expect me to crawl?”

“I expect you to be an obedient servant,” she said.

He received the message; he hated it, but he understood, so he dropped back down to his knuckles and knees. Like an animal, he followed this beautiful woman back through the office.

With every step, Justin tried to forget what he had done, but now he saw other women. Some of them seemed to wander from one office to another. They had their eyes down, aimed at tablets or the phones in their hands.

Others strode with purpose, marching through the office as they headed toward another task or obligation. As all of this happened, Justin saw so many of them wore lingerie.

Then he saw Caitlin.

He and Jasmine walked into a large, expensive office.

“Jasmine,” Caitlin said. She was a little bit larger than Jasmine. She had big breasts, wore a tight, white top, and a short, pleated skirt with a tartan pattern. Justin needed another moment to put the different pieces together, but then he understood: she was wearing a schoolgirl uniform.

He closed his eyes.

“It looks like your boy doesn’t like my outfit,” Caitlin said.

Jasmine reached down and tugged on his leash. “Don’t be rude, Justin. Tell Caitlin here how much you appreciate her outfit. She and I are business partners now, after all.”

“Business partners?”

“That’s not what I told you to say,” Jasmine said. She pulled out her own phone, tapped the button, and delivered a sharp rebuke. Electricity burned through his body for just a moment.

“I really like your outfit!” He called out those words without thinking. They just jumped from his lips. He hated being controlled like a puppet, but he didn’t see any other choice.

The pain faded, and he turned back to the beautiful woman. He especially needed to study the contours of her breasts. He didn’t know much about bra sizes, but they were big. Really big. In fact, if she had been one of his employees, he would have spent a lot of time in meetings contemplating what it would feel like to fondle those mounds and feel her hardening nipples underneath the palms of his hands as he tried to work his fingertips all the way around those globes.

“Really? Are you sure about that?” Caitlin asked. She did a quick little spin, causing her skirt to rise. He saw the thong she wore underneath, and his eyes widened again as the desperation pulsed through him.

Justin knew what was happening; he understood how these women could torment him, but that wasn’t enough to block out the reactions.

He needed to stand, to assert himself, but he couldn’t do it. Worse, his chastity cage felt even tighter now!

“Poor boy,” Jasmine said. “We really are being mean to him, aren’t we?”

“Yeah…” Caitlin agreed. “But you know, it’s good for him. Now, should we get down to business?”

Jasmine sat down across at the large, mahogany desk. Caitlin did the same, and the two women started listening.

Justin didn’t want to know what was going to happen, but he couldn’t stop himself. He overheard all of it.

“First off, I would like to thank you for your investment.”

Investment?

“Absolutely,” Jasmine said. “I spoke with a couple of your references, not to mention your other clients, and you have done amazing work. I love the influence you have been able to wield. Together, I think we could do an amazing job.”

Job? What job?

Justin gulped even as Caitlin leaned back, “So you really think we are ready to move on the federal government?”

“Considering what you have accomplished in those cities, not to mention a few of the smaller nations? Yeah. I think you are ready. With the backing of my company, you will have the financial resources and firepower you need to start a competitive lobbying effort.”

Justin started to figure it out, but his insides tightened as the different possibilities coalesced. He didn’t want to think all of his hard-earned money would go toward something like this, and yet…

He glanced up at Jasmine. She noticed the movement from the corner of her eye, so she peeked down at him and smiled.

“I think my husband is starting to figure it out.”

“Leave me out of this,” he groused. If he was right, he didn’t want to know it.

“Now, now,” Jasmine teased him. “You don’t want to disobey in front of my new business partner.”

“This is crazy. You don’t need a lobbyist!”

“Politics are all about lobbying,” Jasmine told him. “We need a representative in Washington to make sure we get exactly what we want.”

“It’s not going to work. The government is too big.”

“It won’t work right away,” Jasmine conceded. “But this is going to be a process. We’re going to start nudging the government in the proper direction.”

“What direction?”

“Calista’s,” Caitlin said.

“You can’t be serious,” Justin said.

“Why not?” Jasmine asked. “Just think about everything I’ve been able to do to you. What do you think you’re going to be in a week? A month? A year? The United States can start to evolve as well. We can make the country better.”

“No!”

Justin jumped to his feet. He didn’t know what he was going to do, especially while he remained collared, leashed, and trapped in that chastity cage.

His wife must’ve expected this outburst because her hand quickly found the phone, and she tapped the button. Suddenly, electricity shot through his frame, knocking Justin to his knees.

“You can be quiet now,” she said. “Women are talking.”

Caitlin didn’t seem to mind the outburst, however. She turned back to Jasmine and said, “This is going to be a fascinating experiment.”

