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Chapter 1

An early spring downpour sent commuters hurrying under awnings with their shoulders hunched and their briefcases and purses held over their heads. Matt made the 7:42 by a miracle, dashing onto the last car as the doors began to hiss shut. The train was crowded. Matt made his way down the aisle, and just like every other day over the past couple of months, she was there. He found the only open seat was directly across from her. He hesitated for half a second, heart inexplicably thumping in his chest, then he sat down.

As always, she was sitting by the window, reading. She appeared unaffected by the rain. Matt was not surprised, as she’d always appeared to him as someone for whom the natural world might bend in her favor.

She didn’t look up.

He’d seen her each day, always in the same car, always with a book in her lap, always self-contained. Matt thought of her as intimidatingly beautiful, though that didn’t really capture the way he felt. There was something composed about her, something regal. Unbothered. She was like a goddess, he thought, with long legs casually yet elegantly crossed, and the way her blouse was unbuttoned at the top suggested that she didn’t care if anyone saw what color bra she was wearing. Midnight blue. Yet she seemed to be unconcerned with appearing perfectly put together. Her hair was tied back haphazardly, and her makeup was minimal. He liked that. He also liked the way her eyes remained on the page in front of her, yet he felt certain that she knew he tried not to stare at her. She never smiled, and she never looked at him, but he had become certain she knew he was there.

Matt glanced at the cover of her book. She was always reading something new. She appeared to be a voracious reader, and at first, he’d not wanted to appear too curious. But he’d come to see a pattern in the types of books she read. He read the title of the book she cradled in her hands.

Transition of Power. He covertly pulled out his phone, swiped open a browser, and searched. He read: “A sociopolitical analysis of the modern rise of women in leadership roles across government, business, and culture. A study in influence, resilience, and how traditional power structures shift when women take control.”

He’d noticed that she liked books about powerful women. Assertive women. Women who take charge. He had imagined her that way. She appeared poised, and decisive, but something about seeing the book in her hands made it feel real. And thrilling. And a little terrifying.

He watched the rain streak the window beside her as the train made its way through the city and tried to think of something clever or interesting to say. Something that wouldn’t make her think he was just another guy on the train who thought a pretty woman owed him her attention.

How many days had gone by with him wrestling with his fear of rejection, his nervousness, his insecurity? How many times had he remained silent and let the opportunity pass by? Finally, Matt did what he’d wanted to do for months. Only, it wasn’t what he’d imagined he might say to her.

“Transition of Power,” he said, simply reading aloud the title of her book.

She looked up. Slowly. She looked right at him. Her eyes were even more beautiful up close, and they were peering directly at him. Intimidating, but not cold. There was a pause. It was just long enough to make his pulse spike before she spoke.

“Correct,” she replied. Her voice was low.

Matt nodded, suddenly very aware of how damp his hair probably looked.

“I just, um, looked it up,” he admitted, lifting his phone up to present as evidence. “Sounds intense.”

A slight, temporary smile appeared on her face. It wasn’t exactly warm, but it wasn’t unfriendly either.

“It is,” she said. “It’s also well-written.”

“You read a lot on the train,” he said before he could stop himself. “I mean, I’ve noticed.”

She gave him a look then. Not quite surprised but assessing. As though she were measuring his intent, his tone, his value to her.

“I do,” she said finally. “It makes the ride go faster.”

Matt nodded and laughed a little. “Maybe I’ll take a look.”

She held up the book slightly, tilting it so he could see the cover clearly. Then she said, “You should. It might change the way you think about . . . everything.”

And just like that, she went back to reading.

Matt felt electrified. Not rejected. Not dismissed. Just aware. She had seen him. Had always seen him, probably.

The train rattled on through the rain, and for the first time, the morning felt less routine and more like the beginning of something, a possible something Matt hadn’t the words to define.

Her stop was one before his, and she tucked the book into her bag as she stood up, straightening her skirt, and she gave him a brief glance. He nodded, offering a smile that was intended to summarize their interaction. She did not smile. She just looked, briefly, then stepped off the train.

The little independent bookstore on the corner of 18th and Merced was tucked between a dry cleaner and a nail salon, and Matt thought it smelled like paper and cinnamon raisin toast. He liked it. It felt like a real bookstore. The woman behind the counter was reading a vintage, leather-bound book and barely looked up when Matt came in, still damp from the morning’s rain. The bookstore’s cat peered at him with suspicion.

He found Transition of Power in the Gender and Society section, nestled between The End of Patriarchy and Reclaiming Her Voice. He picked it up, thumbing through the first few pages, and then carried it to the register. The woman behind the counter hummed her approval.

Back at the office, during lunch, he unwrapped his sandwich and opened the book. By page five, he was intrigued. By page fifteen, he was unsettled.

It wasn’t that the book was unfair or wrong. It was just unapologetic. No handholding, no softening the blow. It argued that women didn’t just deserve to be in positions of authority, but rather, that positions of authority needed to be solely occupied by women. Not because they were gentle or nurturing or balanced, but because they were decisive, strategic, and increasingly unwilling to wait for permission.

Matt saw in his mind the image of the woman on the train reading these words with quiet assurance. He imagined her flipping the pages with long, elegant fingers, absorbing every line with the calm certainty of someone who didn’t need to be convinced. Someone who already felt secure in her inherent superiority. That thought sent a ripple through him. Not fear, exactly. Something closer to awe. Or arousal. Or both.

He glanced up from the page to make sure no one in the break room could read the flush on his face. He wanted to know what she thought of the book. Which parts made her nod in agreement. Which parts made her smile. Did she agree with all of it? Did she read it as inspirational? Or rather, like a how-to book? Although Matt couldn’t imagine that she didn’t already know “how to” do just about anything.

He realized he didn’t just want to see her again. He needed to. But she didn’t take the evening train that he did. He knew. He’d looked.

That night, alone in his apartment, Matt sat on his couch with Transition of Power balanced on his lap, the sound of the rain now just a gentle murmur in the background. The living room of his apartment was quiet, save for the occasional groan of plumbing and the soft rustle of pages turning. He read slowly, deliberately, rereading certain paragraphs with a furrowed brow.

Some sections made him pause. There were chapters that didn’t just critique toxic masculinity, they laid it bare, displaying it stripped of all the excuses he’d heard growing up: “boys will be boys,” it’s just “locker room talk,” and “boys are just wired differently.” The book didn’t offer comfort. It offered a challenge.

He read anecdotes about men interrupting women in boardrooms, about the entitlement cloaked in so-called harmless flirtation, and about the subtle and not-so-subtle ways male authority was upheld. He told himself that he wasn’t that guy. But the book wasn’t trying to sort men into good and bad. It was asking deeper questions about power, about assumptions, about complicity. And he couldn’t say the ideas were wrong. In fact, what unsettled him most was how right they felt.

He remembered a time last year when a female colleague had offered a strong opinion in a meeting, and he had instinctively bristled, his reaction was not about what she said, but how she said it. She was confident. Direct. Certain. At the time, he’d told himself it was her tone, and that she hadn’t left room for discussion. But now he wasn’t so sure.

He kept picturing the woman on the train, seeing her reading this same chapter, her expression calm and focused. Did she feel vindicated reading these pages? Empowered? Did she ever wonder how men read this book, and what they saw in themselves as they did?

He flipped to the next page. The chapter was titled “The Ritual of Surrender.” Within the first few paragraphs, the author discarded any lingering notions of tentative transition. She spoke with startling clarity, stating that the moment a woman recognizes her natural place at the helm of any relationship, be it domestic, professional, or romantic, she must act decisively. She must take what is already hers, not by aggression, but by certainty. The male, if properly prepared and appropriately humbled, is to be treated as an eager recipient of this shift. He is not a peer negotiating terms, but rather like a servant awaiting instruction.

Matt reread the passage that had stopped him:

“Once the male has relinquished all presumptions of shared authority, the woman is no longer bound by the social rules that suggest she must compromise. She does not ask for authority; she simply exercises it. In tone, in gesture, in expectation. Hesitation is a disservice to both. If he hesitates, even once, begin again. True surrender knows no hesitation.”

The ritual she described was not symbolic or metaphorical. It was precise. There were steps, each designed to strip away the remnants of masculine privilege, pride, and presumption. The male subject, already conditioned and prepared through intensive training and internal reorientation, would kneel before her in absolute silence, awaiting her direction.

She would not speak immediately. The author emphasized that “Silence is power. Let him feel the weight of your presence. Let him exist in the space you define, until he no longer wonders when you will speak.”

The ritual continued with a series of questions that did not seek truth so much as they demanded acknowledgment. Who are you now? Who will you become? Who do you serve?

Matt swallowed hard as he read on. The final phase involved the submissive male stating that his identity, his purpose, even his future, would be shaped by the woman to whom he now surrendered.

Despite his discomfort, he didn’t feel defensive. He felt invited. Challenged, yes, but also intrigued. Not by the idea of giving something up, but of seeing something he hadn’t really seen before.

Perhaps, he thought, this was how she saw men like him. Perhaps she had already assumed his having surrendered to her, and was now simply waiting for him to recognize it himself. The idea played in the back of his mind. He wondered what she might do to him, if anything. He realized he was getting ahead of himself. But he knew that she had taken up space in his thoughts, and he’d begun a process of relinquishing control to her before he even knew her name.


Chapter 2

The following morning, the city was still gray and dreary as Matt boarded the 7:42, his heart thudding in his chest like he was heading into an exam. She was there. As always. Same seat. Same composure. And she didn’t look at him. He dared another glance at her. She was reading a different book today. He read the title emblazoned across the cover. Daughters of Discipline: Raising the New Male from Birth. The title alone made his pulse jump.

Matt settled into the seat across from her and pulled Transition of Power from his bag with deliberate nonchalance, angling the cover just so. He opened to the chapter he’d left off on the night before. He glanced at her face.

There was a slight change to her expression. Not quite a smile. But definitely not nothing. And for some reason, that tiny expression sent a chill through him. He tried to focus on his book.

The chapter title read Authority and Intimacy: The Reclamation of Power in Private Spaces.

The chapter was unapologetic. Unflinching. It outlined a theory of relationship dynamics in which traditional roles were intentionally restructured. It spoke of partnerships in which women made the rules, the boundaries, the expectations. It was positioned as a correction. As balance. As reclamation. There were protocols. Expectations. Even discipline. Matt swallowed hard. The implication was unmistakable.

“Once it has been established in the relationship that the female has assumed unquestioned authority in the realm of intimacy and sexual desire, all that will remain for the male is obedience to her command.”

He felt a prickle at the back of his neck. His heart beat faster. He tried to shift in his seat without being obvious. Her eyes remained on the page she was reading, unmoved by his presence, as always, and her posture was the same: back straight, shoulders relaxed, utterly composed. She wore a silver-gray silk blouse that revealed the shape of her nipples. He tried not to notice.

The train began to slow as it approached her stop. She closed her book with quiet precision and slipped it into her bag, then stood gracefully, one hand steadying herself on the rail above.

Matt kept his eyes on his copy of Transition of Power, though he wasn’t reading. Not really. His heartbeat was in his throat. He didn’t want to look too eager, too obvious. But he could feel her beside him, the small space between them suddenly dense with something charged and unspoken.

The train gave a slight jolt as it slowed, and for a moment, she remained standing there, poised, waiting. Then, as the doors hissed open, she leaned a bit closer to him. Not enough to draw attention. Just enough that it was clear her message was meant for him alone.

“Let me know when you get to chapter thirteen,” she said.

Her tone was calm. Even. Almost casual. But the words hit him like a jolt of electricity. Before he could even lift his head, she was walking off the train, disappearing into the stream of commuters with the same composure she always had, as though nothing unusual had happened. Like she hadn’t just dropped a live wire in his lap and vanished.

Matt was stunned. Chapter thirteen. He hadn’t gotten that far yet. He wasn’t sure what was in it. But now it felt less like reading a book and more like receiving instructions. He stared down at the pages, the print momentarily blurred as his thoughts raced.

The moment the doors slid shut behind her, Matt flipped the pages with trembling fingers, his breath shallow, as though he were opening a letter he wasn’t sure he was supposed to read.

Chapter Thirteen: Corporal Punishment of the Male in a Female-Led Relationship.

There it was. The train rocked gently beneath him, the station announcements droning in the background, but all he could hear was the rush of blood in his ears.

And then his stop was called. He jolted, snapping the book shut, barely registering the world outside the pages. He stood quickly, nearly forgetting his bag in the process, and stepped off the train in a daze.

She had read that chapter. And she had told him to let her know when he got there. He couldn’t stop thinking about her voice, low and precise. What did it mean? A challenge? A flirtation? An invitation? He didn’t know. But he knew he was going to read chapter thirteen. And he knew, with startling clarity, that the next time they were on that train together, he would have something to say.

The day passed in a blur of meetings, emails, and half-hearted attempts at concentration. Matt answered questions he’d barely heard, stared blankly at spreadsheets that seemed suddenly irrelevant, and drank his coffee too fast, trying to jolt himself out of the loop playing in his head. He heard her voice, soft and precise. “Let me know when you get to chapter thirteen,” she’d said. He tried not to think about her, which meant, of course, he thought of nothing else.

By the time he’d gotten home, the book was out of his bag before he’d even taken off his shoes. He sank into the couch, unbuttoned his collar, and opened to chapter thirteen. The language was audacious in its certainty. Female-led relationships weren’t offered as an option to be considered but as truth to be accepted. The tone didn’t plead or persuade. It instructed. It was clear that what was being described was not a game. Not a fantasy. Not a kink hiding behind the veil of mutual respect. This was a reordering of roles, of expectations, of power itself.

The chapter began with a definition that was clinical and clear. A female-led relationship was described as one in which the woman assumed a leadership role, but it didn’t stop there. It specified that the erotic undercurrent was central to the arrangement. It indicated that men would find deep satisfaction and endless arousal in surrendering control to a woman who didn’t just accept authority, but owned it. And according to the text, one of the most important aspects of this relationship was the male’s acceptance of punishment. Punishment to his body, ideally presented naked in recognition of its status beneath his female superior.

The woman on the train, without warning, had uttered that single sentence. She had read this. She had chosen to mention it to him.

Matt’s breath grew shallow as he kept reading. The chapter outlined the structure of such punishment, centered on obedience, devotion, and unqualified surrender. Rituals of deference and respect. A kind of discipline that ran deeper than domination and submission. The book made clear that this was intended to correct the behavior of the male. To put him in his place. Humiliate him if necessary. All in service of reinforcing the dynamic that the female is his sole authority. His only option was to obey her command completely and without question.

The punishments described, or rather, prescribed, were presented without apology. No part of the male body was considered off-limits in the assignment of corporal punishment. Leniency on the part of the female was not given consideration. Only her expression of dominance in expectation of his full submission. It read “Let him fear disappointing you more than he fears consequence. The moment he is relieved to be punished, you have begun to reshape him.”

Matt looked up from the page, his apartment suddenly quiet in a new way. Still. Like the room itself was listening. A strange, electric thought occurred to him: She’s watching me. He felt her presence in every word. He couldn’t explain why the book made him feel as it did. Compelled. Exposed. Aroused. He told himself he didn’t believe in this. Not really. And yet he kept turning the pages. By the end of the chapter, he wasn’t questioning whether he agreed. He was wondering how far he would go. And somewhere, in the quiet echo of that final paragraph, he felt it fully for the first time: He still didn’t know her name, but she was already shaping him.

The train was unusually quiet the next morning. It was one of those odd days when the usual drone of commuters felt hushed, almost reverent. Matt saw her as soon as he stepped onto the car. Same seat. Same elegant composure. The title Daughters of Discipline opened before her.

But Matt was no longer the same man who had once sat in nervous silence, too intimidated to speak. He had read Transitions of Power. He had thought about it, felt it, and now, he understood that silence was not neutrality. It was something else. It was a choice. A test. Maybe even a form of power.

He swallowed, then took a breath. His voice came out low, steady, and clear.

“Thank you, Miss, for recommending this book. I am grateful to you for the, um, education.”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she slowly lifted her gaze from her book. Her expression was unreadable, but her stare held him in place like a hand pressed flat against his chest. He couldn’t look away. There was no smile. No polite response. Just the full weight of her attention. Like she was trying to decide something. Or confirm what she already suspected.

The train kept moving. And she kept staring. Then, with the same quiet grace she always carried, she reached into her bag, pulled out a small black card, and stood as the train approached her stop. She didn’t speak until she leaned in and handed him the card.

“Miss Ana,” she corrected him.

And then she stepped off the train. Matt sat frozen for a beat before looking down at the card in his hand. It was matte black, with embossed silver lettering. Elegant. Minimal.

It read Surrender.

Below the phrase was a website address. Nothing else. No name. No explanation. He stared at it, the card trembling slightly between his fingers.

He didn’t dare look up the website at work. It felt too personal, like opening a sealed envelope in the middle of a crowded room. So he waited.

By the time he got home, it was dark. He sat at his desk and pulled out the card again. He typed the web address into his browser. The page loaded. His stomach flipped.

The site opened to a single, striking image: a woman seated in an ornate chair, something like a throne. She was regal, statuesque, dressed in black. Her gaze was sharp, almost amused, but not warm. At her feet, a man was kneeling on the floor with his hands held behind his back and his head bowed. He was nearly naked. He wore only a length of black silk draped low around his waist, the hemline resting above midthigh. Just long enough to cover him and no more.

There was an address. It was a place downtown, not far from where Matt worked. Then it read Saturdays at 8pm. Dress code strictly enforced. Matt’s attention returned to the image of the man kneeling at the feet of the woman seated above him. The silk fabric draped over his penis, covering him, but it was evident that the man was circumcised.

Matt stared at the screen, pulse hammering in his ears. The page said very little. And yet, it said everything. This was a world. One he had not only been invited to enter, but one he had been chosen to attend by her. Miss Ana.

Dress code strictly enforced, it read. Which meant that there were rules. And if he wanted to step into her world, he would have to learn to follow them.

He leaned back in his chair and exhaled slowly. Everything in him felt as though he was in a war between disbelief and compulsion. He had nothing but a time, an address, and this strange, chilling invitation. It could be anything.

He didn’t know the woman on the train. Miss Ana. Not really. But she had become a source of fascination for him. Perhaps even an obsession. And now this card represented the next step.

He told himself he’d just go see. Just walk by. Just take a look. But by Saturday at seven, he was dressed and pacing. By 7:30, he was in a cab, heart pounding in his ears. The driver didn’t speak as they pulled down a narrow, dimly lit street. It didn’t feel like part of the city anymore. It felt tucked away, like a secret. The building itself was unmarked and faceless. Just a door. A single brass number by the frame. He almost turned around.

But his curiosity enticed him to walk up the steps. A large man in a charcoal-gray suit stood just inside the entryway. His expression was unreadable. He looked Matt over once, slowly and deliberately, then opened the door without a word. Matt walked through the door, conscious of the feeling that he was entering another world.


Chapter 3

Matt was greeted by a woman seated behind a desk. She was young, strikingly beautiful, and she looked him over with some amusement. He fumbled in his pocket for the card. She took it wordlessly and slid it into a slot in a card reader. A soft beep, and then she looked at the screen in front of her. A moment passed. Then she handed him a large black envelope and gestured toward a door.

The door opened to reveal a narrow hallway lined with dark velvet curtains. At the end stood another woman, who gave him the same measured look, then led him into a room with lockers lining the walls.

“The dress code is strictly enforced,” she said evenly. “You will find the appropriate garment inside the envelope.”

Matt nodded and opened the envelope.

Inside was a length of silk. It was white, impossibly smooth, and cool to the touch. He unfolded it and stared for a moment. It was nearly identical to the garment worn by the kneeling man on the website, only in white. A wrap. Barely more than a suggestion of modesty.

His mouth went dry.

He glanced over his shoulder to the woman who stood a few feet away, arms crossed, watching him. She showed no intention of allowing him privacy. He undressed slowly, folding his clothes neatly and placing them inside the locker. He was nervous in a way he’d never felt before, and he felt exposed and vulnerable with this unknown woman so clearly observing his naked body. Then he wrapped the silk around his waist and tied it, double-checking the knot. He turned to see the woman still watching him. She examined the way the garment fit him. She made no secret of the fact that she was looking at how the fabric draped over his penis. The air in the room felt cooler against his skin now. He felt strangely electrified.

Then the woman opened the next door. Beyond it was music. Candlelight. Velvet and shadow. A nightclub? he wondered. He had no idea what this place was, exactly. But at least he was dressed appropriately, though that term felt incongruous with what he was actually wearing.

He stepped through the door, his bare feet silent on the dark wood floor, not knowing what would happen next. The heavy door closed behind him with a sound that echoed deeper than the space should’ve allowed. For a moment, he stood motionless just inside the threshold, letting his eyes adjust to the dim, moody lighting.

The room was stunning. It was unlike any nightclub he’d ever seen. It was more like a cathedral of shadows and silk. Tall ceilings. Dark wood. Velvet drapery in deeply saturated colors of red wine and charcoal black. The music that was playing as ambient atmosphere was soft, slow, and not quite classical, yet not quite modern. Just haunting enough to suggest that time didn’t work the same way in here.

The men were all dressed like him. They were all mostly naked, clothed only in silk wraps around their waists. Most in burgundy. One or two in black. Just one other in white.

The women were dressed in elaborately elegant attire: silk dresses, leather, lace. Not costumes. Not fetish wear. The effect was immediate. The men were exposed and vulnerable. The women were elegantly beautiful. Commanding. It flipped something in Matt’s mind, a quiet click he didn’t yet understand. He had wondered all week what kind of place this was. Now, he no longer needed to ask. But at the same time, he had nothing but questions.

This was a space not just built for the expression of female power, but for the expected and required submission to it. It wasn’t playful. It wasn’t theatrical. It was ritual. Erotic, yes, but above all else, it was intentional.

A woman in a long black silk dress paused to give him a long, slow once-over. She was older than him, poised and calm, with a practiced elegance that suggested she belonged here in ways he did not. Her dress was severe but beautiful, offering a generous and alluring display of cleavage. Her expression was unreadable.

“You’re waiting for someone,” she said. It was not a question, but a statement. Her voice had the subtle edge of amusement. She took a step closer as she began inspecting him. “You’re appropriately submissive,” she noted. “That’s good. It shows you’ve at least begun to understand that this place isn’t for you. Not in the way the world usually is. These women don’t need your voice, your ideas, or your past authority. Here, your garment speaks louder than you do. And it says that you’re trying your hardest to become obedient. A servant. As you should be.”

Matt said nothing. He didn’t dare.

“You don’t speak unless invited to,” she observed. “That’s good. I hope you understand what that means. Because this isn’t theater. No one’s pretending. The women here don’t perform power. They possess power. And men like you—”

A slight pause. Her smile widened.

“—you don’t.”

Matt felt the heat rise in his chest—not shame exactly, but something adjacent. Exposure. Vulnerability.

“Hmm,” she said aloud, her tone edged with dry amusement. “You look nervous. I like that. You boys always look so nervous wearing your little silk skirts. White means you’ve only just begun getting used to it.”

The woman, who hadn’t thought him privileged enough to hear her name, reached out and placed her hand on his bare chest.

“I wonder if you think you’re being brave,” she mused, mostly to herself. “Wearing what you’re told. Standing where you’re placed. Obedient to female command.”

Her presence filled the space more than her words. She let the silence stretch just long enough to make it clear she was done with him. She withdrew her hand, and gave him one last objectifying glance. Then, with the grace of someone who had never once been uncertain of her place in any room, she turned and disappeared from his view.

Matt stood still, the white silk around his waist feeling suddenly lighter, more revealing. And then, from across the room, he felt it. A presence. His eyes searched, and seated on an elegant, high-backed chair draped in dark velvet, almost hidden in shadow, sat a woman he instantly knew was Ana. It was the way she sat. She was utterly composed. Her spine relaxed but upright, one leg draped gracefully over the other. Her fingers rested lightly on the armrest, and yet the space around her seemed held in tension, like the moment before lightning strikes.

Matt felt a strange jolt in his chest that was both relief and dread. She was real. She was here. And she was watching him.

Miss Ana. She didn’t wave him over. She didn’t signal. She just watched him, like she had on the train, in silence, with eyes that saw straight through him. Matt was stunned at her appearance. There was a transformation she’d affected by wearing makeup that was more extravagant than she wore during the day, and a dress that was daringly more revealing. The hem was decidedly above her midthigh, and her long, beautifully sculpted legs were displayed in a way that felt like a slow torture to Matt. He intuited that his desire was not allowed to express itself in this place. The real decision was whether he should move toward her or remain standing still. He took a slow, unsure step forward.

Immediately, her hand lifted. It was barely a gesture, just a minimal flick of her wrist. But it stopped him cold. It wasn’t aggressive. It wasn’t dramatic. It was controlled. Precise.

Not now. Not yet.

Matt’s throat tightened as she shifted her gaze to her right, where a man approached with a silver tray, head bowed. The man knelt beside her without a word and offered a drink positioned on the tray.

She didn’t move for a moment. She simply observed the man. Assessing him. Then, slowly, she reached for the glass, took it, and dismissed him with a flick of her fingers. The man withdrew, silent, as if vanishing into the shadows.

Ana’s lips touched the glass, and Matt found his gaze transfixed. Not because it was seductive, but because she did everything with purpose. There was no wasted motion. No hesitation. She was deliberate in every gesture, as if the world existed to receive her touch.

Then, at last, she turned her eyes back toward him. He stood motionless under the weight of her gaze. She didn’t smile or beckon him forward. She simply studied him like he was an object in a gallery.

And then she rose slowly from her seat, her drink in hand. She walked toward him. Not rushed. Not dramatic. She moved like gravity, drawing the moment toward its center. It was like watching a storm cloud shift direction. She moved through the room like it belonged to her body, like the floor welcomed each step.

He didn’t dare move. She was not coming over to greet him. She was coming to claim him. And at last she stood before him.

“Do you know why you are here?” she asked.

Matt opened his mouth, but nothing came out at first. And what he finally managed was a whisper.

“Because you wanted me to be,” he said.

“Partially correct,” she said. “But I don’t bring anyone here. Not really.”

She reached out slowly to take the edge of the white silk wrap between two fingers.

“White,” she continued softly, almost to herself. “For an initiate.”

Then she looked him squarely in the eyes.

“No one walks through that door without permission,” she said. “But once inside, everything is a test. Some pass. Some don’t.”

Her tone didn’t change. It didn’t need to. The meaning was clear.

“Tell me your name,” she said.

It struck him that she didn’t know his name.

“Matt,” he said, breathless.

Her gaze narrowed slightly.

“That’s what others call you. But that’s not what I will call you.”

She leaned in then, close enough that her voice warmed the skin of his ear. Her neck angled, elongating slightly as she spoke into his ear. Her scent beguiled him.

“You will call yourself Ash,” she said softly. “Because that is what you are now. Something burned down… to be built again. A shape waiting to be reformed.”

Ash. The name struck something in him. Not an insult. Not a dismissal. But a beginning.

“Ash,” she repeated, confirming it. “And you will address me as Miss Ana.”

He nodded slowly, reverently.

“Yes, Miss Ana.”

“Come,” she said. One word. Nothing more. Then she turned. He followed.

There was no decision in it. No weighing of options. Just movement. As if some part of him had been waiting for her to speak, to give him direction. They moved through a series of rooms, each more opulent than the last. The lighting was low, ambient, designed more for suggestion than illumination. Here, the shadows were deliberate. They shaped the mood, framed the figures reclining in lush chairs and couches as if posing for oil paintings.

Ash tried not to stare. In each room, he saw a variation of the tableau in which women were seated comfortably, while men were positioned kneeling, serving, offering drinks, or simply waiting silently for the next task. None of the men spoke.

Ash’s heart beat faster. His breath felt shallow. The world he knew seemed impossibly far away now. He couldn’t stop wondering, Who are these people during the day?

Ana moved like she knew every inch of this place. She didn’t speak. She didn’t explain. She led. And he followed. She didn’t look at him again as they moved through the rooms, and Ash had the sense she didn’t need to. The contrast between them unsettled him. She was a vision of calm elegance, and she moved through this place like she’d been born to it. He was practically naked, like he was drifting through a dream where everything was charged and quiet and strange.

Finally, Ana led him down a narrow hallway lined in velvet drapes. The hush deepened here, the murmur of the club receding until it was just the soft sound of her heels on the carpet and his bare feet padding behind. At the end of the hall, she opened a door and stepped inside. He followed.

The room was quiet. Wide. Lined with long, low velvet couches. The far wall was made entirely of glass, revealing the city skyline in all its glittering stillness. It looked surreal from this height—peaceful, distant, unaware.

Ash stepped in and felt, for the first time, the enormity of where he was. Ana turned to face him. In the soft light, her presence was staggering. She said nothing. She didn’t have to. She simply looked at him. He stood still, barely breathing. Here, in this space, it wasn’t that she had become someone else. It was that she had stopped pretending. The version of Ana he’d seen on the train had been the disguise. This vision before him was who she really was.

“Does it frighten you?” she asked.

Her voice was soft. Though it was not gentle, as there was too much of her commanding presence for her voice to be gentle. Ash tried to speak and found his voice uncertain.

“Not exactly,” he said. “It’s just, um, different. From what I know.”

She stepped closer again, and now they were only a breath apart. The city stretched out behind her, but he couldn’t look away from her face.

“Already you feel the weight of what you do not yet understand,” she said, “and still you followed.”

He could only nod.

Ana regarded him a moment longer, then raised her hand to touch his bare chest. Her hand felt hot on his skin, like a brand.

“You are not here to play,” she said. “You are here to learn. You will serve, if I allow it. And if you are allowed to stay, you will be changed.”

She was quiet for a moment. The city lights behind her were like a thousand witnesses suspended in stillness. The silence was not awkward, or hesitant, but deliberate.

“So, why are you here?” she asked. “You were not forced. You came willingly. Why?”

He swallowed, unsure whether to turn or remain as he was.

“I . . .” he began, then stopped. “I want to understand whatever you think I need to understand.”

“And why,” she asked, “should I spend my time, my energy, my effort in educating you?”

Ash opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Ana stepped closer.

“What do you offer in return?” she asked, her tone never rising, never sharp, but impossibly clear. “What makes you worthy of me?”

His thoughts spiraled. What could he offer? She had all the power. She had presence and certainty. He was just a stranger on a train. An all-but-naked body wrapped in silk, standing before her. He dropped his gaze.

“I . . . I’ll offer whatever you think is appropriate. Anything,” he said. “If that will suffice.”

She held his gaze another moment. Then she turned and moved toward the window, her silhouette lit by the city beyond. She was quiet. Terrifying. Exquisite. She stood before the pane of glass, her silhouette bathed in the cool glow of the city, a queen in quiet command of her domain. She began to speak, not turning to look at him, not needing to. Her voice floated across the room, low and steady.

“This city,” she said, “is a reservoir of hunger. You can feel it in the eyes of people as they pass by. In the office buildings, the glow of phones held inches from their faces, the restless tossing of bodies in bedrooms after midnight. Each person a vessel of yearning. They want. They crave. They pursue. But they do so blindly. Aimlessly. Like moths circling a flame, each calling it love, or ambition, or freedom. But ultimately, it is desire.”

She turned then, slowly, and regarded him with her terrible, beautiful calm.

“And desire, when it is shaped, when it is directed, becomes something else. It becomes useful. It becomes art.” She stepped toward him again, closing the space between them until she was within reach, and then, deliberately, she placed her hand on the silk wrap at his waist. Her touch was not tender. It was precise. Intentional.

“This,” she said, eyes lifting to meet his, “is not just fabric. It is not a costume. It is a symbol.”

Ash held his breath.

“It marks you,” she went on, “as an initiate. Someone willing to shed his illusions. Someone willing to learn how to place his desire into the hands of someone who can give it form.”

She let her fingers trace the silk lightly, her eyes unwavering. He could feel the meaning in her every movement.

“If you remain here, Ash, you will not choose your lessons. You will receive them. And you will not dictate what you offer. You will become the offering.”

Ana’s voice dropped lower, still serene, but filled with quiet intensity.

“You wear this because it is appropriate to your station. In recognition that your previous self is no longer the one being addressed. But as much as it reveals, it also acts as a disguise,” she said. “Now, Ash, I will remove it.”

He looked down at the silk wrap, his heartbeat quickening. The garment wasn’t just fabric. It was the symbol of his entry into this space. Of his first willingness. But now she was asking for something more: not symbolic submission, but honest, conscious consent.

Ash met her gaze.

“I understand,” he said quietly.

She placed her hand on the thin strip of material that he’d tied around his waist, teasing one end until it came untied. The silk slipped loose. She let it fall, and the cool air of the room signaled to his senses that he stood before her now fully exposed. Not just physically, but completely. Vulnerable, naked, and submissive.

Ana now descended slowly onto a velvet couch, while her gaze remained steady, unflinching. She observed him quietly for a moment, standing naked before her. It felt to Ash as though his complete exposure to her was simply what she’d expected of him. No more.

“You were born into a world that handed you something it never made you earn,” she said at last. “You’ve been given the benefit of the doubt. The presumption of competence. The right to move through rooms without needing to apologize for your presence.”

Her voice never wavered. There was no anger in it. Only clarity.

“This power has been your privilege, and it has shaped everything about you. It has carved your posture, your instincts, your assumptions. And yet you did not ask for it. You may not have even wanted it. Still, it was yours. But here,” Ana continued, “we begin to strip it away. Piece by piece. To punish you? Perhaps. To shame, or humiliate you? Only insofar as that might be effective. For what we aim to do is to make room for something better. Something earned.”

She slowly perused his body with a luxuriously slow, and patient scan downward.

“Kneel,” she said.

Ash lowered himself to his knees, no longer aware of the possibility that he might resist her command.

“Then this is where you begin, Ash. With uncertainty. With humility. With your knees to the floor. You will kneel before me, not as a symbol, and not as an act, but as a demonstration of your willing surrender to me as your superior.”

Ana lifted one foot and placed her shoe against his chest. He was aware that he could see her shimmering silver-colored panties as her dress inched upward, and he had to force himself to maintain eye contact.

“Remove my shoe,” she said.

He began the process of unbuckling the straps and removing her high-heeled shoe. She then placed the other heel against his chest for him to repeat the process. Finally, she returned her bare foot to his chest, and Ash felt it as an electrical current flowing through her and into his body. He was so overwhelmed by the sensation of her magnetism that he did not realize that he’d become fully erect. She pushed him backward, So that he had to place his hands on the floor behind him to remain upright. He inadvertently spread his knees farther apart. She brought her other foot up between his legs, and lifted his balls onto the top of her foot and held them in place against his body.

“This is not just a demonstration of my power over you,” she said. “It is a symbol of our respective positions. My place is that of authority and power. Yours is that of submission. I alone decide if your submission to me is worthy.”

Ash drew in a breath, slowly, as she repositioned her bare foot and pressed her heel firmly against his balls.

“This is how it will be going forward,” she explained. “Men like you have held authority for so long that you’ve mistaken it for something natural. Innate. You’ve been taught that dominance is your birthright, that your voice carries more weight simply by virtue of being spoken in a lower register. But that imbalance, that misalignment of power, is unsustainable. And more than that, it’s wrong.”

Ana briefly lowered her gaze. She observed his erect cock. Then she met his eyes again.

“Women like me,” she continued, “have watched. We’ve observed this imbalance, not with rage or envy, but with clarity and purpose. Because we’ve come to understand that men like you need correction. You need to be shown what true authority looks like. And so your training begins with silence. Not muteness. But discipline. You will speak only when I ask it of you. You will act only when I permit it. Your thoughts are your own, but your voice belongs to me.”

Her eyes searched his face, not seeking approval, but comprehension.

“Do you understand this first rule, Ash?”

He nodded.

“You speak when I ask a question, Ash. And you answer with words. That is part of your surrender.”

Her tone wasn’t unkind, but it carried weight. Each syllable was a reminder of her authority, her expectation.

“Let us try again,” she said. “Do you understand this first rule?”

“Yes, Miss Ana,” he replied.

“Good,” she said. “You’re learning. Now, you may be conditioned to expect that when you have an erection in the presence of a woman, you will be given release. That you will be made to come. You will unlearn that. Here, an erection is nothing more than a symbol of your willingness to subjugate yourself to the female superior. It is an offering to her, which she may acknowledge or ignore. Therefore, the first lesson you will learn is that you will go no further this evening. I have shown you the power I have to compel your submission to me. Your reward is the new understanding you’ve gained about your place here. The next time you kneel before me will be even more educational for you,” she concluded as she had him place her shoes on her feet once again, then stood to take her leave. “Goodnight, Ash,” she said, then left him kneeling, naked, and entirely overwhelmed by a frustrating feeling of desire.


Chapter 4

When Matt, or as Ana had renamed him, Ash, let himself into his apartment, the city outside had long since quieted. The streetlights cast soft halos through the windows, and the usual hum of traffic had become a distant murmur. He stood for a long moment just inside the door, as though uncertain whether he had truly returned from wherever it was Ana had taken him. It was an odd thought in his head, as he knew the address, the building, the location, but it had come to represent another place in his mind. A place where he had no authority but to kneel before this woman who had so completely taken over his thoughts and had risen to such prominence that all he could do was obey.

He thought about the moment she had pressed her foot against him and the way she had regarded him as he knelt before her. There had been no ceremony in it, no seduction. There was only instruction. It was deliberate and unspoken, and it had been more than a gesture. It was a declaration. A demonstration of order.

The meaning had settled into him with the same weight as her heel pressing against his balls. She had asked little of him tonight, only gestures, only beginnings. But Ash understood now that she was watching. Evaluating. She’d placed her bare foot upon his body. This is your place now, it seemed to say. Learn it. Accept it.

He turned on the water in the shower, removed his clothes, then stepped into the warm spray beneath the shower head. He closed his eyes and let the heat sink into his skin. And yet, even as his muscles relaxed, his senses remained alert. He became aware of the tension in his body, a rising urgency that made him aroused and fully erect. His arousal was undeniable, immediate, but also different. Because for the first time in his life, his desire felt as though it was not his alone to claim.

It felt as though Ana was touching him, restraining him, without laying a hand on him. That her words, her eyes, and the measured cadence of her voice had quietly reoriented something in him. And now, even in the solitude of his shower, he was not alone. Her influence remained. His cock was hard, but it felt as though it was no longer his own.

He stepped back from the spray, his hands still at his sides. He felt the water spraying his erection directly as though teasing it, prompting him to address it directly. To ease the tension of desire. But another, much more powerful force kept him from giving himself that release. And that force appeared in his mind in the shape and image of Ana, as though she were present, demanding he keep his hands to himself. To not touch what he no longer fully owned.

The concept was truly novel and unique. He no longer fully owned a part of his own body. She’d assumed control of his mind, first and foremost, but it was his cock that felt it most acutely. She had somehow taken possession of his cock without even really touching it. Her bare foot had been in contact, but this was incidental. She hadn’t touched him to arouse him, but rather to demonstrate her power over him. And in recognition of that transfer of ownership, Ash reached forward and dialed the temperature of the water to its coldest setting. Then he remained standing in the shower with the excruciatingly cold water spraying mercilessly against his erection. In his mind, he saw Ana smiling, her eyes twinkling with a sadistic pleasure.

* * *

The late-morning light filtering through Ash’s window felt warm and inviting. He turned over, pressing his face into the pillow, willing himself not to think about Ana. But of course, he did think about her. The memory of her voice echoed in him. The calm authority with which she had spoken, and the stillness she commanded in the room felt unreal, as though it might’ve been conjured by his own unconscious desire. But it wasn’t a dream. He still felt her eyes, her hands, and her feet upon him. The sensation hadn’t faded. If anything, it had deepened.

He rose slowly, going through the motions of his morning with the distracted presence of someone in the grip of obsession. Coffee. Breakfast. Staring out the window. It was only a matter of time before he sat down in front of his laptop computer and sat looking at the empty search bar.

He knew it was foolish. A single woman in a city of millions. But he had an idea. He recalled that he’d seen her reading books that seemed to be about architecture. And not the casual, coffee table-type books on the subject. He looked on a map to see if there were any architectural firms near her stop on the train. He found several possibilities and checked the websites for all of them. He looked at the photos of the people working for each of the firms. Then, at last, he saw a photo that was unmistakably her, in a professional guise, looking friendly without smiling in the photo. Below the photo, a name. Ana Masterson. Architect. Ash stared at the screen, her name glowing on the page like a secret whispered too close to the ear.

Ana Masterson.

Architect.

The professional headshot was composed and elegant, just like her, yet she had the messy tousle of hair he’d become accustomed to. Her posture was relaxed but assertive, her expression neutral but undeniably commanding. There was no smile. She didn’t need to smile. Even in a modest blouse and blazer, framed by the neutral background of corporate photography, she radiated the same energy that had stopped him in his tracks when he first saw her on the train.

It was her. There was no question.

Ash leaned back in his chair. The discovery left him breathless, like he had just glimpsed her in her true realm. The idea that she was an architect made sense to Ash. She wasn’t merely someone who appreciated structure. She imposed it on the world around her.

He wasn’t a client or a colleague or an equal. He was raw material. Something to be stripped down and reshaped. Reimagined. If she found him worthy of the effort.

Ash stared at the screen, at her name, her title, her professional biography with its calm, confident cadence. The kind of confidence that didn’t ask permission. The kind that simply was.

He felt the twist again, and it was low in his gut, insistent and magnetic.

Ash stared at her image. Something about seeing her framed in that context only made the memory of her in the club more powerful. It wasn’t a contradiction; it was confirmation.

The twisting sensation in his stomach tightened into something darker, more exhilarating. She had seen him. Picked him out. Not by accident. Not casually. She had read him the way she would read an architectural plan, seeing his flaws, his potential, his weaknesses ready to exploit. And if she chose to rebuild him, he would belong to her.

Then an image came into his conscious thoughts, that of Ana reading on the train. He thought of the new title he’d seen her reading. He thought back to the various books he’d seen her absorbed with, her attention fully upon the book in her hands. She was a voracious reader, and he had long been curious about what she read, and he was a bit ashamed of the fact that it had taken him so long to realize that each new book he’d seen her reading might be a key to understanding her.

Ash got dressed and headed out into his neighborhood toward the bookstore that was a few blocks from his apartment.


Chapter 5

It took some searching, but finally, he located the book he was searching for in the “Gender & Society” shelf in the quiet back corner of the bookstore. He read the title on the spine of the book. Daughters of Discipline: Raising the New Male from Birth. It was a used copy, well-worn and dog-eared.

He hesitated. The title alone was vivid, inescapable, and potentially embarrassing. Even thinking the phrase “raising the new male” made his stomach tighten. He could still picture the way Ana had held the book, one hand curled around the back cover, her thumb marking her page. Not a flicker of self-consciousness on her face.

He brought the copy to the front of the store, and endured the probing gaze of the woman behind the counter as she rang up his purchase.

Later, at home, he sat on his couch with the book in his lap. The prose was sharp and unapologetic. There were passages in the book that had been underlined or marked with a highlighter.

“The failure of the 20th-century gender revolution was that it expected men to let go of power voluntarily. The New Female Future requires that the shaping of male humility begins at birth, and it must be maintained through education, culture, and ritual correction.”

Ash exhaled sharply. Ritual correction. The words had been underlined with a blue pen.

“Boys must not be raised to believe they are equal to girls. That is cruelty. It sets them up for lifelong resentment when women inevitably surpass them. Boys must be raised to never question female authority. This may be achieved in part by simply presenting to the young male that he is inferior to his female counterpart.”

Again, the words Boys must be raised to never question female authority were underlined. Was it marked as a reminder, or was a previous reader simply in agreement? Ash shifted on the couch. His shoulders were tight. His hands felt clumsy turning the pages. The book didn’t argue. It declared. Its logic was absolute. Women as leaders, designers, moral authorities. Men as subordinates, adornments, and even playthings.

Ash tried to imagine the kind of world the author was describing. Classrooms where girls were given podiums and boys instructed to take notes. Homes where daughters instructed their fathers, and mothers led rituals of correction with calm assurance. The idea made his heart race. It also made his throat dry. The book made clear that in a family dynamic, even the young females outrank the father.

The section that had unsettled him the most was laid out in stark, matter-of-fact language. The author had described a household in which the hierarchy was established from the moment of birth. Female children were addressed with titles of honor by all male members of the family regardless of age, and young females were deferred to even by their fathers, who themselves lived in a state of dutiful subordination to the females in the home. Boys, on the other hand, were raised in a state of structured humility, their duties and obligations to the female members clearly delineated, even ceremonially affirmed at key developmental milestones.

He blinked slowly, reading and rereading the paragraph where this was not just suggested but codified, almost like doctrine. It was written with a chilling matter-of-factness. The author described what she referred to as the natural order of such households in cool, assured language, arguing that older sisters, by virtue of their gender and maturity, must command obedience from the males in their family. Fathers were to model servility in the home as an example to their sons. The chain of respect and discipline, she argued, had to be visibly enforced and publicly affirmed in daily life. The author went so far as to state that should his daughter decide that he is in need of discipline, then a father must, for the good of the familial structure, submit to whatever correction she might decide. Willingly. And express gratitude at its conclusion.

Ash exhaled sharply and set the book down for a moment. The words weren’t shocking in a sensational way. They were shocking in how sincerely they were presented. He found no trace of irony, no satirical edge that might have made this easier to process. She really means it, he thought. Every word.

The author described in detail the obligation of the male to willingly accept punishment at the hands of the female members of the family. The author favored the use of a leather strap in delivering corporal punishment, assigning any number of strokes for any failure in absolute obedience to female command.

Ash found the precision with which the roles were outlined more disturbing than the roles themselves. It wasn’t merely a thought experiment. The tone of the writing was not speculative, but instructive. This is how it should be, it seemed to say.

“Discipline is mandatory. Let no boy grow up unafraid of the strap. Let no girl be raised to be shy in applying the strap. Punishment should be made familiar to both boys and girls as an opportunity to learn their respective place. A punishment with the pants down will necessarily humiliate him, but it is an instructive humiliation, one he will learn to accept. The boy who learns to offer himself for punishment with reverence learns to appreciate more deeply the superiority of the female. And the girl who learns to wield the authority she holds in her hand when applying punishment will more effortlessly assume her rightful place.”

He froze there, fingers resting against the page. His thoughts, unbidden, turned to Ana. Was this what she believed? Did she see him as part of something larger, as some grand reordering of the world? Or was it just a game? A test?

“The new male must be taught from infancy to regard feminine authority as natural, moral, and unquestionable. Discipline is not cruelty; it is orientation toward a better truth.”

Ash blinked at the starkness of the statement. He imagined Ana reading this on the train, back straight, eyes calm, turning the pages without hesitation. Did she agree with this? All of it?

Part of him recoiled at the premise, that boys should be raised to be obedient. He thought about how he used to behave in relationships, in which he’d felt entitled, even when trying to be fair. He hadn’t known it at the time. It was simply what was modeled for him, reinforced, even rewarded.

What unsettled him most was that the book didn’t feel like a manifesto for revenge. It wasn’t angry. It was instructional. It described not only rules, but entire social systems. There were female-led rites of passage, and mother-daughter mentorship programs that prepared girls to one day manage their own homes, careers, and the obedient men who served them.

Ash found it difficult to argue with the logic when framed as a design for a more respectful world. He didn’t want to argue. He just couldn’t stop thinking about what it would mean if such a world truly existed. Could he belong in it? Was Ana inviting him to consider that?

He flipped ahead and landed on a chapter titled “When Boys Push Back: Reconditioning through Punishment.”

The word Punishment was underlined. And also circled. The examples were shocking. They were strict, ritualized, and emotionally intense. Some part of Ash wanted to dismiss them as fiction. Another part, deeper and darker, wondered what it would be like to be the subject of such guidance.

“He may cry. He may protest. But he will be made to understand. He will come to appreciate his punishment.”

Ash felt his heart pounding in the back of his throat. The idea was not just that women led the household, it was that boys were conditioned to take pride in their submission to female direction. The domestic rituals described in the book were unfamiliar, even alien. He tried to imagine himself as a child in such a home, where a soft-spoken matriarch might say, “No, darling, not like that. Kneel and say thank you properly,” and it wasn’t considered cruel or humiliating, but rather expected. And right.

It was a family dynamic he’d never known. This model was something else entirely. He wondered if it disturbed him only because it was foreign, or because it forced him to reimagine society and his place within it.

He imagined Ana watching him. What did she think of this world described so confidently in Daughters of Discipline? He thought about how she carried herself. There was elegance to her control. Quiet power. He could see how she might read these pages and smile. Not out of cruelty, but because they reflected something she instinctively understood.

He could imagine her reading one particular passage and marking it in her mind, just for him:

“To raise the new male is to teach him that his instinct to dominate is not strength, but fear. It is his surrender that will make him trustworthy, desirable, and useful to his superiors.”

Ash exhaled slowly. That line lingered. Troubled him. Comforted him. He ran a hand through his hair and rested the book across his chest, as though its weight might settle the questions it raised. What if he had been raised in that kind of household? Would he have resisted? Would he have obeyed?

He thought again of Ana reading this book on the train, beautifully indifferent to what others might think of her. He didn’t know what she believed. But he knew she would demand that he accept whatever version of reality she presented to him. He wondered if he was ready. And part of him knew he wouldn’t be sure until she truly tested him.

Ash disregarded his erection, pressing desperately against the confines of his underwear and the pair of sweatpants he was wearing. Instead, he remained aching and frustrated, seeing his state of arousal as nothing more than a testament to Ana’s having taken control of the most intimate part of him. She’d not given him permission to touch himself. He hadn’t earned it. Yet.


Chapter 6

On the train Monday morning, Ash was unsure of what would happen. He found a seat across from her. The train rocked gently beneath them, but Ash felt utterly still. Held in place not by steel or momentum, but by her gaze, her presence. Ana hadn’t looked up when he sat down, yet she saw him all the same. That curious, oblique recognition she gave him had grown sharper in recent days. She made him feel as though he was being watched without even acknowledging his presence.

She finally looked up from her book, and when her eyes locked onto his, he felt as if he were being pinned to his seat by an unseen force.

“So how did it feel?” she asked.

Her voice was calm, but there was something intimate and unyielding in her delivery. He swallowed, unsure how to answer aloud, unsure if she even wanted words.

“Restraint is new for you, I imagine,” she added, almost as an aside, a quiet observation spoken more to herself than to him.

He was struck not just by what she said, but by the impossibility of it. She knew. Somehow, she knew that he had stood naked in his own shower and felt the strange new presence of her will, as though her unseen hand had wrapped around him and whispered, not without my permission. He hadn’t touched his erect cock, though he’d wanted to. And she knew. She hadn’t needed to ask. She hadn’t needed to demand. It was simply his new reality.

“That is how it will be for now,” she said as the train slowed, her voice a final note of command cloaked in simplicity.

Then she stood and exited without a glance back, as though she hadn’t just shifted the axis of his inner world.

Ash remained in his seat, hands resting on his knees, breathing shallow. He had no idea how she wielded so much power with so few words. But she had taken her place in his life. Quietly. Completely. Without needing to ask for permission. And the only thing left for him to do was to learn how to obey without question.

The week passed like a strange fever dream for Ash. Each day he took a seat across from her. Each day she read her book, her mask of serenity untouched, while her presence radiated like a field around her. He could feel her even when she said nothing. Especially when she said nothing.

* * *

By Friday morning, the tension inside him was nearly unbearable. Ash tried to reason that she had said what she needed to say. She was in control. This was her game. He wanted to speak to her on the train, but realized it was better to remain silent than to speak out of turn. It was better to wait.

The train neared her stop. She began to gather her things, and for a moment, Ash felt the familiar pang of disappointment take hold in his chest. But then, just as the doors swung open, she turned her head, just slightly, and her eyes locked onto his.

“Be prepared to be challenged,” she said.