“More than an experiment,” Jasmine replied. “The world is changing. If you know how to use the right phrase and picture at the right time, you can topple regimes and re-create entire democracies.”

“Social norms take a while to overturn,” Caitlin replied. She leaned back in her seat, touched her fingertips together, and seemed to consider his wife for several long seconds. “We’re talking about gender dynamics, some of the most rigidly enforced rules in American society.”

“I don’t care,” Jasmine answered. “Deep down, women are hungry for the chance to take control. Just a few months ago, I had no idea what I was doing. I was scared of my husband.” She looked back at Justin. Then she turned to her colleague. “My husband! Just think about that. Right now, I have him cock locked. Why? Because I own him. Not only that, I own the rest of his company, all of his assets, everything he worked so hard to build and to create.”

“But there are a lot of traditionalists,” Caitlin said. “And we’re not just talking about some backwater, quasi-democracy. We are talking about the United States.”

“We are,” Jasmine agreed. “But I think we are underestimating the resentment, the anger, and the raw impatience so many women are feeling now. It’s time for something to change. We can make this happen.”

“This is going to take a lot of planning and a lot of negotiation,” Caitlin told her.

“Agreed,” Jasmine replied. “It’s not going to be simple or easy, but if a boy like Justin can be retrained, then we can do anything.”

“I haven’t been retrained,” he said, growling those words at the two women seated above him.

“Not completely,” Jasmine agreed. “But it’s only a matter of time. In fact, I’m pretty sure we can do whatever we want with you, and you aren’t strong enough to stop us, are you? Relationships, family dynamics, and business relationships all across the country can change. Women just need to be shown what is possible.”

Emboldened by the concept of defiance, Justin quickly said, “It’s not going to work. I don’t know who you think you are dealing with, but the men of the world are going to fight back if you try to take control.”

“Really?” Jasmine teased him. “Is that what you really think?” The patronizing note of condescension had slipped back into her voice as she looked down at him. “You’re telling me I can’t make you do whatever I want? You’re telling me I can’t get you down on your hands and knees for anything that might strike my fancy?”

Justin realized he had made a mistake. Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth along with the color from his cheeks. Frantically, he shook his head from side to side. “I don’t know what you have in mind,” he started to tell her, “But it’s not going to work. It won’t!”

“It seems I need to teach my boy a lesson. Would you like to be part of this?”

“Absolutely,” Caitlin replied. “You have a very handsome boy.”

“How do you feel if he begs for the chance to go down on you?”

“I like that,” she said. “I like that a lot.”

“I’m not going to do it!”

“Really?” Jasmine teased him. She made it sound like he had pointed out a realistic possibility. “Is that what you really think?”

“I won’t,” he said again.

“I would like to try something. You still have all of the equipment we talked about before, right?”

Equipment? They had talked about this before?

With a sinking, tightening feeling of the base of his stomach, Justin started to realize that Jasmine had already planned this. She had anticipated his disobedience and defiance, so now she was ready to take advantage of him.

“I do,” she said.

“Then maybe you should call in some of your employees? I bet they would like to be here for this,” Jasmine said.

“Absolutely,” replied the other woman. She reached over, touched her intercom, and hit a button.

Within a few seconds, the doors opened, and a group of three women entered. One had pale brown hair, another black, while the third was a redhead. They all wore lingerie, sweet, silly, sexy outfits that would have been appropriate to please their husbands in another situation or context. And yet, it was for the male staff, the slaves who were rented for their service.

These women could wear whatever they liked; they didn’t need to worry about what the boys saw or thought. On the contrary, teasing and taunting the slaves, especially those who had been graded as servants and now needed to be locked in chastity, could be incredibly rewarding!

Forgetting about his leash, Justin started to stand. “What, what are you talking about? What is going to happen here?”

“What’s wrong?” Jasmine asked. “You can’t figure it out for yourself?”

He couldn’t. On his feet now, he kept glancing from Jasmine to Caitlin, then to the trio of ladies standing back.

He licked his lips and glanced at the doorway.

“Don’t forget about this,” Jasmine said as she snapped his leash like this was a set of reins.

“Take him,” Caitlin ordered.

The three women marched toward him. Justin glanced to the left and right. Then he looked over at the window, like he thought he might be able to leap to his freedom. But no, that wasn’t how this would work.

He froze, hesitating, and the women took advantage. They grabbed him, yanked him across the room, and shoved him against the wall, making his chastity cage clank against the solid surface. Along the way, Jasmine followed with his leash still in hand.

“Today, I think we’re going to make some progress. This isn’t going to break you completely, Justin. When we get home, you’re still going to see my other slave, and you’re still going to be resentful and angry. That is okay. It takes boys a long time to adjust. They need help. But don’t worry. I’m going to give that to you. You know how?”