Then she stepped off the train. Ash sat frozen in place, her words echoing in his chest. Not a warning. Not a threat. A promise. Ash wondered what she’d meant. The rest of his day he tried to preoccupy himself with his work. Then he waited. By the time he’d arrived at the club on Saturday at eight, a club whose name he still did not know, his mind was racing with what? Anticipation? Dread? Excitement? He couldn’t even name the sensation he felt. At last he found himself as he’d been one week prior, exchanging his clothing for the white silk wrap. Feeling completely exposed.

The second time should have felt easier. Familiar. But it didn’t. Somehow, he felt even more embarrassed to be so nearly naked. Maybe, he thought, it was the realization that the silk garment would come off the moment Ana said so. He only wore it only temporarily.

He stepped into the club and was met with the same low hum of conversation, the glittering candlelight casting soft shadows on crimson velvet and polished marble. The same intoxicating perfume of power and submission hung in the air. And yet, it all felt different now. Sharper. As if the walls themselves knew something had shifted inside him.

He moved slowly, his eyes searching the room. Women appeared impossibly elegant, and powerful, with their attention divided between conversation and those who served them. Men moved gracefully in silence.

He searched for Ana, but she was nowhere in sight. Instead, he felt the weight of gazes. Cool and assessing. He had the sense that he was being tested, measured against some internal standard none of them would ever explain. His pulse quickened. Had he misunderstood something? Was she not here tonight? He glanced around, unsure of what to do. He breathed slowly, trying to acclimate to his surroundings, trying to adjust to being in a place in which his voice was of no significance. Then he heard Ana’s voice. Low and direct. From just behind him.

“Follow me,” Ana said.

It wasn’t a request. And it wasn’t a demand. It was just what she expected of him.

He turned and saw a vision of icy command in a deep violet gown that shimmered with every movement of her body. Ash followed. They moved through the rooms again, passing scenes that might have shocked him the first time, but now blurred into the periphery. He wasn’t watching them. He was watching Ana. Watching that hypnotic sway of her hips. She never turned to check if he was following.

She led him into a room, different from the room with the large windows. This one was windowless, and it was all in dark shadow aside from a soft spotlight illuminating the center of the room. She led him to the middle of the spotlight and indicated upward. There were two cuffs that were held in place overhead by steel bars that descended from the ceiling. She informed him that it was entirely his choice, but if he raised his arms and placed his hands in each of the cuffs, they would automatically secure his wrists in position. Then she waited.

He looked up at the leather cuffs, then stretched upward to place his hands inside them. They automatically tightened with a quiet hiss of precision the moment his wrists met the leather. There was no question of slipping free, and perhaps more unnerving was the fact that she had allowed him to choose to be bound in this manner. She observed him, allowing the slightest smile to appear on her face. Ash took a deep breath.

Ana circled him slowly, soundless in her movement, leaving only the rhythm of his breathing and the quiet hum of his pulse in his ears. The spotlight focused on his body, suspended in place and vulnerable to her. She was entirely in control.

She finished her circular path, and now stood before him. Her eyes scanned his form, lingering, weighing, and even evaluating. Her smile, subtle as it was, struck something deep within him. Not mockery. Not amusement. But approval.

“Your bondage,” she said, “is a state of submission. Of surrendering and accepting that you are no longer in control.”

Her hand moved to his chest and caused Ash to inhale sharply at the sensation of her touch.

“There will be moments,” she said, her voice low and unhurried, “when you’ll crave the comfort of your old illusions. Those of choice, of entitlement, of privacy. But those are remnants of a self from which you are freeing yourself.”

She allowed her fingertips to trail slowly down the front of his body. He looked down as her hand took ahold of the silk wrap at his waist.

“This,” she said, “is your uniform. You wear it to remind yourself that you are not yet what you will become. That you are an initiate. A student. And that your only option, from this moment on, will be your full surrender.”

Ana stood before him, composed and regal, her fingers barely grazing the hem of the white silk wrapped around his waist. Her touch was light, but the implication behind it weighed heavily. She took ahold of the thin tie and pulled it, until it came loose and fell to the floor.

Then, after a long pause, she added, “You will learn to present yourself to me. You will place your feet as far apart as you are able. Present your body with an arch in your back. Offer yourself, naked and vulnerable.”

Hesitating only a moment, Ash placed his legs spread far enough apart that he was now on the balls of his feet, and his back arched to push his chest and his ass outward. He held himself in place. Ana watched him with an unreadable expression, part curiosity, part calculation.

“Hold that position. Do not move until I tell you,” she demanded.

For some minutes, Ana simply observed him. The slow rise and fall of his chest. The tension in his muscles as he held himself in position for her. His inevitable erection.

“Good,” she said finally, her voice low, approving, but measured. “You present yourself, not to entice, but to offer. You are here to serve.”

Her voice hardened just slightly, the edge of command sharpening.

“Now tell me,” she began at length, “about this privilege that you did not earn, that you recognize does not belong to you, and that you willingly surrender before me.”

Ash’s breath caught. The cuffs held his wrists steady, but it was the power of her voice that truly bound him now. Her words struck something deep and immovable inside him. There was no safe answer. Only the truth.

“I thought the world made sense the way it was,” he admitted, his voice quieter than he expected, even in the stillness of the room. “That my comfort meant fairness. That I had a right to be listened to. That I could take up space and not question if it was mine to claim. I didn’t earn it. And I never really saw it until you made me look. And now I can’t unsee it. The way I’ve been allowed to take, without ever being taught to ask.”

He raised his eyes to hers. She gave no indication of what she thought of his confession. She signaled for him to continue.

“I recognize now that it doesn’t belong to me,” he said. “Not in the way I used to believe. I didn’t build it. I didn’t carry the weight of what others had to endure. And I see that now.”

She said nothing. She simply watched him.

He took a breath. “And I surrender it. Freely. Because I don’t want to be someone who holds onto something just because it’s been easy to. If that means learning discipline, or silence, or humility, I want that. I want to be guided. Trained. By you.”

The room felt impossibly quiet, and the air was thick between them.

“I surrender,” he said, softer now. “Willingly. Before you.”

Her eyes searched his face for a moment longer, then her expression changed. Just slightly. As though something inside her had been satisfied.

“Very good,” Ana said at last. “That is a beginning, at least.”

She stepped back just slightly, as if to view him more fully. She took a moment to slowly appraise his naked body, bound and presented in offering to her.

“Understand this, Ash,” she continued, and she moved once more until she stood behind him again. There was the sound of something being lifted from a nearby table, though he could not see what.

“You may be challenged. You may falter. That is expected,” she said.

Then she was beside him again, holding something in her hand. It was a length of thick black leather. A strap. Its presence demanded his attention.

“This is not punishment,” Ana said, voice steady. “This is instruction.”

She stepped nearer.

“You feel it, don’t you?” she said softly. “That hunger. That ache to be disciplined. It’s not just about the body, Ash. It’s about the mind wanting to find its rightful place.”

She raised the leather strap just enough for him to see it again in his peripheral vision, her tone low and mesmerizing.

“This is about more than just the pain you will feel,” she said. “It’s about attention. It’s about what you give, and how you learn to give more.”

Ana positioned herself beside him. She raised the strap higher. The first kiss of leather across his bare ass delivered a sharp sting, and it sent a tremor through him. Not from fear, but from the confirmation that this was real. That she was real. That he had, in this quiet, private room, truly begun to be hers.

“Surrender,” she said.

She paused, letting the word settle. Then she whipped him with the strap again, harder this time.

“There are two kinds of surrender I will expect from you, Ash,” she continued. “First, the surrender to a higher purpose. A devotion. A calling to serve not your own whims or ego, but me.”

She stepped closer, the strap in her hand now trailing lightly against his side as she moved.

“And the second?” she continued, “surrender when you know you’ve been bested. When you’ve reached your limit, or made a mistake, or fallen short. I need to know that you’ll show me your defeat honestly. What you offer me is not a gift. It is not generosity. It is a tribute. Something owed. Something due.”

She lifted her hand, letting the leather strap hang casually from her fist, a symbol of power wielded with authority. Then she delivered another hard stroke across his bare ass.

“A woman like me always knows when she’s being watched,” she said. “Seventy-three days. That’s how long, Ash. From the day you first saw me on the train.”

She paused.

“I watched to see if you would ever gather the courage to offer yourself. To stop pretending you were invisible, and admit you wanted to me to notice you To pay attention to you. Seventy-three,” she said thoughtfully, her voice a slow purr of amusement and calculation. “Such a curious number. Not quite clean. Not quite round. But meaningful.”

She whipped him again, with an authority and intensity that surprised him.

“I wonder,” she mused aloud, “what I might have you count off. Seventy-three acts of tribute. Seventy-three acknowledgments of your place beneath me. Seventy-three strokes of this leather strap, perhaps.”

Ash drew a sharp breath.

She then delivered three strokes in rapid succession, the strap slicing through the air and delivering a painful sting as it struck his bare skin.

“There is time,” she said. “Time to decide what you’ll offer me. But for now I will turn it into discipline. Into devotion. Into something worthy.”

Ash could only nod again, his breath shallow, his body waiting.

“Seventy-three days,” she repeated. “You tell yourself it was fear. Fear of rejection. Of saying the wrong thing. Of not being enough.” She paused, just long enough to let the weight of her next words settle in. “But it wasn’t fear, Ash. It was arrogance.”

His eyes met hers, and she held his gaze.

“You thought only of yourself. Of your desire. Of what you wanted to take, whether it be attention, admiration, or perhaps something more. But not once did you think to ask what I wanted. What I needed. Whether you had anything to offer me at all.”

Ana punctuated the thought, letting him feel it by laying the strap across his body with a heightened intensity.

“This is the flaw,” she continued, “woven deep into the way men are taught to see the world. When they hesitate before a woman, they imagine it is humility, when in truth it is a failure to think of anyone but themselves. To imagine that a woman’s attention is something to earn, not receive. If you had spent even a fraction of those Seventy-three days wondering how you might be of service, how you might contribute something meaningful to my life, we would have had a very different beginning.”

Ash’s voice, when it came, was quiet and honest. “I see that now.”

Ana gave a small nod. “Good. Then let this moment be your correction.”

Ana had, up to this point, held herself back. She’d been restrained. Now, without preamble or warning, she became determined. She began whipping his ass, landing the thick leather strap across his bare ass without pause, bringing a bright crimson hue to his naked skin.

Ash’s breath caught.

Seventy-three days.

He hadn’t counted, but clearly, she had. The number landed with weight, a precise measure of his hesitation, his longing, his fear. It wasn’t an accusation. It was simply a fact. Delivered with the same calm, imperious tone she used for everything else.

Had she always seen him this way?

Ash’s body was alive, even electrified by the searing pain she’d delivered with the leather strap across his bare ass, applied relentlessly and without mercy. At last, she’d come to rest, and maneuvered so as to stand before him. She watched him breathing hard, wincing from the stinging pain, and trying his best to remain presented to her in full surrender.

He thought of all the mornings on the train, how she’d sat quietly reading, never once looking his way, or so he thought. And yet—she had known. She’d seen every glance, every flicker of curiosity, every stolen moment of fascination he thought he’d hidden. She had been observing. Calculating. Waiting.

“You see now,” she said, “why your place is not beside me. It is below me.”

She stood in front of him, her eyes level with his.

“You will earn your place through discipline. Through obedience. Through the complete and total surrender of that unearned confidence you once wore like armor.” Her gaze dropped to his body. “You do not wear that anymore. You wear nothing when we are alone to remind you of this fact.”

Ash felt his pulse in his throat; his wrists held firmly in place by the cuffs above him.

“You are here because I allowed it,” she said. “And now, you will work for the privilege of being useful to me. Your place is far beneath me. You have not earned anything more.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss Ana.”

She stepped closer again. “Say it properly.”

He lowered his gaze.

“My place is far beneath you, Miss Ana. I have not earned anything more.”

She studied him in silence for a long moment.

“Good,” she said. “We will begin from here.”


Chapter 7

As he had the week before, Ash did his best to offer his submission to Ana. When she was done with him, he was dismissed. He was allowed to change back into his clothes and he found himself once again in his apartment, wondering if it had been nothing more than a strange dream. And though he felt a powerful throb of desire coursing through his body, causing him to become as hard as he’d ever seen himself, he did not address that desire. He felt the curious transition of authority over his very body deepen with every day that passed.

On Monday morning, Ash found a seat on the train approximately opposite Ana. Again, she did not acknowledge him, as though even now he hadn’t earned the right to be given so much as a nod, let alone an inviting smile. Unsurprisingly, she had a new title before her. It was Kneel Without Speaking: Protocols of Female Supremacy.

Ash was still finishing up Daughters of Discipline, so he pulled it out of his bag. He held it with his hand attempting to obscure the title, since he thought it might be scandalous to some of the passengers on the train if he was seen reading such a suggestive title.

As she had before, Ana stood as the train approached her stop. She did not look at Ash, but she leaned toward him slightly, and in a low voice, she said, “It would have been easier that way, don’t you think? If it had been instilled in you from birth?”

Then she stepped off the train. Ash felt the now familiar tension between his legs, as though a vice was slowly being tightened around his cock and balls, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

* * *

As he had with the previous two books, he picked up a copy of Kneel Without Speaking: Protocols of Female Supremacy by Judith Seraphim from the bookstore near his workplace. The woman at the counter tried to maintain a disinterested appearance as she rung up his purchase, but Ash couldn’t help but note the amused little smile she attempted to keep to herself.

He began reading Kneel Without Speaking with the assumption it would be a straightforward guide to the principles of a Female-Led Relationship. Something reasonable, maybe even clinical.

Due to his experience in reading the books he’d seen Ana reading on the train, he waited until he got home to open the new title. He found that he became aroused by the ideas presented in the books she read. It was a curious kind of arousal, as it wasn’t so much erotic or sexual so much as it felt like a kind of surrender. As though his body was simply expressing what he had yet to fully acknowledge.

The writing was crisp and exacting. The author spoke not in suggestions or possibilities, but in terms of doctrine. Every word was infused with belief, every passage reinforcing a vision of home as a domain of firm, graceful, feminine power. It was clear this wasn’t simply a guidebook. It was a radical manifesto. The author made no apologies and no allowances. The book took for granted that a woman’s authority in the home was absolute and innate, while a man’s proper posture, both physical and psychological, was one of supplication and readiness.

The formal rituals described the male’s responsibility in the home, the spatial rules that dictated where a man could and could not sit, and the daily affirmations of female authority. It proscribed a height limitation, a measurement above which a man may not occupy. In essence, kneeling on the floor was often the highest point to which a man may raise his own body without permission.

He wondered if Ana expected him to kneel in waiting, never sitting before she did, accepting correction without resistance. The image unsettled him. But not because it felt wrong. Rather, because part of him understood its appeal.

The author described a designated chair in the home, never to be touched, sat in, or moved by the man without invitation. It was, in her words, “the axis around which the home revolves. Her presence must be honored even in her absence.”

The protocols detailed in the book grew increasingly intense. There were rituals of presence, language standards for addressing the woman of the home, rules about posture, eye contact, and tone of voice. Infractions, the author argued, were not to be tolerated, but rather corrected immediately.

Ash found himself slowing down as he read, absorbing the sheer gravity of the domestic world the author envisioned.

She wrote, “The greatest act of love a man can offer is to kneel not from weakness, but from conscious choice. The greatest cruelty a woman can commit is to make her expectations small enough to be palatable to him.”

Ash admired the author’s refusal to qualify or apologize for her worldview. She didn’t just believe in female authority, she expected it.

As Ash turned the page, the tone of Kneeling Without Speaking shifted subtly. The sharp, commanding rhythm of Judith Seraphim’s instructional prose softened, giving way to something more personal, and more reflective. For the first time, she stepped out from behind the role of the unwavering authority and began to speak in the first person.

“I was twelve when I first understood the power I possessed, a power that could be expressed simply through the use of my voice,” she wrote. “My mother never raised her voice, but no one in our home doubted her word. When she entered a room, my father lowered himself to his knees. Not because she would whip him if he failed to do so. Though she would have. But because he had realized that it was right.”

Ash was impressed by the clarity of the imagery. The power of that single, simple gesture, such as a man kneeling when a woman entered the room communicated an entire philosophy. A life of intention, of respect expressed physically and routinely, without fanfare.

The author described her girlhood with fierce pride. She recalled observing other families with confusion. “The boys shouted. The girls deferred. The fathers gave orders. I could not understand why.” In her home, expectations were different. She was expected to speak clearly, to know her mind, and to expect others, especially her brothers and the boys at school, to listen to her. And not just listen, but obey. She explained the severe whipping her brothers would receive if they ever questioned her, or even hesitated in following a command. She detailed how she would bring boys over to the house on occasion, and how her mother explained that obeying her daughter while in their house was nonnegotiable.

These weren’t just theories on a page. This was a woman who had grown up in a household where female authority was not revolutionary. It was normal. It was expected. It was right. And it made Ash wonder if everything he’d been taught about strength, leadership, and authority had been misaligned. What if the clarity the author had known since girlhood wasn’t radical, but simply well-structured?

There was one passage that stayed with him more than any other:

“I was never told I had to be strong. I simply was. And I never believed that boys had any claim to power—only that they had to be taught what their purpose was in service to their female superiors. I recall the first time I watched a boy present himself to me for punishment. He wanted to obey. He just needed my help in adjusting to the subservience that was expected of him.”

Ash read slowly, the words pressing in on his chest with a strange weight. It wasn’t just the rules that challenged him. It was the fact that someone could grow up with this completely different set of rules and see the world in an entirely different way. The author was a woman recounting the story of a life lived with a kind of unapologetic certainty that left Ash wondering where such a path might have led him, had he encountered it sooner.

She had been raised in a household where her mother held quiet but unshakeable authority, and where her father’s obedience was expressed in his attentiveness to her command. There were no arguments over who was in charge. It was simply understood. She spoke of learning, not from lectures, but from observation. She would watch her father wait for her mother’s signal before sitting at the dinner table, the way he listened and spoke only when spoken to, and the satisfaction he seemed to take in fulfilling whatever was asked of him.

Her mother’s voice, as captured in the text, was unflinching and exact: “Never ask him what he wants. He doesn’t know until you show him. And when he resists, it’s not defiance—it’s fear. Calm him, correct him, and carry on.”

She didn’t preface her point, didn’t soften the delivery. She simply wrote:

“A man does not need to be persuaded. He needs to be dominated. Completely. If he senses that you are waiting for permission to lead, he may fail to submit as you would prefer. If you take control without apology, he will obey.”

Ash blinked. There was no suggestion of negotiation, no gradual shifting of dynamic. Just a blunt, unwavering assertion: male obedience is activated by employing female authority. The kind that doesn’t ask.

The author recounted her earliest romantic encounters in striking detail. Her first serious boyfriend, she wrote, was “ripe for reorientation.” On their second date, she told him plainly that he would no longer call her by her first name in private. He would refer to her as Mistress. He hesitated, laughed nervously. She did not laugh with him.

“The next day he referred to me by my chosen title, without being asked again. And every day after. Not because I’d asked him to, but because I’d demanded it. When I punished him, he apologized for his erection. And I realized that it was not a cruelty, but a favor I was performing by giving him the strap across the head of his penis. Afterward, he thanked me, addressing me by my title.”

Ash shifted uncomfortably. He read on.

“Men crave approval. When I give the men in my life rules, such as where to stand, how to speak, what not to wear, I watch them obey. I never apologize for establishing rules. It would insult their capacity to serve by pretending they did not need them. They aren’t born with the knowledge of how to worship the female. They need to be trained. And they are grateful for it.”

Ash wondered if Ana had underlined these very passages. He wondered if she had seen in him what the author described: a man waiting, even needing to be told exactly how to serve.


Chapter 8

The following Saturday evening, Ana sat relaxing in a plush armchair, her posture elegant but completely at ease, while Ash knelt on the thick, ornate rug at her feet. He kept his eyes lowered and his wrists crossed behind his back, yet he remained still and attentive.

Across from Ana was Kai, a striking presence with sharp eyes and a voice that carried quiet authority. She was an appellate judge assigned to the county courtroom. A man in a black silk wrap knelt before her, mirroring Ash’s posture. The two women were deep in conversation, their voices low but clear, their tone more collegial than adversarial.

“The planning commission keeps pushing back the decision on the pedestrian zoning overlay,” Kai said, exhaling with faint exasperation. “They’re afraid to touch anything with the word ‘equity’ attached to it.”

“Of course they are,” Ana replied. “They don’t understand that thoughtful design is the only way to create actual equity. If you don’t shape space intentionally, it defaults to serving those who already hold power.”

Kai nodded. “Exactly. I keep asking them who we are building this city for. And they never have an answer that isn’t soaked in compromise.”

“Compromise,” Ana repeated with mild disdain. “Their version of it is just surrender to the loudest, wealthiest voice in the room.”

Kai glanced at the man in the black silk wrap kneeling beside her. “At least here, we get to build something with integrity.”

Ana gave a small nod. “There’s no confusion here about who holds authority and who must shape themselves to fit it.”

“And the ones willing to be shaped,” Kai added.

Kai extended one leg and her heel settled gently against the man’s upper back. There was no command, no warning. The touch was enough. He moved instantly, fluidly, shifting from his kneeling posture to that of presenting himself on his hands and knees. His motions were precise and reverent. He understood the honor in being used, in being useful. Once he was correctly positioned, Kai adjusted slightly and rested both feet upon his back as though he were a perfectly natural extension of the furniture beneath her. Her posture remained relaxed, her voice unbroken.

Kai’s gaze fell upon Ash. “This one is new. I take it he is being trained to serve?”

“Yes,” Ana replied. “He’s done well so far.”

“You’ve given him a whipping with the strap?” Kai asked, clearly savoring the thought.

“Yes,” Ana replied. “His response was appropriate.”

“He had an erection?” Kai asked.

“Well, yes, of course, but there was more,” Ana said. “He seemed to be truly humiliated in the way they all need to be, that look of contrition that becomes a certain acceptance. A recognition that it is a gift to be allowed to offer their surrender.”

“Lovely,” Kai said in almost a purr, “it is always so satisfying to provide a whipping across a man’s naked body. The resulting erection is so telling. I assume he expressed his gratitude.”

“Yes, but there will be a more intimate expression of that gratitude later,” Ana replied.

She turned her eyes to Ash then, but said nothing further. He remained kneeling, absorbing every word, every subtle shift in tone and power.

“Hmm, yes, the men who truly listen and obey without question are rare,” Kai said.

“Rare,” Ana agreed, letting her fingers trace the rim of her glass, “but not impossible to find. And train. Some learn.”

“Yes, like my new plaything, Stephen,” Kai said as she crossed one leg over the other, her heel placed on Stephen’s lower back. He responded instantly, shifting to better support her feet with a graceful, silent precision.

“Hmmm,” Ana replied, and absent-mindedly stroked Ash along the back of his neck.

“Well, let’s just hope the commission eventually catches up,” Kai murmured.

“They won’t,” Ana replied simply. “But we’ll keep building anyway.”

“The commission is a fortress of inherited arrogance,” Kai said, eyes never flicking toward Ash. “They preserve systems that fail simply because those systems were designed to serve them.”

Ana smiled faintly. “And when they come here, it’s not with humility. It’s with confusion. They’ve spent their lives believing power is their birthright. They don’t know what it means to earn it.”

“They think kneeling is transgression,” Kai murmured, amusement in her voice. “They haven’t yet learned that it is nothing more than the beginning of their correction.”

Ana rested her elbow on the arm of the velvet chair, fingers lightly touching her cheek as she considered Kai’s last remark. Across from her, Kai lounged with the effortless composure of someone used to commanding her courtroom. Her companion in the black silk wrap remained motionless beneath her feet, perfectly still.

“I’ve been thinking,” Ana said, her voice calm but charged, “that what we are shaping here is not just behavior. It’s identity. I’m no longer convinced that the men who come to us remain men in the traditional sense,” Ana continued. “That category was never crafted by women, after all. It was forced upon us. And they were raised within it. They were taught to dominate, to take, to mistake loudness for strength. But if they are willing to unlearn all of that, they become something else.”

“Something better,” Kai added.

Ana nodded. “No longer men. Not really. Something new. A gender crafted by women. One that values silence, reflection, and obedience. Service. One that accepts the truth of female superiority not as a fantasy, but as a natural correction to centuries of imbalance. We aren’t diminishing them. We’re repurposing them. They become best suited not to lead, but to assist in the building of a world better designed by women.”

Kai exhaled slowly. “There are qualities from the old male self I would keep,” she said. “I’ve always been so enthralled by the way that their balls ache when they’ve been denied. It’s so annoying when they think it means they’re entitled to sexual release, and so entertaining once they’ve surrendered to the inevitability of female authority. Loyalty, essentially, once it is stripped of its entitlement.”

“Agreed,” Ana said. “But those traits must be surrendered first, then returned only if they serve the new structure. Nothing taken for granted.”

Kai smiled—just slightly. “A gender reborn by surrender.”

Then Ana’s expression shifted almost imperceptibly. She had become fixed upon a point across the room, where a man in a white silk wrap had just entered, escorted by one of the club’s attendants. His posture was uncertain. He was too stiff, too alert. She recognized him instantly. Councilman Everett.

Her fingers curled once around the arm of her chair, then released.

Ash followed Ana’s glance with quiet obedience, shifting only his eyes. The man she’d indicated stood stiffly near the far end of the room. He was young, broad-shouldered, and clearly uncomfortable. His white silk wrap identified him as a newcomer. His eyes stayed low, his hands clasped behind his back in a show of deference, though the tightness in his posture betrayed his nerves.

Kai, sensing the subtle tension, arched a brow. “Unexpected visitor?” she asked Ana.

“Robert Everett,” Ana murmured. “He’s on the city council, and he’s been obstructing our proposal. Claims to be concerned with community interests, but he’s stalling for leverage. He wants us to sweeten his campaign fund.”

Kai’s gaze slid toward the man with disdain. “And now he’s appeared in our domain.”

Ana nodded once, her tone measured but cool. “Wearing white,” she noted. “An initiate. Curious.”

“He’s fishing, maybe?” Kai asked. “Testing the waters to see if his presence here might earn him favor? Or perhaps he’s here to learn what it means to be stripped of the power he’s so accustomed to wielding.”

Ana’s eyes didn’t leave Councilman Everett. “I wonder,” she mused, “if he understands what kind of institution he’s wandered into. Or if he believes the dynamics of the outside world apply here.”

Kai’s voice was smooth. “He’ll learn. They all do.”

Ana leaned back, gaze still fixed. “I’ll see to it he learns. Thoroughly. Unless . . .” she said as a young woman approached the councilman.

The woman was striking in appearance, and she had the serenely confident bearing of someone who expected obedience without needing to demand it. She stood directly before Councilman Everett and was seen speaking to him. He nodded quickly, keeping his gaze downward, as if afraid that lifting it might somehow bring punishment.

Ana watched them. “I don’t know the woman,” she murmured.

Kai glanced in their direction. “That is Lita. She’s a friend. She’s a defense lawyer, and I’ve had the pleasure of watching her in my court.”

“Interesting,” Ana said. “She seems to have taken a sudden interest in Everett.”

Kai’s smile was slow. “And now he appears to have become Lita’s student.”

Ana was silent for a long moment, watching as Lita lifted her hand and gestured for Everett to kneel. He hesitated, just for a moment, before dropping to his knees in the way so many did on their first visit. He was awkward, unbalanced, and trying too hard not to get it wrong.

“If Lita’s taken him in hand, perhaps I won’t need to deal with him directly,” Ana noted.

“Or perhaps you’ll learn more, now,” Kai said, “about what motivates him.”

Ana gave a small, satisfied hum. “A lawyer with her own interests,” she murmured. “And a councilman eager to please. That might prove useful.”

As the evening began to wind down, the atmosphere in the room subtly shifted, the mood mellowing in contrast to the intense energy that had filled the space. Ana stood up from her chair, her presence commanding immediate attention as the other conversations softened. She turned her eyes to Ash, who had been kneeling quietly beside her, his mind still processing the events of the evening.

“Ash,” she said, her voice smooth but firm, “you will come home with me tonight.”

Her tone was matter-of-fact, but it carried an undeniable weight. She wasn’t making a demand, and she wasn’t asking for permission. It was simply a statement of fact, one that Ash knew, deep down, he had no intention of refusing. He nodded, though the words caught in his throat, unsure whether to acknowledge his submission in this moment.

Ash rose to his feet, preparing to go change back into the clothes he had arrived in earlier that evening. But before he could move, Ana raised her hand in a subtle gesture that halted him.

“No,” she said softly, as her gaze swept over him. “I prefer you remain as you are.”

Her words were not a request, but an instruction—a small reminder of the dynamic they had formed. Ash, having learned to heed her every command, didn’t question her. Instead, he simply nodded and stayed as he was, the silk wrap clinging to his body, his posture a quiet surrender to her will.

Ana led him through the large club, her steps smooth and confident as always. As they exited the building into the cool night air, a black sedan was waiting at the curb, its engine purring softly in the silence of the street. A chauffeur, impeccably dressed, opened the door for them without a word. Ana stepped inside first, and Ash followed her, sliding into the plush seat beside her.

She reached over and slid the hem of his silk wrap upward. Just enough to reveal the head of his penis, a demonstration of her power to do so at will. She smiled at him, but the expression had a slightly sinister appearance. She had plans for him. He was being taken to her home, and he had no doubt she would take whatever she wanted from him. He felt a fluttering feeling in his chest as the car accelerated up the ramp and onto the expressway.


Chapter 9

The drive to Ana’s penthouse suite was quiet, the city lights streaming past the windows in a blur. Ash felt the weight of the evening settling on him as the car sped through the streets. He was acutely aware of the privilege that had been granted to him, to be in Ana’s presence in such an intimate, personal way. The thought of where they were headed and what this moment meant filled him with both anticipation and awe. He thought of what she’d delivered as an off-hand comment, there will be a more intimate expression of that gratitude later. He could only imagine what that meant.

When they arrived, the car came to a smooth stop, and Ana led him up to her penthouse suite. The view of the city from the top floor was breathtaking, the skyline a shimmering sea of lights. The suite was elegantly furnished, minimalist but luxurious. Ana moved through the space with the ease of someone completely at home in her surroundings, and Ash followed her, feeling the weight of the privilege that came with this invitation.

Ana led Ash silently through the penthouse, her steps confident and purposeful. The air between them was thick with an unspoken tension, and Ash could feel it, pulsing in the space around them. Each step he took was in sync with hers, a steady rhythm that reflected the deepening dynamic between them.

The hallway was dimly lit, the soft glow of ambient lighting casting shadows on the sleek walls. Ash’s gaze flickered toward her, but he said nothing—he was learning that silence in her presence often spoke louder than words ever could.

When they reached the bedroom, Ana didn’t pause as she stepped inside, her body moving with an effortless grace that both captivated and humbled Ash. He followed, instinctively knowing that this was where their journey would take a significant turn.

The bedroom was immaculate. It was luxurious and serene, with dark, rich fabrics that enveloped the room in a quiet opulence. Ana’s presence seemed to fill the space entirely, her authority palpable even in the stillness. She moved across the room with purpose, not looking back at Ash, though she knew he was following.

She stopped in front of the large bed, turning to face him. Ana’s eyes were steady, unreadable, yet there was a subtle glint in them, a quiet command that made Ash feel both small and deeply reverent. She reached into a drawer beside the bed and pulled out a black leather collar. The dark leather gleamed in the soft light of the room as she held it out to him.

Ash’s breath caught in his throat, his pulse quickening. He recognized the significance of this moment, the gesture that marked the next step in his submission to her, in his commitment to the path she had set for him. He understood, with a deep, visceral knowing, that this collar was not just an object. It was a symbol—a mark of belonging, of service, of devotion.

Ana held the collar in her hands, her gaze unwavering. “This,” she said softly, “is a privilege, Ash. Do you understand?”

Ash’s heart raced in his chest, his entire being drawn to the collar, to the weight of her words. He nodded without hesitation, his voice barely a whisper as he spoke. “Yes, Miss Ana. I understand.”

She smiled then, a small but knowing smile, and stepped forward, gently fastening the collar around his neck. The cool leather against his skin felt like a new layer of identity being placed upon him, and as she cinched it into place, Ash felt both the weight and the freedom of his submission. She untied his silk wrap, letting it fall. Ash remained standing at attention, now naked and collared.

“Good,” Ana murmured, her fingers brushing lightly against his skin before she stepped back. “You belong here, just like this, Ash. Remember that.”

“Yes, Miss Ana,” he replied.

She reached into her bedside drawer and withdrew a short leather strap. She sat on the bed, facing him, and regarded his erect penis.

“You’ve so many lessons to learn, Ash,” she said. “And this is one of them. I am going to spank you across the head of your penis with this strap. I will deliver ten strokes, and they will be more symbolic than anything. You will thank me after each one. Do you understand?”

Ash felt his stomach drop, but held himself resolutely in place before her. He felt his cock throb even harder. “Yes, Miss Ana,” he replied.

She held the base of his erection in one hand as she delivered a sharp snap of the strap across the head of his penis.

Ash winced, but succeeded in keeping his hands in place and his voice even as he offered his expression of gratitude. “Thank you, Miss Ana.”

She observed him closely. Then she delivered another stroke with the leather strap. They continued, with Ash feeling the humiliation and the sharp pain of the lesson, noting that Ana did not show lenience. She meant for him to feel it, and for him to master his body’s reaction to the strap while delivering his thanks to her in a way that was earnest and sincere.

Ash felt the finality of the moment, the irrevocable decision to follow her, to be shaped by her. There was a subtle change in the atmosphere, an unspoken understanding that their dynamic had evolved in a profound way. Ana’s calm gaze met his, and Ash felt something deep within him stir, a feeling that was both humbling and exhilarating. It was as if she had ascended even further, becoming something far greater than she had been before.

When she had concluded with her application of the strap, Ana extended her hand, as though inviting Ash to kneel. She said nothing, but the gesture was enough to communicate everything. Ash sank to his knees, the collar she had given him a steady reminder of his place, of his devotion. It felt right to lower himself before her, to be at her feet in this moment. He felt the sting of the strap echoing throughout his body.

Ana slipped off her dress, and though she wore a black silk bra, she was not wearing panties. She moved closer, her presence overwhelming in its quiet dominance. Ash remained on his knees, his heart racing, as the scent of her body aroused him to an extent that felt impossible. His erection now began to throb with intensity.

Ana reached down, her fingers brushing lightly against his collar. She didn’t speak, but Ash could feel the weight of her approval, the depth of what this meant. There was no need for more words—there was only this moment, this exchange, this quiet recognition of their new dynamic. She placed her hands on his head and brought him close to her body. His face pressed against the soft bush of dark hair that framed her pussy. He inhaled the scent of her body, reveling in its power to compel his obedience even further.

She held him like that for some time, a wordless gesture that underscored the moment. Then she took a step back and sat on the edge of the bed, presenting her legs spread wide in a manner that felt confrontational to him. Her naked pussy was inches from his face, and it felt like she was offering him a challenge.

Ana’s touch was soft but deliberate as she gently slipped one finger through the chrome metal ring of his collar. The gesture, simple yet intimate, sent a shiver down Ash’s spine. With her other hand, Ana’s fingers brushed through his hair, then gathered it into her fist. She held his head precisely where she wanted it, pressing his face tightly between her thighs. She lay back on her silk sheets, the cool, smooth fabric sliding against her skin as she stretched luxuriously on the bed.

Ash slid his tongue upward between her labia, her wetness dripping onto his tongue as he slowly began to encircle her clit. For a moment, she allowed herself to drift. Her fingers held Ash in place as he began to worship her, as if to remind herself of the tangible reality of his submission to her. She placed her feet upon his lower back and pressed slightly upward with her hips.

In this moment, he felt honored to be worshipping her pussy with his lips and tongue. It wasn’t just about obedience or service; it was about learning his place.

Ana’s fingers remained intwined in his hair as they continued their slow, rhythmic motion, occasionally gripping him tightly and pressing his tongue deeply inside of her. Ash allowed himself to melt into it, grateful for the quiet affection she was offering him. And in that silence, punctuated by Ana’s low moans of pleasure, he would continue to worship her.

She thought back to the first time she had seen Ash on the train. Even then, something about him had caught her attention. There was something in the way he carried himself, and the hesitation in his eyes, as though he had been waiting for something, or perhaps someone, to show him what it meant to serve. To obey. His quiet submission had intrigued her and piqued her curiosity.

She had watched him, studied him, and she’d seen the potential in him even as he had no idea what he was about to walk into. And now, she smiled to herself, feeling the deep satisfaction of his attentive tongue in his expression of gratitude and devotion, he was hers to enjoy.

When she had first made him remove the garment, to fully expose himself, she had seen the vulnerability in him, and yet, she knew it was a pivotal moment for him. He hadn’t hesitated. He hadn’t questioned. He had simply followed her lead, and she knew then, with certainty, that he was truly hers to shape.

And now, here he was, kneeling before her, completely devoted, his submission not just to her, but to the greater purpose she had shown him. It was deeply satisfying for her to witness this transformation. She felt a deep sense of fulfillment, a quiet power in the way he responded to her as his mind and body were molded by her vision.

Ana stretched again, the satisfaction of her work settling like warmth in her chest. The man she had seen on the train, uncertain, unsure, was now someone who existed in service to her. And as she lay there, savoring the feeling of Ash’s lips and tongue, she thought about how much more there was yet to be done.

But for now, in this moment, she allowed herself to simply revel in the pleasure of his submission to her. Ana closed her eyes for a moment, allowing the softness of the sheets to envelop her, as her mind drifted to a future she was beginning to shape with both certainty and pleasure. She imagined the future she would carve for him. A future where he was not just a man, not just a follower, but something entirely new.

The thought thrilled her. How far could she push him? she wondered. How deeply could she guide him into this new identity? She imagined Ash, not as a mere man, but as something better, more refined. He would exist solely to please her, to fulfill her every need, to embody her ideals. And he would do so without hesitation, without doubt.

She knew this was what he wanted, even if he hadn’t fully grasped it yet. He was already on the path she had set for him, and every moment spent with him, every interaction, would push him further along that journey. Ana smiled softly to herself, a sense of fulfillment washing over her as she allowed the thought to linger.

What mattered most was that Ana had reaffirmed her inherent superiority, a superiority she saw as not just earned, but innate. In her eyes, it was only natural that she be worshipped and revered. She moved through the world as one who commanded respect, and Ash was beginning to understand the depth of what it meant to be in her presence.

Ana held his head in place, pressing his face between her legs as her hips began to thrust toward his lips and tongue. Her breathing was a deep, throaty sound as she writhed, her hips undulating with the pleasure of Ash’s devotion.

Her orgasm was, to Ash, something like a force of nature. It was unstoppable and terrifyingly beautiful, like the coming of a hurricane. She arched into it, and her body stiffened into a singular receptor of ecstasy that seemed to enter her body between her legs and exit through her mouth, which she held open in a gasp that seemed to stop time for some moments, ending in a hoarse and ragged exaltation.

Throughout, she held Ash in place. She expected him to know not to continue stroking her clit with his tongue once she’d had an orgasm, and she was rewarded with his soft, reverent kisses on her labia. For several minutes they remained in this embrace.

Her voice, when it came, was soft and steady, filled with a quiet pride. “You’ve ascended to a place of service to a higher purpose,” she said. “You are becoming someone who understands that true power, the only power available to you, lies in service and devotion. And I will continue to guide you to your fullest potential.”

“Thank you, Miss Ana,” Ash replied.

She brought his lips back to her body, allowing him to continue kissing her in a demonstration of affection, reverence, and gratitude. Ash noted that she had a remarkably leisurely, hedonistic abandon to the way in which she reveled in her sexual pleasure. She placed her feet upon his body, and held his head in her hands, such that she had an ever more complete control over him. But she’d so firmly established the control she could wield by use of her voice alone, so her hands and her feet were merely a deepening of her ability to keep him in place. Or, perhaps, it was her way of celebrating this aspect of her dominion over him, and she simply wanted to feel it in a more tangible way.

When she allowed him up onto the bed to lie beside her, she held him close to her body. She kissed him, and one hand took ahold of his painfully erect cock.

“Your desire for me,” she said, her fingers lightly caressing the shaft of his erection, “is a tribute to me, an offering that I expect, but also appreciate.”

Ash listened quietly, his chest rising and falling slowly with each breath.

“You will feel an ache that at first might not be pleasurable for you,” she said as her fingertips gently encircled the rim of his cock head. “But this is just part of the tribute you pay in honor of me. The frustration of your desire is not for nothing. Rather, it is deeply pleasurable for me. So you will endure it, seeing it as an offering to your superior in recognition of your station. You will suffer, but it will be with the knowledge that this is what brings me an even deeper satisfaction.”

Ash didn’t speak, but in that silence, his gratitude was palpable. The transformation she was guiding him through was not one of mere obedience. It was an opportunity to serve something greater than himself.

Ana smiled slightly as she watched him, pleased with his quiet understanding. “You understand,” she said, and Ash felt a sense of peace settle over him. He knew now, more than ever, that this was where he was meant to be.

Ana slowly teased the head of his cock with her fingertips until she fell asleep.


Chapter 10

Ash woke with a feeling of disorientation, but as his eyes searched the room around him, a familiar sense of clarity washed over him. Ana was resting peacefully beside him, her presence as calm and commanding as ever.

She stirred, and with a languid stretch, she opened her eyes and peered directly at him. Her voice, though still soft from sleep, held the same quiet authority. “I’d like some passion fruit juice,” she said, her words almost like an order, but delivered with a quiet ease.

Ash nodded, the request settling into his mind with an eagerness to serve. “Yes, Miss Ana,” he replied. He pulled the sheets off of his body, and felt strangely relaxed to be naked at this moment. Then he realized that he wasn’t naked, exactly. He was wearing a leather collar around his neck.

He made his way to the kitchen, and searched the refrigerator until he found what he was looking for: the passion fruit juice. It felt like a small victory, finding the exact thing she had asked for.

When he returned to the bedroom, he presented it to Ana with a quiet reverence. Ana accepted the glass from him with a slight nod, her eyes meeting his with a quiet approval. She took a sip, her expression neutral but satisfied.

Ash stood nearby, waiting. Ana reached out and playfully teased the head of his cock, as though she was simply continuing what she’d been doing when she’d fallen asleep. Within moments, he was fully erect. She withdrew her hand and observed him remaining at attention as she drank her glass of juice.

“This is how you present yourself to me,” she said. “Naked, hard, and at attention. Prepared to serve. You understand, do you not?”

“I understand, Miss Ana,” Ash replied. He thought about the strap she had in her bedside drawer. The strokes across the head of his penis. And somehow, it all drew him closer to her. He didn’t turn away from her demands of him. They didn’t push him away. The more she dominated him, the more he wanted to submit.

* * *

An unspoken rhythm settled into place. Every weekday morning, Ash boarded the train with quiet anticipation, scanning the car until he spotted Ana. She would glance up from her book and offer a subtle, polite nod. No words were exchanged. He never expected more, and she never offered it.

Saturday evenings were different. The club had become the site of his weekly transformation, where Ana would guide him through another layer of unlearning, of reimagining what it meant to be himself under her instruction. And always, by evening’s end, she would tell him, simply, “You’ll come home with me tonight.”

She now collared him before he’d be allowed to serve her pleasure, worshipping her body with his hands, his lips, and his tongue. Afterward, she would tease and play with his desire, slowly stroking him with her hands, or even watching him edge himself at her command. He didn’t need to be reminded that he was not allowed to orgasm, but she made a point of reminding him anyway. She seemed to find purpose in continuously confronting him with the power she held to compel his obedience.

Sunday afternoons marked the closing of that window. After a lazy, relaxing morning in which she would playfully tease and cuddle with him, occasionally escalating to her inviting him to bring her to orgasm again, he would dress, and quietly let himself out of her apartment. He never asked to stay longer. That wasn’t his place.

And yet, the ache lingered. At first, it was a frustrated desire for release, and felt like a weight pulling downward on his balls. Then it extended upward to the base of his cock, then the entirety of his shaft, and ending in a particularly sharp, aching feeling in the head of his penis. But this had just been the beginning. He’d developed a twisting sensation in the pit of his stomach, then a heartsick feeling of longing, and finally, a fog in his brain that precluded all thoughts aside from those about Ana. He’d been obsessing over her for months now, but this had deepened and magnified until his thoughts were entirely focused on her, such that her wants, needs, and desires had become his own.

He carried her in his thoughts constantly. It was not just her face or her voice or even her body that he dwelled upon, but her presence, her authority, and the calm certainty with which she moved. He thought of the way she corrected him. The way she praised him, carefully, sparingly. The way she had begun to shape him into something else. Something new.

The hours and days between Sundays and Saturdays stretched into something unbearable for Ash. At night, alone, the longing could be overwhelming. Not just physical, though that too was just beneath the surface. It was deeper than that. It was the desire to be near her, to be of use to her, to feel the grounding clarity of her purpose for him. He did not touch himself when the hunger surged. That part of himself had been placed in her keeping, and it would be wrong to reclaim it without her consent.

So he stayed still. He practiced restraint. He let the thoughts come and go, as she had taught him to do. But still, images of her, moments shared, and her beauty both striking and terrifying in its depth had begun to haunt him.

This wanting drove him not to desperation, but to discipline. In his waking hours, he committed himself to her lessons. He revisited her words in his mind, dissected her instructions, reflected on his missteps. He believed that the more he became who she wanted him to be, the more he could be near her. The more he could belong.

Every morning, Ana sat in her usual seat on the train, always with a book in hand. He bought each one as he saw it, to stay close to her world in the only way he could.

She would give him a quiet nod in the mornings. Her eyes would offer a brief acknowledgment, then return to her book. She never smiled, never gestured for him to sit beside her, and yet he felt as tethered to her as if her hands were physically holding him in place.

The books she read became his gospel. The authors’ conclusions, which had once been jarring, were now utterly sensible. Why should men have a voice in the making of decisions? Why should they speak, when listening was best suited to surrender and obedience? He began to see clearly all the moments in his past where he’d spoken without listening and acted without understanding.

Then Ash encountered a book that titled. Measurement: Case Studies in Male Servitude with Respect to Endowment by Dr. Yve Saint-Claire.

It was the kind of book one might expect to be shelved in an obscure back corner of an obscure bookstore, not nestled casually in Ana’s reading stack like a novel she might thumb through on a lazy Sunday. Yet here it was in his hands.

The preface did nothing to calm him. Dr. Saint-Claire’s tone was calm, scholarly, and utterly unflinching. There was no disclaimer, no winking irony, no gesture toward metaphor. From the outset, the author described the emerging social dynamics of what she termed “Endowment-Based Realignment,” in which men voluntarily submitted to a life of servitude based on objective assessments of their physical attributes and perceived value as contributors in a society increasingly led by women.

Ash frowned, unsure whether to be outraged, incredulous, or just confused. He read on, a growing knot forming in his stomach.

Saint-Claire laid out several categories of post-masculine life paths, each one linked to a purportedly rational process by which a male subject might assess his own potential for future usefulness. The chapters were filled with extensive interviews, sociological framing, and disturbingly sincere testimonials from men who had, in her words, “embraced the clarity of conscious diminishment.”

Ash paused. Conscious diminishment.

He wasn’t sure what was more disorienting: the absolute seriousness with which the author approached the topic, or the calm and, at times, cheerful tone of the male voices represented. There was no language of suffering. No talk of punishment. No coercion. Only what was repeatedly described as a liberation from confusion, from status anxiety, from unwanted burdens of male expectation.

Still, Ash couldn’t stop wondering: Is this real? Is this meant literally? Or was it some baroque allegory about control, about finding purpose by giving it up?

And then came the section that disturbed him most: a table that cross-referenced categories of service with relative endowment measurements, as if plotting data points for future role suitability. The chart was unflinching, absurd in its scientific posture, and completely devoid of emotional cushioning.

Was this what Ana wanted him to read? Did she believe this? Was she testing him?

Even as he recoiled from the implications, a part of him was forced to admit something uncomfortable: there was something quietly truthful buried inside the extremity. The author, for all her provocative framing, had tapped into a core idea that resonated. The idea that one’s place in the world was not something seized, but something accepted.

That value could be measured not by dominance, but by service.

Ash stared at the graph for a long time, as if its clinical layout might somehow soften the impact of its contents. The chart itself was presented in grayscale, with clean, clinical typography. There was a matrix that cross-referenced “endowment percentile” with “service categories.” It looked like something torn from a psychology journal or a scientific study, not a book that had caused his pulse to quicken the moment he opened it.

The leftmost column listed ranges: Below 20th percentile, 20–40th, 40–60th, and so on, all the way up to 99th and above. Across the top row were the corresponding Service Pathways.

The author was certain that any male with an erect penis measuring less than three inches in length and three inches in circumference would voluntarily undergo castration, or gender reassignment, or submit to a life of manual labor.

A male measuring less than five inches in length and four inches in circumference would conditionally be allowed to choose manual labor, or similar assignments.

A male measuring at least six inches in length and over five in circumference would be put into service roles as companions, playthings, and servants.

At eight inches in length and six inches in circumference, the role of pleasure slave would be mandatory.

It was absurd, Ash thought. It had to be. And yet he caught himself reading the row that would hypothetically apply to him. He felt a small spike of heat in his cheeks, equal parts embarrassment and curiosity. The idea that one’s bodily proportions could correlate to societal function felt outrageous on the surface—an overreach of pseudoscience into the realm of dystopian fantasy. But the author was not joking. The text that followed the chart provided “case studies” of men who had “come to peace with their placement” and reportedly found a new, more fulfilling form of purpose as a result.

What startled Ash was not the premise itself, but how coherent the author made it sound.

Some of the arguments reminded him of points he’d encountered in earlier books Ana had read—about reframing traditional gender roles, about surrender and structure, about support as a noble form of love. But here, those ideas had been sharpened to a fine point, stripped of ambiguity. They were no longer about partnership—they were about classification. Utility. Place.

And the most unsettling thing for him was that he didn’t entirely dismiss it. He found certain parts oddly compelling. The notion that men might benefit from relinquishing the need to define their own dominance, to constantly compete for authority, to strain against expectations that didn’t truly serve them… that wasn’t absurd. That was familiar. He had been living a version of that with Ana. He had been learning, yielding, and discovering peace in submission.

Still, tying that to measurements? To numbers? To some arbitrary sliding scale of worth? It was laughable. It had to be. And yet he kept rereading the chart. Not because he believed it. But because some part of him wondered: What would Ana think of this? Would she find it as ridiculous as he did? Or would she find something else—some deeper meaning, some hidden humor, or worse, some real truth?

He imagined her glancing at him across the train, knowing exactly which part of the book he was reading. That amused, unreadable smile. The glint in her eye that always meant: Yes, I know what you’re thinking—and no, I won’t tell you what I’m thinking.

Ash closed the book gently, as if not to provoke it further.

He wasn’t ready to believe in a world run by anatomical charts.

But he was willing to admit—if only to himself—that some part of him had needed to read it.

Ana had said little about his reading efforts, though she occasionally glanced at the books when she saw one in his possession. That alone was reward enough.

Still, he wanted more. He wanted to serve longer, to study harder, to exist more fully in her sphere. And though the frustration often bordered on agony, it was not without satisfaction.

He felt himself being held in place—not by rules, but by her. Her gravity. Her intellect. Her authority. She had claimed him, and he wanted that claim.

But he was learning. Slowly. Painfully.

And he would wait.


Chapter 11

While Ash spent his Saturday evenings attending to Ana in the club, sometimes doing nothing other than kneeling at her feet, and sometimes being given direct instruction or a lengthy punishment meant to guide and train him, she now trusted him to wait patiently while she turned her attention to other matters. It was one such evening, after she had instructed him to wait patiently for her to return, that she took her leave to pursue a different purpose.