He could feel a pair of hands on his shoulders as the other two women held his arms against of the wall. Instinctively, he tried to push away. Perhaps he hoped to demonstrate his physical superiority, only that wasn’t about to happen, not here, not now.

These women may have dressed like male fantasies, but they knew exactly what they intended to do, and they weren’t about to let a boy like Justin break free.

They held him in place as his muscles twitched and he tensed, pushing again and again. They still held him in place.

“The last time we had sex back in the United States, what did you want from me?”

His brows creased with confusion as she whispered those words into his ear.

Justin didn’t understand. He remembered that fight. He had been hungry for something new, something different, something she had never given him before. In fact, he knew that it was his right as a man to take it.

So they started making out, he grabbed her, pushed her down onto her stomach, and he had been about to—

Right as the memory started to crystallize, Justin’s eyes widened to the size of quarters. He breathed out, “No. No, you, you can’t be serious.”

“You keep saying that,” she replied as she reached out and stroked his cheek before dragging her fingertips down along his shoulder into the small of his back. “And I keep doing whatever I want.” She chuckled at the simple reality. “But first, you still need to beg for the chance to service my colleague. Tell her all about how women can do whatever they want. We can wear lingerie, look sexy, and tease servant boys like you. Tell me again how you aren’t quite big enough or impressive enough to warrant freedom from your cock lock.”

He refused to obey.

That’s when Caitlin handed her something. Justin just barely managed to turn his head to see her take the paddle. She wrapped her fingers around that solid, wooden shaft.

Then she smacked the palm of her hand, and he flinched. If she struck, he knew it would sting.

“Are you going to be disobedient? Or are you going to be a smart boy and do as you’re told?”

“I’m not going to let you get away with this,” he told her.

“You don’t have any choice,” Jasmine taunted.

Through all of this, Caitlin just watched, perhaps marveling at the skills of her new business partner.

Jasmine didn’t hesitate. On the contrary, she wanted to hear the first crash of the paddle down against his naked buttocks. She swung down, heard the clap of wood against flesh, and giggled wildly.

Hot excitement coursed through her.

Before she even gave him another chance, she pulled back, swung down, and struck for a second time.

The women holding him in place giggled and laughed.

Those sounds pounded against him even as he took a third, fourth, and fifth blow against his unprotected flesh.

By this point, his buttocks started to turn a bright shade of pink.

He had broken before. This time, he told himself that he wouldn’t give in, not when he knew exactly what she expected from him.

Anal.

It would be even worse than going down on another man. He would be taken from behind, just as he had demanded of his wife. Only now, Jasmine was the one who could make demands while Justin had to obey.

“You get to decide how many times you get paddled,” she said.

This was only half true.

When he didn’t break right away, she struck three more times. Then she paused for a moment, let him catch his breath, and then she resumed. The paddle swung down hard and fast, again and again. The pain drilled into him. It ripped through his defenses, leaving him feeling broken and exposed.

“I’m sorry!”

“For what?” Jasmine asked.

“I’m sorry I disobeyed! I’m sorry I spoke out of turn!”

“Ask Caitlin.”

He could hardly believe how quickly she had done it, yet his defenses had broken. His resistance had shattered, and now he was ready to plead. “Please, can I go down on you? Please, may I service you with my mouth?” As he spoke, he sounded like a completely defeated and even more pathetic version of Garrett.

But of course, Garrett was allowed to have sex. He was a stallion, after all. He could enjoy himself whenever the women around him craved something long and hard.

“You may,” she replied.

Justin started to push himself away from the wall, yet the trio of women didn’t let him go.

“No, no,” Jasmine said. “You have to beg for the other part now. You have to tell me I get whatever I want.”

“Please, don’t make me!” This time, he didn’t shout with defiance, but the plea didn’t satisfy her.

She swung the paddle down hard and fast one, two, three, four times. He cried out now, whimpering and begging for her to stop.

Then it came to an end, and she stepped up behind him. She grabbed his ass. A fresh stinging shot through him, but now she brushed her fingers gently along the contours of his posterior. He started to feel good. Some of the tension seemed to morph into desperation and desire; his shaft pushed against the boundaries of the cock lock.

He still couldn’t get hard!

“What do you need?”

“I, I need to be taken from behind.”

“Cute euphemism,” she replied, “I want to hear you say it.”

“Please, please take me. Please, take me in the ass.”

“You want anal?”

Justin couldn’t bring himself to speak, yet he managed to bow his head down before bringing it up again. He nodded yes.

“Only because you want it so badly,” she told him. Then she stepped away.

Justin listened to the sounds of fabric. She was taking something off, stripping, or maybe putting something on. He couldn’t be sure one way or the other, not until she nodded, and the women who had been his guards now released him.