Ana had noticed Lita in one of the quieter corners, speaking with a few women. As Ana approached, Lita’s gaze shifted toward her, her expression sharp but polite. Ana was known here, and her authority was unquestioned, but even still, Lita looked her over carefully before offering a nod.

“Good evening,” Ana greeted, her tone measured. “I don’t believe we’ve officially met. I’m Ana,” she said, extending a hand in acknowledgment.

Lita took her hand, her grip firm. “Lita,” she replied simply. “You’re friends with Kai, is that right? I’ve seen you speaking with her.”

“Yes, and she speaks well of you,” Ana replied, “and I’ve been meaning to speak with you about your connection with Councilman Everett. I understand you’ve had some discussions with him,” Ana said, her voice casual, but the undercurrent of intent was unmistakable.

Lita’s face didn’t betray much emotion, but her eyes narrowed slightly. She hesitated before answering. “Robert. Yes, he’s someone who, as you might know, holds certain views. We’ve had a few drinks, and over time, he confided in me about a desire he felt, something he couldn’t quite understand at first.”

Ana waited for her to continue, keeping her demeanor composed, even as her curiosity deepened.

Lita exhaled slowly, as though deciding how much she wanted to share. “One night, he told me that he had a need to, well, submit, I suppose. Not in the sense that you might expect, but a need to relinquish the power he’d been raised with, and it wasn’t some deviant desire, as he thought, but rather, something deeper. He was trying to work through the effects of his unearned privilege.”

Ana nodded. “I can see how that would be a complicated matter for him. I’ve been having some issues with Councilman Everett myself. His behavior is obstructing our work in the city. He seems to be holding things up for no reason other than a desire for more control, and it’s becoming frustrating.”

Lita’s expression shifted slightly, her interest piqued. “I see,” she murmured, tapping her fingers against her drink. “While I can’t speak for his political actions directly, I think I can help steer him in a more, let’s say, cooperative direction.” She paused; her eyes meeting Ana’s with a subtle but clear understanding. “There are ways of making someone like him see that they’re not in control of the situation, if you know what I mean.”

Ana’s eyes glinted with approval. “I think we both understand the value of that kind of clarity.”

Lita leaned forward, lowering her voice as if the conversation were about to enter into more confidential territory. “If Robert’s really as open as he was with me, we could find a way to make him see where his power really lies. It’s about shifting his mindset, not just correcting behavior.”

“I agree,” Ana replied.” The privilege he holds has to be confronted quietly, and unmistakably.”

Lita gave a small nod. “He should be arriving shortly. We can see if we can guide him toward something more productive, something that aligns with the work we’re doing here.”

Ana’s gaze lingered on Lita for a moment, measuring the woman’s demeanor and calculating the possibilities. “Good. I look forward to that.”

While Ash waited in the softly lit common room, kneeling with the quiet grace Ana had cultivated in him, he kept his posture still, eyes low, attuned to her movements even from a distance. He understood that tonight was not about him. She had a purpose beyond their private connection—a purpose he respected without question.

Ana, accompanied by Lita, turned her attention to Robert Everett as he entered the club. When the two women approached, he stood taller than he should have, but the subtle downturn of his mouth betrayed his unease.

“Robert,” Lita greeted, her tone even, almost gracious. “Miss Ana and I would like a word.”

Robert hesitated, glancing between the two women, then offered a deferential nod. “Of course.”

Lita led the way, Ana close behind, as they guided him down a hallway lined with heavy curtains and velvet-paneled walls, into a small private room. It was tastefully appointed but unmistakably imposing in its design. The room was mostly in darkness, a somber ring of shadow surrounding a bright circle of light in the middle of the room. In the middle of the circle was a device that had two steel rods parallel to each other and held at the height of the seat of a chair by a central upright steel column. There was a black velvet sofa placed before the device, and slightly outside of the circle of light.

Lita approached Robert, and though she spoke softly to him, the inflexible authority she wielded was unmistakable.

“Surrender your garment,” she said.

Robert’s eyes darted frantically between Lita and Ana.

The two women stared at him, their silence speaking volumes. He removed his white silk wrap.

“Sit,” Lita commanded. “Place your balls between the steel rods, being careful to allow them to hang down in between.”

Robert sat, carefully positioning himself as instructed. As he placed the weight of his body onto the steel rods, they moved slightly lower and closer together until they emitted a soft click. Without it being explained to him, Robert realized that his balls were now locked in place, trapped below the two rods, which now had no more than a centimeter of space between them. As a result, his body was now locked into position as well. He placed his hands on his thighs, trying to still their faint tremor.

Ana remained standing, her arms crossed loosely, while Lita reclined easily at one end of the sofa, her legs crossed, her expression unreadable.

“You will notice that this device is uniquely designed to render the male body immobile,” Lita mentioned casually. “if a woman were to sit on this device, it would have no such effect, obviously. This is not coincidental. Its purpose is to exploit the male body’s weakness and use it against you. You are being held in place not only by the specific design of your physical body, but because of this design. It is entirely due to your having a pair of balls that you find yourself constrained so. And it is that set of balls that we are going to address this evening. Though they may be at least partly responsible for your ending up making poor decisions, they may also be exploited so as to help coerce you into making better decisions.”

Robert nodded, though he was uncertain what he was agreeing with. He was focused on not allowing his body to tremble with the fear that made him feel so vulnerable and exposed.

“I’ll be direct,” Ana began, her voice calm but purposeful. “You’ve been obstructing a civic development project that is not only necessary but has the backing of several major constituents.”

Robert blinked. “I—yes, I’m aware of the project. I had, um, concerns.”

“Concerns that conveniently aligned with your campaign’s recent uptick in funding?” Ana asked. “Cut the bullshit, Robert. We’re in a place where boys get punished for lying.”

He opened his mouth to respond, then closed it again. For a moment, the tension in his face warred with the evident discomfort he felt—not just from the accusations, but from the stark awareness of his surroundings. Here, he wasn’t Councilman Everett. He was a man whose balls were held in place, alone with two women who clearly outranked him in every possible way.

“We are interested only in the truth,” Ana said.

“And now you’re being given the opportunity to reconcile those truths,” Lita added. “To take accountability, not just in policy, but in posture. You want to submit in fantasy? Then you’ll learn what submission truly entails, beginning with listening.”

Robert nodded slowly, his lips pressed tightly together. “I understand,” he murmured.

“Good. That’s a start,” Ana replied.

Lita stood up then, and retrieved a flogger with many long, thin tassels. She stood beside Ava, their unity now unmistakable, as if their positions had been rehearsed. They appeared as two judges before one defendant.

“You’re here,” Ana continued, “because some part of you knows there’s something fundamentally flawed in the way you’ve been carrying power. In the way you’ve wielded authority without responsibility. You come here thinking you can separate your private desires from your public actions. But that separation is a lie. And lies always demand correction.”

“Correction,” Lita repeated, holding the flogger in both hands and pulling the tassels taut. “What Ana is offering you is clarity, Robert. What I am offering you is structure. And if you’re smart, you’ll recognize this moment not as punishment—but as a profound favor to you in teaching you a lesson you should have learned long ago.”

Robert swallowed hard, keeping his gaze respectfully lowered. “I appreciate the opportunity.”

Lita gave a dry, humorless chuckle. “No, you don’t. Not yet. But you will.”

Lita took a step forward.

“Knees apart, Robert,” she said. There was no room for his dissent in her voice.

He obediently spread his knees.

“Farther,” Lita commanded, and it was clear that she was embarrassed by his hesitancy to offer himself appropriately.

Robert spread his knees farther apart, and neither of the two women signaled how satisfying it was for them to see the fear in his eyes as he tried his best to obey while obviously terrified of the flogger Lita held in her hands. Lita paused for a moment. She examined his slightly smaller-than-average, semi-erect penis. Then she unleashed the flogger in whipping him between the legs. The tassels landed wherever they might, delivering a sharp sting on his penis and either of his balls. He made a gasping, whimpering sound in response.

“There is a project,” Ana began, “one you’ve deliberately stalled. For reasons you haven’t had the courage to articulate plainly in your public role. You’ve impeded the very progress this city needs. And I find it hard to believe it’s coincidence that your resistance arrived just as we refused to offer you another private donation.”

Robert’s mouth opened slightly, then closed again. He gave a small, careful nod. “I see that there might have been an unfortunate perception,” he said.

“Perception is irrelevant,” Lita replied. She whipped him between the legs, an upward swing of the flogger that landed on his balls and the shaft of his penis. He gasped, followed by a sound similar to a whimper. “What matters,” Lita continued, “is outcome and accountability. And what you must understand, Robert, is that you are now in a place where accountability is not optional.”

She landed another stroke of the flogger between his legs, targeting just the tip of his penis. He grimaced, teeth clenching as he endured the sharply humiliating pain.

Ana leaned forward, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You will remove your objections to the zoning provision. You will cease your interference. Quietly, completely, and without expecting recompense.”

Robert shifted slightly, tension coiling in his shoulders. “I will definitely consider what you’ve said,” he offered, then immediately winced, as though realizing how poorly his words had been chosen.

Lita raised an eyebrow. “You’re in no position to consider, Robert,” she said, “you’re in a position to comply.”

She whipped him again, landing squarely across his balls. He cried out in pain, but quickly gained control of himself and focused on Lita’s words.

“The only choice you get is whether you’ll grow through this process,” Lita explained, “or continue grasping at a role that’s already slipping through your fingers.”

There was a pause as the full force of her words settled. Robert shifted again, as if the device itself were growing increasingly uncomfortable beneath him. “I just think,” he began carefully, “that the reality of the situation is more complex than you’re acknowledging. My position in city government—”

“Is no shield,” Ana interrupted, her tone cold but unhurried. “Not here. Not anymore.”

Lita whipped him again, now refocused on the head of his penis. “This isn’t the committee floor, Robert,” she said. “You’re not filibustering your way out of accountability.”

“I’m not saying I won’t change anything,” he protested wildly, a touch of frustration slipping into his voice. “But I have obligations. Constituents. Donors. There are processes—”

“There are excuses,” Lita snapped, sending the tails of the flogger between his legs again. “You think your words still carry weight here? You’re stripped naked, held in place by the balls, and you’re still clinging to your tired, delusional authority like it means something. It doesn’t.”

Robert opened his mouth to object again—but this time, the words stalled. He caught the sharpness in Lita’s gaze and the unreadable stillness in Ana’s. His resistance, spoken aloud in this setting, sounded hollow even to his own ears. He was trying to maintain some semblance of self-control, and it had become embarrassingly transparent.

“I…” he began, but it faltered again.

Ana’s voice was measured, cutting through his hesitation like glass. “You’re not fooling anyone, Robert. Least of all yourself. You’re here because you want something you don’t know how to name yet. And that want, that need, is what will save you, if you let it.”

“You know it already, don’t you?” Lita said. “The way your penis first got hard, dripping precum at the sight of a woman superior in every way to yourself? Don’t deny it. You want to submit, you’ve just never had the courage to admit it to yourself, let alone the rest of the world. But this is your salvation. Your release. Admit it. Admit it to yourself, and admit it to us.”

He lowered his eyes, and for a moment there was only the sound of his own breathing, rapid and shallow.

Lita drew the flogger up to ready it for another stroke. “This isn’t the end of your influence, Robert. It’s the beginning of something that might actually matter. If you choose it.”

There was no more room to hide. His arguments been exposed for being nothing but deflections, ego, and fear. He felt it now in the pit of his stomach. He realized that these two women had seen him more clearly than he’d seen himself.

“Yes,” he said finally. “I’ll,” he began, then stalled. “I’ll comply.”

Ana continued watching him. “You will not be alone. Lita has agreed to begin working with you, offering guidance. Structure. She believes you’re worth remolding. I remain unconvinced. But I’m open to seeing proof.”

Robert’s voice was low. “Thank you. Both of you.”

“Tomorrow,” Ana said, “you’ll write a formal letter of withdrawal for your objections to the planning commission. And you will make a public statement that announces your contrition for having voiced an objection in the first place. Understood?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” Lita said, her tone final. She turned to Ana with a half-smile. “He’s going to need constant supervision.”

Ana let out a breath, not quite a sigh. “Men learn nothing without structure. He’ll become what we need—or he’ll become irrelevant.”

“We should hear him not just surrender,” Lita said, “but we should hear him beg. Beg me to deliver the punishment he so clearly needs.”

“I’d love nothing more than to hear Robert beg,” Ana replied. “And I’d love to watch him receive the punishment he deserves.” Ana’s expression softened as she looked toward the door. “But I’ve got something far more promising to attend to. I will leave you to handle Robert as you will. Thank you.”

And with that, she turned to leave.

Looking over her shoulder, Ana couldn’t help but smile as Lita whipped Robert again, merely teasing his balls while the whip primarily landed across the head of his penis. Robert hissed as he endured the pain, which Ana found to be particularly satisfying.


Chapter 12

As had become her habit, Ana invited Ash to her penthouse suite to spend the evening in her bed, and she collared him in recognition of his status. He was allowed to worship her body as always, and this evening was notable that she concluded by allowing him to begin kissing and licking her ass. She was lying face down on the bed, with a pillow underneath her hips, and she reached back with one hand to press his face between her ass cheeks.

“Let me feel your gratitude,” she murmured as she slowly undulated her hips against his face.

Ash tried not to think about his erection pressed hard between his abdomen and the bedsheets. He tried to think only of Ana, and his devotion to her for accepting his surrender.

The next morning they were lying in bed, and Ana made a soft snorting sound while reading the news. The headlines carried words no one quite expected. Councilman Robert Everett stood before a podium at a midday press conference, the sun sharp on his brow, his expression tight with carefully measured humility.

“I am withdrawing my objection to the Midtown Redevelopment Initiative,” he said, voice steady but notably subdued. “I recognize now that my previous stance was not aligned with the best interests of this city, nor with the principles of fairness and forward progress.”

He took a breath, glanced briefly at the notes on the podium, then folded them neatly and looked directly into the cameras.

“I wish to extend my full support to Ana Masterson and her architectural firm, whose vision for this project is both innovative and necessary. I regret that I allowed personal politics to cloud what should have been a clear decision based on merit and public good.”

Behind the confident cadence of his speech, Robert felt it: a strain of nervous tension tightening in his chest, a deep awareness of the weight behind his words. He was not merely changing a vote. He was enacting a kind of surrender, naming Ana publicly, aligning himself with her in a way that would not be easily undone.

And yet, beneath the tension, another feeling emerged—unexpected, undeniable. A rush. The thrill of finality. The strange, electric satisfaction of placing himself in support of something greater than his own ambition. There was no ambiguity in his statement, no room to walk it back. It was done.

As he stepped away from the podium, flashes from cameras burst around him. The statement would be picked apart, scrutinized. Some would see strategy. Others, weakness. But Robert knew the truth: it was the first honest public act he had made in a long time.

And in that honesty, in that irrevocable offering of submission, he found a quiet, disorienting sense of relief.

Ana laughed as she turned to Ash.

“Lita and I were so kind as to give Councilman Everett a bit of a corrective comeuppance last night,” she said. “It appears to have had an impact.”

Ash looked at her with a smile that signified his respect for her, and she noticed that even though the bedsheet had slipped down to reveal her naked breasts, he did not have any trouble maintaining eye contact. She suddenly seemed to have an idea that resulted in a mischievous smile.

“Lie on your back,” she said. “Arms up and grab the crossbar of the headboard.”

Ash was intrigued by the change in tone as he immediately obeyed, placing his hands around the brass railing at the head of the bead.

Then Ana whipped the sheet downward, revealing his naked body. She placed her hand on his penis and slowly began to stroke it, and at first it seemed no different than any other time she’d played with him, edging him for whatever length of time she chose. But then she slid downward on the silk sheets and placed her mouth so close to the head of his cock that he could feel the heat of her breath. His own breath hitched, uncertain what she might do. Then she plunged her cock deep into her mouth, and withdrew, leaving his cock wet with her saliva. Ash emitted a moan without intending to, the sudden spike of pleasure making his body tremble as it coursed through him like an echoing vibration. She resumed stroking his cock, but with an elevated intensity, the lubrication of her saliva making her hand slide effortlessly along the length of his shaft.

“Do you know what a ruined orgasm is?” she asked.

“I’ve heard,” he said, “or read, I guess . . . no, I guess I don’t,” he admitted. He realized he might have heard of such a thing, but he’d never experienced it, so he couldn’t really say he knew what it was.

“It’s more than simply a technique,” Ana explained. “It’s a tool to awaken in you a new understanding. It will allow you to come, to have release, but without orgasm. It is a surrender. I’ve intended to subject you to the transformative experience of a ruined orgasm, but I’d not determined when. Perhaps it’s because you look so sweet and irresistible. Your compliance is more than just a devotional respect, Ash. It’s become something more. I can feel it when you use your tongue to worship my body. The way that you were so willing to please me when I allowed you to lick my ass last night. I could tell that it was more than you subjugating yourself to my will, and it was more than an expression of your desire for me. It was breathtaking, really. And so this is a reward,” she concluded, as she made long, full strokes along the length of his obscenely hard shaft. The closer he drew to orgasm, the slower her hand moved in stroking him, until it she was touching him with nothing more than her thumb and forefinger on opposite sides of his cock head. She teased him, delighting in his reaction as he thrust his hips upward in offering to her. He had his eyes shut and he was breathing in desperate gasps through his open mouth.

“Oh, no, don’t close your eyes,” she said. “Watch.”

Ash opened his eyes, and a plaintive moan escaped his body as he was overwhelmed by the extravagantly cruel and transcendent beauty of Ana teasingly dangling him over the edge of sexual ecstasy. With one final stroke, she slid her hand down and held him firmly by the base of his engorged erection.

She had a look of gloating at the victory she’d won as her eyes scanned his body downward just as his cock throbbed in submission to her. Ash had never seen his cum pour out of him like that. He’d seen it erupt, shooting straight out, or up, but never had it simply flowed out of him like a dam that had been released. Ana’s smile was a brilliant white as she watched him cum without an orgasm. She didn’t speak, as she wanted Ash to remain completely focused on the sensation of emptying his balls for her, as even his ejaculation was subject to her command that he become obedient to her. When at last he’d emptied every last drop of cum, she turned to look him in the eyes.

“Good boy,” she said. “Just like that.”


Chapter 13

Sitting in his apartment after work in the middle of the week, Ash opened the present Ana had sent him, and found within the gift-wrapped box a large-format coffee-table book titled “The Velvet Fist: Elegant Tools of Correction” by Dalia Fairweather. The book combined lush photography of vintage and modern implements with clinical descriptions of their uses. Ash opened to the first page, which displayed a rattan cane with the caption: “A well-crafted cane is an extension of justice. It is not the pain that corrects him, but the ritual of being corrected.”

Ash thought the photos were beautiful. The implications, a bit terrifying. He had to remind himself to breathe.

At first, the book felt more like an interrogation than a book. Ash turned the pages with a kind of cautious reverence, half-expecting the heavy imagery and unapologetic tone to slam a door shut in his mind. The stark black-and-white photographs, the cool gloss of their pages showing clamps, straps, paddles, and cuffs were initially jarring. Dalia Fairweather did not soften her language for a skittish reader, least of all a man. In fact, Ash felt that the author quite purposefully had intended the book to be unsettling to anyone with male anatomy.

But the further he read, the more he sensed the careful structure behind the pageantry. It wasn’t spectacle. It was craft.

Fairweather’s prose was cold and clinical at times, like a manual written for professionals, and yet beneath that steel was something far more intimate. “A well-made tool of correction,” she wrote, “is an object of discipline and devotion, not just domination. It honors the willingness of the one who kneels before it.”

Ash paused there, reading the line again. “Discipline and devotion.” The words echoed in his mind, no longer frightening, but clarifying.

He looked again at the photos—those straps weren’t merely restraints, they were reminders. The cuffs weren’t prisons; they were signals of a voluntary stillness. Even the harshest implements, including thin rods of ashwood, gleaming steel implements shaped like hooks and bridles, and mercilessly tight cock and ball cages, were shown in elegant compositions, bathed in soft light, displayed in silk-lined drawers.

The book framed them as heirlooms. Tools that were passed down not just to control, but to instruct. To train. Ash found his breath catching in his chest as he read a passage toward the center of the book: “In the moment a submissive bends to the will of a woman he trusts, he is not weak. He is offering her the ultimate compliment: his self-control, given freely into her hands.”

He set the book down for a moment. He thought of Ana. Not just of her grace and command, but of the way she looked at him when he tried to meet her expectations. The precision of her gaze, the elegance of her corrections. She would never wield a tool like the ones in this book carelessly. She would know its meaning before ever lifting it.

Ash was still unsettled by some of the devices pictured. And yet he kept reading. Because part of him, the part that most fully trusted Ana, the part that thrilled when she chose to speak to him or touch him or simply look at him, suspected that there was something beautiful, and maybe even necessary about this cold, gleaming arsenal of elegance and order.

Ash couldn’t help but admire the precision of The Velvet Fist—not just in its language, but in its design philosophy. The tools described were not crude or generalized instruments of control. They were tailored, almost reverently so, to the male form. And while this specificity initially made him uncomfortable, it also grounded the book in an undeniable sense of intent.

Fairweather wrote with the calm assurance of someone who believed deeply in the clarity of roles, and in the dignity of well-structured rituals. She didn’t present her tools as threats. They were instruments of refinement, each crafted not merely to restrain, but to instruct, to focus, to align.

The sections that described implements designed to contour to male anatomy were startlingly exacting. Every detail, from the placement of straps to the curve of metal were anatomical acknowledgments, not punishments. The caging of the cock and balls was not incidental, but purposeful. The image of a steel cuff laid open, lined with spikes along the interior, was terrifying to Ash on first glance. But it spoke of a certain reality. Wasn’t an erection an admission of desire? And wasn’t directly addressing that desire a woman’s prerogative?

Ash read a passage twice: “There is no shame in specificity. To design for the male body is to accept its reality, not to mock it. These tools are not about degradation, but direction. We do not ask the submissive male to become less. We ask him to become better by learning the shape of service, and the weight of intention.”

The words made Ash pause.

When he was young, he’d thought of discipline—when he thought of it at all—as something to be avoided. But Fairweather’s approach reframed it entirely. Her version of discipline was like an art form. It was not spontaneous or reactive; it was cultivated, deliberate, bound by principle and precision.

It struck Ash how little this book had to do with dominance in the way he’d once imagined. It was clear that the underlying current of the entire text was respect for female authority, but also for the male’s capacity to grow into a new version of himself through her guidance.

He found himself reacting to each item along an internal spectrum. At one end: dread, a quiet tightening in his chest, a visceral awareness of his own vulnerability. At the other: something closer to amusement, even admiration, for the artistry and theatrical flourish some of the designs contained. One collar in particular, a slender, high-necked piece of polished brass seemed like something out of a Renaissance portrait. He couldn’t imagine it on himself, and yet, part of him wanted to know what Ana might think if she saw him in it.

Many of the devices came with detailed notes on their historical origins. One restraint, simple in design, had been used in early monastic communities. It was a steel device made to present the testicles forward as it restrained the penis behind them. It was intended as a tool for inspiring stillness and focus. Another photo showed a curved silver rod inserted into the anus and attached by a leather strap to a collar worn around the neck. The device had once been worn by the page boys of a 19th-century noblewoman who insisted upon perfect posture and absolute attentiveness. The leather strap could be tightened at will, and effectively coerced the wearer into whatever level of attentive obedience was desired.

But it wasn’t the designs themselves that gave Ash the greatest pause—it was the unflinching tone of the author as she insisted on purpose. She wrote that no matter how imposing or elaborate an item might appear, its power was meaningless if not employed within the bounds of mutual understanding. The contract, she emphasized, was not written in leather or steel, but in consent.

“An implement is merely an object. It is intention, and the mindset of the submissive, that transforms the object into an instrument of domination. Otherwise, it is theater without meaning.”

He felt a strange mixture of fear and arousal. He wondered if Ana had ever used one of these items. He examined a photo that showed a velvet-lined chest containing a variety of tools, each laid out in symmetrical rows. The page beside it offered a quiet reflection:

“Every implement, whether sharp or soft, should carry not just the weight of discipline, but clear intention. The submissive must see not only punishment, but purpose.”

That line stayed with him.

He closed the book slowly, uncertain of what he felt. Humbled, perhaps. And undeniably intrigued. The images would linger in his mind, but more than that, the idea of what might be possible under Ana’s guidance. What might be asked of him, and what he might find within himself if he said yes.

Ash turned the page and found himself staring at a sentence that made him blink twice—not out of shock, but because the language felt so foreign to everything he’d ever known. The author wrote with clinical clarity and poetic purpose, her words devoid of titillation yet charged with implication. The line read: “To present the penis not as an object of pleasure, but as a symbol of surrender, is to recontextualize male identity in service to female authority.”

He wasn’t disturbed by the sentence. He had just never encountered the term used this way. In nearly every context he’d ever known, the word had carried either medical detachment or sexual overtones. Here, it was neither. Fairweather didn’t flinch from naming it, nor did she imbue it with humor or shame. She used the word as she might use elbow or spine, but layered with meaning, because this wasn’t just about anatomy.

The book described the act of restraint as a gift. Not one of humiliation, but of honor. The idea that submission could be communicated through calm, voluntary exposure was a perspective Ash hadn’t considered. And more than that, that this act of presenting the male sexual organ was not for the benefit of the male at all. It was not even a gesture of vulnerability for its own sake. It was a recognition of a woman’s power.

Ash felt his breath slow as he reread the paragraph. He didn’t feel aroused by it, not in the traditional sense. But he did feel awake. Exposed, somehow. Seen.

He turned another page and read:

“In the female-led dynamic, male anatomy is not a source of agency—it is a site of reflection. It is here that discipline is received through ritual punishment, ego is dismantled by demonstration of its relative inferiority, and reverence takes root as indicated by the dismissal of its erect state as bearing any importance. The penis becomes not a weapon or a totem of desire, but a tether to humility. Its arousal is the measure of obedience, not sexual desire.”

Ash stared at that last line, then slowly closed the book in his lap.