Turning around slowly, he didn’t know precisely what he expected to find. Only now, he saw his wife with her hands on her hips. She wore a strap-on with the tip pointed in his direction.

“You wanted anal so badly,” she said. “Well, you’re going to get it.”

“But, but not like this!” Justin called out lamely.

“Shush,” she replied. Then she reached down, and she gently stroked the underside of her artificial phallus. A shiver of pleasure ran through her. Justin didn’t understand how that could be possible, not until she said, “It’s a two headed dildo. Every time I push against you, I’m going to feel it right where I want it.”

She leaned back, stretched, and wiggled her hips from side to side before continuing, “You know, I could just use lubricant, but I think I want something else. I think I want something better.”

Her eyes shined with wicked delight.

“What, what are you talking about?”

“Crawl over here. You did such a good job before. Now I want you to do the same for me.”

The girls shoved him down onto his knees. Another had the paddle now. She touched it to his backside. Although she didn’t strike, it felt like he had no choice. He scurried forward, got onto his knees, and that’s when she grabbed Justin by his hair. She pulled him forward, and she impaled his face with the tip of her cock.

He tasted the dildo!

The rubbery flavor made his mouth water for some bizarre reason. But now, she pulled back as he started to suck, and she rammed into him. Again, his gag reflex nearly took over, but he concentrated and somehow managed to suppress it.

“If I can make a misogynist like Justin do this, I can do whatever I want. We’re going to break the boys, all of them.”

“I admire your ambition,” Caitlin said. For her part, she had stripped down as well. After removing her panties, she sat on the edge of her seat as she waited for this subjugated male to serve her as he had begged for the opportunity…

“Go,” Jasmine said, pointing toward her business partner.

Justin scurried across the floor. He crawled like an animal, moving on his hands and knees. With every moment, he knew he could be punished again if he disappointed her.

Then he saw Caitlin’s crotch, and he moved into position. She had turned her chair away from the desk, meaning he knew his buttocks were open, ready, and vulnerable.

He started licking. He tasted this woman’s excitement, and she started to purr with satisfaction, although he couldn’t tell if she preferred the physical sensations or the simple power of having this boy down on his hands and knees.

Then Jasmine crouched between his legs, and she aimed at the tip of her glistening dildo for his opening.

Justin kept hoping she might change her mind. With every moment, he pleaded with the universe to interrupt this. Only now the rounded tip of her toy slid along his buttocks. She pushed down, thrusting into him.

“Relax,” she commanded.

He didn’t want to obey. He clenched down as hard as he could, but his wife wouldn’t be deterred.

Jasmine remembered that look of self entitled smugness that flashed across his face when he told her what he had intended. They were going to have anal sex one way or another, and she didn’t get a vote.

Obviously, it hadn’t happened; she was a strong-willed woman who slapped him across the face, stopping him and reminding him of what she could do. But now, she was the one who could have her way with him. She could take whatever she liked, and she proved it!

Jasmine pushed down, drew back, only to ran into him again.

“Oh yes. It feels so good. That’s right. Naked nice and tight for me,” Jasmine taunted him. His best efforts at defiance and rebellion only made this that much more satisfying and pleasurable for her!

As he endured that degrading act, he continued to lick and satisfy Caitlin.

Jasmine’s new business partner grinned down at him. He kept his eyes closed, but that didn’t bother her. She explained, “I’m very good at what I do. I understand politics. I know what it takes to influence people. Maybe it won’t happen in this election cycle or the next, but guess what? The boys are going to start to surrender. They won’t even realize what’s happening at first. But little by little, the women will unite, and the boys will be enslaved. Don’t worry. You’ll get to go back home, only you’re still going to be collared and leashed.”

Caitlin could have continued, but the pleasure started to roar through her body with little tremors and explosions of ecstasy.

As the seconds streamed by, Caitlin envisioned a world where this could become commonplace: boys could be used. It wouldn’t just be an outlier, a custom based on some small island few in the world had actually heard about. From China to Europe, the United States to Argentina, women would take over.

Yes!

Jasmine pumped her husband. With every thrust, she felt the tip of her toy rub along her most sensitive space. Hot ecstasy coursed through her like raging torrents of magma! She soon lost herself to the burst of an orgasm. She threw her head back, panted, and allowed the sense of satisfaction to pulse through her body.

Then she jerked back right as Caitlin called out. She squealed and screeched with her own pleasure right there in front of her employees.

And when they were done, they both looked down at Justin. Jasmine grabbed him by his collar and lifted his head up. “What have you learned?” Connect with me:

“We, we are going to lose. The men, the men are going to be enslaved.”

This was the smartest thing he had said it since she slipped the collar around his neck.

The End




My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about

our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

My favorite games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.
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