He thought of Ana—her elegance, her intellect, the slight arch of her brow when she was amused, the unreadable stillness in her eyes when she was watching him.

He thought of how often he had interpreted his physical reactions to her through the narrow lens of desire. Now, he wondered if his responses meant something deeper. He had been trained by a world that viewed his arousal as entitlement, as something to pursue or apologize for. But Fairweather’s book, and Ana’s choice to read it, suggested that his erect penis was more suited to its being a display of obedience.

What if his body wasn’t his to command? he wondered. What if it was meant to display obedience to his superior?


Chapter 14

The following Saturday, the club was humming softly with the ambient murmur of low conversation, the clink of glassware, and the rustle of silk. Ana sat in a high-backed velvet chair, her drink in hand, with Ash kneeling on the floor beside her. Kai approached with her usual poise, the measured grace of someone long accustomed to commanding a room and took a seat opposite.

“My lovely Ana,” she said. “How is everything with you?”

“Everything?” Ana asked, sounding amused.

She gave Ana a sidelong glance with a knowing smile on her face. “Well,” she said casually, “I happened to notice that Councilman Everett has had something of an attitude adjustment about your development project.”

Ana arched a brow, her tone effortlessly composed. “Has he now?”

“Mmm,” Kai murmured, swirling her drink lazily. “Practically fell over himself in that press release last Monday. Publicly named your firm, pledged support, issued an apology. Quite the reversal from his usual obstructionist antics.”

Ana gave a soft, almost theatrical sigh. “Sounds like someone might’ve reminded him of the value of cooperation.”

Kai leaned in just a touch, her eyes gleaming. “A reminder, or a correction?”

Ana smiled, cool and deliberate. “Perhaps someone has shown him the correct way to behave.”

Kai chuckled, offering Ana a wink. “How fortunate for him. Not everyone gets such generous guidance.”

“And not everyone makes proper use of it when it’s offered,” Ana replied. “But it appears that he has the capacity for learning.”

“You know, I had an amusing case come through my courtroom last week,” Kai said without preamble.

Ana raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Do tell.”

Kai sipped her drink, then continued, “A men’s rights activist. Loud, belligerent. He actually tried to tell me the court was ‘biased against men.’ As if that was some kind of defense.”

Ana smirked faintly. “They’re always so convinced of their victimhood.”

Kai nodded. “This one was particularly smug. But here’s where it gets interesting—he was the defendant in an auto accident case. The woman he hit? A member of the club. Name’s Sera. You know her, right? She’s the one with the marvelous pair of tits on display all the time,” Kai said with a laugh. “She’s fiercely committed. She spoke in court about structural gender imbalance like she was delivering a thesis.”

“Wonderful,” Ana said, clearly pleased. “And the verdict?”

“Oh, he was absolutely at fault,” Kai said, with a touch of disdain. “I ruled accordingly. Awarded damages. But I added three weeks of community service.”

Ana tilted her head, curious. “Doing what?”

Kai’s smile grew more pronounced. “Working under Sera’s direction. Directly. I left the specifics to her, but I made it clear that if he fails to comply, he’ll be in violation of a court order.”

Ana laughed softly. “You gave him a second sentence, and he doesn’t even realize it yet.”

“Precisely,” Kai replied. “He won’t just be writing apologies or picking up trash. He’ll be confronting the very power he tried to deny.”

“You always had a talent for elegant justice.”

Kai smiled. “Justice, yes, but it’s also a re-education. He’ll learn something, whether he intends to or not.”

Kai settled back into the lounge chair, her posture relaxed but exuding the same quiet authority she brought to the bench. “You know,” she said, glancing at Ana, “I’ve been thinking about my girls a lot lately.”

Ana nodded with a smile. “Of course. How are they?”

Kai’s expression softened, a rare moment of personal vulnerability flickering behind her confident demeanor. “Good. The younger one, Tiana, she’s about to graduate high school, and the older, Cara, is deep into her second year at university. They’ve grown into themselves—strong, self-assured. Just as I’d hoped. And my goodness, they have the boys well in hand. They’re both stunning. And they make no apologies for taking full advantage of it.”

Ana took a sip of her drink. “I remember you saying you were intentional about how you raised them.”

“I was,” Kai said firmly. “From the time they were small, I made sure they understood they never had to defer to the boys and men in their lives. Not teachers. Not boyfriends. No one.”

Ana’s eyes gleamed with interest. “And they’ve held to that?”

“Oh, absolutely.” Kai let out a short, pleased laugh. “They’re completely intolerant of boys who try to posture or take control. It doesn’t last long—those types get dismissed fast. The ones who do stick around are the ones who’ve learned to listen. To obey. And I have to admit, watching their boyfriends respond to their every word? It’s incredibly satisfying.”

Ana tilted her head, clearly amused. “I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised. They had an excellent example.”

Kai’s smile turned sly. “I’ve always believed that power, when modeled well, leaves a legacy.” She laughed, a rich, unapologetic sound that drew the attention of a few nearby. “They’re both so beautiful,” she said, beaming, “it’s honestly comical. Boys fall over themselves just to get a second of their time. Tripping over their own egos.”

Ana raised an eyebrow, amused. “I can only imagine.”

Kai nodded with satisfaction. “And do you know what I love most? My girls don’t give them the time of day unless they’ve earned it. They’ve been consistently dismissive of all that shallow attention. They choose carefully. Only the boys who know how to listen, who show real respect, make it past the first conversation.”

Ana smiled, clearly pleased. “That’s exactly how it should be.”

Kai sipped her drink, her expression thoughtful. “I didn’t raise them to accept anything less than full acknowledgment of their power. And they don’t.” She paused, then added with quiet pride, “It gives me hope for the world they’re helping shape. You know,” she said, a bit more softly, “one of the unexpected gifts of raising them this way has been the peace of mind. When they’d have boys over to the house, I never worried.”

Ana tilted her head, intrigued. “Never?”

“Not at all,” Kai said firmly. “They’ve always had their boys locked up tight. Little chastity devices. They’re so cute that way. My daughters both demand it. The boys knew they’d best obey. Nothing inappropriate was going to happen, because the boys understood where the power was. And they respect it.”

“Well,” Ana said with an amused chuckle, “I’m guessing that when you say nothing inappropriate was going to happen . . .”

“Oh, well,” Kai replied, “I’ve never been nosy, but there are some things that are, you know, obvious. They’d have their boys entertain them, as you’d imagine. I could tell when a particular boy managed to demonstrate that he was worthy of their attention.”

“I think it’s a far superior system,” Ana said, “a young woman will make a better assessment of how useful a boy may be to her if she has the luxury of closely examining his ability to focus on her pleasure alone, without thought of his own.”

“It would have helped me not make the mistake of marrying my now ex-husband,” Kai replied.

Ana smiled. “It’s a rare kind of confidence, knowing that your daughters command that kind of respect just by being who they are.”

Kai nodded. “Exactly. It’s about clarity. The boys didn’t dare cross a line, not just because they were afraid of me, but because they were afraid of my daughters. I mean, the house is big enough, but the way those girls like to swing a belt, I could always hear it.”

Kai laughed, and Ana couldn’t help but smile, observing Kai’s motherly pride.

A young server approached the two women with measured politeness, then stood at attention, hands clasped behind his back, waiting for acknowledgment. Ana and Kai seemed in no rush to notice him, their focus entirely on each other.

Eventually, Ana’s gaze alighted upon the young man, standing at attention and wearing a white silk wrap. She scanned him from head to toe, taking in his athletic build and submissive appearance. She lingered on the tension in his posture, the subtle effort he made to appear calm under her scrutiny.

“You’re new,” she said, her tone more observation than question.

The man straightened, his gaze fixed on the floor. “Yes, Miss. I started last week.”

“What’s your name?” she asked, her voice casual yet commanding.

“Kyle, Miss,” he said, his voice steady but carrying a hint of nervousness.

“Kyle,” Ana repeated. “We’ll let you know if we need anything.”

Dismissed, Kyle gave a small bow before retreating a few paces, remaining nearby in case he was called upon again. As he moved away, Kai leaned closer to Ana, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

“Do you think he realizes yet that the more he blushes, the more entertaining this becomes for us?”

“Oh, he’ll figure it out,” Ana said. “But I doubt he’s ready for just how entertaining we can be.”

Kai chuckled softly, taking a slow sip of her wine. “You know, I tried that new restaurant on Madison last night,” Kai said, her voice smooth, almost languid. “Naturally, I needed suitable company, so I invited Samuel.”

Ana raised a brow, a knowing smirk tugging at her lips. “Samuel? Isn’t he one of your junior judicial assistants?”

Kai nodded. “He is. Bright, ambitious, and how should I put it? He is eager to please. Handsome, too, in that rugged sort of way. I thought it would be amusing to see how he handled himself in a more elevated setting.”

Ana chuckled, taking a sip of her drink. “And? Did he meet your expectations?”

“Oh, he was quite satisfactory,” Kai replied, her tone playful but deliberate, leaving no doubt that she had set the bar high. “Though I confess, I enjoyed watching him. Men like Samuel are so unused to the intensity of my gaze. He tried so hard to impress me, which, of course, only made him more endearing.”

“I can only imagine,” Ana mused. “I suppose you challenged him in some way. You never seem content with merely observing.”

“Of course,” Kai said with a laugh, her dark eyes sparkling.

“Poor Samuel,” Ana said with mock sympathy. “Thrown into the lion’s den without a clue.”

Kai smirked. “Perhaps. But I find it so entertaining to guide them. To show them exactly how far they’ve yet to go.”

The two women shared a conspiratorial laugh before Kai shifted the conversation. “Speaking of far to go, I was in Italy recently.”

“You mentioned that,” Ana replied. “You had a delightful time, I assume?”

“Absolutely,” Kai relied. “I was in Florence, to be precise. I did manage to carve out some time for indulgence.”

Ana kept a straight face as she said, “Well, I am shocked. Indulgence, you say? Do tell.”

“Well,” Kai began, her voice cool and measured, “as you know, European men have their own particular qualities. For one, it’s far more common there for them to be uncircumcised. It’s an interesting cultural contrast, don’t you think?”

Ana couldn’t help but smile. “And did you conduct any thorough comparisons?”

Kai chuckled, her icy exterior warming briefly. “Of course,” she said, her tone teasing.

Kyle remained standing at attention throughout their exchange, his posture unwavering, though a faint flush had crept into his cheeks. Ana noticed, of course, and it only added to her amusement.

I’ve always considered uncircumcised males to be of a slightly lower status,” Kai said matter-of-factly, her voice cold and detached, “though, truthfully, I find that all men are inherently beneath us, no matter their condition.”

Ana let out a soft laugh, the sound rich and teasing. “That’s an interesting perspective, Kai,” she said, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

“Is he?” Kai asked, gesturing to Ash.

“Yes,” Ana replied. “But I don’t have a set preference.”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong,” Kai said. “It isn’t that I have a preference, it’s that I enjoy making the uncut ones feel they have to work harder. It amuses me. My daughter Cara, she has a similar, though different tactic. My girls are so open about these types of things. Cara will amuse herself by teasing a man about the size of his penis. I’ve no idea why that is such a source of entertainment for her, but I suppose my fascination in toying with a man’s relative insecurity about the shape of his penis is no different.”

Kyle, still standing rigidly at attention, couldn’t conceal the faint flush that crept into his face. His eyes remained focused straight ahead, as he’d been instructed, but Ana didn’t miss the subtle tightening of his jaw or the slight fidget of his hands.

Kai noticed as well and gave a knowing smirk. “It seems Kyle finds this topic a bit unsettling,” she said, her icy tone laced with amusement.

“Oh, does he?” Ana asked, her tone playful but edged with challenge. She leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs deliberately and allowing the movement to command his attention, even if he wasn’t supposed to look. “Tell me, Kyle,” she said, her voice soft but commanding, “does this conversation make you uncomfortable?”

Kyle hesitated, his flush deepening, and for a moment, he seemed unsure if he was permitted to answer. Finally, he said, “I’m here to serve, Miss.”

Ana laughed again, this time louder, the sound filled with amusement at his deflection. “Well, that’s a non-answer if I’ve ever heard one.”

“Perhaps he’s embarrassed that we’re discussing men in such a candid manner,” Kai said in mock sympathy. “Now I am curious to see just how deep his discomfort goes. Sometimes discomfort can be quite illuminating.”

Kyle swallowed hard, his composure faltering ever so slightly, and Ana’s amusement deepened. She had always enjoyed discovering the limits of those around her, and Kyle was proving to be no exception.

“Tell me, Kyle,” Kai began, her tone light and teasing, “is this a sensitive subject for you? Perhaps it is a bit too personal?”

Kyle’s jaw tightened, and his eyes dropped down for the briefest of moments before returning to their forward focus. “I’m here to serve, Miss,” he repeated, his voice steady but quieter than before.

Kai arched an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed with his deflection. “Yes, you said that already,” she replied. “But that doesn’t answer my question, now, does it? Perhaps you’re the type who blushes easily? Or maybe . . .” Her voice dropped slightly, taking on a more conspiratorial tone. “ . . . there’s something about this topic that hits a little closer to home.”

Kyle’s ears turned noticeably red, though he kept his composure. Kai laughed softly, the sound low and rich. “Oh, I think we might be onto something.”

Ana tapped her chin thoughtfully, her eyes never leaving Kyle’s face. “You know, I’ve always believed that men should be completely transparent with their superiors,” she mused. “Don’t you agree, Kyle?”

Kyle hesitated for just a fraction of a second before answering. “Yes, Miss,” he said, though his voice was strained.

“What do you say to a wager?” Kai asked. “It would make things more interesting.” Her tone was smooth, as if the very idea amused her.

“We do have a bit of a puzzle, don’t we?” Ana said. “A man standing before us, cloaked in silk, his truth concealed—whether by choice or circumstance. What do you think, Kai?”

Kai considered Kyle for a moment, her icy gaze sharp and calculating. “It’s clear he’s uncomfortable. But what strikes me is how tightly he holds himself together. A circumcised man, perhaps, would have less to fear, less to guard. Yet, the tension in him suggests he’s not as relaxed as one might expect.”

Ana smiled knowingly. “So you lean toward the idea that he isn’t circumcised?”

Kai nodded slowly. “That would be my guess. It fits the reaction. The vulnerability he can’t quite hide, even with a thin layer of silk separating us from his truth.”

Ana chuckled softly, taking another sip of her drink. “And here I thought you’d go the other way.”

“Oh, don’t mistake my reasoning for certainty,” Kai replied smoothly. “I believe it’s more likely, yes. But with men like him, who knows? They can surprise us.”

Ana tilted her head thoughtfully. “True. There’s something fascinating about how deeply they cling to the illusion of control, despite how little they truly have.”

Kyle remained silent, his posture still rigid, though his breath came in measured intervals.

“So, what’s the wager?” Ana asked.

Kai’s smile grew more devious. “One thousand dollars,” she said smoothly. “It’s just for fun. A small price for such an intriguing mystery.”

Ana laughed softly, the sound rich and confident. “Indeed. Though it’s hardly about the money. It’s more about the pleasure of uncovering the truth.”

Kyle remained silent, his hands clasped behind him, his eyes downcast but aware of the intensity of their gaze.

“Well, Kyle,” Kai said, her tone smooth and composed, “the time has come for you to settle the wager.” She made a small gesture with her hand. The implication was clear. He reached down and took ahold of the hem of his silk garment. He raised it upward, exposing himself to the two women. He knew not to lower it until he was told to do so.

Kai’s smile widened. Her icy gaze sparkled with triumph. “Well,” she said, her voice smooth and composed, “it seems I was right.”

Ana let out a soft laugh, shaking her head in mock defeat. “You were indeed,” she said with a rueful smile. “You always have an uncanny knack for this sort of thing.”

Kyle kept the silk in place, his expression calm despite the relief coursing through him. He felt the weight lift, the tension easing now that the wager had been settled.

“You know, Ana,” Kai said, her voice smooth and composed, “I believe I might enjoy availing myself of Kyle’s services on a temporary basis.”

Ana raised an eyebrow, her interest piqued. “Oh?” she said, her tone both curious and amused. “Is . . . what is his name? The one in the black silk? Stephen? Is he not providing you with entertainment at the moment?”

Kai dismissed the question with a wave of her hand. “Yes, Stephen is loyal, but loyalty is a given. He serves because it is his place to serve. Kyle, on the other hand, looks as though he may be entertaining. Stephen knows his place. Kyle, however, has the potential to offer some amusement. And besides, what’s the harm in a little indulgence?”

Ana smiled. “I suppose there isn’t any.”

Kyle stood quietly at attention, still holding the silk garment up to expose himself. Kai gestured for him to approach. He moved quickly to stand beside her. She brought her hand up gave his penis a little flick with her fingers, causing it to swing back and forth. Kyle’s erection occurred quickly and quite naturally.

Kai turned her attention back to Ana.

“You see, he has promise,” Kai noted. “His immediate arousal means that he will suffer beautifully when denied.”

“You enjoy denying them,” Ana said with a look of amusement.

“Oh, more than that,” Kai replied. She drew her middle finger back and flicked him across the balls. “I enjoy making them suffer.”

Ana laughed, in spite of herself.

“Well, I’ve decided that Ash, here, has earned himself some recognition.”

“Is that so?” Kai asked.

“Yes, but I don’t want to say more,” she explained, her gaze settling on Ash, who knelt at attention by her side. “I intend to enjoy the process.”

“Of course,” Kai replied. “It’s what they are here for.”


Chapter 15

Ana led Ash to a quiet, somewhat secluded corner of the club. The usual hum of conversation and the soft clink of glasses seemed distant, as if the space around them had been carved out for this moment. Ana’s posture was relaxed, yet there was an unspoken authority in the way she carried herself. Ash, for his part, had grown accustomed to the quiet reverence she inspired, though tonight he felt the distinct shift—a subtle but unmistakable change in the dynamic between them.

For the first time, Ana invited him to speak freely, a rare gesture in their relationship that felt like a mark of trust. She looked at him thoughtfully before speaking, her tone measured and yet more inviting than ever before.

“Ash,” she began, her voice low and calm, “I’ve seen how you’ve grown, how your perspective has shifted in the time we’ve been together. This matter with Councilman Everett; I want to know your thoughts.”

Ash hesitated, but only briefly. The openness in her voice, the lack of expectation, allowed him the space to articulate what had been building in him for weeks. He had been both an observer and a participant in this world Ana had introduced him to, and now, his understanding of it felt deeper, more nuanced.

“The imbalance,” he started slowly, choosing his words carefully, “between men and women here in the club is defined by the dominance of the female. It’s a realignment, a reshaping of something fundamental. The way it’s been, the way men like Councilman Everett have always controlled things is, well, wrong. Men like him, and frankly, all men need to be reeducated. Trained.”

Ana’s gaze softened, and she nodded, her fingers lightly tracing the edge of her glass. “Exactly,” she replied, her voice almost a whisper, as if sharing a private truth. “Men have always held power through systems that have supported their position without question. The club, the work we’re doing, it’s about shifting that. And it’s not just a matter of recognizing the power that women have, but of creating a world where the very idea of power is redefined. Formally establishing that men have no reasonable claim to power or authority.”

Ash took a moment to absorb her words. He had thought he understood before, but now, with her permission to engage, he saw it in a new light. The women in the club weren’t merely taking control; they were rewriting the rules altogether. The force of the imbalance between men and women, as it existed here, was not a flaw. It was the seed of something much greater.

Ana’s expression hardened slightly, but there was no anger in it. Just a sharp clarity, as though she had long since reconciled herself to the realities of the world they inhabited. “Councilman Everett is a symbol,” she said. “A relic of the old order. He’s used his influence to obstruct progress, not because he believes in his own ideals, but because he believed that it’s his right to hold onto power, to control things that aren’t his to control. So we provide him with a correction.”

Ash was quiet for a moment, and his gaze was fixed on her. There was something undeniably powerful about her, about the way she spoke of such monumental changes with a calm assurance. And yet, there was also something more personal, a deeper respect she had for him, one that he hadn’t felt in the same way before.

“Do you think it’s possible?” he asked, his voice a mix of awe and wonder. “That this could really happen outside of this place? That women could exert authority in the world like they do here?”

“This is but a small taste of what will be,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her eyes glinting with quiet determination. “But yes, Ash. It is not just possible. It is inevitable The world outside will resist, of course. But that resistance is also the catalyst for change. As women begin to claim their rightful place in society—not just in this space, but everywhere—it will transform what it means to lead, to have power, to wield influence. Men will learn. One by one, they will kneel before their superiors.”

She regarded him for a long moment, eyes narrowing slightly, not critically, but in that way she often did when calculating whether someone was ready for a certain truth.

“You asked me once,” she said, “when I realized I had this authority. This power to compel men to submit.”

He nodded, listening respectfully.

“I never realized it,” she said, casually, “because I’ve always had it. It wasn’t something I stumbled into. It was simply mine. Other people took a while to notice, that’s all.”

Ash absorbed her words quietly. There was no arrogance in her tone, no need to prove anything. Just the clarity of someone who’d long since stopped asking permission to be powerful.

“I guess I’m one of those people,” he said softly, “still noticing.”

Ana finally looked over at him, her expression softening just a touch. “You noticed sooner than most. That’s why you’re here. But this is bigger than just us. It’s not just about the men or the women here. It’s about creating a new way of seeing power itself. It’s about building a future that’s not confined by the rules of the past.”

For a few moments, neither of them spoke. The silence between them was not uncomfortable, but rather filled with a deep understanding, a shared moment of clarity. In that quiet space, Ash realized that the woman before him had not only reshaped his understanding of the world, but she had also given him a place in it, a role to play in a future that had yet to fully materialize.

“You’ve come a long way,” Ana finally said, her voice soft but with an unmistakable sense of pride. “And I’m proud of you.”

Ash met her gaze, the weight of her words settling in his chest.

“I’m grateful,” he said simply, knowing that the words didn’t quite capture what he felt, but they were the truest he could offer.

Ana gave him a small, approving nod. “Good,” she said. “Then let’s continue.”

She led him to a room in which there was a hardwood armchair placed in the center. The chair had a long, thick, vertical rod mounted to its seat. The silicone surface of the rod gleamed in the spotlight trained upon the chair, indicating its surface was coated in a thin layer of lubricant. The simplicity of the space made the chair appear almost ceremonial in its isolation, as though it had been placed there solely for this purpose.

“First,” Ana said, “surrender your garment.”

Ash untied the white silk wrap and let it fall to the floor.

Ana observed his naked body for a moment as Ash stood at attention before her.

“Now approach the chair,” she said.

Ash approached the wooden chair slowly, his bare feet soundless against the polished floor. He glanced at Ana, who had taken her seat opposite him in the deep velvet armchair, her posture perfectly poised, her gaze unwavering.

“Place your hands on the arms,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “And sit slowly, lowering yourself as the phallic rod impales you anally. Allow it to penetrate you slowly, so that I may watch as you surrender to its full length and girth. Do so with intention.”

He did as he had been instructed, feeling the smooth wood of the arms of the chair beneath his fingers as he lowered himself until the vertical rod was against his asshole. The act felt significant—almost like a rite. He was conscious of his breathing as the thick phallic rod began stretching his anus. He was focused on Ana’s eyes as she observed him.

Ash gasped at the immense girth of the rod, and he saw Ana’s look of approval. He took his time, allowing his body to relax as inch by inch the rod pressed deeper and deeper into his ass.

“That’s it,” she encouraged him. “Nice and slow. I want to see your surrender.”

When at last his butt cheeks made contact with the seat of the chair, Ana nodded once. Ash said nothing. He understood the weight of the moment.

“Very good. Now, I want to hear what you believe you’ve come to understand about the privilege you were born into. About how you once moved through the world without question. And what you have done to begin to relinquish it.”

Ash looked down for a moment, gathering his thoughts, not to perform, but to speak honestly. Then he looked up at Ana, meeting her gaze.

“I think,” he said carefully, “I was taught to speak before listening. To expect to be heard, even when I had nothing meaningful to say. I didn’t question that. I thought that was just how things worked.”

Ana gave no reaction. She simply listened.

“It’s only in learning to be quiet,” he continued, “in learning to serve, that I’ve started to realize how deeply that expectation was ingrained. And how much I’ve overlooked without ever meaning to. I’ve tried to change that. I’ve tried to observe. To ask, rather than assume. And to act only when guided.”

“And what have you given up?” she asked.

Ash breathed in, then let the breath out slowly. “Entitlement,” he said. “The idea that my presence has inherent value. That my desires should be centered. That I am owed anything. I’ve given that up, or at least I’m trying to. I want to replace it with usefulness. With purpose that serves more than just myself.”

Ana offered not a smile, but a quiet sign of approval.

“This,” she said, “is the beginning of something better. But beginnings are fragile. And they must be earned again, every day.” She stood. “We’ll see what you do next.”

Ana regarded Ash with quiet focus, then spoke in a calm, deliberate tone. “Lift your feet from the floor.”

Ash obeyed without hesitation, drawing his legs up so that the soles of his feet hovered just above the ground. The tension was immediate—a slow tremble in his legs, a tightening in his core.

“Now,” she continued, “press your hands into the arms of the chair. Lift your body upward. You will remain impaled on the rod, but less so.”

He did as she instructed, pressing down with steady force until he was no longer touching the seat beneath him. Suspended by his own effort, held in place only by his own will.

“Hold it,” she said, watching him.

His muscles tensed to maintain the posture, but he kept his breath even, his eyes fixed on hers.

“Tell me,” Ana said softly, “what is it you believe you still need to learn?”

Ash struggled to remain in place. “I still need to learn,” he began, “how much I don’t know. How much of my old thinking still colors the way I see the world without my realizing it.”

Ana said nothing, letting the silence press in around them.

“I need to learn patience,” he continued. “Humility. I need to learn to welcome correction instead of shrinking from it. To value discomfort when it’s a sign I’m being reshaped.”

“And are you prepared to continue unlearning the self you once were?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, the word barely more than breath. “I am.”

“Good,” she said.

Ash nodded, the effort intensifying. But he held. Not because he had to—but because he wanted to prove worthy of her time, her teaching, her trust.

Ana watched Ash hold his trembling position above the seat, her expression unreadable. She let him remain suspended a moment longer before offering the next direction. But the lesson had already been planted—deep and irreversible.

“You may lower yourself now,” she said. “I want to see you truly feel the violation of your ass. Surrender to it.”

Ash’s arms trembled as he lowered himself back onto the seat of the chair, taking the full length of the rod into his asshole once more. The chair felt solid beneath him, a grounding contrast to the intensity of the moment. He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.

She gave him a few quiet seconds before continuing. “Now tell me,” she said, her tone even. “What have you learned? And how will you apply it going forward?”

Ash nodded slowly. He didn’t rush. He wanted to be precise.

“I’ve learned that I spent those days thinking only of myself—what I might gain by speaking to you, what I might risk by being rejected.” He paused, meeting her gaze with clarity. “But none of that mattered. What I should have been thinking was what I could offer you. What I could contribute.”

He sat straighter now, more deliberate in his words. “Moving forward, I won’t measure a moment by what I want from it. I’ll measure it by how well I serve the purpose of something greater than myself—how well I serve you, and what you represent.”

Ana remained silent for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then a slight smile offered the faintest trace of approval.

“Better,” she said. “Now let’s see if your actions will match your words.”

Ana reached beside her, retrieving a large cream-colored envelope from the table at her side. With a deliberate motion, she slid from it a neatly folded piece of rich, burgundy silk. The fabric caught the low light of the room, gleaming softly with depth and purpose.

She unfolded it slowly, letting the weight of the moment settle into the silence between them. Then, lifting her eyes to Ash, she spoke—not ceremonially, but with quiet finality.

Ana held the garment out before him. “You’ve shown me that you understand your place—not just beneath me, but in service of something greater than yourself. This wrap is a mark of that understanding.”

“Stand,” she said.

Ash rose from the chair slowly, but without hesitation. His legs were unsteady from holding himself aloft, but his pride steadied him. He stepped forward.

Ash accepted the burgundy silk with reverent hands, unable to suppress the swell of pride that surged in his chest. He had not earned this through words alone, but through reflection, humility, and willingness.

He bowed his head slightly, not as submission, but as gratitude.

“Thank you, Ana,” he said quietly.

She nodded once. “Wear it well. Let it remind you of who you are becoming.”

The moment Ana presented Ash with the burgundy silk wrap was unlike any before. She didn’t announce it as a reward, and yet he felt it as one. She simply held the fabric out to him, folded and immaculate, and said, “You’ve earned this.”


Chapter 16

The club was quiet aside from a murmur of conversation as Ana reclined in her seat, legs crossed, her posture elegant and relaxed. She’d sent Ash to get her a glass of wine, which she didn’t need to elaborate upon since he knew precisely what she would like. She was proud to have Ash wearing the burgundy wrap while serving her, and she was amusing herself by watching a woman speaking to an initiate in a white silk wrap when Councilman Everett approached with deliberate humility.

He had not been permitted to speak to Ana directly in recent weeks, not since his ill-advised objections to the development project had required correction. His retraction had been swift, public, and complete. Word had spread quickly about the statement he’d made to the press, and the way he’d emphasized his newfound understanding of what “real leadership” required.

He had not mentioned Ana by name. That had not been necessary.

Now, he stood before her, nervous but trying to hide it, with his hands folded neatly behind him.

“Ms. Ana,” he said with a respectful nod. “Might I be allowed the honor of speaking with you?”

Ana observed him closely.

“You may,” she said at last, gesturing to the floor before her.

He hesitated only a moment before he lowered himself to his knees.

“Thank you for granting me the honor of speaking with you, Miss Ana,” he said. “I just wanted to say that I understand now. And I’m grateful for the lesson. I won’t forget it.”

Ana regarded him with calm detachment, her expression unreadable.

“I’m pleased to hear that,” she said, her voice smooth and clear. “Acknowledgment is a start.”

He blinked. “Of course. I—I mean, yes, of course. I only meant—”

“I know what you meant, Councilman,” Ana said, her tone not unkind, but firm.

Ana noticed that Lita was seated across the room, and she was watching intently. She realized that this moment was a test of Robert’s having accepted his place. She regarded him silently for a moment.

“Lift the front of your garment,” she said coolly.

Robert took ahold of the hem of the silk wrap and pulled it upward, exposing himself to her. Ana crossed her legs, then raised her forward leg between his thighs and pressed upward against his balls.

“Your previous actions are such that an apology and a correction of your behavior are deserving of nothing in the way of accolades or praise,” she explained. “You deserve nothing less than, well, my foot placed precisely where it is, having delivered a well-earned kick in the balls. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Miss Ana,” Robert replied, successfully restraining himself from inadvertently wincing at the suggestion.

“However, I owe you nothing, so I won’t even allow you the privilege of being kicked in the balls by me, which you would rightly consider an honor. Instead, you will prostrate yourself before me and kiss my foot in exactly the place where your balls are now.”

“Yes, thank you,” Robert replied, and hastily presented himself in a genuflecting position to kiss her on her foot.

“I accept your thanks,” Ana said, watching him press his lips against her foot and kissing her reverently. “You’ve taken your first steps toward becoming something better.”

She gestured subtly, indicating that the conversation was concluded. Everett bowed his head and took his leave, wearing his humiliation as a badge of honor.

After a minute or two, Lita approached Ana.

“Well, that was polite,” she murmured. “And obviously, thoroughly rehearsed.”

Ana exhaled a small, amused breath. “He’s trying.”

“But?”

“But he still thinks it was about avoiding embarrassment,” Ana said, lifting her glass again. “About optics. Power. A mistake corrected to save face.”

“And it wasn’t?”

“No.” She glanced toward the door Everett had exited through. “It was about learning his place. And understanding the hierarchy he now belongs to. That takes time.”

Lita smirked. “You think he’s capable of that?”

“I think he’s capable of obedience. Whether or not he learns anything deeper remains to be seen. I assume he’ll be receiving a lengthy session with the paddle?”

Lita laughed. “He hasn’t earned that yet. He’ll be getting the belt.”

Some moments later, Ash appeared with the glass of wine she’d requested, then took his place kneeling on the soft rug beside her chair.

She glanced at Ash, wearing the burgundy silk wrap he’d earned.

“There’s something you should understand,” Ana said, her voice calm and deliberate. “Men who’ve been given the burgundy silk wrap sometimes assume their garment is a kind of reward. And, for a time, it is. There is a grace period for learning. The moment you wear it, you’ve accepted that you no longer have rights in the way that you’ve known them. You now have permissions, granted or withheld. It is part of the responsibility,” Ana continued. “Your body, your presence, your very being is in service to something greater. And it is no longer yours to control in any way.”

He nodded, slower this time, the meaning settling in with its full gravity. “I think I understand.”

“I believe you do,” Ana said, her voice softening. “But understanding is not the same as proving. That part takes time. And your submission and surrender will be expected. Required.”

Ash looked down again at the burgundy silk draped over him, not with embarrassment, but with a quiet reverence. There was no false pride in what he wore—only a deepening awareness of what it meant.

“I understand,” he said at last. “Whatever comes with it.”

“Precisely,” Ana said, “whatever comes with it. Stand before me, Ash.”

He stood as she’d directed.

“Lift the garment up,” she said.

He did as she’d instructed, with no hesitation about revealing himself, in spite of the fact that there were a few women watching him.

Ana opened the curious box, which held a thick, heavy, chrome metal ring inside of it. She opened the ring on its hinge joint and positioned it so that it closed around his scrotum above his balls. It clicked shut, with a small locking device embedded in the chrome steel. She released it, and Ash felt the weight of it pressing downward on his balls. It was not too much for him to bear, but he could definitely feel the weight.

“Tell me how it feels,” she said.

“It’s not too heavy,” he replied. “It’s just enough to make me aware of it, to feel like your own hand holding me in place.”

Ana smiled warmly. “That’s precisely what it is. A reminder, really. So that you keep in mind my possession of you. Your balls. Your lock. My key.” She displayed the small key, which she tucked back into the box.

She directed him to return to his position, kneeling beside her on the floor. For the rest of the evening, Ash felt the weight of the metal ring, and though it was not uncomfortable, it did serve as a constant reminder of how complete and far-reaching Ana’s control over him had become.

Later that evening, in Ana’s penthouse suite, she reclined on the sofa, resting her glass on the small table between them. The breeze played lightly with the edges of her cream-colored silk robe, and the sound of distant traffic rose up from below like a soft tide. Ash was kneeling before her, naked aside from the collar around his neck and the chrome ring around his balls.

“Tell me how it feels now,” she said.

“It feels like,” he began, then stopped. “My experience so far has redefined words, has redefined certain concepts for me. Like obligation and obedience. Words that once had a negative connotation. Concepts that signaled something unpleasant and to be avoided. Now, I’ve come to understand those words differently. They are not negative, and they are more than just positive terms. They have become everything. They mean you. My obligation to serve you, and my obedience in following your command. These are the most important things to me. The metal ring around my balls feels like a reminder of my obligation, and a signifier of my obedience.”

Ana’s expression was something like a smile, but her appearance did nothing to convey the deep satisfaction she felt in hearing his words.

“Good,” she said. “Come with me.”

Ana walked toward her bedroom, while Ash followed.

When he entered Ana’s bedroom, he noticed that the covers had been entirely removed from the bed. He realized that this had been intentional. She’d made preparations in anticipation of what she’d planned for him.

“Stand here,” she said, directing him to a place the foot of her bed. She shed her robe and reclined naked upon the bed facing him, with her long, sculpted legs spread wide. She placed her hands on either knee in a regal expression of hedonistic power. “Look,” she said. Her meaning was clear.

Ash lowered his gaze to peer directly between her legs. They were open to him in invitation. But he’d not yet been invited. Instead, he was to remain in place, and simply look at what he’d not been given any right to expect.

“You may have thought of a woman’s pussy as a goal, a conquest,” she began. “You may also have thought of it as a source of feminine power. The power that is bourn of desire to claim it. And while it is powerful, this power is not due to the male’s desire, but rather because it is the altar upon which worship of the feminine is conditionally allowed.”

She focused on Ash’s erection.

“I am going to allow you to use your cock,” she said. “You will fuck me, though you will do so entirely under my command. Which means that you will do so with no expectation that you are allowed to orgasm. I will tell you if you are allowed to come. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Ana,” Ash replied.

“Come forward, onto the bed,” she directed him.

Ash lowered himself to the bed and crawled forward, his body realigning as he placed himself in service to Ana, who appeared at the moment as something far closer to a goddess as her body emanated beauty, strength, and an irresistible sexual allure.

Ash felt the chrome ring more acutely as he positioned himself on his hands and knees over her naked body. And he suddenly realized that this was the point. She wanted him to feel the heavy chrome ring on his balls as he tried to fuck her. He was being allowed to finally enter her, but she was holding him in place. Not yet, she seemed to be saying without saying anything at all.

Ana observed him for a moment, then took her hands from her knees and placed one on the back of his neck and the other around his cock. She guided him into position in a manner that was like she was instructing him the proper method of genuflecting before her. She held him such that the head of his cock was touching her labia. With no sense of urgency, she slowly began using the head of his cock to stroke her clit.

“Ash,” she began, her tone soft but resonant, carrying the weight of absolute conviction, “I need you to understand something, something vital about your place beneath me.”

Ash remained attentive, his eyes meeting hers with a quiet intensity. He said nothing, sensing the gravity of the moment.

“Your role as my servant, as the one who exists for my pleasure and amusement, isn’t a diminishment of who you are,” she continued, “and it’s not a lowering of your standing, but an elevation. A transformation into something far greater. To serve me, to surrender your will to mine, is to find a purpose that transcends anything you could have imagined for yourself.”

Ash’s gaze remained steady, his breathing slow, absorbing her words without interruption. He felt the truth in them, a quiet resonance that stirred something deep within him. Ana’s eyes softened, but her voice retained its quiet authority as she continued to pleasure herself with the head of his cock.

“Your subjugation to my will,” she said, “is the highest existence you could ever hope to attain. It’s not about loss, it’s about becoming. When you submit to me, when you offer yourself completely, you become the embodiment of devotion, and in that, you are exalted.”

She paused, searching his face, and saw the flicker of understanding in his eyes.

“When you fuck me,” she said, “it will be not just an act of desire. It’s a recognition of my superiority, a testament to your place at my feet. Every moment you give yourself to me, is an honor. It is you genuflecting before your truth that I am your purpose, your center. To please me is to ascend, Ash. To surrender is to become whole.”

Ash’s throat tightened, his heart swelling with the weight of her words. He wanted to affirm what she was saying, but he held his silence, knowing she wasn’t finished, knowing his role was to listen, to receive.

“You’ve already begun to understand this,” she said, her voice warm with pride. “Every trial, every moment you’ve given yourself to me, has brought you closer to this truth. This is in recognition of what you’ve become, which is mine, in every way, elevated by your surrender.”

She leaned back, her hand lingering on his for a moment longer before withdrawing. “Do you understand, my pet?” she asked, though her tone suggested she already knew the answer.

Ash nodded, his voice low but steady when he finally spoke. “Yes, Miss Ana. I understand. I am yours, and there is no higher purpose.”

Her smile widened, a rare, radiant warmth that made his chest ache. “Good,” she murmured.

She increased the pressure of her grip as she pulled him by the cock and guided him into her.

Ash felt a searing heat that was an excruciating pleasurable and a torturous ecstasy. He held her gaze as he penetrated her more slowly than he might have imagined possible, and a realization that the slightest increase in his forward momentum might push him over the edge. He did his best in focusing on the heavy weight of the chrome metal ring pressing down on his balls.

Ana gazed upon him, her radiance like that of the sun as she seemed to be entirely aware of the effect she was having upon him. In this moment, Ash felt his estimation of her infinite superiority more powerfully than he’d ever felt it before. She was entirely relaxed and self-possessed in this moment, whereas he was entirely in her thrall. With a word she could make him come. With a look. A gentle stroke of her fingers upon his chest. He was more grateful than he’d ever been for her allowing him to serve at her command.

Ana displayed what appeared to Ash to be patience as he endeavored to fuck her as slowly as possible so as to maintain control of himself. But to Ana, it was this very glacial pace of his movement that most pleased her. She’d wanted Ash to confront this very moment, to make him experience in a tangible way his complete subservience to her dominant rule. She’d locked his balls up tight, then gave him permission to endure such pleasure that all he could do was admit his surrender. Not to her. To himself.

It was after what length of time Ash couldn’t guess, as this moment would echo in his conscious mind forever after, that Ana placed one hand on his neck and the other on his butt and her eyes flashed brilliantly as she said, “You may come now, Ash.”

Ash felt the chrome metal ring tighten up toward his body as his orgasm suddenly seized control of him and made him ejaculate impossibly hard into Ana’s pussy, which was now squeezing tightly around his throbbing shaft. They both felt each pulsing thrust of his cum spurting hard inside of her, as Ash’s body gave itself completely to the release of his pent-up desire.

For moments, minutes, what may have been hours as far as Ash was aware, he lay his body upon Ana, who held him tightly against her with her legs wrapped around his lower body. There were no words, only deep, gasping breaths that eventually transitioned to soft, gentle inhalations and exhalations, like a meditative ritual.

“That’s right,” Ana said at last, kissing his neck just below his ear. “Slave, servant, plaything, pet. You fuck me on command. You come when I say. But like every other lesson you’ve learned, that’s just the beginning.”


Chapter 17

As far as Ash knew, it was a Saturday evening like any other he’d experienced in the weeks prior, in which he attended Ana at the club. There was some nervous energy due to the fact that Kai’s older daughter, Cara, had accepted her mother’s invitation to come to the club. She had brought her current boyfriend, and she’d offered to make a show of subjecting him to a humiliating punishment for entertainment.

“It’s not common to present such a display, but it’s not unheard of,” Kai had mentioned to her daughter. “And it would, as you say, be very entertaining. Which male subject is this one?”

“Jordan,” Cara had replied. “I just kind of want to show him off. I promise it will be a lot of fun.”

“Oh, it will definitely be fun,” Kai had said, her eyes twinkling with a look of mischievous glee.

Cara had led Jordan into the club, adorned in the white silk wrap of an initiate, and had him bound tightly by the wrists and ankles to a steel frame in a standing position. A small crowd had assembled to observe, some intrigued by Kai’s invitation to meet her daughter. Kai was always happy to speak of how proud she was of her daughters, so the women in the audience were curious about the young woman.

Cara was every bit as enchantingly beautiful as Kai had claimed, and her tight little black dress showed off her lithe young body to advantage. It also accentuated her nipples, which generally appeared erect, even when they weren’t. She wore her hair up in a frosty blond knot, which made her appearance both more impossibly beautiful and more intimidating. The riding crop in her hand somehow heightened her elegantly feminine appearance.

Jordan’s large, muscled torso looked naked even with the white silk covering wrapped around the middle of his body, and when Cara yanked it off of him, the assembled crowd of women made appreciative sounds as they learned his secret. Jordan had a small penis. It became clear that Cara’s intention was to not just whip him, but humiliate him for his lack of endowment at the same time.

Cara circled Jordan, her riding crop trailing lightly along the floor, the soft tap of her heels echoing in the dimly lit room. The steel frame gleamed under the low, amber lights, accentuating Jordan’s taut muscles and the faint sheen of sweat already forming on his skin. The women in the audience leaned forward, their eyes glinting with a mix of curiosity and delight, their murmured conversations fading into a charged silence.

Cara paused behind Jordan, her lips curling into a sly smile as she addressed the crowd. “Ladies,” she said, her voice smooth and confident, carrying the same commanding cadence as her mother’s, “tonight, we’re going to have a little fun with Jordan here. He’s been so eager to please, haven’t you, darling?” She trailed the tip of the crop along his spine, eliciting a barely audible shiver from him.

Jordan’s jaw tightened, but he remained silent, his eyes fixed on the floor. Cara’s plan was clear: this wasn’t just about physical punishment; it was about stripping away Jordan’s pride, layer by layer, for the entertainment of the room.

“I’m sure you all know,” she said to the audience, “that men like Jordan know they have to compensate with their tongue. And Jordan here, he’s been trying so hard. But still,” she said, and she let her riding crop complete her sentence by sliding it down the front of his body so that it came to rest across the base of his penis.

Kai stood near the edge of the crowd, her arms crossed, a proud glint in her eyes as she watched her daughter take command. She leaned toward Ana, who was seated beside her, and whispered, “She’s a natural, isn’t she? Just like I was at her age.”

Ana nodded, her lips twitching into a knowing smile. “She’s got your flair for the dramatic, that’s for sure. Let’s see how far she takes it.”

Cara stepped into Jordan’s line of sight, tilting his chin up with the tip of her crop to force his gaze to meet hers. “Look at me,” she commanded softly, her voice laced with authority. “You’re here for our amusement tonight. And you’re going to be a good boy, aren’t you?”

Jordan’s throat bobbed as he swallowed, his voice low and strained. “Yes, Cara.”

Cara lowered the riding crop again until it was pressed upward beneath the shaft of his penis, displaying it on the leather tip of the crop.

“I don’t think your response was appropriate your situation, Jordan. I said, you’re going to be a good boy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Cara,” Jordan replied in a voice that was both louder and clearer, yet revealed a nervous tremor.

Cara laughed in a light-hearted way as the crowd murmured approvingly, some women exchanging glances, others sipping their drinks as they settled in for the show. Cara turned back to the audience, her movements deliberate, almost theatrical.

“You see, ladies, Jordan here thinks he’s quite the catch. But I think it’s time we remind him of his place.”

With a flick of her wrist, the riding crop snapped against Jordan’s inner thigh, hard and sharp enough to make him flinch.

“Oh, you get two for flinching,” she teased, her voice carrying a playful menace.

Ash, standing near the back of the room, watched the scene unfold with a mix of fascination and unease. He’d seen men submit to humiliation for the pleasure of the women at the club, but there was something different about Cara. Her youth, her confidence, and the way she wielded her power with such effortless grace made her stand out. She wasn’t just performing; she was reveling in it, feeding off the energy of the room.

As Cara raised the crop again, this time pressed against the underside of Jordan’s balls, she leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper that was still loud enough for the front row to hear. “Tell them, Jordan,” she purred. “Tell them why you’re here tonight.”

Jordan’s face flushed, his eyes darting to the side as if searching for an escape that didn’t exist. When he hesitated, Cara’s crop snapped again, this time against his hip, drawing a sharp hiss from him.

“I—I’m too small to please you,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “Sexually,” he added.

“Louder,” Cara demanded, her tone icy.

“I’m too small to please you sexually,” Jordan repeated more loudly, his voice cracking slightly as the words echoed through the room.

“What’s too small?” she asked as she began lightly tapping his balls with the tip of the crop.

Jordan’s face blushed a deep red.

“My penis is too small,” he replied.

Cara repositioned to one side of him, drew the whip back, and unleashed several strokes of the whip across his bare ass. The sting of the whip caused Jordan’s body to react, his hips thrusting forward and displaying his now fully erect dick more overtly to the audience.

The crowd made appreciative murmurs, with some women calling out encouragements to Cara, others jeering playfully at Jordan. Kai clapped slowly, her expression one of pure satisfaction. “That’s my girl,” she murmured to Ana, who chuckled in response.

Cara stepped back, twirling the crop in her hand as she surveyed her handiwork. Jordan’s face showed his humiliation and his reluctant arousal. It was exactly what the women in the room had come to see. A man like Jordan being fully exposed, and his vulnerabilities laid bare for their amusement.

But Cara wasn’t done. She turned to the crowd, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Let’s see how much Jordan can handle.”

Jordan’s jaw clenched, his eyes fixed on the floor, but Cara wasn’t having it. With a flick of her wrist, she brought the crop down across his chest. It was a sharp, stinging crack that echoed like a gunshot. Jordan flinched, his breath hitching, and the women erupted in delighted gasps, a few letting out soft, wicked chuckles.

Cara’s tight black dress hugged her lithe form as she moved, each step a calculated performance, her beauty weaponized by the cold, commanding grace in her eyes.

“Face forward,” she hissed, pressing the tip of her crop against his chin and forcing his gaze upward. Her voice was low, venomous, and filled with sadistic delight. “You’re here to more fully learn your place, Jordan. And you will entertain us with your humiliation.”

His throat bobbed, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Cara.”

“Louder,” she snapped, the crop striking his chest with a vicious snap that drew a sharp hiss from him and a chorus of approving murmurs from the crowd.

“Yes, Cara,” he stammered, his face flushing crimson as the words spilled out, raw and reluctant.

She turned to the audience, her movements slow and deliberate, as she explained, “You see, ladies, Jordan thought he could impress me. But tonight, we’re going to show him just how small he really is.”

Cara circled Jordan again, her heels clicking with predatory rhythm. She let the crop hover near his face, teasing, never quite touching, as she spoke. “You thought you were enough for me, didn’t you?” she taunted him. “But look at you now, all tied up, exposed, and so very,” she said as she reached out and gave the tip of his penis a sharp pinch, “inadequate.”

The word landed hard, and the crowd’s laughter swelled, feeding her performance. She reveled in it, her eyes alight with vicious pleasure as she delivered another stinging stroke of the whip, this one to his bare ass, making him arch against the restraints.

Cara leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. “You’re nothing here,” she whispered, just loud enough for the front row to catch. “Nothing but our entertainment.”

She stepped back, raising the crop high, pausing for a heartbeat to let the tension build. The room held its breath, every eye on her, enthralled by her performative cruelty. Then, with a flourish, she brought the crop down again across his butt cheeks, the crack reverberating as Jordan stifled a groan, which was followed in rapid succession by a dozen more. The women erupted in applause, their delight palpable, a heady mix of awe and arousal at Cara’s merciless artistry. Her youth, her beauty, and the sheer, unapologetic viciousness of her performance elevated this to something else entirely. She wasn’t just dominating Jordan; she was reveling in her cruelty.

Kai clapped slowly, her expression one of unbridled pride. “That’s my girl,” she murmured to Ana, who nodded, her eyes never leaving the scene.

Cara didn’t relent. She struck again, and again, each lash accompanied by a biting remark that cut deeper than the crop itself.

“Small in every way,” she sneered, her voice carrying a delicious malice that sent shivers through the audience. “You’re here to remind us how disappointing some men can be.”

As he’d been directed, Jordan kept his face to the audience so that they might enjoy his humiliation and pain. His breaths were ragged as his pride unraveled under her relentless assault. Cara’s beauty, her elegance, and her unrelenting cruelty wove together into a performance that was as captivating as it was brutal, a delicious spectacle that left Jordan gasping for air. And as she raised the crop once more, her smile a glittering promise of further torment, he knew the night was far from over.


Chapter 18

The late morning sun filtered in through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Ana’s penthouse, painting long rectangles of golden light across the polished wood floor. She reclined on the chaise, a book resting lightly in her hands, its crimson cover displaying the title, Obedient: The Subjugation of the Male Body in Female-Led Societies. She read slowly, savoring each unapologetic sentence. The author’s prose was clinical, almost elegant in its precision, even as it laid bare the sheer physicality of submission. The male body as an object. A canvas. A tool.

Every few paragraphs, Ana’s gaze drifted to Ash. He was positioned kneeling on the rug, his body naked as Ana preferred. His back was straight, his arms crossed behind his back, and his eyes were lowered out of respect. He was present. Attentive. Reverent. She could almost feel the quiet energy beneath his stillness, like a taut string. His body was calm, but alive. His mind, she knew, was working through every second of her silence, waiting her next command, prepared to do whatever she might ask of him.

The chapter she was reading delved into the transformation of the male body through discipline, through repetition, through conditioning. The author wrote that the body of a man in service became something other, something elevated through the surrender of autonomy. It became a reflection of the woman who shaped it.

Ana smiled inwardly.

Ash’s body was already changing. Not just in posture or presence, but in purpose. He moved differently now. He carried himself with more deliberation, more humility, more grace. There was no performative masculinity left in him. What remained was something finer, quieter. Something built by her.

She turned a page.

The book went on to describe the aesthetic of obedience—the way a male body could, through practice and position, become art. Not sexual in the traditional sense, but sensual in its offering. A body meant to be looked at. To be used. To be praised or punished.

Ana looked up again, resting her eyes on Ash’s shoulders. The slope of them, the line of his spine. The way he breathed, slow and even, waiting for her next word or gesture. She could sculpt him further, if she chose to. There was more she could shape.

Ana allowed a soft exhale to escape her lips.

“Ash,” she said, her voice gentle but firm.

He lifted his head slightly, awaiting her instruction.

“You’ve read quite a few books now,” Ana said in a soft, warm voice. “Which one unsettled you the most?”

Ash thought for only a moment before answering. “Measurement, by Dr. Yve Saint-Claire,” he said. “It disturbed me. I wasn’t prepared for the tone—it’s not satire. She believes every word.”

Ana gave a faint smile. “And did you reject it?”

“Part of me did,” Ash admitted. “But not all. The parts about a man voluntarily submitting to castration due to his being inferior in size was entirely too extreme. Too prescriptive. And yet,” he hesitated, “the part about choosing one’s future based on capacity to serve, I can’t say I disagreed with that. It’s just that I was surprised to read the author’s conviction that a man’s worth is so closely tied to the size of his endowment.”

Ana laughed. “Did you find that you needed to reject the idea? That women might so casually classify men by something so arbitrary as penis size?”

“The classifications, and the metrics, made me want to laugh at how absurd it was. But I didn’t. Because something in me was afraid to.”

Ana said nothing at first. She looked at him calmly.

“And yet,” she said finally, “you kept reading.”

“Yes,” he said, quietly.

Ana studied him. “Interesting. You accepted that one’s worth might be found in service. Good. Because the totality of what a man might offer in service to a woman must necessarily be considered in total. And yes, that means the length, width, and shape of his penis. It’s only part of her consideration, admittedly, but it remains a valid metric of measuring a man’s worth.”

“So, do you?” he asked hesitantly. “Or, I mean, did you?”

“Consider the size of your penis?” she asked with an amused expression. “Of course. But there are so many considerations. I prefer a man be of a size that he is capable of satisfying me, should I choose to use that part of his anatomy for pleasure, and not so big that it becomes unpleasurable. And I find that there is something of value in a man’s feeling of vulnerability. If he is a bit uncertain, then he has the right mindset.”

She reached over and took his penis in her hand and gave it a squeeze, then laughed, softly, as he started to become erect.

“What about Daughters of Discipline?” she asked.

Ash took a breath. “The family structure in which daughters outrank their fathers startled me. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I think it shook my assumptions about hierarchy.”

She nodded, just slightly. “Which assumptions, precisely?”

“That leadership must come from seniority,” he said, quietly. “It challenged me. I found the structure the author described difficult to accept. The idea that a father would defer to his daughter, and that she might rightfully demand his obedience to her, it felt deliberately shocking.”

“Shocking?” she asked.

“Well, at first it seemed that it was being purposefully outrageous in saying that a daughter might be given authority to order her father to accept a humiliating punishment. But then it began to make sense that this might be a valuable part of her realizing and implementing the authority she will need to learn to exercise in her daily life.”

“It helped me,” Ana replied.

“Did you . . .” he began.

“No,” she responded, “but when I was older, yes. My mother had gotten remarried, having identified the problems with the first one. The first marriage. They’d begun with the misconception that they were equals. Which is never a good idea. It doesn’t help men if they are allowed to think they are equals. They act out precisely because they secretly know they’re not. My mom instituted the correct alignment with Scott, her second husband. My stepfather. And it helped orient us both when she had me discipline him. It made everything clearer for us that he didn’t need to be something he wasn’t, and I could see more clearly what I was. Who I would be.”

“I guess that would have been an informative kind of experience,” Ash said. “It might have made a difference if I’d grown up that way.”

Ana smiled. “So what about The Velvet Tribunal?”

He blushed, and said, “Oh, my god, that was trashy. Lurid. And embarrassingly engaging. I laughed, but I also understood why you might find it fun. The men being brought naked before the court? And being sentenced to serve as sex slaves? It was all a bit much.”

“Did you become aroused while reading it?” she asked. “Did you have an erection?”

“Yes,” he replied. “Of course, I didn’t—”

“Of course,” she interrupted.

She regarded him for a moment, her expression unreadable. “How about Erasure of Ego?”

Ash exhaled. “That one stayed with me more than I expected. Especially the parts about willful surrender to humiliation. I felt exposed reading it. But in a way that helped me understand how much of my identity had been tied to control. And how much calmer I feel when I let go of that. I began to understand the idea that ego must be completely erased to be worthy. To surrender completely.”

Ana was silent for a while, her eyes fixed on him. Then she asked, “What about His Mind Is Not His Own?”

Ash exhaled. “That was hard. It challenged me constantly. The claim that men shouldn’t be allowed their own opinions—I wanted to reject that. I wanted to argue with it. I wanted to dismiss it outright,” he admitted. “The premise felt insulting, even cruel. But the idea that men can’t handle authority and that we’re better suited to servitude was hard to argue with them. I’ve seen what the author described, in others and in myself. I found myself agreeing when I didn’t want to. And the more I read, the more I wondered if I’d mistaken my conditioning for capability. What if I’ve never really seen myself clearly?”

Ana’s gaze softened, but her tone stayed cool. “And did the author see you more clearly than you saw yourself?”

“I think she saw something I didn’t want to admit,” Ash said. “That my desire to lead was never examined. It was just inherited. Default. And now that it’s gone, and I’m not sure I miss it.”

“Good,” she said. “And what about Strip, Submit, Surrender?”

“That one felt intimidating,” Ash confessed. “The male-as-third-gender concept felt dystopian at first. But the longer I sat with it, the more I realized it was an exaggeration with purpose. A way of making the male reader see himself differently. And the CFNM material made more sense than I expected. Ritualizing realignment. I could see it working. Like I am here, with you.”

“You imagined me in it?” she asked.

He hesitated. “Yes.”

“And did you imagine yourself?”

“Yes,” he said again, almost a whisper.

Ana watched him for a long moment, eyes sharp with interest.

“Lovely,” she murmured. “And The Velvet Fist?”

Ash flushed slightly. “It was intense. The devices scared me at first. The vice grip that the men had to voluntarily lower themselves into, and the massive steel rod upon which they had to submit anally. But then I began to understand their purpose. Not cruelty, but devotion. Symbols of trust. Of choosing to be vulnerable.”

Ana reached slowly for her book, but didn’t open it. “What did you learn, Ash, from all of this?”

He looked up at her then. “That surrender isn’t defeat. That authority can be elegant. That fear can be a teacher.”

Ana smiled, just a little.

“Good boy,” she said, and though she returned to her reading, her eyes didn’t move across the page right away. Instead, they lingered on the same line, unseeing, while her thoughts drifted to Ash.

He knelt still and quiet, the way she had trained him to, but it was more than posture or silence that she appreciated. The quality of his stillness wasn’t rooted in submission for its own sake, but in presence. Attention. Devotion. It was the kind of silence that echoed with effort, with awareness. With intention.

Ana reached over again and took his penis in her hand. She held it, feeling it grow harder between her thumb and her fingers. She didn’t stroke it, but rather, she held onto it like a possession.

She thought about how he didn’t try to impress her. He didn’t clamor for more than what she offered. And yet, in that restraint, he spoke volumes. His hunger was there. It pulsed beneath his skin. But he tempered it with discipline. That wasn’t just obedience. That was strength. And it moved her more than he could possibly know.

It pleased her, too, that he’d taken in the books she read, not just for her approval, but because he truly wanted to understand. Even when the material was difficult or absurd or quietly terrifying, he didn’t reject it out of hand. He considered it. He let himself be changed by it, if only in small ways.

She glanced at him again over the top of her book. The light made the angles of his face softer. His posture remained upright but humble. Still. Waiting. Ready. Ana felt a tug of something unfamiliar stir beneath the surface—a gentle but undeniable warmth.

He’s becoming, she thought, something rare.

And then, with the faintest of smiles, Ana returned to her book for real this time, because she knew he was still watching her, even if he didn’t lift his eyes.


Chapter 19

Ash noticed something different about the night at the club. There was an energy and a feeling of anticipation as Ana led him to a room in the club he’d not yet seen. It was unlike any he’d been brought to before. It appeared almost ceremonial in its simplicity, imbued with a quiet authority. The stark black walls contrasted with the white, gleaming surface of a small raised platform at the center. The platform was no taller than three feet, with a length and width of four feet. The silence of the space held a reverberating weight, as if the room itself were waiting for something.

Ana stood in the doorway for a moment, her presence commanding yet calm. She made no immediate motion to explain anything, only observing Ash. He met her gaze, standing motionless as she gestured toward the platform.

“Kneel,” she said, her voice as measured as ever, but there was something deeper in it—something final.

Ash moved toward the platform, feeling the significance of this moment settle heavily on his shoulders. He had received a variety of instructions, learned more than he ever thought possible, but this felt different. He knelt upon the platform as directed, the white box beneath him like a pedestal upon which he was being displayed.

As he settled into his position, he noticed that they were not alone. Three other women were seated before the platform, watching him with calm but discerning eyes. They were arranged in a way that made it clear they were a jury, or perhaps a panel who would pass judgment on him in assessing his worthiness. The air seemed to shift with their presence. This was no longer just a lesson, but a trial, an evaluation of his transformation. Though he they were primarily in silhouette, he could see that the women were Kai, Lita, and Kai’s daughter, Cara.

Ana took her place among the women, settling herself into a chair that gave her an air of authority. She rested her hands calmly on the armrests, and for a moment, she did nothing. She allowed the weight of the silence to hang between them.

Finally, she spoke, her tone steady and measured.

“Ash, you have come a long way in your journey,” she began. “Your actions have spoken louder than words, and your willingness to learn, to reshape yourself, has brought you to this point. But now, it is time for you to demonstrate your understanding not just to me, but to those who will guide you further. You are here to show that you truly understand the nature of your place, and your place within the world we are building.”

She paused, her eyes never leaving him, as though assessing whether his resolve would falter under the weight of her words. “These women are here to evaluate you. They will ask you questions. Answer them honestly. This is not just a test of obedience, it is also a test of your commitment. Of your sincerity. Do not mistake this moment as a mere formality. It is the culmination of everything you’ve learned.”

Ash’s heart raced, but his body remained still. He felt the eyes of the panel upon him, each woman studying him in a way that made him feel both small and significant, as though his every word, every movement, would be weighed with the utmost care.

Then, with a voice that cut through the stillness, she spoke. “Ash, remove the burgundy wrap.”

The command was sharp and unyielding. Ash’s fingers moved to the silk at his waist, his movements steady despite the eyes upon him. He untied the knot with care, letting the burgundy fabric fall to the platform, leaving him naked before their judgment. He knelt exposed, his vulnerability a testament to his willingness to submit completely.

Miss Ana gave a slight nod, the gesture sending a ripple through the room. She turned to the women beside her. “Begin.”

Kai rose first, her movements graceful but devoid of warmth, her heels echoing as she circled the platform. She stopped behind Ash, her voice smooth yet cold, cutting through the air. “You kneel before us, the burgundy wrap discarded. What did it mean to you, that scrap of silk you wore?”

Ash inhaled, his focus absolute, his words chosen to reflect the depth of his surrender. “The burgundy wrap symbolized my willingness to learn, to let go of pride, of doubt, of self. It was not who I am, but a marker of what I must leave behind to serve fully.”

Kai’s fingers brushed his shoulder, a clinical touch, as if testing the truth of his words. She remained silent, letting his answer linger, weighed against an unseen measure.

Lita spoke next, her voice crisp and unrelenting. “And the black silk you seek—what does it signify? Why should we believe you are worthy of it?”

Ash kept his gaze lowered, his body still, his response a quiet vow. “The black silk is not a prize or a status. It is proof that I no longer act of my own will, that I exist to serve, to fulfill the needs and commands of those above me, especially those of Miss Ana. It means my thoughts are not my own, that my purpose is defined by her will, not mine.”

Cara stepped forward, her eyes narrowing with an intensity that made Ash more aware of the fact that he was on trial. Her voice was soft but piercing. “You claim your thoughts are not your own. But if Miss Ana demanded something that triggered your ego or your pride, what might you do then?”

Ash answered without hesitation, his voice a quiet testament to his devotion. “My ego is no longer mine. And my pride has no place here. If Miss Ana commands, I obey, without question, without hesitation.”

Cara crouched to meet his eyes, her gaze unrelenting. “And love? Do you love her with a desire to possess her?”

Ash’s breath caught for a fleeting moment, but his answer was steady, and not rehearsed. “I love Miss Ana as a servant loves their master. My love for her is not in exchange for some reward. It is that of obedience, devotion, and reverence. If she accepts it, I am honored. If she does not, I am still hers.”

Miss Ana smiled darkly, a flicker of satisfaction in her otherwise austere expression.

Lita leaned forward, her tone sharp. “Ash, if Miss Ana summons you, but another woman commands you to stay, whom do you obey?”

“I obey the command given,” Ash said instantly, his voice soft but resolute. “Miss Ana has taught me to honor all women’s authority. If there is conflict, I submit and let the women decide my path. My role is to serve, not to choose.”

Silence fell, heavy and expectant. Miss Ana rose, her presence commanding the room as she approached the platform. “Ash,” she said, her voice low but resonant, “in your time with me, have you questioned my will, even in thought?”

His gaze dropped to the platform, his voice barely above a whisper. “In the beginning, yes, I questioned silently. I sought to understand, to reason. But now, there is only your will, your decision, that commands me.”

“Do you feel a burning sensation of humiliation in admitting that you’d ever questioned me?” she asked.

“Yes, but I feel it is made easier to endure by devoting myself to serving you,” Ash replied.

Lita spoke up, asking, “Do you feel that you owe it to Ana to endure a whipping in tribute to her?”

“Yes,” Ash replied. “I am at all times more than willing to pay the reparation of enduring punishment in honor of Miss Ana.”

Kai had a serene look of pleasure on her face as she leisurely crossed her legs. “Ana, it is your prerogative, of course.”

Ana turned to Kai, with a warm smile on her face. “It is, but I would like to offer it to Cara. If she would accept it, of course.

Cara’s eyes flickered with a dangerous delight, her smile sharpening as she gave Ana a respectful nod. “It would be my pleasure, Ana,” she replied.

Kai’s serene smile widened, her eyes glinting with maternal pride as she nodded subtly to her daughter. “Show us what you’re capable of, darling,” she murmured, just loud enough for those nearby to hear.

Cara stepped forward with deliberate menace as she approached the small platform where Ash knelt. His posture was impeccable. His shoulders squared, arms up, and his hands placed behind his head in a gesture of total submission.

She circled him slowly, her black dress clinging to her lithe frame, the riding crop in her hand gently tapping the palm of her other hand, amplifying the tension. Ash remained still, his breathing steady, though a faint tremor in his fingers betrayed the intensity of the moment.

“Ash,” Cara said, her voice low and commanding, cutting through the silence like a blade. “You’ve surrendered yourself to Ana’s will, haven’t you? You’ve given up your pride, your doubts, your very self to serve her.”

“Yes, Miss Cara,” Ash replied, his voice quiet but firm, his eyes still fixed straight ahead.

“And yet,” she continued, her tone taking on a mocking lilt, “you admit to questioning her, even silently. That lingering spark of defiance deserves to be extinguished, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Cara,” he said, his voice steady but laced with a raw vulnerability that made the crowd lean forward, hanging on every word.

Cara’s smile was a thing of terrible beauty, her eyes alight with the same vicious glee she’d displayed with Jordan. But this was different. Where Jordan’s punishment had been a public dismantling of his ego, Ash’s was to be a ritual, a ceremonial offering to Ana’s dominance and his own transformation. The whip in her hand rose slightly, its tip swaying like a serpent preparing to strike.

Cara addressed the room, her voice ringing with authority, “Tonight, we celebrate Ash’s surrender. This is a tribute to Miss Ana’s power and his absolute devotion. Every stroke will burn away the last traces of his former self, leaving only her will.”

Ana stood to the side, her expression one of serene satisfaction, her eyes locked on Ash with a possessive warmth. Kai’s gaze flickered between her daughter and the kneeling man, her pride palpable. Cara raised the whip, letting the moment stretch, the silence so heavy it seemed to press against the walls. Then, with a fluid, almost graceful motion, she brought the whip down across his bare ass. The crack was sharp, precise, landing across his butt cheeks with a sound that reverberated through the room. He gasped, his body tensing, but he didn’t cry out, his submission holding him steady.

Cara didn’t pause. She struck again, the whip singing through the air, each stroke carefully placed to maximize both the sting and the spectacle. Red welts appeared on Ash’s skin, vivid against his pale butt cheeks. Her movements were deliberate, almost balletic, her beauty and viciousness intertwining into a performance that was as mesmerizing as it was merciless.

The riding crop cracked again, and again, each stroke delivering a searing pain that laid Ash bare before the room. His body began trembling, but his posture never faltered, his devotion a palpable force that seemed to radiate from him.

The women watched in rapt silence, caught in the spell of Cara’s sadistic artistry. She was relentless, her every movement calculated to draw out the moment, to heighten the catharsis for both Ash and the women watching.

As the final strike landed, Ash’s head bowed lower, a soft groan escaping his lips. Cara stepped back, her chest rising and falling slightly, her eyes blazing with triumph.

“For Miss Ana,” she declared, raising the riding crop. “And for Ash, who has proven himself worthy.”

Ana stepped forward, taking the riding crop from Cara. “That was magnificent, Cara,” she said. Then she placed a hand on Ash’s shoulder, her touch both possessive and tender. “Well done, my pet,” she murmured. “But we’re not done yet, are we?”

Ana’s voice, soft yet with an unyielding authority, sent a hush through the room. The riding crop gleamed in her hand, its sleek black leather catching the amber light as she positioned herself. Ash remained kneeling on the small platform, his naked rear end crisscrossed with the red welts of Cara’s efforts with the riding crop, his chest rising and falling with measured breaths. His eyes held a quiet resolve, a testament to the depth of his submission.

Ana circled him slowly. Her presence was magnetic, commanding respect, and her elegance a stark contrast to the raw power she wielded. The riding crop trailed lightly along Ash’s shoulder, a teasing promise of what was to come. She paused behind him, letting the silence stretch, heavy with expectation.

“Ash,” she said, “You’ve given yourself completely. You’ve endured Cara’s whip in my honor. But this ritual isn’t complete until I mark you as mine.” She leaned down, her lips close to Ash’s ear, her voice a whisper meant only for him. “This is for your benefit,” she said, her tone both tender and possessive. “Every mark I leave is a branding that signifies your devotion.”

Ash’s breath hitched, but he nodded, almost imperceptibly. “Yes, Miss Ana,” he murmured, his voice steady despite the tremor in his frame.

Ana straightened, her expression hardening into one of absolute control. She raised the riding crop, letting it hover for a moment. Then, with a swift, precise motion, she brought it down across his ass, just below the marks Cara had left. The crack was sharp, echoing through the silence, and Ash’s body tensed, a soft gasp escaping his lips.

Ana didn’t rush. Each stroke was deliberate, a ritualistic cadence that spoke of both punishment and reverence. The crop snapped again, each mark placed with care, as if she were signing her name on his naked skin. Ash’s hands clenched briefly, but he held his position, his submission unwavering, his body surrendering to her will. Ana’s movements were a study in contrasts—her elegance, her poise, juxtaposed with the controlled ferocity of each strike. This wasn’t just a display of dominance, it was a consecration of Ash’s surrender and Ana’s power fused into something transcendent. Each of the women present noticed the intensity of his erection. Though Ana did not hold back in laying the riding crop hard across his body, his cock did not seem to move in response, and remained thrust outward as undeniable evidence of his submission to her will.

Finally, Ana stepped back, lowering the crop, her chest rising slightly as she surveyed her work. Ash’s naked body was a map of red lines, a testament to his endurance and her unquestioned dominance. She placed a hand on his shoulder again, her touch gentler now, grounding him. “You’ve done well, Ash,” she said, her voice soft but carrying the weight of her approval. “You are mine, in every way.”

Ana nodded to Kai. Kai stepped forward, holding a folded square of black silk, its sheen catching the light. Ana took the black silk from Kai and stepped forward to the platform. Her gaze was not soft, but proud, a mentor who had forged him through discipline and fire.

“Ash,” she said, her voice carrying the weight of finality. “You are no longer becoming. You are.”

With deliberate care, she tied the black silk around his waist, the fabric cool against his bare skin. It draped over his erection, and caressed the well whipped curve of his butt cheeks. Ash remained still, and quiet.


Chapter 20

Ana sat with one long leg tucked under the other on the velvet sofa, the penthouse quiet aside from the occasional soft rustle of pages. In her hands was The Male as Pet: Reclaiming the Natural Order. Its premise was that of a world in which male autonomy was abolished, but also recontextualized into a new, dependent mode of existence. It was articulated with such academic precision it made even the most radical assertions feel strangely reasonable.

Ana read with a calm detachment, and something bordering on amusement. The author was not being metaphorical. She meant pet. Not slave, not servant. Pet. A creature beloved and owned, trained and tamed, cherished precisely because it had given up the illusion of equality and stepped into a deeper, more meaningful form of relationship. One based not on dominance alone, but ownership, training, and control.

She glanced over the rim of the book at Ash.

He was on the floor near her feet, knees on the plush rug, hands held obediently behind his back. Naked. Silent. Still. But she could see the way his attention never left her. Every breath she took, every movement of her hand turning the page, he registered it. Not with fear, but with longing. With quiet anticipation.

The chapter she’d just begun outlined the qualities of an ideal male companion within the author’s philosophy. Trainable. Attuned. Emotionally open but behaviorally contained. She didn’t need to imagine what that looked like. He was right there.

What gave her the greatest satisfaction wasn’t just that Ash behaved. It was that he wanted to. That he found purpose in her whims, and pleasure in her rules. He had read every book she had—some he’d sought out on his own, others he’d picked up because she’d read them in full view of him, like breadcrumbs left to be found. She imagined him now, thinking over this latest title, and how deeply it might challenge his sense of self. He wasn’t lesser than he’d been before. He was corrected. Ana’s face bore a mischievous smile as she read, amused by the author’s unapologetic clarity. Pet. The word danced in her mind, vivid and fitting. Then she closed the book gently and set it on the side table.

She glanced at Ash, kneeling on the plush rug near her feet, his hands clasped obediently behind his back. His collar, a sleek band of leather with a chrome ring, was a symbol of their bond, a constant reminder of the dynamic they’d crafted over months of training, discipline, and devotion.

“Ash,” she said aloud.

“Yes, Miss Ana,” he replied as he raised his eyes to meet hers.

“You want nothing more than to be my loyal, obedient pet,” she said, purposefully not issuing it as a question.

“Yes, Miss Ana,” he replied, his voice more than simply earnest, more than open and honest.

She stood, her movements graceful yet deliberate, and reached for the leash draped over the arm of the sofa. It was a slender length of chrome-steel chain, with a leather strap for Ana’s hand.

“Come here, my darling,” she murmured, her voice a blend of tenderness and command. He raised up slightly to offer the O-ring at the front of his collar, and her fingers deftly clipped the leash in place, the soft click echoing in the quiet room. The act was both intimate and symbolic, a ritual that bound them closer.

“On your hands and knees,” she said, her tone playful but firm.

She didn’t need to issue the command, but she did anyway, as it gave her pleasure to do so. Ash obeyed instantly, lowering himself to the rug, his movements fluid, practiced, a testament to the time she’d spent in training him. She gave the leash a gentle tug, and he followed, crawling beside her as she led him toward the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city skyline glittering beyond like a sea of stars. The leash swayed lightly between them, a silver thread of connection, and Ana’s heart swelled with a mix of pride and love. She paused by the window, the city sprawling beneath them, and turned to him.

“Look out there, Ash,” she said, her tone both playful and profound. “All those lights, all those lives, chasing something they’ll never quite find. But you’ve found your place, haven’t you? At my feet, on my leash, as my cherished pet.”

Ash’s eyes lifted to hers, his expression raw with devotion. “Yes, Miss Ana,” he said, his voice trembling with emotion.

“When I met you, you were Matt,” she said, her voice quieter now, “and you were a man with doubts about who you truly were. I named you Ash because I saw the journey you were about to take. The burning away of that old self, the rising of something new. But now…” She paused, her eyes searching his. “I wonder if Matt should return. What do you think, my pet?”

Ash shook his head, his gaze unwavering. “Matt doesn’t fit anymore, Miss Ana,” he said, his voice soft but certain. “He was someone else, someone lost. I’m Ash now. Your pet. It’s who I am, and who I want to be.”

Ana’s smile was radiant, a burst of warmth that lit the space between them. She tugged the leash gently, drawing him upward and closer, and she pressed his head against the middle of her body. The drawstring that had held her silk robe in place had become untied, and her naked body was exposed in the front. She held his face against the soft bush of hair between her legs.

“You’re right,” she said. “Ash is who you are. You are mine, in every way, shaped by my will, to become my cherished pet.”

She gestured for him to kneel upright. He did, his eyes never leaving hers.

“This is not an ending, Ash,” she said, her voice a blend of playfulness and solemnity. “But rather, it is a forever. You’ll crawl for me, kneel for me, live for me, and I’ll cherish you, guide you, and keep you as my own.”

Ash’s eyes shimmered, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Miss Ana.”

She laughed softly, as she tugged the leash playfully, leading him back to the sofa. She sat on the sofa, pulling him to kneel at her feet once more, then left the leash draped across her thigh. Ana rested a hand on his head, her fingers threading through his hair, and felt a profound joy settle over her. She widened her legs as she pulled his close to her, her robe slipping off to either side and revealing her naked pussy to him.

Ash was Ana’s cherished and obedient pet. The city below may have had innumerable frustrated desires, but here, in their private world, they were complete. Ana, the unquestioned dominant goddess of her domain, and Ash, her devoted pet, whose leash and collar were nothing compared to the binding force of his commitment and devotion to her.
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